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Chapter One

Waulfston, Lord Adept of the Savage Empire, stared out at the strange ship approaching his coastline,
severa milesfrom the harbor. A merchant vessel by thelook of her—so why did he see aone-vessd
invasion fleet threaetening his shores? A chill that owed nothing to the cool summer evening ran down his
spine as the sunset's crimson painted the ship with shades of blood.

Gulls shrieked their disapprovd at aboat being lowered from the anchored ship, the figures boarding it
putting the vessals Sze into perspective. Even from Wulfston's hilltop vantage point, it gppeared huge and

imposing.
The bay stdlion Wulfston rode whinnied nervoudy and slamped the ground, snorting achalenge. The



Lord Adept patted the beast's massive neck. "Easy, boy. WEIl go down and see why these Visitors are
snesking ashore."

Urging Storm down the hillsde, Wulfston caught from the corner of his eye the flashes of the watchers
message from adistant peak, reporting to his castle the arrival of the strange ship. He knew they would
aso report that the Lord of the Land wasriding to investigate.

Helet Storm choose the path and pace down to the beach. By the time they arrived, the boat was
nearing shore. Wulfston counted eight peopleinit, two rowing, the others staring at him, whispering,

pointing—
Cautioudly, he braced his Adept powers, ready to call agreeting as soon as they were close enough to
hear.

A fig of energy seized hisheart!

Intense pain shot down hisleft arm. Heredlized, They're Adepts! and shoved away the assault with his
own powers. Or at least one of themis. But why are they attacking?

Storm neighed and reared as fire bolts exploded around them. Wulfston legped from the saddleinto a
fighting stance, deflecting the bolts sent to consume him. Ignoring pain, he concentrated on the people
clambering from the boat. A wave of hishand and three of them collapsed, adeep on the sand.

Two othersfanned out in opposite directionsto divide his attention, splashing through the shallow surf.
Wulfston dropped the one on the left and was turning toward the other when he redlized they were
diversons.

A lightning bolt shot from the sky, searing the air about him. He deflected most of itsferocity, but was
enveloped in blinding light and Storm's screams.

Hisvison cleared while hisnogtrilsflared at the smdll of burning mesat. Fighting nausea, he concentrated
his anger on the tall man standing in the boat. With one urge of fury, he knocked his opponent out of the
vessd, into an oncoming wave. A glance to the right dropped the other man unconscious.

Such steady use of his powers was weakening the Lord Adept, but he dared not stop until he had
subdued them al. He charged the boat, staggering as the waves pounded at his knees, gambling that he
was safe from those watching from the ship.

A veiled woman and asmall boy huddled in the bottom of the boat, shaking with fear. Wulfston stared
into the woman's eyes, forgetting everything—

Hewhirled at the sound of hoofbeats on the sand.
Lenardo and Juliapulled rein on their horses.
Lenardo's face reflected the grimness Wulfston felt. "Areyou al right?" the Lord Reader asked.

Wulfston dmost laughed at the question. If anyone could tell instantly whether someone wasinjured, it
was Lenardo.

However, hereplied, "Yes, I'mdl right,” surprised at the wearinessin histone. "But—"

Storm. The corpse was still smoldering. He shook hishead at the senseless | oss, and looked around at
his captives. The man he had knocked into the water floated face down. He had to be pulled out before



he drowned.

Lenardo swung from his horse and, with the ease of an active man in the prime of life, pushed past
Wulfston's weakened efforts to drag the man ashore. Wulfston didn't have to ask if his attacker was
aive; Lenardo would Read his condition and take appropriate action.

But Lenardo was demanding of Wulfston, "Why did you come out here to face these people done?!
"I didnt,” Wulfston replied tersely, insstently helping to drag the man ashore by his soggy cloak.

"Well, you must have had some reason to |eave a celebration at your own castle and go riding this far
south! | should have been Reading—"

"l was... restless” Wulfston replied dowly, andyzing hismemories. "Something... drew meto thisplace,
to these people.”

"But why did they attack you?" Lenardo's daughter demanded.
"I don't know, Julia. | don't even know who they are.”
"You don't?' the girl asked in apuzzled tone. "But Wulfston, they're dl black—just like you!"

That fact had not escaped Wulfston's notice, but its significance had. The strange chill touched him again,
stronger than before. Why would a shipload of people come, possibly all the way from Africa, to attack
the only black Lord Adept in dl the Savage Empire?

The answers had to wait until the next day. Some of Wulfston's guards and servants took the unexpected
visitors back to his castle, fed them, hedled those who had been injured, and put them al in guest rooms
under heavy Adept guard.

Other guards rowed Wulfston and Lenardo to the merchant ship. Speaking in the tongue caled Traders
Common, Wulfston ordered the Nubian captain and crew to move the ship up the coast into the harbor
known as Dragon's Mouth. Having witnessed the Lord Adept's powers, they moved quickly to comply.

I nterrogating the captain reveaed little; the eight who had come ashore were the only passengers, and the
tall man named Sukuru—the one Wulfston had knocked into the surf—had hired the ship for this
journey, hisintentions never ated.

A nod from Lenardo was dl the assurance Wulfston needed that the captain wastelling the truth.

The moon was high when the two lords finaly returned to Castle Blackwolf. Word of the brief battle had
already reached everyone there, so the cook had alavish meal waiting for the Lord of the Land by the
time he sat down in the banquet hall.

Though he had eaten dinner afew hours before, the heavy use of his powers made Wulfston fed likea
starving man as he ragpidly consumed enough food for three.

To eat hismed in peace, he had to fend off a dozen people who wanted to fuss over him.
He succeeded with dl but hissster Aradia
"But why did you go out therein thefirst place?' she demanded, sitting opposite him at the table.

Helooked at her testily. "Aradia, why do you ask when you know | don't have the answer? Don't give
me that innocent look. I know you and Lenardo were in contact with each other! For the last time, |



don't know why | went riding along the cliffs, leaving a celebration I'm supposed to be hosting. Now, will
you please leave me done?!

Her look of puzzled hurt made him regret his harsh words. What is wrong with me? he asked himself.

"I'm sorry," he sighed, reaching across the table to touch her hand. "I guess'm more upset than | want to
admit. Especidly losing Storm likethat.”

She nodded in sympathy. Horseswere still arare and precious commodity in the Savage Empire, making
theloss of such afine stdlion particularly acute.

She asked gently, "Do you think that it's possible that you might have... Read that that ship wasthere?’

He shook hishead. "If | could sense a strange ship severd miles avay—which neither Lenardo nor Julia
did until they started following me—then | should be able to pick up someone's thoughts nearby. But
nothing has changed for me. | don't know what drew meinto that confrontation, but it wasn't Reading.
I'm still your mind-blind little brother,” he said, forcing achuckle.

Aradiareturned hisamile, then findly left him done. Ashewatched her leave, Wulfston once again
examined fedings he could not define,

For severa months now, he had been plagued by dark moods and fedlings of emptiness. Hisdutiesasa
Lord Adept were no longer satisfying. He had decided he missed the camaraderie of the other ruling
Adepts and Readersin the alliance. So when he had received the newsthat Aradia and Lenardo were
expecting their first child, he had grasped the excuse to invite them for a celebration.

But the arrival of hisfriends and relatives had not eased his frustration. Indeed, he had begun to crave
solitude before they had finished their first medl together! Hence the ride dong the dliffs.

Was hisfeding jedlousy? After dl, Aradia's Adept powers hadn't prevented her from learning to
Read—the one god in life he could not seem to achieve. Ironically, Wulfston had been thefirst of their
group to theorize that Reading and Adept powers were the same, which Lenardo and Aradia later
confirmed by gaining each other'staents. There was no reason in the world why Wulfston couldn't Read,
but try as hewould, he couldn'.

Another pressure was that he had neither wife nor heir.

His people were beginning to express concern astheir lord approached the prime of life and the peak of
his powers. If he wasto produce an heir, now was the time to do it, while his powers were ill growing.
Lenardo would soon have two heirs, his adopted daughter Juliaand his own child by Aradia. Wulfston
wanted to fed joy at Lenardo's good fortune, but hiswords of congratulation rang hollow.

Inacastlefull of family and friends, with servantsto respond to his dightest whim, the Lord of the Land
fdt totaly done.

The next day, under guard of minor Adepts, the"vigitors' from the ship were brought before Wulfstonin
his audience chamber.

Wulfston rarely sat on histhrone, but hisfather Nerius had carefully taught both his son and his daughter
the techniques of rule. Pomp and ceremony seemed to come more naturaly to Aradia, but Wulfston felt
the gppropriateness of his pogtion thisday.

For severa long moments he said nothing to those who had attacked him, letting them stare at the Lord
of the Land and the people flanking him: Lenardo and Aradia seated in places of honor to hisright, Julia



and Rolf, Wulfston's Reeder, to hisleft. Readers and Adepts dl, aformidable assembly.

Sukuru was the group's leader, though he lacked the bearing of aLord Adept. Authority did not sit well
upon hisgaunt frame, and his ebony skin seemed to blanch under Wulfston's gaze.

It was apparent that Sukuru was badly shaken by his encounter. At first Wulfston assumed it was
because he had been so easily defeated. It turned out, however, that the newcomers had not expected to
find the Lord of the Land on the cliffs, wrapped in a plain woolen cloak. Rather, when they saw another
black man they feared he had been sent by their enemiesto thwart their expedition.

"For it iswell known even unto our lands," Sukuru explained, spesking Trader's Common with a heavy
accent, "that the most excellent Lord of the Black Wolf isagreat and noble ruler. We thought to find you
asyou are now, most gracious lord, crowned in gold and seated upon athrone. Because of our enemies,
we gpproached by stedlth, rather than have our ship enter your harbor. Please forgive usfor your injuries,
and the death of your beautiful steed—"

"You areforgiven,” Wulfston said impatiently. "Tell mewhy you've come here”

"Most excellent lord,” Sukuru explained, "we have traveled over vast distancesto implore your help. The
lands of Africaare hed inthe grip of apowerful witch queen named Z'Nelia From her thronein Johara
she spins her webs of power, ensnaring al who live there. Those who dare speak out or rebel against her
harsh rule or insane proclamations are condemned to desth—or to davery.

"We who have come seeking your help represent many tribes and peoples who share adream of
freedom—freedom from Z Nelias tyranny. But we lack the power to depose her. Besides her own
formidable powers, she has many followers with powers of their own, aswell as ahuge and powerful

amy.
"But why would you come so far to seek my help?' Wulfston asked.

"Word of your exploits has reached our lands,” the emissary replied. "Thereisasong which tells of your
battle against the armies of the Black Dragon, how you defeated him in single combat.”

Wulfston heard Juliasmother asnicker, and knew his other friends found this exaggeration equaly
amusing. Indeed, he had difficulty restraining his own laughter— and redlized that it felt good, the first
spontaneous laughter he had enjoyed in sometime.

"That song," he explained when he could reply with dignity to match the man's sincerity, "was created by
abard seeking favor in my court. East of here, in the city of Zendi, you would hear amuch different
version, celebrating the exploits of my sister and her husband." He gestured toward Aradiaand Lenardo,
enjoying the puzzled look that crossed Sukuru's face when Wulfston identified the pale blond Aradiaas
hissigter. "Intruth, it took our combined powers and those of many othersto defeat Drakonius.”

"Neverthdess,” Sukuru pressed on, "y° #¢ ™ mogt powerful ruler in theselands. Isthat not so?

"No," Wulfston replied patiently, "that is not so. Our dlianceis so powerful becauseit is precisdy that: an
dliance. Lenardo, Aradia, Lilith, Torio, Mdissa—there are many of us."

"Thenyou are... merdly avassal to some higher lord?" Sukuru asked.

"No," Wulfston sad firmly. "We aredlies. And if your Z'Nédliais so powerful, the only way to defest her
isto join your powerswith those of others who oppose her. Surely, if sheisasevil asyou claim, you will
eadly find othersto support you. Why come to our lands seeking a champion?”



"Y ou do not understand our Situation, lord,” Sukuru replied. "L et Chulaikaexplain.”

He gestured to the young woman Wulfston had found in the boat. She came forward hesitantly, her little
boy clinging to his mother's skirts. Chulaikawas wrapped in vells, only her eyesvisble, her lower face
obscured by a soft dark cloth that rippled with her breath.

"Most powerful Lord,” she murmured, her voice trembling, "our people are oppressed, our men taken
into davery, our children threatened. Many of our young people that have shown strong powers have
been killed— murdered by Z'Ndlia because they might oppose her rule. Please, Lord Wulfston, cometo
our aid. Only agrest lord like yoursdf can hdp us." <

There was something compelling about Chulaika's eyes. Wulfston was able to bresk his gaze from hers
only when

Sukuru said, "Y ou are a Son of Africa, Lord. Surely you will not refuse to help your own people?’

"My own people,” said Wulfgton, "are right here. | was not born in your land, but in the Aventine Empire,
where my parents were proud to have earned citizenship." He did not add that they had been killed by
their felow citizenswhen their son exhibited forbidden powers.

"My people" he continued, "are il recovering from the suffering Drakonius caused them, till learning to
trust our dliance, till building anew life upon theruins of the old. | will consult with my dliesto determine
what help we can offer. But you must understand that | cannot leave my lands unattended to go
adventuring in yours." Y et he had to admit, once he had so abruptly dismissed the petitioners, that
perhaps his shortness was caused by temptation.

It was the conflict with Drakonius that had first brought Wulfston out of Aradias shadow. Furthermore,
in the days of conflict decisions had been easy: they fought Drakonius, they fought the would-be usurpers
who had tried to attack their aliance after his defegt, and they fought the invading Aventines. Theright
thing to do had been so clear then.

Nowadays it seemed he dedlt only with arguments over boundaries, or charges and counterchargesin
business disputes. And the ever-present question ofhis helr.

Wulfston decided to talk to Lenardo, who had become as close as a brother in the days when they had
learned to work together against their common enemies. Somehow the Master Reader, who was hardly
five years older than Wulfston, seemed to have the wisdom of the ages.

"Areyou going to tel me what's bothering you?' Lenardo asked when they were done. "Y ou're so
braced for defense that | can't even Read your fedings."”

"I couldn't get the truth out of those people,” Wulfston replied, going to the other problem on hismind.
"Under dl that bowing and scraping—"

"They were appeding to your ego,” said Lenardo. "When that didn't work, Sukuru attacked your pride.”
"Oh, | got theinsult, dl right. Sukuru is not the clever diplomat hethinks heis."
"Agreed." Lenardo looked a him expectantly.

Findly Wulfston said, "Did you—?1 know your Reader's Code prevented you from probing them
deeply, but surely you got some surface impressions?”

Lenardo frowned, staring at his hands. On hisleft glittered the ring which symbolized hismarriage to



Aradia, their two emblems, wolf and dragon, intertwined.

Wulfston had had the matching rings made by the finest goldsmith in hislands, as hiswedding gift to his
sster and her husband. While it symbolized specifically the marriage of these two, it was dso emblematic
of their entire aliance: neither beast could be separated from the other without breaking thering, just as
no member of their alliance dared fail the rest without endangering the existence of the Savage Empire.

Finaly Lenardo said, "'l think you got the sameimpression | did, Wulfston: our uninvited guestswere
telling the truth. Asfar asit went."

"Meaning | didn't ask theright question.”

"Meaning they didn't answer it. They were very open and forthright about what they wanted you to do,
but highly evasive the moment you asked why." The Reader frowned, rubbing his nestly bearded chin as
if deciding whether to confide what he had learned in away Readers considered unscrupulous. Then he
fixed dark eyes on Wulfston and said, "I wonder how much they really know? The description of
Z'N€lia, for example, sounds so much like Portia—"

"Toyou, perhaps," said Wulfston. "Besides, Portiawas a Reader."

"Which iswhy she could not act openly, asthis African Adept can. But you areright, Wulfston. What
made methink of Portiawas the image of the spider with her webs spun throughout the kingdom. That
was how Portia seemed to me, once | discovered her evil. I'm surethisZ'Ndiais quite different,
probably more like Drakonius."

"So you think we should help Sukuru and Chulaika?”

"Not until we find out what they're hiding. Theimpression | got wasthat they are trying to use you. Their
talk of freedom for their people isasham. What they really want is the throne of Nubia—perhaps al of
Africa—for themsdves”

"That ragtag band?' Wulfston snorted. "Who would sit on the throne? Sukuru? He's only aminor Adept.

"Yes" agreed Lenardo, "they're dl either weak Adepts or low-level, untrained Readers. Their combined
talents were nothing against you, and you're not yet at the height of your powers. If their Z’Ndiais mature
and as powerful as Drakonius was, no wonder they're looking for help.”

"Perhaps they came here," Wulfston suggested, "because they knew | wouldn't be interested in claiming a
throne on another continent, and so would leaveit to them?”

"Unlikely. They seemed honestly amazed that we have an dliance of equals. It soundsto measif their
Adepts are il fighting one another, with the strongest subjecting dl the others. So with hislimited
powers, | cannot see how Sukuru thinksto hold Z'Ndiasthrone, even if you should gainit for him.”

Wulfston nodded. "Well, Read whatever you can at dinner without bresking your Oath. Evenif | cant
Read, | know there's something more than our guests havetold us so far!™

Hoping to draw Sukuru and Chulaika out, Wulfston provided plenty of wine, and he and Lenardo, Julia,
and Aradiatold the story of the defeat of Drakonius—rather than letting the bard sng his distorted
verson.

Zanos and Astra, another Adept/Reader married couple, joined the group at the long table. Wulfston
was rather surprised that they had nothing to say, for Z'Nedia sounded much like the sorcerersthey had



encountered in Madura, Zanos native land, from where they had recently returned. Perhaps they were
biding their time, unwilling to reved what they knew.

There were too many unrevealed secrets about that journey—especialy why Torio, the blind Reader,
had not returned from it. When the young man had devel oped the gift of prophecy, and known thereby
that the woman he loved tnust seek her fortune in the frozen north, he had followed her there... and
apparently lost her to Madek, aMaster Sorcerer. But then, instead of returning with Zanos and Astra,
Torio had gone off on his own—to the east, Zanos had said, following somewhim of hisown.

And leaving Wulfston without a Reader. He had Rolf, of course, and severd Magister Readers aswell as
numerous Dark Moon Readers who had come to work in hislands. But Torio had been friend and equal
asnone of these could be. Blast Torio's prophecies anyway! What had they done but lose him Mdissa
and send him off to seek hisfortune away from al hisfriends? Didn't Torio redize his absence weskened
their dliance?

But there was no use wishing for Torio. For the moment, Wulfston had Lenardo, the finest Reader ever
known, to help himin this delicate Situation. And Lenardo was explaining to Wulfston's guests their
entangled rdationships.

"So Juliais my adopted daughter, though | don't think either of us often remembers that she's adopted.
Aradiaismy wife, and that makes her brother Wulfston my brother, too."

Sukuru asked, "How comesit, Lord Wulfston, that these pale folk claim you kin?"

"Ties of love may be as strong asties of blood,” hereplied. "When | was only three yearsold, | showed
thefirst evidence of my powers."

A swift glance passed from Sukuru to Chulaika. The woman had worn her vellseven to thetable,
dipping bits of food up beneath her silken mask; so that when she caught Wulfston looking at her she
dropped her eyes and he could tell nothing more of her expression.

Wulfston continued, "Aradias father, Nerius, stole me from the Aventine Empire, for the village folk
would have murdered me for showing Adept powersin aland where only Reading was acceptable. They
did kill my parents and my sister. Nerius was unable to rescue them, but he adopted me, and that is how
he became my father and Aradiamy sgter.”

"We grew up together,” Aradiaput in. "It was no different than if we had had the same parents by blood;
we were playmates, we got into mischief together, and we fought and made up, just the way any other
brother and sister would. Because our Adept powers set us gpart from other children, we were actually
closer than most brothers and sisters. | had been avery londly child before Father brought Wulfston
home"

"And | was very young," Wulfston added. "No, | never forgot my birth parents. Nerius had known them
for along time, and so now | can't tell you which are my own memories and which are stories Father told
me. He wanted me to remember my heritage, how proud my parents were that they had earned their way
out of davery and become Aventine citizens" And then | devel oped the wrong power .

Aradia stepped into the pause. "So you see, our dlianceis like afamily—we love and trust one another,
even when we are under attack. And now that we are safe and secure, with our friends to protect us
from unforeseen dangers, Lenardo and | are having our own child. She will not be only our daughter; she
will be Julids sgter, and Wulfston's niece. That isthe kind of family dliance you must haveto fight a
tyrant.”



Sukuru nodded. "Y es, we understand, athough | must confess| am amazed. Perhaps, then, most
gracious Lord, you will advise usin our quest? Explain to us how power-ful rulers may be made to work
together instead of battling one another?"

"Not al can,” replied Wulfston. " Some of our supposed dlies proved false. They were with uswhen they
thought we had a chance of winning, but turned to Drakonius when he seemed to have the advantage.
But if you can find |eaders who understand that striving for the good of their peopleiswhat keepsthem
strong, those are the lordswho will aid you in your causeto rid your land of atyrant.”

Sukuru rose, and bowed to Wulfston. "We will heed your advice, most excellent Lord. Now"—he
gestured to one of his retainers, who had stood guard near the door to the great hall al through the
meal—"let us present you with awine of our country—atoast to our success in gaining from you the
meansto save our land!"

The man handed Sukuru an ornate vessdl, dim and beautifully shaped, with two handles near the narrow
mouth. Thiswine bottle could not it on the table, for the bottom was pointed rather than flat. 1t appeared
to be of fired clay, but it was painted in brilliant colors that flashed like jewels.

Once the wax sed had been broken dl the wine had to be poured out. Everyone at the table received a
generous portion. Sukuru raised hisgoblet. "To the defeat of Z'Nédlia— and anything we must do to free
our land from her evil!"

The winewas swest, and heavily spiced; they would need no sweet to end their medl.

Suddenly Aradia, who was seated between Wulfston and Lenardo, leaned over and whispered in her
brother's ear, "Come to our room after dinner. Lenardo has Read something.”

Woulfston leaned forward to look at his sister's husband, but Lenardo was taking adrink of wine.
Obvioudy he did not want their guests to know what he had discovered.

Wulfston took another swallow of wine and redlized that the sweet spiciness was creating thirst more
than quench-ing it. And he should drink no more wine; held had enough during al the toasts.

He ddiberatdy set hiscup aside, and signded to hisbutler. "Get adryer winefromthe celars” he
indructed, "and somefruit juice for me."

"Andfor me" Aradiaputin. "I should not drink more wine tonight, either.”

Eager to know what Lenardo had found out—and frustrated at the knowledge that the Readers at his
table a'ready knew it—Wulfston wished he could cut the dinner short. But protocol demanded that
swests and fruits be offered, and then entertainment provided.

Hisimpatience grew as his musicians performed, and he found himsdlf yawning. He was bored with the
music. Well, what was the good of being Lord of the Land if he couldn't stop the entertainment when he
grew tired of it?

At the end of apiece herose. "Thank you for your fine music, my friends. Jareth, take them off and
reward them suitably. Now, though, | know our guests aretired. My servants are available for anything
you might need.”

They dispersed to their own rooms. Wulfston took off his crown and chains of office, aswell asthe
heavily embroidered tabard he had worn for the state dinner. Wrapped in alight woolen robe against the
castles chill, he felt much more comfortable. In fact dmaost too comfortable. ..



He was cold—cold and clammy. His head ached, and when he moved it hurt even more. Forcing his
eyes open adit, Wulfston groaned at the stab of pain from sunlight piercing hisbrain.

Helay 4ill, cdling up heding heat, and dmost fell adeegp again asit did itswork. Findly, though, the
poisonsin his blood were purged, and he rose to hisfest.

Although the sun was high in the sky, the castlewas silent.

In the hallway the guard dumped againgt thewall, so deep in deep that Wulfston had to touch him to be
sure he wasn't dead. The man woke at his touch, though; he had been put to deep with Adept powers,
not drugged.

"Go—wake the other guards and secure the castle!" Wulfston instructed, and hurried down the stairs.
We are wide open for attack!

Inthe great hall the board till sat with the crumb-laden cloth upon it. Mogt of the dishes had been
cleared away, but the wine goblets stood at their place. Those where Sukuru and his people had sat
weredill full.

Whatever Lenardo had Read when Sukuru had handed out the wine had been aruse—something to
attract the attention of all the Readers, so that no one would think to Read the wine.

In the kitchen, Wulfston found the fire out, and Jareth sprawled on the floor. There was no sign of the
musdans
Hetouched his retainer, and the older man moaned softly as he tried to wake up. He probably drank

mor e of the spiced wine than | did. Wulfston thought, and sent healing fire to cleanse the man's blood.
Jareth dumped back to deep.

AsWulfston turned away, his cook came running into the kitchen in her nightgown. " Oh, me lord! What's
happened? No one woke this morning—not one of the servantsis up!"

"It'snot your fault,” he assured her. " Sukuru put everyone into Adept deep. Make abig pot of strong tea,
and start breakfast. Jareth should waken soon. Send him to wake up everyone a the dairy and the
debles.”

Wulfston, meanwhile, dashed back up the stairs. As he expected, he found Sukuru's room empty.
Foreboding in his heart, he knocked at the door to Lenardo and Aradia's room. When there was no
response, he opened the door, passed their servants deeping soundly in the anteroom, and went into the
inner chamber.

Aradialay donein the bed, her pale hair spread neatly acrossthe pillow asif she had not moved al night
long.

Wulfston touched her brow, letting healing power flow before he placed afingertip gently between her
eyes.

Hissigter blinked up at him. "Wulfston what—?Why have | dept so late?' She sat up, looking around.
"Wheré€'s Lenardo?"

"Aradia, we were drugged,” Wulfston explained. "The wine Sukuru served us—"

"Drugged?" Aradids naturaly pae skin grew bone-white, and she clutched her arms across her
abdomen. "The baby! Oh, Wulfston—get L enardo to Read whether our baby's been harmed!”



"I don't know where he'sgone,” Wulfston replied.

"Aradia? Wulfston?' It was Julids voice at the door to the adjoining chamber.
"Julia, comein!" Aradiacried. "Can you Read where Lenardo is?"

"Not inthe castle," the girl replied at once. "What's the matter?"

"MPease," Aradiatold her, "Read the baby—see if she's been poisoned.”

"Poisoned!" Julias eyes grew round with horror, but shelaid ahand on Aradiasonly dightly swelling
abdomen and concentrated. "No," she said at last. "I can't Read anything but a healthy baby, Aradia, and
I'm sure Father will confirm that.”

"Y ou don't have aheadache, Aradia," Wulfston redlized. "Y our body ingtinctively protected your child.
Y ou probably went directly into healing deep and purged the poison from your blood at once. The drug
knocked me out so completely that | couldn't cleanseit away until | woke thismorning.”

"| took only asmdl taste of thewine," said Aradia. "But whereis Lenardo?' she demanded.
"Wulfgon—?"

"Our uninvited guests have gone," he replied. "Perhaps he followed them. " But he braced himsdlf so that
neither woman could Read him, knowing that if the drug had kept someone with Wulfston's Adept
powers unconscious dl night, Lenardo would not have been the one to waken first.

Juliahad taken on the abstract ook of a Reader seeking something far away. "'l can Read asfar asthe
harbor,” she said, "and | can't find Father anywhere." Then she gasped, and her eyesfocused on
Wulfson'sface. "The ship! Wulfston, the ship isgone!™

Julias powers, while impressive for so young a Reader, could not extend far out to sea. So Wulfston
went to waken Zanos and Adtra, for Astrawas aMagister Reader who would be taking the tests for the
Masgter level someday soon. If necessary, she could leave her body to Read for the ship, askill Juliawas
not quite old enough to begin learning.

By thistime, Zanos and Astra had been wakened by their servants and had cleansed the effects of the
drug from their own bodies. When Wulfston told them what had happened, Astrasaid, ™Y ou think they
kidnapped L enardo? Why would they do that?'

"They drugged us," said Zanos. "'l wouldn't put anything past people who would do that—and then steal
aman away from hisfamily." He picked up the sword which lay ready beside his bed, ready to set out to
Lenardo's rescue.

"Frst find out if he'son that ship,” said Wulfston.

"Of course." Astraconcentrated, her rmsband standing guard while her atention was el sewhere. While
Adtrawastypicaly Aventine, tal and dender, with dark hair and eyes, Zanos was Maduran—ahuge,
red-haired man a head taller than Wulfston, with the well-devel oped body of agladiator.

That had been his profession, but he was far from the stereotype of the stupid warrior. Still, Zanos was
an uncomplicated man, strong in his loydlties, devoted to hiswife, and determined when he set hismind
to something.

Zanos and Astrawere here as representatives of Lilith, a



Lady Adept whose lands lay severa days ride to the north. Hers were the border lands, where there
was gtill the danger of attack from those who sought to test the vulnerability of the unwieldy amagam of
former Aventine Empire and savage lands.

Had it not been for Zanos and Astra, Lilith would have lost her castle to marauders three years ago,
when she and her son were away helping their aliesto the south. Thus Lilith was determined to stay
home now, because she had promised Aradiathat later, when she came close to her time, Lilith would
cometo see her through the birth of her firgt child.

Wulfston watched Zanos and Astra, wishing again that he could Read—if only just aswell as Zanos or
Aradia, for even the smadlest ability dlowed oneto "ligenin,” asit were, to astronger Reader. Thus
Zanos would be Reading through Astranow, as he stood by her protectively. He would know at once
what she found out about Lenardo, while Wulfston had to wait impatiently for them to tell him.

Findly Adracried, "I've found the ship. Lenardo ison board. Heislocked in the hold, but he's ill
adeep. | couldn't waken him. Sukuru has added Adept deep to the effects of the drug.”

"Mawort damn them to the torture pit!" said Zanos. "L ord Wulfston, I'm ready to help you rescue Lord
Lenardo. Agra?!

"Of course," shereplied. "How soon can you get aship ready, my lord? With the Adept power we can
command well soon overtake them. The important thing is not to let them get out of Reading range, snce
we don't know wherein Africathey're going."

"Just let me get my hands on that Sukuru,” muttered Zanos, and Wulfston recognized that he was
controlling fury. For amoment he didn't understand Zanos concern over aman who wasonly an
acquaintance, but then he remembered that the gladiator had been stolen from hisown homeand asa
child and, like Wulfston's own parents, sold into davery in the Aventine Empire. There he had been
trained to fight in the arena, forced to earn again the freedom he had been born to.

"I'll call for aship," said Wulfston, and hurried downgtairs. Jareth was now awake and dert, and he set
the man to making arrangements while he went to tell Aradia—

"Most excdlent lord."

Wulfston whirled at the soft voice speaking from a shadowed acove.
The veiled woman, Chulaika, stood with her child huddled againgt her.
"You! What isthe meaning of this?' Wulfston demanded.

"| have stayed to guide you, most excellent Lord,” shereplied firmly, athough he could see the fear
behind the determination in her eyes. ™Y ou will need my help during your long journey to Africa.”

"So!" he breathed. " Sukuru kidnapped Lenardo in order to force meinto your conflict with Z'Nelia. Well,
you've underestimated us, woman! Lenardo's not our only good Reader. Weve aready found the ship,
and well catch up with it by sundown.”

"Begging your pardon, Lord Wulfston, but you will not. Y ou will need my guidance to find Sukuru—and
to rescue your sster's husband.”

"Never mind," he said impatiently. "Go pack your things. Y ou're going with us, so | can hand you back to
Sukuru. And frankly, | don't care what he does with you!"



As heturned away from her, Chulaikasaid, "Pack for ajourney, Lord Wulfston. If you do not, you will
find yoursdlf in afar country with naught but the clothes on your back."

Wulfston quickly dressed for travel, but he wasn't fast enough to avoid Aradia. She cameinto hisroom
ashewasturning hissmal private coffer out onto the bed. There were enough gold and silver coinsto
buy anything he might need, should Chulaika'swarning provetrue.

Aradiawore aserviceable light woolen gown in her favorite violet, which matched her eyes. Her hair was
braided and bound smply about her head, and she carried a hooded cloak. "Hurry, Wulfston," she said,
sounding just the way she had when they were children. "We don't want to missthetide!"

"Aradia—"

"I'm going with you."

"No, you'renat, ' hetold her firmly.
"Wulfgton, it's my husband they've taken!"

"And that's his child you're carrying/* he countered. ™Y ou were fortunate that the drug did not harm the
baby— for Sukuru il et you drink it after he knew you were pregnant. Y ou don't know what these
people are capable of if they have no care for the health of an unborn babe. Will you be as careless as
they are? Will you take your child into the midst of Adept conflict?

"| can take care of my baby and mysdlf,” Aradiainssted. Not wanting to argue, Wulfston turned away
from her angry glare and began putting the coinsinto aleather pouch.

Suddenly his muscles went tiff, as Aradiasought to prove her strength by controlling him. He should
have expected it, it was something she had often done to win an argument when they were children. Her
powers had away's been superior, as she was five years older than he.

But thistimeit took only amoment's concentration for Wulfston to shake off Aradias Adept hold.

Heturned swiftly, showing her plainly that her strength was waning with her pregnancy. Y ou see?
Aradia, you just don't have your full powersright now."

But as he saw tears spring to her eyes he moved quickly to comfort her. "Please... we both know it's
best that you stay here. Jknow it won't help for meto tell you not to worry, but | promise you this: | will
bring Lenardo back to you, safe and sound. | sweer it!"

Captain Laren, owner of the Night Queen, had more than afew objectionsto his ships being pressed
into service as a pursuit vessdl. But he needed continued use of Dragon’'s Mouth for his merchant
business, so adeal was quickly struck.

Wulfston boarded ship with Zanos, Astra, and anumber of his own people. Even old Huber, agrizzled
warrior who was awater taent, volunteered for the mission. Wulfston put Chulaikaand her soninthe
boat in which he was rowed out to the Night Queen—just intimeto sail with thetide.

"You see?' hetold her. "My people aways work together. Well easily catch up to Sukuru, and trade
you for Lenardo.”

"You will see" wasdl the woman would say from under her veil.

Since Wulfston was the only one on board with weather-changing talents, the other Adepts supported



him as he created a strong wind that quickly carried the ship out to sea.

But asthe shordine vanished, Zanos said, "We can't keep this up much longer, Lord Wulfston. Well be
exhausted by the time we catch up with Sukuru's ship.”

"You'reright," Wulfston conceded, letting the wind die down. "We must conserve our strength. Thisis
going to take longer than | thought, and Sukuru isn't going to give up Lenardo without some...
‘persuasion.’”

"Perhgps we can use natura wegather conditions,” Astrasuggested. "1 can Read aminor squal building
south of here. If we could guide itswinds thisway, it would take much lesswork to catch Sukuru.”

Waulfston nodded. "A good suggestion, Adstra. Let'stry it."
By the time the brisk sormwindsfilled the Night Queens

Sails, the sun was on the western horizon. Some minutes later, atiny black dot could be seen inthe
center of the crimson sphere.

"She's gtill severa hours ahead of us, Lord Wulfston!" the captain caled out over the cheering. "We
won' catch ‘er till after midnight!”

"But we will catch them,” Wulfston replied, glancing a Chulaika. She avoided his eyes as shelifted her
son into her ams.

CRACK! A boalt of lightning struck the mainmast, sending down a shower of splinters.
"It's Sukuru!™ Zanos bellowed. "He's turning the ssorm against us!”

A second bolt struck the bow before Wulfston could move to deflect it. Flames sprang up in the
foredeck, but the Lord Adept extinguished them with a moment's concentration.

"Combine your powersto shield the ship!" he commanded the Adepts. If he could put everyone on
Sukuru's ship to deep—

Another loud CRACK! came from the mainmagt, thistime from within. The captain barked out orders. ,
Adracried out, "The madt! It'sgoing to—"

It split diagonally, the upper haf becoming a spear hurtling down at Wulfston's people. Trying to work
with gravity, he put his powersto angling the missile away from the people aboard.

Zanos and two of the other Adepts added their strength to his, but it was not enough to send the debris
over the sde. Thejagged point ripped through the starboard side of the deck and came out the hull, just
below thewaterline.

Captain Laren shouted, "Hard to port! WEl have to make it to one of the Turtle Idands and beach er, or
well snk for surel”

Wulfston started to object, but knew the captain was right. The Adepts could do little more than keep
the ship afloat for aleague or so, until they reached shalow waters. And then at least aday would be

spent making repairs.
Very clever, Sukuru, But you won't escape me!

While Huber and the others helped the crewmen make temporary repairs, Wulfston strode angrily to



Chulaika, who was gill holding her son, still avoiding hiseyes... but somehow seemed lessfearful of the
Lord Adept than she had been before.

"Very well, woman. Tell mewere Sukuru istaking Lenardo.”

"Show meyour charts" shereplied, "and | will plot your course.” At least she had the dignity not to say
"| told you s0."

Later, Wulfston stood watching the sun set. Astraand Zanos joined him. "Don't worry," said Zanos,
"weéll catch up and rescue Lenardo.”

Wulfston nodded. "Y es, but we may haveto go al theway to Africato doit. I've been trying dl day not
to think about the prophecy Torio made before he left with you for Madura. He told me, Y our fateis
linked with Lenardo's, but it isyour own destiny you will seek far away, only to find where you began.’
So herel am, sailing far away because of Lenardo. | wonder—what does the rest of the prophecy
mean? Does ‘where| first began’ mean Nubia, theland of my ancestors? | don't know anything about it!
| may look like Sukuru and the other black people, but they are not my people. If my destiny truly lies
among them, will | ever seehome again?"

Chapter Two

The repairs on the Night Queen took nearly two days. By the time the ship put to seaagain, Sukuru's
vessel was beyond Astral's Reading range, even out of body. Wulfston was forced to depend entirely on
the course Chulaika plotted.

He was not sure he could trust her, even in that regard. Apparently she was following Sukuru's plan to
forcethe Lord Adept to travel to Africa, but what if al thiswere part of an even larger scheme—aplot
agang the Savage Empire?

Wulfston remembered leaving Aradiaand Jareth on the dock in hishomeland. "Wheat if thisisaruseto
divide our strength?" he had wondered aoud. "Enemies have tried to split our aliance before. Sukuru
might have friends— strong Adepts and Readers—who hopethat dl of uswill sall off to rescue Lenardo,
leaving our lands unprotected.

"Y ou may beright, my lord,” Jareth had agreed. "We must expect the unexpected.”
"Indeed,” Wulfston nodded. "If I'd done that last night, we wouldn't have lost Lenardo, would we?'

"Don't blame yoursdlf, my brother,” Aradiasaid softly. "Wewere al fooled. Not even Lenardo Read
Sukuru'sintent.”

Wulfgton did not forgive himsalf so easily. Somewhere degp inside him, avoice whispered, "Y ou should
have known. Y ou saw the signs and ignored them.”

What signs? he asked himsdlf. What should | have known, but didn't?

The vast ocean yidded no answers, merely beckoned to his mind, drawing him beyond therailing,
seducing himinto forgetting al his concernsand losing himsdf in—

"Lord Wulfgon?'
He spun around, bracing his powers—to find Astrabeside him, startled by hisreaction.

"I'm sorry," he said, smiling to cover hisembarrassment. "1 didn't hear you. | guess| was experiencing



that thing sailors are dways talking about: 'the spell of the sea." "
"Isthisyour first time sailing to aforeign land?’ the Reader asked.

"My firg time out to seq," he confessed. "My first experience of being totaly surrounded by deep water.
It's beautiful, but I'm beginning to understand how it must have seemed to your fellow Aventine Readers
when theinvasion fleet left their empire—how vulnerable they must have felt when | sent the sormto
drive away their shipsfrommy lands."

"Y ou're thinking about the Readers who drowned?!

"Y es, and how easily the same thing could happento us," he said grimly. " Sukuru has two days head
dart. If we can't close the gap, we may find someone waiting on the African coast to drive us avay!"

"ZNdig?'

"Or one of her dlies. From what Captain Laren tells me, the city of Joharais near Africas east coast.
This course that Chulaika has plotted istaking usto the west, athousand miles from Johara. Evenif this
witch-queen is as powerful as Sukuru said, her powers cant possibly reach that far. But if she has Adept
friends on the west coadt..."

"Wouldn't it be more likdly that Sukuru and his adlieswould be there? If hé'strying to force you to help
him depose a powerful sorceress, surely he'snot going to lead you into atrap!”

"How can we be sure of anything? Y our husband agrees these people can't be trusted.” Shefollowed his
glance down the length of the deck to where Chulaika sat at the stern, sharing a med with her son. "For
instance, what are your impressions of her?"

"Hard to say. She seemsto have as much Adept talent as | do, which is not much. She doesn't seemto
want to be here, away from her homeland, any more than we want to be away from ours. But she's
determined not to show it. And you must have noticed how protective sheis of her son, Chaiku. Aren't
you curious asto why afour-year-old never speaks, only cries and makes grunting sounds?

"With al that's been going on, | hadn't noticed,” Wulfston admitted. "Have you Read his physica
condition?"

"Thismorning, before weleft theidand. It didn't tell me much. Histhroat and voice box seem to be
normal, which should mean that the disorder isin hisbrain. When | asked Chulaikaif he had ever had the
power of speech, she became defensive, bracing her powers. So | |eft her done™

" Our children threatened, " Wulfston said, quoting what Chulaika had told them in his throne room.
"Perhaps heisavictim of morethan just athrest."

Just then Captain Laren strode over to them, looking very serious. "Lord Wulfston, I'm sorry. From my
caculations, even with dl you Adepts helping, this ship cannot possibly catch up with that African
merchantman. They'll reach the African coadt at least aday before wewill."

Wulfston stared at the man, not knowing whereto vent hisfrustration. He expdlled it in acontrolled
breath, then said, "Just get usthere as quickly asyou can."

"And then?' Laren asked.

"I don't know," the Lord Adept said quietly, then walked to the stern of the ship. Chulaikalooked up as
he approached her. ™Y ou win, it seems. In afew days| will beinyour land.”



"But not helping usfight againgt Z'Ndlia," she said softly, "soitisnovictory at dl. | told my magter thet his
plan would not work."

"You're Sukuru's dave?' he aked. He had assumed that the two were dlies.

" 'Servant’ would be the best word in thislanguage. He saved me and my son from being sold into
davery, but... sometimes obeying hiswishes seems no better than serving adavemadter. If only you
knew how much your help is needed in Africa—"

"Weve dready been through that,” he said firmly. "'l haven't changed my mind. When we reach Africa, |
will do whatever | haveto do to rescue Lenardo, but | will not become apart of your rebellion!”

"Then what do you require of me, Lord Wulfston?'

Rather than make further demands, Wulfston decided to try another tack. "I'll make abargain with you,
Chulaika," he said softly. "I must know more about what | will facein your homeland. If you will teach
vme your native language, and as much as possible about your lands and customs, | will do what | can to
cure your son's muteness. With the help of Magister Astras Reading powers—"

Chulaikas reaction was astrange, bitter laugh as she drew the child close. ™Y ou cannot help him, Lord
Wulfston. No Hedler can. The slence of histongueisthe mark of Shangonu, our god. It isHiswill that
Chaiku not speak—to oppose the will of the god would bring disaster upon us.”

Wulfston was amazed a her response. "'Y ou believe that it'swrong for him to be healed?!

"Shangonu forbidsit. Y ou cannot understand,” she ingsted firmly. ™Y ou are not of my people, know
nothing of our ways." Although her voice remained sort, itsintensity increased. "1 will teach you what |
can, most excellent lord, but there are some things about my homeland that even you, a Son of Africa,
will never be ableto learn.”

Zanos and Astrawere included in the language lessons. With the powers of concentration studied by
both Readers and Adepts, their progress was swift, and soon al three were capable of intelligible, if not
colloquid, conversation in the language of Chulaika's people, the Zionae. - In the processthey learned
that Africans perceived Reader and Adept powers much differently than the Aventines or savages did.
Readersin Africawere caled Seers, while Adepts were generally called Movers. Minor Adepts were
known by their principal tdent: heders, firemakers, rainbringers, and so forth.

Readers were often inducted into religious orders, to use their powersfor socid good. Thefate of a
person with both Reading and Adept powers depended on where he lived; in some areas such a person
might become part of a coven of wizardswhile in other tribes a Reader/Adept would be anatura ruler.

During one lesson, Agtratold Chulaika, "Only in the past few years have our Readers and Adepts begun
to learn each other's powers. Are those with both powers very common in Africa?'

"No, they arenot,” Chulaikareplied. "Intruth, only in recent generations have people with any kind of
power become commonplace. As recently asin my great-grandmother's day, even my meager powers
would have been cause for my people to shun me asawitch. But today avery powerful witch-queen Sits
upon the throne in Johara. Such powers are the only thing that people now respect.”

"Perhaps," Wulfston said, "and perhaps not. Among my people there isthe legend of another
Wulfson—Wulfston the Red. He had no powers, yet heisremembered asagreat ruler. His strength
came from hisunsdfish love for his people, which earned him their respect and loyalty. Surely your
history aso contains stories of great kings and queens who ruled the Zionae without powers.”



"Indeed,” Chulaika nodded, "but those were in the days when Movers were few. In recent generations
leaders without powers have had to fight constantly to keep their thrones. Of late, few have succeeded.”

The Lord Adept shrugged. "A ruler'slands are hisonly for aslong as he can hold them. There will dways
be someone wanting to make those lands his own, and having powerswill never changethat. Y ou have
seen our solution in the Savage Empire, Chulaika. Rulers who respect and trust one another can uniteto
maintain peace. Without that unity, powers or no powers, no ruler'slands are safe.”

"Perhaps,”" she whispered. Wulfston could not tell whether she doubted hiswords, or found a seed of
hopein them.

Thecry of "Land ho!" rang out from the bow, and the passengers rushed to the railsfor the first view of
something other than water and sky since they had sailed out of the midland sea and into open ocean. A
wide patch of green was dowly rising from the seg,

"Freedom Idand,” Chulaikaidentified. "We must stop there for water and supplies. After that, it isfour
more days until we reach the African coast.”

Wulfston glanced at Captain Laren, who confirmed her words with anod.
"Why isit called Freedom Idand?' Zanos asked Chulaika.

"Becauseit isthe last hope of daveswho sometimes manage to jump overboard after adave ship has|eft
Africaswest coast, bound for distant markets.”

Like the Aventine Empire, Wulfston reflected, until the last earthquake destroyed their system of
rule, and we took over .

"Many of the endaved come from conquered tribes,” Chulaikawent on. "Thusthey have no hometo
return to. So they stay on Freedom Idand, joining one of the communitiesthere. Pirate bands also usethe
idand asabase, but it is unwritten law that no dave businessis conducted here."

"And dl those different factionslive sde by sdein peace?' Agtraasked.
"An unessy peace,” the velled woman said. "Most uneasy.”

No other shipswere in the harbor when the Night Queen dropped anchor. Captain Laren and several of
her crew went ashore first for supplies, and the boat returned for Wulfston, Zanos, Astra, Chulaika, and
Chaiku.

Chulaikatried to persuade Wulfston to remain aboard, ingsting, "There is nothing of interest to you on
thet idand."

That only made him more certain there was, so hetold her, ™Y ou said you would be my teacher aswell
asmy guide. Hereismy first chance to see African culture—and | need you to explain it to me." Besides,
he thought, | must attempt to send a message to Aradia.

When Chulaika till resisted, Wulfston demanded, “"What are you afraid of ? | s there some danger on the
idand?'

"l cannot be certain,” shereplied. "I have never been here before. Although it is said that thereislittle
violence on Freedom Idand, you may be certain that should we encounter trouble, we can expect no
help from the inhabitants.”



Zanos gave her aconfident smile. "'l think we have enough strengths and talents among usto handle any
trouble

Hiswife nodded her agreement, but asked Chulaika, "Just what isit you fear? Surely Z'Neliasinfluence
could not reach so far.”

"Couldn't it?' the African woman countered. " She has spies everywhere on the continent. Why not here?’

The handful of black people on the dock proved less than friendly, though not openly hostile to the
srangers. To test whether he would be understood, Wulfston asked to have the | etter he had prepared
sent back on the next ship to the Aventine peninsula. He handed over coins, hoping the missive would
reach its destination. Then they went on to the marketplace.

The haf-mile wak was on awell-worn road lined with squalid huts. Children played in the dirt, while
their mothers clustered nearby in the shade of atal tree. It was of atype Wulfston did not recognize, and
gtting inits branches were multicolored birds snging unfamiliar songs. More than just another land, he
reflected. It's almost like entering, another world.

The group of native women stopped talking as they passed, staring a the strangers—no, staring directly
ahim.

"Adra," Wulfston murmured in the savage language, "why are those women looking at me that way?"

The Reader followed his gaze and concentrated. "They're low-level Readers, my lord. My impressionis
that they are intrigued with your appearance, and are wondering who you— Oh, Hestal" she muttered,
and turned away, blushing.

"What'swrong?'

Zanos, who had apparently been "listening in" on hiswife's scan of the women, choked back laughter.
"Uh... they're Reading through your clothes, Lord Wulfston.”

Fighting the reflex to cover himsalf with hishands, Wulfston gasped, "What!" then forced himself to walk
tal, shooting an angry glare a the women that would have sent any citizen of hisown land scurrying away
interror. The result on the group of women, however, was an explosion of laughter.

"They're breaking the Reader's Code!" he protested to Astra.

"They would bein the Savage Empire," she agreed, ""but who knows whether in this part of the world
Readers have even developed a code?’

They switched back to Chulaikas native language, and Astra asked her about it. "Each order of Seers
hasitsown rules," the African woman explained. "I'm sure those women belong to no order, but even if
they did, | doubt that our Seers and Movers could ever agree on asingle set of rules.

We are too many different tribes and peoples, asyou will soon see.”

The marketplace was a prawling arena of bustling activity, its perimeters defined by merchants huts,
tents, and open-air booths. Although it was not as crowded as a busy market day at home, the travelers
found it difficult to navigate the crosscurrents of people.

Everyone seemed to travel in groups, asif being aone were unacceptable here. Or dangerous.

Wulfston noticed that the business being conducted did not involve the exchange of coins, only barter. Of



course, refugeeswould not have silver or gold. Coins marked merchants, always under suspicion of
trading in human flesh.

Wulfston touched the money pouch at his belt, and suddenly felt more an intruder on thisidand than a
vigtor. Hefdt even less certain that hisetter would reach Aradia

Zanos sad, "The market seemsto be divided into territories.” Wulfston saw what he meant: tal, thin men
sold their wares in the northern part; short, dmost childlike people on the east—

But it was asmal booth on the southern perimeter that drew Wulfston's attention. A young couple were
sdling wooden utensils. The man was beardless, but still he. closaly resembled the Lord Adept in build
and skin color.

He reminds me of my father , Wulfston redlized. His naturd father. No, on closer examination thisman
didn't really look like his father as Wulfston remembered him, but there was

family—tribal >—resemblance enough to give him theirrationa fedling that if he walked over to that booth
he would be wel comed with open arms.

Knowing his perception was clouded by memory, Wulfston remained where he was, letting his eyes
move over to the man'swife, who was light-skinned and very pretty. She was painting animd figureson
the outer edge of alarge bowl, just as Wulfston's mother had done at his family's pottery stand. Over to
the sdealittle girl waswatching her young brother, aboy no more than three years old—

The same age | was when it all happened. It's like looking at my own past!

The young woman glanced in his direction, and her eyes widened. She edged over to the man and
whispered something, then went to bend over her children.

A hand touched Wulfston's shoulder. He turned reflex-ively, staring into Chulaika's eyes, but he could not
seem to hear what she was saying. His mind was gill on the family that looked so much like his own.
When he turned to look again, they were gone. The booth was empty.

"Lord Wulfston," Chulaika said, "Zanos claimed he saw some 'Madurans over there'—she gestured
toward the western side of the square—"and ran off. His wife followed him. She seems concerned.
These'Madurans—they are histribe?"

Wulfston nodded. "It never occurred to me that endaved Madurans could end up thisfar south.”

"That isthe essence of the dave business," Chulaikasaid quietly. "People are sold in lands far from their
homes, places where their features are considered unusud. They don't know the language, they stand out
inacrowd, so thereislittle chance of escape.”

Suddenly she looked around. "Chaiku? Chaiku!" Her eyes were suddenly wide with panic.

"He'sjust wandered off," Wulfston said, trying to see through the river of people flowing around them.
"Chaku!" she cdled, her voice quickly approaching hysteria. "Chaiku!"

"Dontworry," hesaid firmly. "We 11 find him. He can't have gonefar.”

But Chulaika continued to call her son, pushing her way through the crowd. Wulfston followed her,
certain thelittle boy would wander back to where he had started.

"KANA LA SABENU Z'NELIA! KANA LA SABENU Z'NELIA!"



The shouts cut through every other sound in the square.

The world went slent for amoment, everyonelooking in every direction at once. Then awoman yelled
something and people scurried away from the center of the marketplace.

It was as though curtains parted, reveding little Chaiku— index finger in mouth, cheeks stained with
tears—Iooking around bewilderedly for his mother.

And then the crowds parted further to reveal the screaming man, several yards beyond the child and
lurching toward him with adrunken stagger.

He was brandishing aknife!
"KANA LA SABENU Z'NELIA!

By now, Chulaika had reached her son and was scooping him up in her arms. Wulfston ran toward them,
shouting for her to get out of the way as the man increased speed and raised the dagger.

Chulaika stood frozen, staring a her oncoming degth.

The Lord Adept jJumped to hisright to see histarget clearly, and threw enough Adept force to knock the
knife out of the man's hand.

It was as though the attacker had been thrown againgt a stone wall—bones snapped loudly, the knife
went flying behind him, and his shouts became a groaning gurgle as he dropped to his knees. Hefdll
forward, to land at Chulaika's fest.

"Areyou al right?' Wulfston asked as he approached her. She nodded vaguely, staring down at the man.
Her right hand held Chaiku's face buried in her left shoulder, muffling his frightened sobs. Her eyesheld
an expression Wulfston could not discern, a strange mixture of fear and anger.

Suddenly Zanos and Astrawere there, she knedling over the prone form, he protectively standing over
her and scanning the curious onlookers. "He's dead, Wulfston." she announced, looking up at him sadly.
"His neck is broken."

"I didn't mean to strike him so hard,” he muttered, fighting down asick feding. He hadn't misgauged his
powers that badly since adolescence. He looked at Chulaika. "What was he shouting?'

She blinked. "Death to the enemies of Z'Ndia"

"Lord Wulfston, | think we should return to the ship,” Astrasaid as sherose. "l don't like what I'm
Reading from this crowd.”

"l agree," Chulaikasaid quickly. "Thisman may havefriends.
Wulfston had to agree. He let Zanos lead the way out of the marketplace, hand on the hilt of his sword.

The trek back was|ong and silent. Only when the ship wasin sight did Wulfston relax enough to ask
Zanos about the Madurans he had sought in the marketplace.

"Therésasmall colony of them on theidand,” Zanosreplied quietly. "A storm enabled them to escape
the ship carrying them to the mainland dave markets. Since no shipsfrom heretravel to Madura
anymore, they are cut off from their homeland. Considering what Astraand | saw of Madura under
Maldek'srule, | told themiit'sjust aswell."



Captain Laren and some of his crewmen were loading supplies, and the Night Queen put out to sea
before nightfal. Wulfston gathered Zanos, Astra, and Huber for a private conference in the cramped
quartersthat were the only private accommodation available to the Lord Adept.

Adtraused her powers to make sure no one was eavesdropping—yparticularly Chulaika.

"I'm even more suspicious of that woman now," Wulfston said tightly. "All her answers seemto be
truthful, but something tells me that what she does not say is much more important than the information
shesgivenus. "

"Well, ' Adtrasaid doubtfully, "I don't think she could have lied about what that man with the knife was
saying. Hewas obvioudy out to kill Chaiku, Chulaika, and you."

"Perhaps he was a hired assassin,” Huber suggested, "sent by Z'Ndlia"

"If hewas," Zanos commented, "he was a poor choice. It's very hard to sneak up on prey when you're
drunk."

"Besides, no one knew we would stop on Freedom Idand, " said Wulfston. "No—wait. Sukuru and his
people knew we would stop there because they did.”

"Coujd Z'Ndidsdlies have captured them?' Zanos mused. "Made them reved that we were coming?"

Huber doubted it. "Even if someone Read it from them, Sukuru and his crew are only aday or so ahead
of us. Were till four days from Africa—not enough time to put an assassin on theidand.”

"Unlesshe was dready there," said Adra. "And what if he was a Reader himsalf? These people have no
Code to stop them from invading people's privacy. If that man picked up Chulaika's thoughts and
redlized that she was Z'Ndias enemy, he could have attacked her without thinking. Maybe he wasjust
drunk enough not to redlize he had no chance againgt us."

Wulfgton said, "If that's so, then I'm even more worried. An aly or servant of Z'Nelias so far from the
mainland... just how far does her power extend?"

The language lessons continued, but Wulfston found it harder to concentrate. And he did not deep well.

On thethird morning, Zanos said to him, ™Y ou'relike the fighters| used to train for the Aventine arena.
Some of them would be restless for days before an important match.”

"And how did you help them rdlieve their tensons?' Wulfston asked.
"Sometimes,” the Maduran said wryly, "I'd send them to Morella's House of Pleasure.
Wulfston gave him alook of mock annoyance. "1 don't think that applies here.”

Zanos chuckled. He knew the Lord Adept was virgin-sworn until he found the woman who would
provide hisheir. "Sorry. Serioudy, though, you need to get your mind off what lies ahead. When they
weretoo tense, | would often set my gladiators anew challenge, something they'd never done before.
For example, you are apowerful Adept. I might challenge you to combat, with the stipulation that you
not use your powersto win."

Wulfston looked at the powerfully muscled Maduran. As an Adept, he much overmatched Zanos, but
without the use of powers— "1 wouldn't know where to begin. I've never even learned to use asword.”

"I had to keep my powers secret in the Aventine Empire,” said the ex-gladiator, "so | had to learn. ™



"Perhaps you should teach me swordplay,” said Wulfston. "I may well have to hide my identity in order to
get close enough to rescue Lenardo. ™

"No," replied Zanos. "The sword has many forms, each with its own style of combat. | could not possibly
teach you enough in afew daysto do you any good. But thereis something that is useful anywherein the
world: the tactics of hand-to-hand combat.”

Wulfston stared. "Wrestling? With you?" Zanos must weigh at least athird more than he did. "Without
Adept powers|'d never dare come within reach of an enemy of your sizel"

The Maduran's massive chest muscles rippled with hislaughter. "I'll show you some tricks of combat
strategy and the use of strength. Like you, I've learned to work with nature. But Adept combat
sometimes goes againgt that principle.”

"Y ou mean because most Adept combat isameatter of powers and stamina. Drain your enemy's strength
before he can drain yours.”

"Exactly. Novicesin the wrestling pit think the same way: wear down your opponent with brute force.
But the seasoned fighterslearn to turn an opponent's weight and strength against him. Let me
demondirate... Ho there, Telek!" he called to atall, muscular deckhand who was watching from near the
gern. "I've heard you're pretty good at fighting."

The crewman gave Zanosalazy smile. "I've been in abrawl or two," he conceded, casualy moving
toward the gladiator.

Wulfston did not have to be a Reader to sense the anticipation rippling through the crew and some of the
other passengers. Likethe Lord Adept, many of them had noticed the looks of gppraisal passing
between Zanos and Telek. Asthe two largest men aboard, strangersto each other, it would be natura
for them to speculate. Zanos did it out of habit, sSnce judging men in the gladiatoria arenahad been part
of hisprofesson.

Telek'sreasons were another matter entirely. Wulfston had overheard several crewmen boast about his
fighting prowess.

"I need your help to show something to Lord Wulfston,” Zanos said to him. " Just some basic fighting
moves."

Wulfston did not much carefor the oily smile that Telek gave in response, but heremained sllent as Astra
appeared at hiselbow. The Reader's confident smile told him to trust Zanos.

In size and musculature, the two men were dmost identical. Telek's deeply bronzed skin and
sun-bleached hair contrasted, though, with Zanos exotic coloring. The sailor stripped off his shirt, cast it
aside, and stretched.

The two men faced off, each taking abasic wrestler's stance. A ring of spectators formed around them as
the fighters began circling. After severa feints, they smashed together, each seeking a superior hold.
Tdek found it firgt, twisted his huge bulk, and tossed Zanos over hisright hip.

Laughter erupted from some of the crewmen asthe gladiator crashed to the deck. Wulfston saw Astra
blink hard.

"That was what you had in mind, gladiator?' Telek smirked.
Zanosrose deliberately, smiling. Telek took two steps and tried to grasp Zanos arm. In ablur of speed,



the gladiator grabbed the sailor's wrist, spun around, and threw Telek over his shoulder. Severa
crewmen jumped out of the way astheir comrade landed so hard the ship rocked.

"That's what | had in mind," Zanos said camly. Wulfston followed his gaze to Captain Laren, who was
feigning disinterest in the demongtration. The Lord Adept sensed that the captain disapproved, but would
dlow themto continue... within limits,

Telek bounced to hisfeet, no longer smug. He approached Zanos alittle more cautioud y—but soon
found himsdif flat on the deck again. Thistime acheer went up for Zanos.

Telek scrambled to hisfeet, glaring. Zanos smile became nasty as he backed away, beckoning to his
opponent. Telek charged, bellowing. Zanos evaded his grasp, gripped the seaman's forearms, planted his
foot on Telek's chest, and fell backward, tossing the man over his head.

The ship had stopped rocking before Telek regained hisfeet thistime. Zanos stood waiting. Silencefell
on the Night Queen as the two men stared a one another.

Suddenly Telek let out along, hearty laugh, breaking the tension. Zanos grinned asthe sailor threw him a
careless salute and walked away, retrieving his shirt as he went.

Someone tossed Zanos atowel asthe circle of spectators dispersed. Wiping the sheen of sweset from his
torso, hesaid, "You see, my lord? | used hisown weight againgt him, so | didn't wear mysdlf out. If that
principle could be used in Adept combat, a man could fight much more efficiently, without risking
exhaudion.”

"But both of you were using Adept powers, weren't you?' Wulfston guessed. "Just before that |ast toss,
Telek braced his powers, and you countered with yours." Wulfston could not have explained how he
knew that, except from years of experience with Adepts of al levelsof ahility.

"Zanos, what wasthe red point of that demonstration—to find out which of you was the better fighter?”
To Wulfston it gppeared that this skilled gladiator had lowered himself to brawl with acommon thug.

Zanos shrugged. "It seemed the perfect opportunity to get that question answered.”
"But wasit important to do so?' Wulfston asked.

"Yes," was Zanos only response. "L et's go back to where we started, my lord. With the same basic
techniques, you could take on someone even larger than me without using Adept power."

Wulfston was il skeptical, but willing to take Zanos ingtruction. However, he had to ask, "How do we
keep each other honest about not using our powers?”'

"I will referee” said Astra. "The moment either one of you braces his powers, he becomes
unReadable—and | cdl foul."

Zanos limited the lesson to using an opponent's weight against him. Wulfston learned how to throw aman
over hisshoulder. But first, denied the use of his powers, he discovered how it felt to be the one thrown.

Twice helunged a Zanos, trying to get a grip on the gladiator—and twice he wasflipped so easily that
he could not believe Zanos used no more than physica skill.

"When you lose the advantage,” Zanos explained as Wulfston discovered the sting of bruiseswhere he
hadn't known he had placesto bruise, "you roll away from the blow, or from the throw. Don't let the
momentum go into impact. Keep rolling and it won't hurt so much. It aso gives you timeto gather your



witsand find anew advantage.”

"I'll remember that," said Wulfston as he struggled to hisfeet for the third time, feinted astagger—and
threw his shoulder into Zanos knees, toppling the bigger man full length on the deck.

Zanosrolled to hisfeet, laughing. Y ou're an apt pupil, my lord! I'll make the lesson alittle harder
tomorrow."

* ok ok

The next morning Wulfston awoke to anew awareness of hisbody. It was not just the minor aches and
bruisesthat perssted despite his use of healing power. Somehow he also fdlt refreshed and relaxed. The
morning'slanguage lesson went well, and he found himself looking forward to another sesson of training
with Zanosin the afternoon.

But that was forgotten when Astraannounced, "My lord! | can Read the shoreline of Africal”
"What do you see?" Wulfston asked. "Can you find Sukuru's ship?'
"Perhaps,”" shereplied, "but it would speed my search to know where the ship might be anchored.”

Captain Laren unfurled his maps, Chulaika at his side. She pointed out asmall port caled Bosa. "Our
journey to your land began from there, most excellent lord. But | doubt that the ship will till be anchored
there, if Sukuru and the others have gone ashore.”

"Andwhy isthat?'
"Her captain fears your wrath, and will flee as soon as Sukuru releases him."

Zanos let out an exasperated snort. "And Sukuru will certainly move Lenardo inland, no matter where
they landed. So how do we decide where to start our search?’

"Let me go out of body," said Astra. "Perhaps| can locate Lord Lenardo.”
"But the ship ismoving,” said Wulfston. "Will you be able to find your way back to your body?"

Zanos sad, "I'll be her anchor. We have astrong mental rapport. Because of that, even my limited
powers are enough to guide Astra back, no matter how far she roams."

As husband and wife shared alook of confirmation, Wulfston glimpsed in their eyes a specid joy such as
had never been apart of hislife. For one brief moment a pang of jealousy touched him, but he dismissed
it, bracing his Adept powersto guard Astra's body should her Reading be discovered by somebody
ashore.

* * %

Adtra's spirit was gone from her body for amost an hour. When she opened her eyes, she reported that
Sukuru and his people had indeed been put ashore at Bosa. And the ship was gone.

"Lord Lenardo was unconscious when they took him off the ship," Astrareported. "From what | could
Read of the local residents, Sukuru must have told them we'rein pursuit of him—and very angry. They're
deserting the areain terror.”

"It isas Sukuru planned it," Chulaika stated. "Y ou will find no oneto help you in your search for Lord
Lenardo."



"Then well do without the help of others," Wulfston replied. "One way or another, our search will soon
be over."

A short time later, the African coastline cameinto view. Wulfston found Astraaone at the port rall,
garing at the land. He approached hesitantly, drawn by afedling of concern.

"May | ask what you arethinking, Asira?’

"Il... I know thismay sound strange,” the Reader responded, "but this view of the coastline reminds me of
my first view of Madura. The two don't look anything dike." She glanced up at some black birds soaring
overhead. "Even the birds are different. But al the memories of what happened there suddenly came
flooding back to me."

"That doesn't sound strange at dl," Wulfston assured her. "From what little I've heard of that journey, you
faced hogtile forces at every turn. We may have to face even worse dangers here, Astra. But... would it
be prying to ask what happened in Madura? What Zanos found in his homeland?'

She considered. "Zanos doesn't like to talk about Madura because the journey became such a
disappointment. After more than twenty years of struggle and heartache, hefindly found his brother
Bryen. The only member of Zanos family Ieft dive, and within days he, too, was dead.”

Sheturned to look into Wulfston's eyes. "All the years that Zanos was trapped in the Aventine Empire,
he was sustained by his dream of returning home, taking with him al the Aventine daves who wanted to
live asfree men in Madura. But Vortius the Gambler destroyed his plansto help the daves escape, and
when Zanos finally reached his homeland he found that the sorcerer Madek had turned Madurainto a
place of ugliness and Serility. A land of death.

"So Zanos dreamsaall ended in frustration. He doesn't talk about them anymore, but | know—"

She stopped, her eyestaking on the unfocused look of a Reader concentrating completely on Reading, to
the excluson of her immediate surroundings.

At the same time, Wulfston shuddered. Something was wrong. It took him amoment to redize that it
was. the silence. The birds had stopped their harsh cries, the creaking of the ship's timbers had ceased,
and the sails no longer flapped againgt the rigging.

The sllence lasted hardly long enough for him to recognize it before asound came out of the distance—a
wind, rapidly building to agale!

The Night Queen pitched and swayed as choppy waves drove againgt it, then huge breskers dammed
the hull asthewind tore at the sails.

Thisis no work of nature! Wulfston redized.
"An Adept wind?' Agtraanswered his unspoken thought.

"It hasto bel" he replied, shouting over the increasing howl. He had no need to raise hisvoice for the
Readers, but: "Captain Laren! It's not just astorm! Were under attack!”

Asthe sailors scrambled to haul in the sails before the ship capsized, Astraexclaimed, "I can't find the
source, my lord! The Adepts are beyond my range. I'll have to go out of body to search.”

"Too dangerous,” he responded. White clouds were churning into black thunderheads. Bracing his
powers, Wulfston prepared himsdf for battle against an unseen enemy.



Zanos fought hisway to them against the wind, and put a protective arm around hiswife's shoulders. "My
lord," he shouted, "we must combine our powersto combat this storm!”

"We haveto try!" Wulfston agreed. "Unless we can locate the source, the best we can do isshield
oursalves and try to get the ship out of range.”

They had to Struggle for every step to the center of the deck. Thefirst bolt of lightning struck the top of
the mainmast, exploding it into splinters. The Adepts deflected the falling shards from passengers and
crew, but the ship was hopelessly crippled. They were trapped!

"Support me!" Wulfston commanded the minor Adepts, and felt their power flow to him. With increased
grength, he fended off the next shaft of lightning. But we cannot keep this up indefinitely.

"Where's Chulaika? he demanded. " She might know where the Adepts are gathered to attack us.”

But Chulaikawas not on deck. Captain Laren was shouting to his men to lower the sails on the surviving
masts, while the steersman hauled hopelessy on the rudder, trying to keep a southward course. Captain
Laren reached for the rudder, to add his strength—and another thunderbolt turned him to apillar of firel

Wulfgton recoiled in momentary horror as the corpse was pitched from the heaving deck.
Firebdlsrained on the ship.
Wulfston felt his powers drain as he deflected them.

A wave of flame broke through their shield, desth screams erupting around him as he was knocked to his
hands and knees.

A lightning bolt diced through the deck in front of him—the last Sight he saw as the brightness blinded
him.

There has to be a way to fight back! hismind inssted, but he was helpless, blind, unable to get back
on hisfeet as he heard people screaming around him, smelled the stench of burning flesh.

He groped, found ahandhold on one of the small boats, and hauled himself to hisfeet as hisvison began
to return from the edgesinward.

It was just in timeto see Zanos rolling Astra on the deck, smothering the flamesfrom her dress.

Bodies were burning, ropes were flaring, sailors were hauling buckets of seawater to pour over the
writhing form of aman screaming as his flesh was consumed.

Wulfston put out that fire and sent the man into healing deep, but even ashe did so he felt hisgrowing
weskness and saw how hopeless hissmall efforts were. He turned to help Zanos and Astra—

The deck exploded under him, tossing him high into the air before dropping him amid the rest of the
debrisin the roiling madness of the sorm-wild ocean.

Chapter Three

Gasping for breath, Wulfston felt the surf carry him toward the beach, but a powerful undertow swept
him back to seaagain. He struggled to pull air into his burning lungs, and took in amouthful of seaand
sand.

Another surge swept him toward shore, but pulled him under and rolled him in ahelplesstangle. Asit



retreated he felt sand benegth him, and thrust hisfeet down. The wave carried his purchase from benegth
him, but hisfeet sank ankle-deep in the shifting sand.

Lurching to his knees, he wheezed, the water acold achein hislungs, closng out the air. But therewas
land under him!

Heforced gritty eyes open and saw the beach, stumbled toward it pursued by another voracious wave,
and fell on hisface at the edge of the water.

For an endless time he coughed and vomited sand and seawater, leaving histhroat and nasal passages
raw. When the spasmsfinaly passed, he waswesak and sick... and aone.

Hiseyesstill burned, but he could open them. To the west was the empty sea, all traces of the Night
Queen swalowed in its depths save for black smoke drifting toward the clearing horizon. Thetide
retreated in asteady ebb and flow. North and south stretched the beach, with no signs of life except
threelittle brown birds following the edges of the waves back and forth, snatching exposed edibles.

To the east stood aforest, impenetrable asa solid wall. It lined the beach in both directions, asfar ashe
could see, unfamiliar and forbidding. But unless he found a stream running down to the shore he would
have to go inland to search for fresh water.

When he could stand, Wulfston assessed himself. He was bruised and aching, but in the uncertainty of
what lay ahead, he dared not waste energy healing such minor ills. He seemed to have no broken bones,
but when hetried to walk his feet responded with sharp pain.

Wulfston quickly discovered the problem: he was wearing hose, asilk shirt, and alightweight tabard that
was now soggy and uncomfortable. His hose had been torn in the surf, and afew reca citrant threads
clung between his bare toes, cutting into the tender flesh. He reached for hisknife, but it was gone.
Picking up abroken shell, he cut off the hose at hisankles, leaving hisfeet bare.

From the calves upward, although they bore holes, his hose were in good enough condition to provide
some warmth againgt the coming night. He took them off, dong with the tabard, letting the shirt dry on his
body. Ordinarily he would have had everything dry with a thought; aone and exposed, hefeared to
waste what power he had |eft on mere comfort.

Abovethetiddine, the sand was dry. Wulfston laid tabard and hose out there; they couldn't get any
sandier than they already were. The waves had driven sand into every pore and crevice of his body.

It was warm enough to go without even the shirt, but athough there was no onein sight, he felt
defensd ess enough without stripping naked. Modesty was better served, though, by turning the shirt into
ameakeshift loincloth.

Remembering the women Reading through his clothes on Freedom Idand, he wondered if anyone were
Reading him now, or even watching from the dense forest. He couldn't worry about that. He had to try to
find survivors of the shipwreck.

He wondered whether he should try north or south, until he remembered that Chulaika had said the
harbor Sukuru had used was to the south.

Surviving Readers would be scanning for him—for anyone who had reached shore. Further reason not to
use his Adept powers: they made him unReadabl e except to visuaization, atechnique aweary Reader
would not be using after the battle with the sea.

So he picked up his soggy clothes and trudged down the beach, keegping asfar as he could manage from



the edge of the threatening forest.

Before he had gone half amile, hisfeet were cut and bleeding from sharp shell fragments buried in the
sand. He cursed himsdlf for kicking his boots off in the see—but they had filled with water and weighed
him down. Rather than risk infection, he used hedling power to close the cuts, and continued on hisway.

Up ahead, he saw a shape at the edge of the water—a survivor! He broke into arun, but the man didn't
tir. When Wulfston touched him, he knew at once that he was dead; the body was cold and tiff,
aready garting to bloat.

Wulfston turned the man over, and recognized one of the Night Queen sailors, onerigid hand gripping a
piece of railing. Should he use the strength needed to create afunerd pyre—white heat to return the
body properly to the elements? The man's clothes were so wet—

And, sturdy workman's garments, they were in much better condition than Wulfston's.

He was uneasy at the thought of robbing the dead, yet this man had no further use for that heavy
seaman's shirt and those thick-soled shoes that might well have been what pulled him under and drowned
him.

| will give hima proper funeral pyrein exchange for what he can no longer use, Wulfston decided,
and bent to the task of stripping the rigid corpse.

But the moment he began to move the body, a shout rang out from the edge of the forest.

Wulfston looked up.

A dozen men ran toward him, armed with knives, spears, and clubs.

Like Wulfston, they were naked except for acovering about their loins, but they wore chains of what
appeared to be bones about their necks.

Other than that, they wore only headbands, al dike, each with the same symbol in bright beadwork.
They charged down the beach, then paused to throw their spears—and Wulfston saw awegpon new to
him.

What had appeared to be a spear was actually made of two pieces. When aman flung one, he kept the

heavier lower end in his hand, while something like along, heavy arrow shot forth with the strength of his
swing and whizzed toward Wulfston!

He used his powersto deflect the arrows, but his attackers kept coming.

He sent a sheet of flame legping before the startled band, but the moment it disappeared they charged
toward him. Asthey spread out in asemicircle, Wulfston knew he had made amistakein giving his
Adept powers away. They knew how to take an Adept: divide his attention and make him use up his
drength.

If his powers had been at full strength, he might have withstood them. But at twelve to one, given his
current condition, he had no choice but to run.

He darted to the right, angling up the sand, abandoning his bundle of clothes beside the drowned sailor.

Using Adept power to strengthen histired legs, he plunged through the dry sand at the top of the beach,
deflecting the spear-arrows that pursued him.



One of the men was fast enough to catch him. He felt ahand on hisarm, turned, and saw the upraised
club. He stopped the man's heart. His attacker fdll, pulling Wulfston down with him in his death spasm.

Wulfston pedled the dead man's fingers away and sprinted for the forest, Adeptly forcing hislungsto take
inair, hislimbsto movein rhythm.

He plunged into a different world!

Thisforest waslike none he had ever known. It was jungle, as thick with undergrowth aswith trees. He
staggered and did on rotted vegetation, blinded by the difference between the hot yellow beach and this
dark greenness where the sun could hardly penetrate. Birds screamed at his noisy passage, and small
animdsfled through the trees.

Theair was cool and moigt, ardief to hisaching lungs, but the smdl was frighteningly different from any
he had ever known.

To avoid his pursuers, he zigzagged through the trees. The jungle would not let him choose his own path,
but made him go where it provided openings. Over and over he found hisway blocked by roots, rocks,
thickets.

Heran until he could run no further. Exhausted, he leaned against the doping trunk of ahugetree, gasping
for breath. Thejungle had fdlen silent.

Through theroaring in hisears, he listened for pursuit. There was nothing. As his breathing calmed, he
redlized that it wastoo slent around him. The jungle was watching thisintruder like a cat, waiting for the
right moment to pounce.

Hewaslog.

Sunlight filtered through dappled green shade, diffused so that he could not tell what direction it came
from, nor could he hear the pounding of the surf. He didn't know how to get back to the beach—and if
he could, would those warriors be waiting for him?

He needed rest, but first he needed food. In the woods near where he had grown up, he would have
been able to put together amed in minutes; here he could see berries, fungus, some yelow fruit ona
nearby tree... but which of it was safe, and which poisonous?

Besides, he needed mest to restore his strength. And he was desperately thirsty.

His heart stopped pounding in his ears, and his breathing returned to arapid but norma pace. Through
the sllence he heard a soft rushing; it had to be water.

Pushing himself away from the support of the tree, he moved toward the sound, pausing often to listen,
following as the sound became dowly louder until he came out at apool into which asmall cascade fell
from arocky but overgrown hillside.

With no thought except daking histhirst, Wulfston rushed to the pool, sinking caf-degp into mud among
the rushesthat lined it, and on into the water itself.

It was cold and clear. He sank into it, drank it in, let it wash away st and sand and swest.

But it wastoo cold to stay in. He swam to the rock wall and pulled himself out onto a secure perch,
where he sat and watched for fish to return to feeding now that the disturbance was gone. He knew that
it was safeto eat any scaly fish, and he hoped that he still had enough strength to kill afish and makea



fireto cook it.
A wave of hunger swept through him as he thought about grilling fish. His mouth watered.
But the fish stayed out of Sght.

Hewould haveto call them, his desperate need for food outweighing hisreluctance to lure a creature
only tokill it.

Thisability to influence animas had been the first Adept power Wulfston had manifested, when hewas
three years old. He had used it for amusement then, caling rabbits and squirrelsto play with him, to the
delight of the other village children. Over the years he had used it to cam frightened horses, or wounded
animals so he could hedl them.

Now, though, he had no choice but to useit to feed himsdf. He felt more naked without the full strength
of hispowersthan without his clothes.

He began to picture the pool from beneath the water, where he had been afew minutes before. He
thought of abig, fat fish wanting to go up toward the surface, where there was food.

Sure enough, just such afish swam lazily to the dappled surface of the pool. Wulfston beganto lureiit
closer, giving it the desire to come within his grasp. When it wasjust below the rock on which he
perched, he stopped its heart quickly, painlessly, and reached down—

Wulfston got afleeting impression of something with teeth enough for an army asthe fish was snaiched
avay!

He started back, fear tingling through his nerves and emerging from his skinin cold swest.
There was amongter in the pool!

He stared asthe thing resurfaced, alizardlike animal aslarge asaman, with aback like alog, atapering
tall that moved lazily to rudder it through the water, and a head that was ugliness personified. Eyes atop
the head stared coldly at him, defying him to dare try again for its prey, but it was the creature's snout that
held his gaze. Hisimpression of endless teeth was verified—there were so many that the mouth could not
contain them all, and they snaggled in sharp array around the outside of the vicious maw.

Hungry and tired, Wulfston shivered uncontrollably with the redization that it could have been a part of
his body, rather than that hapless fish, that made amesl for the water-beast. He had probably aroused it
when he splashed unthinkingly into the pool. He had gotten out just in time! It could have attacked him
while he was swimming, or just now it could have taken his hand.

Wulfston did not command the powers Zanos and Astra had seen in the frozen idesto the far north,
where sorcerers knew how to make severed limbs regrow.

Dapples of yellow turned orange around the green pool, and Wulfston knew that soon the sun would set.
He couldn't stay by the pool. Predators were likely to cometo drink under cover of night, perhaps great
cats that could seein the dark. He needed deep. If there was to be no food, at least he could rest, and
hunt again in the morning.

So with his stomach growling in protest, he set out in search of asafe place to deep. Wasthere any
safety for him here, in theland of his ancestors?

There was acavein the rocky wall, bones, feathers, and bits of fur strewn on itsfloor. Wulfston could



build afirein the cave mouth, but once he fdl into the virtual unconsciousness of Adept deep hewould
not rouse to stoke thefire. It could go out, leaving him hel pless before whatever had |eft those remains.

So he moved away from the pool, looking upward and wishing once again that he could Read. A perch
in atree wasthe only haven he could think of—provided he did not fal to hisdeath inthe night. Toa
Reader darkness was meaningless, and wild animals could be sensed at a distance and avoided. He
knew the power wasin him; Adept and Reading powers sprang from the same source. But there was no
use now in grieving over hisinability to manifest the other haf of histdents.

In the dimming light, he saw atree with wide, forking branches. The climb was not hard, and he found a
place where he could wedge himself between abroad limb and the trunk of the tree, with asecond limb
beneath to catch him should hefal. It was not very comfortable, but he could not see the ground when he
looked down. Predators relying on sight should not notice him.

If animals followed his scent, he could only hope that they were not the kind that climbed trees. Once he
settled in one spot, it was hopelessto try to stay awake in the face of his body's need to restore itself.

Despite the hard, rough tree againgt his bare skin, he carefully arranged his body in the best compromise
he could manage between safety and comfort. Wulfston felt himsalf sucked inexorably into the oblivion of
Adept dumber.

Perhaps the gods would grant him protection for this one night—whatever gods held sway in thisdark
anddienland.

* ok ok

Hewas gorging on fresh meat, aware only of the smell and taste, and the emptinessin hisbelly. The pack
leaders had brought down awater buifalo, and gorged their fill on the smoking entrails and the liver, but
there was meat aplenty for the two young ones who now chewed on the tough muscles, struggling even
with their sharply pointed teeth to tear off chunksto swalow whole, ready to run if—

Snarlswarned him.
He saw the hyena coming up on the other sde of the carcass, warning him away.
But hewas gtill hungry! He had had only afew mouth-fulst And his S ster—

She was gone dready, had turned and run from the scavenger, knowing it perfectly capable of killing if it
wanted to.

For thefirst timein hislife, hunger combined with maeingtinct, and he stood his ground, his hackles
risng, growling in return, baring histeeth to show their sharpness and the meat that was rightly his.

The hyena gave abark of warning, and leaped over the buffalo carcass.
The one eating growled in return, but the hyenathrugt its sharp nose under histail, challenging.

Heturned sharply, trying to do the sameto the larger beast, but the hyenawent for histhroat, tumbling
the younger animal head over hedlsin an attempt to escape the dashing teeth.

Hunger made him brave. He got hisfeet under him and legped for the hyena's throat—but the larger
anima waswily and experienced. He caught the young dog by the thick throat fur, shaking, trying to snap
his neck.

Thistime youth and lack of experience overtook him— when his opponent let go he cringed in fear,



whining. The hyenaswicked yelow teeth gashed histhigh. In response, he turned on his back, belly
exposed in submission.

The hyena snarled and threatened, standing between the buffalo carcass and the dog, but he did not
attack further.

The dog whined, then dunk off in the stink of his own blood and fear musk, his scomach till empty and
protesting.

At the edge of thejungle his Sster waited anxioudy, crying, ready to lick hiswounds—
Wulfston woke with astart, to full daylight. What a strange dream—he and Aradia as dogs—?

Asheturned his fiff body to climb down the tree, Wulfston found himsdlf eyeto eye with the biggest
snake he had ever seen. The body was wrapped around a branch above him, the head hanging down to
peer at him from cold reptilian eyes.

Wulfston backed down the tree as hastily as he could without any sudden moves. His limbs were stiff
from having remained in the same awkward position al night, but he didn't hurt. His body's hedling
powers had come automaticaly into play. But till his ssomach demanded food.

He reached the foot of the tree and straightened, stretching his arms upward to ease his back—and his
makeshift loincloth did down to hisankles!

Wulfston picked up the silk shirt and unknotted it to retie it more securely about hisloins. He knew what
had happened: he had not provided his body with food to restore his strength, and so it had taken energy
out of hisown flesh.

He had to find food—his gut was aching. The fact that he was wide awake and feeling good except for
the raging hunger told him that his powers were restored, but he could not use them without replacing the
energy hisbody required. Adepts carried no extrabody fat; the night's fast had taken al he could spare
without giving up muscle.

Hewas il within the sound of the waterfdl, so he went back, easily caught afish and lifted it from the
water with Adept power, and cooked it over asmall fire he built on therock ledge. He ate thefirst of it
haf raw, unable to wait for it to cook through.

When he had caught, cooked, and esten a second fish, although he was not satisfied, he had at least
given hisbody something to work with. He also felt more confident, now that he dared use his powers

agan.
Having fulfilled hisfirst priority of nutrition, he had to decide what to do next. Surely the other survivors
of the shipwreck were looking for him.

Werethere other survivors? There had to be. Zanos and Astrawould have combined their Adept
powers to save themsalves. And what about Chulaikaand Chaiku? Sukuru had used them to bring
Wulfgton to Africa. Their usefulness over, had he discarded them? Or had they rejoined him?

Hewasn't going to find them in the middle of the jungle. If heworked hisway east for afew mileshe
would come out onto aplain—

How did he know that?

He redlized the knowledge came from that weird dream, in which he and Aradiawere half-grown wild



dogs driven from their med by ahyena.

Wasthat what the dream was redlly about? Or wasthat just the interpretation he had put on it when he
woke up?

When he opened hismind to it, Wulfston realized that in the dream he had been the dog, not himsdlf at
al. Thefemae had been sgter, litter-mate, companion... but not Aradia.

It had been... red.
He had been in that dog's mind.
He had been... Reading?

Torio had once asked him how he knew where the animas were that he called. Had his defensd ess state
of last night dropped some barrier?

He sat beside the pool, and tried to Read. As dways, nothing happened. Of course nothing happened.
He d had adream, that was dll!

So how did he know that agrassy plain lay beyond the jungle?

Well, how did he know? Maybe there was no plain. Maybe there was nothing but more jungle, and if he
went east he would be farther and farther from any other survivors of the shipwreck. If he went west, he
would certainly come back to the ocean. But wouldn't the shore be where Sukuru expected to find him?
He had been attacked there once aready.

S0... east or west?

And then, with chill prickles up his spine, heredlized that he knew east from west. He was no longer log,
athough the sun rode too high to be an indicator of direction, and he had no lodestone. He just knew!

Something had happened to him in the night. Perhapsit really was the opening of his Reading powers at
last. He had to find Astra—she'd quickly train him to use them. But he had to keep from being captured
or killed by Sukuru, or by Z'Nelias forces, who might assume he was on Sukuru's side.

They knew he was not a Reader. They would assume that, unable to traverse the jungle, and not
knowing that the plain lay within easy distance for an Adept, he would go back to the sea

Therefore he would go eastward, to the plain.

By high noon he cameto the edge of the jungle. Before him stretched the plain he had seeniin his
dream—grasdand asfar asthe eye could see, teeming with life.

Some animal's he recogni zed—e ephants were used for heavy labor in the Aventine Empire, and lions had
been kept by the Emperor'sfamily asif to demonstrate their power by their hold on the king of beests.
But he did not know the names of the many deerlike creatures, large and small, some with horns that
appeared too large for their small headsto carry.

Andthebirds! Acresof flamingosturned the shore of alake abrilliant orangey-pink. Small brown birds
hid in the grass, while bright parrots perched in the occasiona tree. Crows and magpieslent their raucous
criesto the snorts of the lions and the trumpeting of the ephants, while aboveit dl floated an eagle,
watching with keen eyesfor hisprey.

In the grass, besides smdler birds there were mice and rabhits, little squirrellike animals, snakes, lizards



and chamdeons, insects.

Thelife of the plain called to something in Wulfston's blood. He was one with that community of nature
under the open sky. It didn't even seem strange that he was seeing and hearing things too distant or too
amall and faint to perceive with his normal senses.

He knew what he had never conscioudy known before: his ancestors had come from here, from the
plain, not from the jungle where enemieslurked. This... washome.

Asif to reassure himsdlf that he was not imagining his new senses, Wulfston became aware of two
dogs—the young dogs of his dream. They were at the edge of the jungle, in the shade, the male lying
down whilethe femaelicked at anasty wound high on hisleft hind leg.

They were black, about haf-grown. Wulfston understood they had been turned out of the pack to learn
to fend for themselves, and would not be able to join another pack until they were grown. So they
struggled to survive, their once happy rabbit-chasing no longer agame, but a deadly-earnest search for
food.

Wulfston turned, and made out the two dogs because he knew where to look. They blended into the
shadows, but he recognized that their black color would make them as conspicuous on the golden
plain... ashewasin the Savage Lands.

Using his power to make animastrust him, Wulfston waked toward the two dogs. When he came near,
he saw that despite the way they had cleaned it with their tongues, the gash inflicted by the hyenasfilthy
teeth was starting to feter.

"Easy, boy," Wulfston murmured, offering his closed hand to the male. The female bristled, and snarled at
him from behind her brother.

But when the male sniffed his hand and accepted a pat on the head, Wulfston turned his attention to the
young bitch and soon had her nuzzling his hand. He wished he had food to offer, but he was as hungry as
they were.

When both dogs were calm, Wulfston laid his hand over the wound and sent hedling hest to drive out the
infection. He closed the wound from the inside out, while the femal e paced nervoudy and tried to shove
her nose under his hand. When the hedling was complete he let her, and watched both dogs sniff and lick
the area where the wound had been, unable to understand where it had gone.

The maegot up and tried hisleg; hedidn't limp at al. In amoment he was belly-down, hindquarters-up,
inviting hissigter to play.

Wulfston let the pups tumble for afew moments, then mentally cdled themto hissde. "You," hetold the
male, "are Traylo, and you are Arlus,” to the female, "and we are going to hunt some rabbitd™

Wulfston did the actua hunting, but the dogs didn't know that. When he called arabbit from its burrow,
Traylo and Arlus dashed after it. The rabbit tore off through the grass with the yipping dogsin hot pursuit.

But the object was food, not games. Before the rabbit could pop down another hole, Wulfston stopped
its heart, then tried to control the dogs—

They wereon their prey, hungry and victorious! Gleefully, they ripped into the warm, quivering flesh,
fighting over the tender innards. Fur flew asthey shredded the skin to reach the flesh, filling their bellies at
ledt!



It was only when the dogs began to gnaw on the stripped bones that Wulfston came to himsdlf, to the
demands of hisown empty stomach. He could smell and taste the raw meat, and the lingering memory
when he withdrew forcefully from the dogs perspective made him momentarily queasy.

Not for long, however; he had used what energy his early-morning meal had given himin hedling Traylo,
and his body once more clamored for food. Leaving the dogsto their prey, he caught and killed another
rabbit, and soon had it spitted over asmal fire.

Watching that the fire did not throw sparksinto the grass, Wulfston pulled the outer flesh off the rabbit as
it cooked, and ate while he considered what to do. Head toward that |ake he had Read, for adrink of
water. Perhaps he would find atrail there. Surely people would have settled aong such abody of water,
or would stop there on journeys across the plains. Perhaps he would find atrail leading south. To people.

Hewould have to approach people soon, if only to discover what fruits and vegetables he dared to et in
thisland. Meat done was inadequate nutrition, yet he feared to risk poison by eating the bright red
berriesthat tempted him from anearby thicket.

Traylo and Arlus came back. They accepted the bones from hisrabbit, but buried them, asthey were no
longer hungry. Soon they were curled up together, fast adeep.

The more he thought, the more Wulfston realized that he could not avoid human habitation. Although his
Adept powers dlowed him to clean arabbit without aknife, that was wasteful. And Adept or no, he had
no way to carry water without some kind of container.

Zanos and Agtraand the others would be looking for him in the settlements, too, not out on the plain.
Y es, he would walk to the lake and see what trail he might pick up there.

Making certain the fire was out, Wulfston wrapped what was |eft of the rabbit in some leaves and set out.
Traylo and Arlustrotted aong beside him until his direction was established, then veered off after
fascinating scents.

It was hot under the direct sun. Wulfston's black skin never burned like Aradias fairness, but after a
while he wished he had a covering for his head. The animals had ceased their restless activity, spending
the heat of the day in burrows or in the shade of grass or thickets. Even the herd animals lay down to rest
inthe hot afternoon glare.

Wulfston could see the lake ahead. .. or wasit amirage formed by the waves of heat? He noticed the
two dogs now moving straight ahead, no more foraysto either sde, and wondered if they could smell
water.

With the thought, he wasin their perceptions again, scenting the wel come wetness, sharing ther thirst.
Their keen nosestold them far more than their eyes—they could not see the zebra off to their left, but the
not-quite-horse smell was as clear asthe smell insde astable to Wulfston.

It didn't disturb Traylo and Arlus when Wulfston shared their perceptions, so he remained within their
minds, hearing the sounds of birds huddling down asthe danger passed, smelling awider variety of scents
than he had ever imagined, but seeing little.

It wasn't just that the dogs eyeswere so closeto ground leve; their way of seeing was different. There
were not nearly as many colors as Wulfston was used to, and everything was dightly out of focus.

With human ingtinct, he tried to see more clearly, but the blur of tannish grass persisted. Suddenly there
was a movement ahead. A startled rodent dropped the stalk it had been chewing on and scurried for its



burrow, Arlusand Traylo in hot pursuit.
There were two rodents, one to the left and one to the right! He tried to turn toward one—then—

—tripped over ahummock and fell sprawling, the grass giving way to let him hit the ground with a
bruisng thump.

Back in his own senses, Wulfston redlized what had happened: he had been looking through both dogs
eyes at once, each seeing the same rodent from a different perspective.

He laughed as he picked himself up, and decided he would not do that again—at |east until he had had
more practice a watching where he was going while he Read something el se!

Now he could definitely see the lake ahead. The dogs, having lost the little rodent, raced merrily into the
shallow water and stopped to lap it up eagerly. Wulfston was not far behind them. He knelt, and dipped
up water with his hands, then went in farther to cool off, trying to watch for dangerous animalsas he
plashed the water dl over himself.

Fedling much better, he left the lake and began pacing aong the shore, looking for a path that might
indicate human use. All he saw were animd prints, and aflock of flamingos farther down the shordline.

He couldn't believe people didn't come to this beautiful lake! Y et he saw no sign of villages or towns, no
roads, no cultivated fields. He dso saw no sheltered place where he could spend the night.

Although hewas able to build arapport with the animd life of the plain, the rodents and insects and little
birds had no interest in man, except to avoid him. All he could tell was that there were no other people
nearby; none of the animals gave him a perspective to tell whether there was atrail, even aroad, beyond
hislineof sght.

Abovethelake, however, soared afish eagle, perhaps the same one he had seen in hisfirst sensing of the
lake that morning. | wonder— He hardly dared to think of it.

But that eagle could seethe entirelake, and dl theland surrounding it.
"Traylo! Arlug" Wulfston called the dogsto him, and sat down cross-legged on the sandy shore.

The pupswere wet, their fur standing up in points, and when they came to him they shook, spraying him
with water. But they were panting, their tongues|olling out to give them aclownish look, and it was not
hard to persuade them that they wanted to lie down next to him and groom their coats.

Evenif the dogsfell adeep, they would be easily roused and, should he succeed at his daring idea, would
pull Wulfston's attention back at any sign of danger.

Readers and Adepts both learned rel axation and concentration exercises. Wulfston easily put himsdlf into
the quiet but ready state necessary for performing the most difficult and ddlicate of Adept functions, but
instead of bracing himsdlf to use those powers he let himself once again become attuned to the life about
him. Slowly, hesitantly, he reached out to the eagle, trying to seewhat it saw.

Unlike the dogs, who welcomed his menta touch, the eagle merely allowed him to shareits perceptions,
and he sensed that it could and would drive him out if his presence became offensive. But al he wanted
wasto see—

—as he had never seen before!



The bird's vison was as much sharper than Wulfstons as his was than the dogs!

As hefloated on the currents of air, the world spread below in brilliant, sharply defined array. One of the
little rodents skittered through the grass, slver-hued fish swam benegth the surface of the lake; frogs
hopped from onelily pad to another along the far shore. Just north of the areawhere Wulfston had come
to the lakeshore, aherd of water buffalo grazed, some of them standing knee-deep in the water, pulling
up the lush green weeds.

At first Wulfston could do no more than marvel at the view, and at the sensation of floating above the
world, divorced from its cares or pleasures. He was magter of hisworld, untouchable in hishigh flight.

Hethrilled to the sensation of tendon and muscle reacting to each shift in the wind, feathers spreading and
retracting, the great wings held effortlesdy open, supporting him easily. The bird spirded dowly, diding
down an invisible column of air, then caught an updraft and rose again, triumphant in the sun'srays.

Wulfston had to struggle to make his own mind work, to look out the eagl€'s eyes but andyze with a
man's mind. From here, his own path through the grassy plain was clear, aswere the sdetrailsthe dogs
had made. Their footprints along the lakeshore led as plainly as a cobbled street, and he could see
himsdlf, the dogs curled up on ether side of him!

It was most disconcerting to observe his own body thisway. He remembered Torio and Lenardo saying
how disorienting it was, something belonging to the advanced stages of a Reader'straining. But thiswas
not the same thing as a Reader's visualizing. Their Code probably kept them from such athing aslooking
through someone else's eyes.

Stll, he wished the bird would not focus on him that way; it was strange to see that tired-looking, scruffy
man wearing nothing but afraying silk shirt turned into aloincloth, and redize that it was himself. From
this vantage point, he was the least significant object in the landscape.

The bird began another dow downward spird, and thistime Wulfston was better able to keep hismind
on obsarving. Sure enough, he saw what he waslooking for: perhaps half amile farther dong the
lakeshore there was an inlet, and from it aroad stretched southward—a wagon track, clearly showing
twin paths of the whedls, with the grasstrying to survive between.

There was hisroad to human habitation! In fact, in the eagle's peripherd vision he thought he detected
what might be man-made dwellings severd milesaway, but the bird would not oblige him by looking
directly a them.

The eagle continued its lazy spiral, and Wulfston studied the landscape. There was more movement
bel ow— people on horses! They had intersected histrail from the south, and were turning to follow it
toward the lake.

Who werethey?//Look at them, eagle! Arethey al black people, or are my white friends among them?
Look there! | haveto know!//

With ashock that sent spasms of pain wrenching through his head, Wulfston was back in his own bodly.
Resenting his demands, the eagle had dismissed him from its mind.

Taking only long enough to quell the pain, Wulfston climbed to hisfeet and ran back dong hisown trail.
He was sure the horsemen were looking for him. But were they Sukuru's people, or Zanos and Agtra?

Backtracking through the grass, Wulfston saw how easy he would be to follow—but perhaps they
weren't expecting him to come to meet them. One thing concerned him: even on the edges of the eagle's



peripheral vison, surdly Zanos bright red hair would have stood out, had the gladiator been there. Best
consider these people his enemies until they proved otherwise.

He crouched, then crawled through the grass as he approached the area where he had seen the
horsemen. Traylo and Arlusfollowed him, accepting him as pack leader and obeying hismenta picture of
them, staying close by hisside until the danger was identified.

For thefirgt time, he tried reaching out with his mind to Read people, but he got only a confused muddie.
Adra, aMagister Reader, would surdly not Read like that!

So hetried the horses. They weretired from along ride, but aware of no strangers among the riders. So
none of Wulfston's friends were there.

"Comeon, Traylo, Arlus," he murmured, and started angling back toward the lake. It didn't matter if
these were Sukuru's men or Z'Ndias—he didn't want to be taken by either!

He could not tell whether he had been seen or Read, but a shout went up, and suddenly horseswere
gdloping after him!

Not even an Adept could outrun ahorse. He had to stand and fight.

There were nine of them, but no one shot an arrow or threw a spear a him thistime. They spread out,
and he saw nets unfurled. They wanted to capture, not kill him.

Asthefirgt rider approached, net spinning, Wulfston grasped control of it and flung it back over the
man'sown heed, tangling him initsfolds.

While he struggled to free himsdlf, though, the others spread in acircle around Wulfston.

He shot alightning bolt searing the air before the nearest horse. The anima screamed and reared, but the
grass caught firel

It spread as swift as thought!

Lest thewhole plain go up, Wulfston had to concentrate now on stopping that wildfire—and while he
was doing S0 the riderswere closing in, Traylo and Arlus growling and nipping at the horses feet, barely
escaping being pounded into the ground.

In this environment, Wulfston could not usefire, his most effective device to stop horses.

But he could buckle the knees of the one now approaching him, asif anet had entangled itsfeet. It went
down, dumping itsrider in aheap, and Wulfston concentrated for amoment on sending the man deep
iNto UNCONSCI OUSNESS.

Therewere dill eight riders.

He sent another dumping into Adept deep, but the method was too dow. He could not stop the other
seven before they netted him.

His own knees buckled as awave of dizziness swept over him—there were minor Adepts among them,
joining their powers againg him! If they could make him waste enough energy—

He shook off their attempt, and darted between two horses, pushing the animals apart with sheer Adept
strength. That was working directly against nature, not an act he could perform very often, especialy
when he was not in peak condition.



But how could he work with nature here? Fire was too dangerous, and the little animals of the plain too
small to do any good.

Then he remembered—down there by the |lake—he concentrated, creating afear, aneed to move, to run
inthisdirection—

As hismind went off in search of hiswesgpon, theriderscircled him again, nets spread—
Again the attack on his mind—he fought it—flailed at the descending net—
Hewas tangled!

Adept power tore through the wiry strands, but not without cost. Wulfston could fed his powers
weekening as he regained hisfeet, tossng the shreds of the net from him.

The horsemen turned, surrounding him again.
A pounding louder than the horses hoofs shook the plain.
The herd of water buffalo, drawn by Wulfston's message, stampeded toward the riders!

Their horses screamed, bucked, and galloped off to save their own lives, carrying their ridersaong, likeit
or not.

Woulfston called Traylo and Arlus, gathered them close againgt him and held the terrified pups till while
he concentrated on separating the mindless slampede around them. Choking dust rose, hoof's pounding
within ahand's pan on elther side, but Adept concentration gave them atiny idand of safety asthe herd
thundered past, driving Wulfston's woul d-be captors eastward toward the jungle.

When the herd was gone, he remained, till holding the whimpering dogs, deliberatdly guiding the buffalo
to force the ridersto the edge of the jungle, miles away. They would come back, he knew—and he
wanted to be far away before they did.

Finay, Wulfston released his concentration, and calmed the two pups. He looked around at the flattened
grass, the sttling dugt, and knew amoments triumph. He was dlive—he had survived in this strange land,
won against enemieswho knew theterritory.

He turned back toward the lake. .. and saw the smashed, dead body of the rider he had sent to deep. In
his concentration on saving himsdlf, he had forgotten the completely helpless man.

As he gtared at the mangled body, though, he remembered that even though these men had obvioudy had
ordersto take him without killing him, they would have carried him off to face deeth... or worse.

It would be best if Sukuru or Z'nelia—or both—thought him deed.

Distasteful though the work was, he stripped the bloody clothing off the corpse, took off hisloincloth,
smeared it with the man's blood, and put it on the body. The man's face was smashed beyond
recognition—and the scavengers of the plain would begin their work before the riders could get back
here. Let them think two men had died here, and the jackals had carried off one of the bodies entirely.

Naked, Wulfston carried the dead man's clothes back to the lake and washed them. The fresh blood
came out eadlly in the cold water, and there were only afew tearsin the cloth.

Thistime he used his powersto dry the materid, and studied the clothes: atan tunic with abraided bdlt,
and afaded yellow hooded cloak. Nondescript, and smilar to what the other riders had worn. Plain



leather sandals dso had no identifying marks that Wulfston could see.

There were dso awristband with a pattern burned into it, and atalisman of some sort on aleather thong.
These he buried deep in the sand, then put on the dead man's clothes, uncomfortable at the thought, but
knowing no other way to blend in than to dresslike someone who lived here. Surely he would be less
conspicuous thisway than stark naked!

Asif to confirm that he was doing the right thing, when Wulfston turned to look for Traylo and Arlushe
saw ahorse gpproaching the |lake—the dead man's horse that had run off before the stampede, now over
itsterror and seeking water.

The horse put Wulfston on equal termswith his pursuers.

Furthermore, there was aleather water bag attached to the saddle. He emptied out the warm dregs and
refilled it with fresh, cool water from the lake.

There were saddlebags, with the same design burned into them that he had seen on the man's wristband.
They would have to be buried, too, but first he searched them, and found bread and cheese, an
apple—and aknifel

He devoured the food, stuck the knife through his belt, and continued the search. A pouch of coing!
Coppersonly, but at least ameans of buying more food. There was dso asmall packet containing one
bone and one meta needle and afolded paper of sdt, which he put in the coin purse and suspended from
hisbelt.

Therewas only one moreitem, awell-worn wooden plague whose design appeared to be | ettering rather
than decoration. He wondered if Aradia could have read the language—she had shared their father'slove
of books gathered from al over theworld.

But the plague might be identified, so it was buried with the saddlebags. Wulfston mounted the horse,
caled to the dogs, and set out for that wagon trail to the south, counting on the footprints of the animals
who would cometo drink at the lake during the night to obscure histrail aong the shoreline.

That night he dept in one of the buildings he had seen from the eagl€'s point of view. They turned out to
be a deserted village, but gave Wulfston shelter for himsdlf and the horse and dogs.

At dawn he set out aong the wagon track again, spending the long hours practicing his rapport with
Traylo and Arlus, or with other animals. He saw no people dl day, just herds of wild animas. No
wagons had been on thistrail for days, for new grasswas struggling to grow evenin theruts.

Its struggle was not entirely successful, though, for there had obvioudy been no rain recently—even the
deepest rutswere dry. There were no rain cloudsin sight; the sun beet yellow on the yellow plain, and
Wulfston was grateful for the lightweight cloak with its hood to protect his head.

He sensad no pursuit. He hoped his ruse had worked, and his enemies thought him dead. It would give
him timeto find out what had happened to hisfriends.

Again he hunted, and shared fresh meat with the dogs, while the horse cropped the dry grass. When
there was no watering hole, hefigured out the use of a sort of leather bowl dangling from the bridle—he
could pour some water from the water bag to share with the horse. Traylo and Arlus drank fromiit, too.

By noon of the second day on the deserted trail they were out of water.

The character of the land had changed: athough the ubiquitous grass grew here now, the land was



furrowed, asif it had been plowed and acrop grown at sometimein the past year. In this part of the
world, it gppeared that crops would be grown in the rainy season, and the fie ds I eft fallow during this dry
timeof year.

Plowed fields had to mean people close by.

Wulfston wasn't sure he was ready to meet anyone, yet he needed to trade coinsfor fruit and vegetables.
And he had to find out where hisfriends were.

He dso had to learn to Read people, not just animals.

S0 he stuck to the wagon track, getting more tired and thirsty with every step, wondering where the
nesrest settlement was.

Instead of avillage he saw in the distance a cluster of green trees. That meant water! The dogs smelled it
and ran eagerly ahead, and the tired horse picked up his pace when Wulfston urged him.

On closer approach, he saw astone well, and off to one side a cluster of houses. Only one person was
to be seen; ayoung woman who had just filled ajug at the well, and was walking in the direction of the
houses.

Wulfston hoped she would keep going, as he wanted to renew his water supply and be ready to retreat if
heran into trouble. The girl glanced at him, but continued on her way—probably taught not to talk to
strangers. He could see why. In his lands she would be safe enough today, but there had been atime
when such a pretty young girl would not have dared stray so far from home aone.

Wulfgton's attention turned from the girl to thewell. He hadn't known how thirsty he was until hewasin
sght and smdll of water!

He swung down off his horse, strode to the well, and dropped the bucket into the water below. The
splash was the most wel come sound he had heard all day. He licked dry lips as he added Adept strength
to cranking up the winch, grabbed the bucket, raised it to hislips, spilling water on himself as—

Something stung him in the neck.

Helet go the bucket with one hand to dap at it, but his hand did not connect. It fell to hisside limply, the
fingers of the other hand releasing the bucket, which fdll back into the well.

Wulfston's knees gave way as hetried to turn in the direction from which had come—
—adart.

The girl stood not ten paces away, a blowgun in her hand.

Wulfston tried to speak, but he wasfaling, out of control of his body.

He reached ingtinctively for his Adept powersto drive the poison from hisblood, but it was asif he had
used up every hit of hisenergy! He could do nothing—nothing— except stare up helplesdy at the girl
who bent over him.

Traylo and Arlus snarled at the girl as she reached to touch him, but she smiled at the dogs, and in
moments they were fawning on her, letting her scratch them behind the ears.

Parayzed, bereft of his powers, Wulfston could do nothing but stare, the greatest fear he had ever fetin
hislifetearing at hisguts.



Chapter Four
V oices drifting in the darkness.
Two women. What are they saying?

Wulfston's mind made snatches at the words buzzing around in his head, but could only make sense of a
few.

Trader's Common? No. The other language, taught by—
What was her name? Chaika? Eyes. Only her eyes could be seen. Eyes so much like. . . whose?
WHAT' SWRONG WITH ME?

For amoment Wulfston's mind was sartled into coherence, but he could not maintain it. Confusion
returned.

Hetried to open his eyes, but the lids stubbornly refused to move.
Drugged. Drug on that... dart. Must call up healing

But his powerswould not obey him. No matter how he tried, he could not make the hedling fire flow
through hisblood.

My powers... gone?

Fear pushed some of the cobwebs from his brain. He was in acute discomfort, his tongue and throat raw
and swollen.

He remembered stopping at the well, thirsty. That's where he had been captured!

Hisflailing mind seized that thought. I'm a prisoner, and they've drugged me so | can't use my powers
to escape.

A mixture of anger and fear charged his blood, helping to bring him to his senses. Helay in a soft bed.
The ar waswarm and dry, had a"morning”’ smell. Aching joints announced themselves, but his attempts
to stop the pain met with failure.

No powers.
Heforced himself to cam hismind. For the moment, rational thought was his only weapon.
My Adept powerswill return, hetold himsdf firmly. Reading doesn't require energy, so perhaps—

But his attempt to reach out with hismind, to summon Traylo and Arlus, also failed. He could not even
sensethem, nor any animd life.

Reading might not require strength, but illnessand injury curtailed it severdly. The drug on that dart had
made him soill that he could not even open hiseyes.

Thepainin histhroat flared. He gave an involuntary moan. The women stopped talking. Wulfston heard
them approach the bed. Gentle fingers pushed open his eydids, and his eyes dowly focused on two
concerned faces. They propped him up against some cushions, and one of them brought the mouth of a
amadl day bottleto hislips.



Theliquid that poured over his parched tongue had a sour taste, but it cooled the firein histhroat and
eased the queasinessin his somach. Thewoman let him have only alittle a atime, so hewould not
choke.

Histhirgt satisfied, Wulfston managed awesk smilein lieu of thanks. Both women smiled in return.
Discovering that histongue would move, Wulfgton tried to say "thank you™ in Trader's Common. One of
the women closed her eyes, and for amoment he "heard” the distant echo of awoman'svoicein his
head, speaking foreign words.

He was Reading her thoughts!

Despite his situation, this long-dreamed-of moment buoyed his spirits. He wanted to laugh and shout for
joy, but had no strength. At last I'm a Reader! A very weak one, apparently, but that will change as
soon as | get some training from—

Lenardo.
Therescue misson.
His elation disappeared as he remembered why he was here.

He heard—no, Read—the woman's thought again, the same words repeated; she was sending a
message to someone. Soon another female voice echoed in hismind. He got the impression that she was
ashort distance away.

He could not understand the words, but sensed orders being given concerning hiswelfare—and
something else. Asthe message continued, the young Reader'sfacia expression changed severa times,
mild surprise... congternation... wry amusement.

What's being said about me? he wondered, then tried to project the question to the Reader beside his
bed.

Either she couldn't understand or was ignoring him. She spoke rapidly to her companion, who stared at
Wulfston with the same series of reactions.

The atmosphere suddenly chilled. Wulfston discerned that the mysterious message had changed his Status
from patient to prisoner.

Or to someone's property.
Theirony did not escgpe him.

Not so many years ago he had captured abadly injured Lenardo and taken him to Aradia, who had
healed him but claimed the Aventine Reader as her property. At thetime, Wulfston had flt as she did:
whatever an Adept could hold was histo keep by right of nature.

Now someone wants to keep a Lord Adept, hethought. And in my present condition, there's not a
thing | can do about it!

Again the women propped him up to asitting position, but the olay bottle they brought him thistime
smelled likewine. It had abitter taste. Wulfston tried to avoid swallowing it, but one of the women
stroked histhroat, forcing the swalow reflex. Instantly, hisfeeble attempts a resis-tance dissolved, and
the women lowered him back to the cushions.



No amount of drugs will make me anyone's property, he thought defiantly as drows ness overcame
him. | will regain my powers and rescue Lenardo...ifl haveto fight all of Africato do it!

He dreamed he was back on the grass plains again, trying to evade capture. Herds of wild beasts
scattered at his approach. A dozen paces ahead of him, agiant eagle stood on the ground as though
waiting to carry him away from his pursuers. But before he could touch it, the great wings spread and it
wasingantly doft.

Wulfston was surrounded by a dozen women in long dresses and vells. They approached as though sure
he could not escape. He tried to use Adept force to drive them back, but found himself powerless,
stripped of dl histdentd!

The women formed atight circle around him, each oneraisng along dagger. He leaped for the throat of
the woman immediatdly in front of him, feding more like abeest than arationa man ashetried to srangle
thelife out of her. Her knife thrusts somehow missed him asthey struggled. .. struggled... struggled until
her neck snapped and her vell fell off—

Revedling theface of hissster Aradia

Wulfston was shaken awake. Groggily he stared at the two very large men who dared thus handleaLord
Adept, but neither his powers nor his body would obey hiswill. He remembered where he was.

Or did he?

He was in the same room where he had awakened before, but as the two men helped him to Sit on the
edge of the bed hisfeet touched stone, not earth. The walls were aso stone. This could not be one of the
wooden huts he had seen near the well where he was captured!

The men determinedly urged him toward awooden tub. As he gathered that they wanted him to bathe,
he redlized that his clothes had been removed while he dept. The water was warm, and scented with
spices. As he sank into it, the warmth eased the paralysis out of his muscles.

Still silent, the men handed him soap and a sponge, then stood back and waited. Wulfston studied them
as he washed away the sweat of illness and bad dreams.

His guards—or whatever their function—were night-black giantswith no trace of humor in their faces.
Like the horsemen who had pursued him, they wore tan tunics, but these garments were emblazoned with
ablack lion'shead in the center of the chest. Wulfston gathered that it was the mark of some elite
group—ypalace guards?

Palace?

That was it—the place fdlt like his own castle. He glanced at the room's only window, and saw the
branches of strange trees a eye level. They were above the ground floor. Therosy glow of sunset filtered
through the trees.

His attention went back to the guards, who stood grimly waiting for him to finish his bath. Why so grim?
They were not mistreating him, but he suspected they resented their ordersto nursemaid him. Whose
orders?

Why had whoever wasin charge decided he needed two strong men as guards? He was certainly no
threat in his present condition. The guards had shaken him awake, even though the only safe way to
waken a powerful Adept waswith alight finger touch on the forehead. So they were sure his powers
would not manifest, as he verified when he found that he could not even strengthen hislimbswith Adept



energy.
Could it mean that his Reading powers were growing? Dominating his Adept talents?

No, he redlized as soon as he tried them, whatever small Reading talents | had have deserted me, too
. He could not even Read the surface emotions of the two men.

"Wheream |?7" he asked them, first in Trader's Common, then in Zionae. Both attempts earned him only
stares, and an gpol ogetic shrug from one of the men.

The bathwater was cooling, o heturned his efforts to scrubbing himself clean. The brown soap they had
given him was much coarser than even the chegpest at home, and he wondered what other differenceshe
would find. Ghulaikahad hinted—

Chulaika. Chaiku. Zanos. Astra. Huber.

Arethey still alive? hewondered on astab of guilt at having been completely consumed with hisown
aurvivdl. And where are they?

While Wulfston toweled himself dry with a huge sheet of sheer, soft cotton, one of the guardslaid out
clothesfor him. They wereimpressive, but nothing like what he was accustomed to: ablack loincloth of
soft, satiny materid; agold satin tunic with matching trousersthat tie-cinched at thewaist; and apair of
black leather sandals.

He was handed alarge wooden comb resembling aflat, oversized fork, and discovered that it was a
better instrument for controlling his hair and beard than the combs and brushes he struggled with at home.
Ashestood beforeasmall, circular mirror affixed to one of the walls, the image that stared back at him
began to resemble hisold self. His beard needed trimming, but he still looked reasonably nest, and felt
much better about facing... what?

Casudly, hetried to dip the comb into his tunic—it could make quite an effective wegpon—»but one of
the guards snatched it out of his hand the moment he finished grooming his beard.

"Wel? What now?"' he asked rhetorically.
One of them opened the door. Wulfston followed him out, and the other guard brought up the rear.

Elaborate candleholders lined the corridor. Wulfston noted that the stone walls appeared new—not much
older.

than thewalls of Castle Blackwolf, completed two years before.

Near the stairsthat appeared to be their destination, Wulfston stopped to look out awindow. The
second guard nudged him, but Wulfston held his ground to get aview of the outside of the castle.
Stretching away before him were the dark outlines of asmall community under adusky sky. Lightswere
coming to lifein structures resembling the buildings of Zendi. Thiswasacity, not aprimitivevillage.

Just below him, workers were congtructing a stone wal, hauling stone and mortar up wooden scaffolding
to aheight perhaps two stories above the ground. Thefirst story had been completed around the castle
for asfar ashe could seein either direction. The workers passed tools and materiad s with the precise,
efficient movements of people who had |abored together for along time.

His patience a an end, the second guard took Wulfston's arm and urged him down the gtairs. Still
unaccustomed to such trestment, Wulfston glared at him—and noted a glimmer of fear in hiseyes. So.



The guards knew he had powers... and that the drugs they had given him would not deprive him of them
forever.

Fedling rdief from afear he had been unable to acknowledge, Wulfston began considering how he might
escape as he turned and continued down the airs.

At the bottom they entered awide, high-ceilinged foyer. To hisleft were the massiveiron doors of the
castle's main entrance, closed and barred. To hisright were an impressive pair of teakwood doors, aso
closed, each with the face of aroaring lion carved in its center.

The two guards now flanked him, pausing for amoment before the doors. Wulfston squared his
shoulders and took a deep calming breath as they pushed open the doors and ushered him into—

—agdlery of ahundred silent, staring people.

Two stonetiers, each higher than aman wastall, curved around the huge room in asemicircle. Seated on
each level were perhaps a dozen ebony-skinned men and women in high-backed throndlike chairs.

Each was dressed in elaborately embroidered finery, somein robes smilar to Aventine fashion, othersin
gowns or caftans such as he associated with Africa. About each person's neck was atalisman on agold
chain. All had the bearing of rulers.

Each chair was flanked by two people standing, some hulking bodyguards, some more like hisown
retainers a home. All wereimpressively attired, as were the two dozen or so men and women standing
on thefloor level, againg the curved wall directly ahead of him.

Emotion charged the air. People stared, pulling back in their seats as Wulfston and the two guards strode
into the brightly lit chamber. It felt for one moment asif this vast assembly of strangers recognized
him—uwith fear.

The mood was dispersed by the sudden yapping of dogs. Wulfston was unreasonably pleased to see
Traylo and Arlus, even though they were leashed and restrained by two men flanking ayoung woman at
the center of the lower tier.

Wulfston recognized her: the girl with the blowgun at the well!
His captor.

But now she was resplendent in agold gown, her hair elaborately upswept—no village maiden this, but a
woman of consequence,

When the guards stopped, so did Wulfston. Hismind was on that girl/woman of catlike beauity,
green-eyed and serene. She smiled enigmatically as she reached one hand to the head of each pup. Their
barking ceased at once, and they sat like well-trained house pets.

Wulfston felt as subdued as the dogs. He wanted to bide histime, see what was asked of him, store up
information, but he dared not appear passive and compliant.

A throat cleared, pulling his gaze upward to a middle-aged woman on the upper tier, directly above the
woman in gold. She had the same catlike air, but in the older woman it was more like that of alioness
garing at her dinner. Her resemblance to the younger woman was unmistakable.

"Lord Wulfston of the Savage Empire," she said coldly, "I am Ashuru, Queen of the Karili Nation." Her
voice was soft, but it resounded clearly off the chamber walls. She spoke Trader's Common with an



accent much different from Sukuru's or Chulaikas. "We would know why you have invaded our lands.”

"Invaded!" Wulfson'sfirst impulse wasto defend himsdlf, but the peculiar feding that these strangers
knew him when he knew nothing of them kept him from going beyond the singleword of disbelief.

He remembered Neriusteaching him, "When powerful Adeptsfirst meet, each seeksto impress,
dominate, or intimidate—or to make the other appear to brag or bluster. Whether you sit on your own
throne, or stand before another's, you must gain the advantage and maintain it.”

The queen leaned forward. "Wel|?" she prompted.
My advantage, thought Wulfston. She displays impatience before her peers.
He countered with a contemptuous glance at the guards on either side of him.

Ashuru recognized that she had given him the upper hand, for he ditinctly heard alow, angry sound
come from her throat. She dismissed the two guards with awave of her hand. They bowed and
retreated.

"Now," said the queen, "explain your presencein our lands."
Excellent—he was now a presence rather than an invasion.

"Explain why," he countered, "when | was shipwrecked on your shores, | was three times attacked when
al | sought wasto survive."

"Y ou entered Karili lands, wearing Karili clothing from one of our people you murdered,” Ashuru replied.

"Entered your landsthus attired,” Wulfston noted. "Then the man whose clothing | appropriated came
out of your landsto attack me. | have done nothing to provoke your people, yet ever sincel arrived in
Africamy life hasbeenin peril. Findly you," he said, directing his gaze to the young woman in gold, "shot
me down as | sought to quench my thirst. In my land, no stranger goesthirsty when there iswater
avalable”

"Y ou killed Gorimu, the son of one of our dlies," anew voice suddenly spoke up. It belonged to the
young man standing bes de the woman in gold. He bore a strong resemblance to her, but was a bit
younger. "In recompense, my sister Tadisha had to risk her life to captureyou. ™

No wonder Ashuru hates me, Wulfston redized. A mother whose child has been endangered.
"Queen Ashuru, Princess Tadisha, and Prince... 7
"Kamas," the boy supplied.

Wulfston continued, "I assume that Gorimu was one of the men who attacked me in the grasdands.
Another party tried to kill me on the beach. My ship was destroyed without so much as awarning,
before | could even land— and | am the one accused of wrongdoing? Africans cameto my land, and
stole my brother Lenardo. They forced meto cometo Africaagainst my will. Help mefind Lenardo. |
will take him home with me, and never sat foot in Africaagain.”

Hefdt Tadishas eyes on him, athough he kept his gaze fixed on Ashuru. Beside the queen, avery old
man stood peering at Wulfston, giving him the sense that his every word was being absorbed and
examined, al nuances behind it unveiled. A Master Reader, he suspected, or the African equivaent.
Someone capable of determining whether he spoke the truth, aslong as he did not brace his Adept



powers.

The old man leaned forward and asked, "Y ou have a brother? Is he not then a powerful Mover like
yoursdf?'

Wulfston looked deliberately at the man, who appeared to be of Master Clement's age. Hisface was
wrinkled so that his eyes sank deep into his skull, bright cods glowing amid adying fire. There was
somehing esein those eyes, something very different from Master Clement's cam benevolence, yet
Wulfston sensed that this man knew him, and would reved the truth of what he said.

From years of experience with Readers, Wulfston knew how to drop his mental defenses so that there
could be no question of his honesty. Staring the old man in the eye, he did so now, for he had nothing to
hide. "Lenardo ismy sister's husband, a Master Reader.”

"A gger," the old Reader murmured significantly. Wulfston was annoyed; he didn't want to explain that
Aradia had not come because she was pregnant. He wanted to get on with the search for Lenardo.
Instead of asking the expected question, though, the old man stared trance-like at nothing for amoment,
then said, "Y our sister, but not by blood.”

Wulfston redlized he must have seen theimage of Aradiain hismind, which would certainly show anyone
they were not blood-related. To forestal any further questions, he looked back to the queen and
repested, "Queen Ashury, | do not want to be here. Will you help mefind Lenardo, so that | may leave
your lands?!

Before the queen could reply, her daughter said, "He did not ride into the village as an attacker, Mother.
He appeared to be just what he said, athirsty traveler seeking water. With his powers, he could have
eadly taken those poor peopleif he had wanted them.”

"Barak?' questioned Ashuru, looking toward the aged Reader.
"Y our daughter discernsthetruth,” he replied. "Lord Wulfston did not cometo invade Africa.”

Ashuru did not seem particularly pleased to have Wulfston declared innocent, but he was relieved,
saying, "Thank you, Master Reader."

The old face crinkled in asad amile. "I am not a Seer— Reader, asyou cdl suchinyour [ands. | ana
Grioka."

"Grioka?"

'Storyteller," Ashuru explained, "dthough that is not an adequate description of Barak's function. My
daughter and | are Seers, but we expected you to approach us shielded with your Movers powers,
preventing us from Seeing the truth of your words. Y our history cannot be hidden from a Grioka."

"I don't understand,” Wulfston said. Even Lenardo could not Read an Adept braced to use his powers.

"I cannot See your thoughts," Barak explained. "When | amin your presence, however, | know your
history. Lord of the Black Wolf, | know who you are.”

Only later was Wulfston to realize the significance of Barakswords. At the moment his concern wasto
find out where Lenardo was. In the days he had been drugged and helpless, Sukuru could have taken the
Reader dmost anywhere. "Then you know that | cameto Africaagainst my will. Does anyone here know
where Sukuru is? Heis the one who stole Lenardo. He had heard an exaggerated story about my Adept
prowess—that | had defeated Drakonius single-handed. Perhaps he heard the tale from you, Barak?”



Barak sudied him. "I havetold thisstory,” he admitted. "The onefrom whom | learned it believed it. But
Sukuru?' The Grioka frowned. "I do not know any Sukuru. And | would surely remember any man for
whom | told such araretae.

"Whether he was the onewho cdled for theteling, | don't know," said Wulfston, "but the story brought
him to me. When | would not leave my landsto fight in acause | knew nothing of, he kidnapped Lenardo
to forcemeto follow him to Africa. | have aready lost many days. | don't know if Sukuru still has
Lenardo. Z'Ndiaattacked my ship; how do | know she did not a so destroy his? He professed to be her

"Z'Ndlia?' Ashuru scoffed. "Lord Wulfston, Z'Neliais queen of asmall country on the other Sde of
Africa. She doesn't have to power to wreck a ship on the west coast!”

Wulfston was about to protest, when he saw the expression on Barak's face. The man was at war with
himsdlf. In the silenceleft by Wulfston's lack of reply, the Griokafinaly said, "Queen Ashuruy, it istrue.
Z'Ndia does have such power."

The whisper of adrawn breath siwept through the assembly, and suddenly everyone was staring at
Barak. "Why," asked Ashuru, "have you never told usthis?'

"Thetimewas not fulfilled, until today," the Griokareplied.

"And so we have had only rumord" the queen said angrily. "Four years ago the Savishnon warriorswere
stopped in Z'Neliaslands... and no one knew how. All that remains where the battle took place arethe
Dead Lands, which no Seer may investigate, for to seek to Seeinto themisto diel”

Wulfston had ddliberately kept himsaf open to Reading al thistime, and now even his limited powers
were overwhelmed with Ashuru's fury. Thank the godsit was directed at Barak, and not a him! The
gueen continued, "My own teacher died, his spirit trapped in the Dead Lands, attempting to discover
what had happened at Johara—and al the time, Barak, you knew?'

Barak sad, "Thistael intended never to tdl.”

The members of the Assembly stirred again, and Ashuru voiced their rage. "We face the Savishnon, and
possibly Z'Ndias powers aswdl, and you would have left usin ignorance?”

But it wasto Wulfston Barak spoke. " Shangonu willed that | repest the tale that is responsible for your
presence here, Lord of the Black Wolf. | fear you will haveto fight Z'Nelia, whether you wishiit or no. If
| tell now of Z'Nelias defest of the Savishnon, and the making of the Dead Lands, perhaps you will learn
something that will dlow you to survive."

The Assembly fdl slent, and even Ashuru's mentd fury abated asall waited for the Griokato begin.

Barak'swords were stock phrases of bards the world around, but as Wulfston listened, the Assembly
faded away, and they were at the city of Johara, four years earlier. It waslike nothing he had ever
experienced ligening to abard; he knew things asif he had lived in Africadl hislife, felt the goprehension
of the people of Johara...

Hordes of desart warriors swept down from the north, looting and burning and killing. In the name of
their god, Savishna, they daughtered al who opposed them. Their bloody trail spanned half the continent,
but narrowed sharply at Johara, the richest and most beautiful city in Africa

The six armies of Savishna surrounded the city'sfortified walls while the commanders waited to see what
futile ransom the roya family would offer. They failed to reckon with the powers and determination of



Queen Z'Ndia

Z'Ndiawas not in Johara, although her Seerswove visons of deception to make the Savishnon Seers
perceive her there. Two days before the armies arrived, Z'Ndiaand her family had traveled to Mount
Manjuro, to use their powers to waken the deeping fire demon.

Only the queen returned from that perilous journey, her mount dropping with exhaustion as she arrived
within the gates. "Tell our enemies" sheingtructed the Seerswhose vigil had protected her city, "that here
Savishnawill meset hismatch.”

Asthe message was ddlivered, Mount Manjuro thundered with renewed life.

When the Savishnon did not flee as she had hoped, Z'Ndia stood upon the parapets and summoned the
fire demon. The sky grew dark. The mountain unleashed ariver of death.

Liquid fire poured onto the plains surrounding Johara, burning everything in its path. The Savishnon had
no timeto flee; thousands of warriors were consumed in minutes. Thefew survivorsfled, their dreams of
conguest shattered.

Savishnasought revenge.

Strength aready depleted from the steady use of her powers, Z'Nelianow fought to save her own people
from the force she had unleashed. Theriver of fire lapped at the walls of Johara.

Other Movers supported her efforts, but fell, one by one, their powers exhausted. Z'Neliastood alone,
diverting the river of fire around her city, protecting her peopleto thelast of her strength.

When findly the burning river began to harden into rock, it surrounded the entire city, but Joharaitsdlf
remained anidand in the frozen flow. Z'Nelia had saved her people.

The cost was dl her strength. She dropped where she had stood, and as she lay helpless, a Savishnon
spy who had infiltrated the city struck her with aknifel

Hewaskilled a once by the mob, but it appeared he had accomplished hisrevenge. There were no
hedersfor Z’Nelia. Every Mover in Joharalay unconscious, powers exhausted from trying to control the
fire demon.

Seersrushed to Z'Nelids aid, sanching the blood flowing from her wound, but until the next day no one
with healing powers could help her... nor could the Seers reach her wandering spirit.

From the full moon to the third quarter, the healers of Shangonu's temple kept Z'Nelia's heart beating.
Seers searched the planes of existence for her spirit—and their own spiritsfailed to return.

When the scattered Savishnon spread to other lands, bringing incoherent tales of what had happened at
Johara, other Seers|eft their bodiesto find out the truth—and lost themsalves in turn. Hence the legend
that to attempt to Seeinto the Dead Lands—the lands ravaged by the fire demon—wasto die.

The tale ended. Wulfston blinked, astonished to be back in the Karili Assembly.

He gathered hiswits, and stared at Barak. "But Z'Ndiaisdive and wedl now," he said. "What
happened?’

"I do not know. When the lava cooled | |eft Johara. Some say the queen's eventud returnto lifeand
hedlth was not accomplished by the priests and priestesses, that Z'Neliafound her own way back from



the home of the dead. And she returned with more power than any Mover ever dreamed of possessing.”

"That isan interesting story," Ashuru put in, "but there are many thingsthat it does not tell—such as what
happened to the others who went to the volcano. Z'Nelias family. Who were they? Why didn't they
return to Joharawith her?'

"The otherswere Z'Nelids husband, their son, and Z'Nelias sster,” Barak said. "Some say thefire
demon demanded their livesin sacrifice”

"And what do people say who know that avolcano isanatura object, and not agod or ademon?’
Wulfston asked.

"They say nothing... as Queen Z'Ndiawould haveit.”
Wulfston wondered, "Have you been in Z'Nelias presence since the events you have just described?!

He saw and felt Barak's hesitation, but before the Grioka could answer, the doors of the Assembly
chamber were flung violently open, banging resoundingly againgt thewadls, then remaining in placeasa
newcomer strode into their midst.

It was a plump, round-faced young man in el aborate green robes, carrying apear like awaking staff.
The spearhead glittered, and it took Wulfston afew momentsto redize that it was actudly made of a
huge, long-cut diamond.

Itsowner could not be even twenty years old. He was dightly shorter than Wulfston, and had the same
brown skin tone. Again that whisper of surprise went through the gathered rulers, asit had when they first
saw Wulfston.

But it was Barak's reaction Wulfston noted. The Grioka shrank back for amoment, asif hefeared the
younger man, but then he straightened determinedly, staring defiantly.

The boy turned his attention to Ashuru. "Members of the Karili Assembly,” he said with agesture toward
Wulfston, "why has this prisoner not been sent to me as| ordered?!

"Because, Prince Norgu,” Ashuru replied with adight stress on thetitle, "you have no right to order the
Karili in anything. Y ou have our respect asruler of the Warimu, no more. If you careto join our
Asmbly—"

"l am King of the Warimu," the boy replied, his attempt at insulted dignity coming out as a pout. "My
powers are greater than any of yours. However," he added, rescuing himself from acting completely the
fool, "1 have cometo offer you my help. | will take this dangerousinvader into my custody, for you have
other, far more serious things to concern you. The Savishnon are gathering again to the north of the plain.
Y ou need my powers, Ashuru. You heed my armies.”

"The Savishnon were soundly defested four years ago,” the queen told him. "They remainin small bands,
an annoyance, but not athreat to a united front such aswe represent. If you fear them, Norgu, you are
welcometo join with usfor protection.”

"Y ou are the ones who need protection!™ the boy fumed.
"All your great Seers have not warned you of the danger. See with me!”

It was asif the diamond head of his saff came dive with light—whirling colorsthat resolved into aview
of the plain with its herds of animals, to the north of the huge lake. Apparently Norgu shared some of the



taent of aGrioku.

Then they were traveling northward. The herds of beasts disappeared. Bands of horsemen appeared,
growing more numerous as they converged on—

—acamp of thousands!

Around the shore of asmall |ake an army was gathered. They were making weapons—arrows, spears,
throwing sticks like the ones Wulfston's attackers had used aong the shore. Wagons brought whole trees
from the strip of jungle separating the plain from the sea, and craftsmen built catapults, a certain sgn that
walled cadtleslike Ashuru'swereincluded in their plans.

Thevison faded.
"Norgu,” Ashuru said, "we thank you for this warning, and welcome you to our company.”
"l rue—"

"Will you waste your strength in a contest of powers when our common enemy is readying to attack?'
Ashuru demanded.

"The Savishnon will attack herefirst," said Norgu. "If | do not aid you—"

"If you do not aid us," Ashuru replied, "we may be able to stop them, and we may not. If they defeat our
combined powers here, you will stand done... in their path toward their avowed destruction of the city
of Joharal Alone, Norgu, you will be squashed like a beetle benegth the foot of an eephant.”

"No one squashes me! Remember how | dedlt with the nsof Matu? Only ayear ago, three

ns caught my father by surprise and killed him while his powers were weakened with use. Like
you, they thought me too young to be a danger to them. But they werewrong!" Heraised the
diamond-headed spear. "They had lost the element of surprise. After they had murdered my father they
turned on me, but | easily deflected their pain and their thunderboltsl Summoning my powers, | picked up
my father'sfallen spear, and with dl my Mover's strength flung it a them, piercing al three bodies at

once! Thusdid I revenge my father's death. Thusdid | become King of the Warimu. And thuswill | treat
al who deny me the rights Shangonu has given me with my powerd™

With that, Norgu leveled the spear at Wulfston, the diamond tip pointed at histhroat.

"Would you be aGrioka, Norgu?' Barak suddenly challenged. " Then you must speak only truth. Child,
you would liketo believe this story as you have just told it, but you have not succeeded in destroying the
actudity of that terrible day. What truly occurred was tragic—awound you have yet to hed "

Again Barak's sorytdlling powers took them al to adifferent time and place. Thistime the scenewasa
village outside thewalls of a castle—Norgu's cadtle. It was asunny day. Women gathered at theriver
that ran nearby, to gossip asthey washed clothes. They looked healthy and prosperous, as did the
children splashing in the stream.

Norgu, looking dightly younger and even chubbier than he did today, waked beside an older man—his
father, Matu, Wulfston knew with everyone else. The older man carried the diamond-headed staff.

Matu was ingtructing his son; Wulfston was strongly reminded of the days when Neriustook him out into
the villages, and taught him hisdutiesto their people.

Thelesson wasfamiliar. "Whileit istrue that your people must fear your power, they should fear only to



disobey. Do not be capricious, Norgu, or they will hate you. Hate can overcome even the greatest feer. ..
and then your people will turn on you. If they have not the courage to attack you, they will smply fall to
defend you from your enemies. And enemiesrise quickly against the ruler who does not have the support
of hispeople.”

"But we are great Movers, Father,” Norgu protested. "We can protect ourselves from our enemies.”

Matu shook hishead. "It isno blessing that your powers have developed so early, my son. Already they

nearly equa mine, but | have the wisdom of experience. | have friends with powers—friends, Norgu, not
servants or reluctant dlies. If | need help in teaching you that no man can stand aone againgt theworld, |

will haveit."

They cameinto the marketplace, where people turned to smile and bow astheir ruler and his son passed.

Beside the well at the center of the market was a canopied stand with two throndlike chairs. Matu and
Norgu took their places, and people began coming forward one by one with their petitions.

Wulfston was impressed. Thiswasthe way he had been taught to rule, making himsdlf availableto his
people at certain times and places where no one could be turned away.

There were differences, though. He liked the way Matu and Norgu came alone, no guards or servants,
into the midst of their people. It wasfriendlier than making them comeinto the castle—morelike
Lenardos habit of taking petitionsin the forum at Zendi, athough he was dways amidst aretinue.

Most of the petitions were for healing. The two Movers were also Seers, able to locate broken bones,
infections, growthsinside people's bodies, and thus work asthe best hedlersdid at home. Matu did most
of the hedling, Norgu observing as a Seer, learning the techniques.

Wulfston wasinterested in the way Matu used the diamond-headed staff, touching its head to his patients
asif his power flowed through it. He had never before seen an Adept use an instrument to focus his
powers. Once

Matu handed it to Norgu, and had the boy hed avicious infection insde aman's bowd that had himin
agonizing pain.

Asthe grain and paleness left the man's face, he looked up at Norgu and whispered, " Shangonu bless
you," and drifted off into healing deep.

Matu put ahand on his son's shoulder, and Norgu smiled a him. Then he returned the staff, and Matu
continued with hiswork.

Wulfston estimated that the work Matu had done by then would leave an average Lord Adept
weary—not exhausted, but ready for agood meal and anight's deep. If Matu went on, it would suggest
that his powers were beyond the average for aruler, more on thelevel of Wulfston'sor Aradias.

Soon, though, Matu stood. "At the quarter-mooR," he said, "there will be another healing day. None |l ft
among you isin pain, or has any problem that will be worsened by waiting until then.”

"Excdlentking!”

It was acry of despair. Matu looked up sharply, and he and Norgu Read aragged group of strangers
guiding arickety wagon drawn by ahaf-starved donkey. A woman ran forward, her emotions ajumble
of grief and terror. "Oh, King Matu, please! My husband!”



On the wagon aman lay moaning, burned so badly that he hardly appeared human.
The moment Matu Read his pain he gasped, then sent the man to deep, saying, "Bring him here at once.”
Two men in hooded robes shoved the wagon forward while athird lashed the exhausted donkey.

Matu touched the diamond-headed spear to the injured man's forehead, and concentrated. Norgu Read
that the patient was close to death, and was stepping forward to add his strength to that of hisfather
when he suddenly Read something from the anxious woman.

Y es, the man was her husband, and yes, she wasterrified for hislife, but she was desperately trying to
hide other fears—of the three men who appeared to be helping her!

Norgu turned his Seeing powers on them, and found them blank, braced to use Movers powers.
"Father!" he cried—too late!

The same flames they had used to burn the poor man— their safe passage into Matu's village—suddenly
consumed Matu!

Norgu's father gasped as flames roared through his clothing, seared his hair—

Then thefire was out, and he turned to face his attackers. A lightning bolt shot from the diamond-headed
spear, and one of the threefell dead.

Norgu turned one of the othersinto atower of flame, but it was out almost asit had begun. Thiswasa
powerful Mover!

With hardly aglance at Norgu, he reached out toward the other surviving Mover as Norgu saw hisfather
stagger. They had made him use up thelast of his strength!

The two Moversjoined hands, concentrated—

Norgu wrenched the diamond-headed-spear from his father's unsteady hands and pointed it at the two
Movers. Power flowed through him, concentrated in the diamond head—

And the bolt of lightning missed its mark as hisfather's scream jarred his concentration!
He turned to be splattered in the blood of Matu's exploding body!
Norgu screamed in turn, grief and rage mingled in pure anima savagery.

Now the two Movers were concentrating on him, but he had the spear. With the tip he caught the energy
directed at him, dl his strength concentrated on controlling, redirecting—

With a savage howl, he flung the power back at the closest of the attackers. The man's body sprung
gouts of blood, his dying scream adrowning gurgle.

Panting with exertion, Norgu faced the last attacker. He reached for his Movers powers, and found little
left. But surely that other Mover was dso exhausted. Reason was dowly returning; al he had to do to kill
the man was stop his heart. That didn't take much effort.

He pointed the spear, concentrated—

The Mover faltered, but recovered. He raised his hand. Norgu knew he would send flame or lightning,



and wasn't sure whether he still had power to deflect it, But—
Thetarget was clear.

With al hisphysica strength, Norgu flung the diamond-headed spear Straight into the heart of his
attacker!

For amoment there was silence. Norgu waited numbly, emotions frozen.

Then, once he was certain hislegswould obey him, he walked over to the still-quivering body, put his
foot onit, and drew out the bloody spear.

He turned to where hisfather had been, where there were now only gobbets of flesh and splatters of
blood.

The woman cowered besi de the wagon, whimpering.

Norgu pulled her to her feet. She was aready spattered in Matu's blood, but his hand left its print in red
on her deeve. "Go," hetold her. "Take your husband, who is even now hedling at the cost of my father's
life"

"Prince Norgu, they burned him! | had to do what they told me—"

"And | should kill youfor it," hereplied, transferring his bloody hand to her throat. Theterror in her eyes
was swest. "But who better than you to carry my message? Matu is dead, but Norgu lives! Norgu lives
and holds power; let others come against me only at their peril.”

Heturned, eyesraking over the silent villagers, who had witnessed the entire scene. "So much,” he
announced loudly, "for Matu's belief that his people would protect him! Let it be known that Norgu will
protect himsdf—and not waste his powers on the likes of you!™

Agan Wulfston experienced the disorientation of returning from the Griokas vison to the present in the
Karili Assembly chamber.

Norgu was glaring at Barak, but the Grioka seemed to have no more fear of him. So the young prince
turned to Ashuru. "Thistade still presents ample evidence of my powers—which have grown since that
day. Y ou need—"

"Norgu, you need aparent'steaching,” said Ashuru. "Wedl fed for your terrible loss, but itisalossto
us, too, for Matu would have taught you to be awise ruler aswell asapowerful one. Asitis, youaea
fifteen-year-old boy with powers you do not know how to use properly.”

Norgu is only fifteen! Wulfston thought in astonishment. No wonder he acts childish: heisa child—
an extremely dangerous one.

Ashuru obvioudy knew that. She was trying again to persuade Norgu to join with the Karili Assembly
againg the Savishnon. "There may be none of us here with the powers you will have when you are fully
mature,” she ended, "but we have awealth of experience, Norgu. Let usteach you as Matu would have,
S0 that you will be agreat king one day.”

"I need none of your teaching about how to be weak! But you need my help againgt the Savishnon. Give
me this prisoner—he gestured toward Wulfston once again—"and | will join my powerswith yours.”

"Lord Wulfston is not a prisoner! Tadisha spoke up. "He has spoken truly to us before the Grioka, and



opened hismind to our Seeing powers. No onein Africahasthe right to hold him prisoner, Norgu.”
"Does your daughter speak for you, Ashuru?' Norgu asked.
The Karili queen looked around the assembly, getting nods from every direction. " She speaks for usal.”

"Then | speak for mysalf!" Norgu spat. ™Y ou can face the Savishnon without my help, but when thisman
brings on your destruction"—he pointed to Wulfston with hisleft hand, the one not holding the
Spear—"you can remember that | would have kept him away from you if you had let me!”

Wulfston hardly heard the last words Norgu spoke. He was staring at the boy's left hand. On it shonea
goldring in afamiliar shape. He had to seeit up close!

Norgu spun, cloak swirling dramatically, and stalked out of the Assembly chamber. Without athought,
Wulfston Sarted after him.

"Lord Wulfston!" It was Tadishas voice, but it held him only for one step. He had to see that ring, for it
was asif Norgu had ddliberately waved it before him.

"Prince Norgu!" he called.
The boy continued asif he hadn't heard.

Waulfston had to run to catch up to him, and they were out in the courtyard before he could pass the boy
and stop, facing him, barring his path. "Prince Norgu, | believe you have knowledge concerning the man |
am looking for: a Reader—Seer, you would call him—named Lenardo.”

"This Lenardo,” Norgu asked, cocking his head to one sde, "heisawhite man?'

"Yes" Wulfston replied, certain now that Norgu knew where he was. The boy had hisleft hand hidden
beneath his cloak. Wulfston resisted the urge to grab for it and get agood look at that ring.

"Seer, | do not know," Norgu said, his manner now grave—but he was play-acting, putting on afalse
sympathy that grated on Wulfstons nerves as he continued. " A white man traveling with Zionee... Washe
quitetal, with dark hair and beard?"

"Yes," Wulfston said tightly, afraid to let hismind hear the past tense.
"Then... you can but avenge his death.”
"What? No—it couldn't be Lenardo!"

"The party of travelers,” Norgu replied, "was attacked by other Zionae, under the orders of Z'Nelia
All—the people he traveled with and their attackers—were trespassing in my lands. It was reported to
me. Too late, unfortunately. There was a battle of Movers, over before | arrived to drive them out.
Everyone waskilled, everyone on both sdes.”

"It couldn't be—"

"There was awoman with asmall child in the party,” said Norgu, and Wulfston's heart sank. Chulaika
and Chaku had obvioudy rgoined Sukuru. Shock created abuzzing in his ears as the plump young ruler
went on, "The Zionae wore nothing that would identify them, but from the hand of the dead white man |
took this."

Numbly, Wulfston put out his hand, and Norgu laid on his padm the gold ring. Theintricate carving



glinted, blurring as his eyesfilled with tears—but not before he saw clearly the intertwined figures of wolf
and dragon.

Chapter Five
Wulfston stared at the ring lying glittering on the pam of his hand. Lenardo dead? No!
Norgu swept on out the gate, to where hisretinue awaited him.

Wulfston remained in the courtyard, stunned. He stumbled to the watering trough for the horses and sat
on its edge, hislegs weak with shock.

Traylo and Arlus came running from the castle, straight to Wulfston. Sensing his sorrow, they rubbed
agang him, whimpering. He did the ring onto his right hand, then put one hand on the head of each dog.
Their dumb compassion broke through the burning lump in histhroat, and histearsfell.

Hisfriend was dead. Not only would he miss him savagely, but how could he face Aradia? Aradia, who
even now carried Lenardo's child?

He must go home at once. Aradia needed him more than ever. Lenardo's child would need her uncleto
help raise and educate her in her fathers stead. And I'll do right by you, Lenardo, he promised slently,
twigting the ring on hisfinger.

Determination shoved his grief asde. He washed hisface in the watering trough, and considered his
gtuation. For thefirst time, neither the burly guards nor the two female Seers attended him.

But of course they could Read him whenever they wanted to. At least he could make it more difficult for
them by bracing to use Adept power. In fact, he redized, he had been doing so ingtinctively ever since
Norgu had told him Lenardo was dead.

Now that the Karili had decided he was not their enemy, how much freedom did he have? He should be
able just to walk out of the castle, past the guards at the gate. .. and into aland where he did not know
the language, customs, geography—

He had no money and no friends, but he had responsibilities, Zanos and Astra, Huber, any saillorswho
had survived the shipwreck—he could not leave them stranded in Africa. First he must find all who had
survived. Then they would have to barter their servicesfor passage on aship home.

Digtagteful asit was, the quickest way to earn passage home was as mercenaries in the coming battle
with the Savishnon. The Karili had not persuaded Norgu to aid them; they would probably welcome
Wulfston's powersjoined with theirs:

Traylo and Arlus suddenly jumped to their feet. The dogs turned as Wulfston did, and ran merrily
wagging ther tailsto greet the Princess Tadisha

"Isthe Assembly over so soon?" Wulfston asked, for he had been about to go back and offer hishelp in
return for theirsin locating hisfriends.

"No. | asked Kamasto take my place," shereplied. "Lord Wulfston, | am sorry to hear of the death of
your friend."

So she had been spying with her Seeing powers—on Wulfston or on Norgu? Was her sympathy redl or
feigned? Cautioudy, he opened to Reading, ready to reassert his defenses at the first sign of betraya.



He Read only genuine sympathy as Tadishasaid, ™Y ou caled him your brother.”

"We were closer than many of blood kin. And now, because that fool Sukuru inssted oninvolving mein
his power play, Lenardo isdead.”

At therenewal of hisgrief, Tadishareached for his hands, saying, "It'snot your fault! If we hadn't
captured you... I'm so sorry.”

Her green eyeslooked into his as she gripped his hands. Suddenly, painfully, the pressure increased. She
gasped, "Norgu lied!"

Shedropped hisleft hand, and put both of hers around the ring on hisright. " This ring—the man who
woreit was aive when it was taken from him!"

He stared at her, too much afraid to suffer raw grief asecond time to take hope from her words. "How
do you know?"'

"I have some power to Seethe history of objects. Thisring isnew, itshistory brief. Thereismuch lovein
it, and no degth.”

"Maybe Lenardo just wasn't quite dead yet," Wulfston said. "Why would Norgu lie about—?"
/Tl Wulfgton | am both dive and well. So hewill believe you, tell him—//

//Lenardo? Lenardo!//

The"voice" in his head was so much like Lenardo's speaking voice that there could be no doulbt.
I\Wulfston?Y ou can Read?//

IIY esl Where are you?//

/IFive days journey from you. | must be very careful, for | am guarded by Seers. They think I'vefdlen
adegp in my chair, out of boredom.//

//Areyou out of body?/

/INo. That | dare not attempt. The Seers were instructed by Norgu—in my presence—that if they found
my body unoccupied at any time, they wereto moveit. | don't think you know—//

//'ve been around Readers enough to have an idea,// Wulfston told him with a shudder.
Tadishacould no longer contain her astonishment. //Lord
Lenardo, you are Seeing from Norgu's castle—without leaving your body?//

IIY es, Lady Tadisha—and | am trusting you not to betray me. Because | dared not leave my body, the
only way | had to find Wulfston wasto follow Norgu.//

//But five days journey—//

//Lenardo isthe best Reader in the Savage Empire,// Wulfston told Tadishaimpatiently. /Lenardo, I've
been a prisoner here, but they've stopped drugging me. | think my powerswill be back to normal soon.//



//Norgu hasn't drugged me at dl,// Lenardo told him. /1t took nearly three days free of Sukuru's potions
before | felt completely mysdf. I'm wedll, but so far I've found no way to evade the Seers Norgu has
surrounding me//

/'l cometo you,// Wulfston offered.
//Not done// Lenardo warned. //Norgu has powers.//
/Hesjust aboy,// Wulfston protested. /1 am aLord Adept at the full strength of my powers./

/I do not know the strength of your powers,// Tadisha put in, /but never has one so young as Norgu
shown such power in Africa. And hisarmy has many Seersand Movers, fully loya to him—they will
combinetheir powers againgt you, Lord Wulfston, if you attack./

/Nf Lenardo can't escape, and | can't go to his rescue, then how am | to free him?//

/I have anidea// said Tadisha. //Lord Wulfston, neither you nor the Savishnon are the primary reason
the Assembly gathered here. It was Norgu's demand that we capture you for him—asif heruled usdll.
The Karili fear what Norgu may bein afew years. Now, while heis ill young, we must thwart his
domination.//

/[Trust her,// said Lenardo. //Tadishaistdling the truth. | will contact you again tomorrow, but | dare not
remain in communication for long, lest the Seers guarding me discover it.//

And Lenardos presence was_gone.

Tadishatill hed Wulfston's hand. Now she gaveit atug. "Come back to the Assembly. They are arguing
about what we should do now that we have three enemies.”

"Threg?'

"The Savishnon first. We must complete our defenses”" she said with agesture at the newly heightened
walls, "for thereis now no doubt of their attack. When | left, Mother was proposing riding out to meet
them, trying to keep their destruction clear of our towns and villages.

"Second, Z'Ndlia... perhaps. Until recently she kept to herself. We thought that whatever powers she
had were destroyed or weakened in the battle that produced the Dead Lands. Then, afew months ago,
her armiestook the lands to the west of hers, on the other side of Norgu's. Now we learn that she can
control avolcano, or raise a storm from across the continent. If she attacked you, why should she not
attack anyone else who appearsto be athreat to her?'

"Why would she perceive the Karili asathreat?' Wulfston asked. " Sukuru forced me to cometo Africa
specificaly to battle Z’'Nelia, so | must appear a genuine menace.”

"Especidly now that she has Seen you," Tadisha agreed.
"What do you mean?"
"You are Zionae," replied the Karili princess.

"I don't know what tribe my ancestors came from," Wulfston said, "but yes, | see resemblancesin the
few Zionae I've either met or Read—Seen.”

"Soif you defeated Z'Nelia, her people would be more likely to accept your right to rule them than the
right of aforeigner.”



"l am aforeigner. | have my own landsto rule, far from here," Wulfston told her as he had told Sukuru.
"| don't want the lands of the Zionae."

"Perhaps you have come to take possession of the Warimu."
"The Warimu? Norgu's peopl€?"
"Norgu isnot Warimu, nor was hisfather."

"More Zionae," Wulfston redlized. "Wdll, that makes sense. With Z'Neliaruling the Zionae, or earlier if
her parents were as powerful as sheis, any Zionae Adepts— Movers—who wanted to rule would find it
easer to conquer another tribe than fight someone like Z'Nelia. But Princess Tadisha, | don't want
Norgu'slands, either.”

"Hewill think you do, just as everyonein the Assembly does."
"Why?

"Because you and Norgu, are so obvioudy related.”

"Just because we're both of Zionae ancestry?"

"Didn't you seeit?' she asked in astonishment. "It goes far beyond triba characteristics. Y ou and Norgu
have astrong family resemblance.”

"I don't look anything like Norgu!" Wulfston protested, recaling the flabby, overweight boy with round
face and unpleasantly pouting festures. "Besides, Barak would have known, if he knows everything about
people when he meets them.”

"Barak knows of you only what has happened in your lifetime, unlessyou tdl him stories of your family.”
"l see, " said Wulfston. "And if | had such stories, and believed them to be true—"

"—he would perceive them astrue, as he did the story he wastold of your prowess."

"Then aGriokamay bewrong.”

"About stories and songs, yes. Never about direct experience," Tadishaexplained. "The gods give the
Griokae that gift, and the ability to make hearers experience what they tell. In return, the gods give them
the obligation of recording our history, and passing it from one generation to another.

"Griokae are very wise," she continued, "and highly respected. If we Karili offended Barak by chiding
him for his mistake about you, he might refuseto tell stories of us. Hewould not teach them to other
Griokae. Eventudly, the memory of the Karili would be gone from the history of Africa, asif we had
never been."

Wulfston saw in Tadisha's green eyes how very important it wasto her that her people be remembered.
"What if," he suggested, "Barak would not tell the story of Z'Ndias defeat of the Savishnon before
today, because she offended him, and he did not want her victory remembered?’

Her expresson told him much. "That isa Grioka's only wegpon against so powerful aMover, butitisa
mighty weapon indeed.”

"S0," said Wulfgton, "the history of a person isthat important here—so much so that because | do not
know the history of my family you try to create one, by seeing aresemblance to Norgu?”'



"I'm not the only one who saw it. When you first entered the Assembly, and again later, when you and
Norgu stood side by side. Y ou could be his brother, Lord Wulfston. Y ou are certainly an uncle or cousin
in some degree.”

"Imposshble”

To Wulfston's annoyance, laughter twinkled in Tadishas eyes. "Areyou that vain, then?| agree; Norgu
makes himself unattractive with his overindulgence in food and his sneers and pouting. But let him harden
his body with work, and gain maturity and character in hisface, and one day he might be as handsome as
you are."

Wulfston did not like that topic of conversation, or Tadishas attempt to turn it to ajoke. "Never mind
Norgu's appearance. Why did he lie to me about Lenardo?"

"A childish fit of anger when the Assembly would not bow to hiswill?" Tadisha suggested.

""From someone who has been ruling his own lands for ayear?' Wulfston asked. "That may have been
part of it, but he could not survive many impulsive acts, consdering the enemies he has.”

"Perhaps he hoped you would leave if you thought your friend beyond your help.”

"No... put yoursdf in Norgu's place, Princess Tadisha. Did you notice hisreaction as herdlived his
father's desth? Therewas no grief! Heamogt... reveled in the bloodshed.” Helooked into her eyes,
trying to open to her Reading so that she would know he spoke truly. "' have seen such casesin my own
land, among young people who have logt their familiesin the violence of Adept warfare. Their minds
cannot cope with such grief. Their emotions become twisted. Norgu is very dangerous. Thereisno
predicting how someone like that will react.”

She nodded. "Hewill seeyou asathredat, especidly if he recognizesthat you are of hisfamily. He must
think you have come to take histhrone. While | can See that you would indeed go homethisday if he
reunited you with your brother, Norgu probably fearsthat the two of you together would turn on him.”

"l suspect,” Wulfston said dowly, “that he is even more manipulative than that. He wants me to think that
Lenardo isdead so that | will take revenge on his supposed murderer. Revenge Norgu understands.
Remember his pleasure in destroying his fathers attackers? But someone sent those killers, and Norgu
has not yet had revenge on that someone.”

Tadishas green eyes showed grim understanding. "We Karili aretoo closeto Norgu. Weseehimasa
spoiled child, but he has devel oped a dangerous cunning. He told you Z'Néliakilled Lenardo. He must
think Z'Nélia sent the men who murdered Matu—and of course he could beright."

Tadishapaused abruptly, staring a him. "I just redlized that you never— Lord Wulfston, | do not think |
have ever met aman before—at least not a man of such powers— whose first thought would not be of
revenge.” Shelowered her eyes, suddenly closed to Reading. "Wise men would then put the thought from
their minds, knowing revenge only brings more revenge. But what kind of man does not even consder

it?'

"One who has witnessed alifetime of war, and wants no more of it," he replied. "If Lenardo weretruly
dead, how would it help his people or hiswife and children for meto risk my life in revenge? Those who
counsal war would say if | did not kill Z'Nelia she would decide that | was weak, and soon she would
come to the Savage Empire to depose me. But how likely isthat, when she has her own battles right
here?'



"That istrue," agreed Tadisha.

"If, however, | chalenged her, provoked her, either she would kill me now, leaving my sister without my
help, or if | succeeded in killing or otherwise defeating her, her heirs would then seek revenge on me,
perpetuating an enmity | never wanted in thefirgt place.”

Tadishaasked, "Where you come from, do you stand donein these ideas?’

"No. Oneruler cannot end the cycle of revenge; other lords would smply kill him and continue warring,
the history of the Savage Lands before this generation. Our dliance is a precarious thing, which must be
nurtured for the future. Were Lenardo dead, my first duty would be to go home and help to preserveit.
Asitis, my firg duty isto rescue my brother. Will your Assembly alow meto address them?”

"| think so. Come, then, and | will present your petition.”

Wulfston was, indeed, dlowed to present his offer to aid the Karili againgt the Savishnon, in return for
their help, first in locating hismissing friends and the Night Queen crew, and thenin retrieving Lenardo
from Norgu.

"How much help can you beto us?' chalenged Kamas.

"If you had not drugged me," Wulfston replied, "I could demongtrate my powers. Let meexplainit this
way: undrugged and rested, | can do al that you saw Norgu's father do in the vison Barak
provided—and more. | aso have many years experience at teaching people with minor powersto use
them to best advantage. .. and to unite them to overcome someone of greater power. If dl of you wereto
work together, asthe Movers and Seers of my homeland do, even aMover of Z'Nelias powerswould
be helpless againgt you."

"Would you then set yourself up as our leader?' Ashuru questioned in acid tones.

"Not at dl, Queen Ashuru," he replied, wondering why she was suddenly hogtile again. "Y ou are the
leaders of your people; they will not follow astranger. Nor do | know your terrain, your languages, your
customs. As soon asthe threet to you isover, and | am reunited with my brother and the people we are
responsblefor, | will leave Africa”

Finaly Wulfston was dismissed, while the Assembly debated accepting his offer. One of the burly guards
appeared again, but thistime the man bowed, led Wulfston up adifferent flight of stepsthan thoseto his
room, and left himin akind of study or library, reminiscent of the one Aradia had lost when Castle
Nerius was destroyed.

Hefound books, scrolls, and even clay tablets with writing that looked like pictures of birds and animals.
A little investigation turned up severd in the Aventine language, and even afew in the savage didects.
Those, however, could tell him nothing he did not aready know, while the rest he could not reed. For
once he wished he had Aradias talent for languages.

Impatiently, he sat down in acomfortable chair before alarge table. He wanted to Read what was going
on inthe Assembly, but was certain Seerswould be on guard for such spying. He wished he had
Lenardo's powers, to reach out and tell hisfriend this would be agood time to converse. Lenardo hadn't
mentioned Zanos, Astra, or the others, but surdly his Reading powers could find them!

Thinking of Lenardo's powers, though, reminded him of hisown, as did his growing hunger. How much
of that drug had worked itsway out of his blood by now?

He glanced a a candle on the table and casualy willed it to light. Nothing happened.



He frowned, wondering why his Reading seemed to be progressing nicely, when he could not seem to
use even the smplest Adept power. Probably the vegetarian diet Ashuru had kept him on since his
capture. He certainly hoped they would provide him with meat now that he was no longer a prisoner!

He concentrated on the candle as he had asasmall boy, just learning to use his powers. To hisrdlief, the
flame sputtered to life. He resisted the temptation to start moving furniture, but settled back in the chair
and st his concentration to drawing healing fire into hisblood, purging away the last of the drug. He
could not produce the normd rapid flare of energy, but he could fed his hedling powersworking as he
relaxed and let his body cureitself.

Finally the door opened, and Tadishaentered. Her face, and the fact that she was closed to Reading,
told him her news was not good. Wulfston sat up, aert, as she took a chair opposite him at the table and
sad, "My mother does not trust you—and her voice influences the Assembly.”

"They won't hep me?"
The princess shook her head. "They don't trust you because you are of Norgu's family. Blood will tell.”

"I don't accept that,” Wulfston told her. "Blood makes melook as| do, and gives me my powers, but
how a person thinks and actsis determined by circumstances, and by family. And family often has
nothing to do with blood. Neither Norgu nor any of hisfamily shaped my thinking, Princess Tadisha."

"So said Barak. Hetold of the people you cal family, dl of them white. None of them taught you to bea
Seer," she added. "Lord Wulfston, | recognized that your Mover's powers were far superior to your
Seer's, but Lord Lenardo was astonished that you could Seeat dl.”

"It'strue," Wulfston admitted. "'l was unable to access my Seeing ability until | cameto Africa. It was asif
thelife of the great plain spoke to me, and | responded asif...1 had come home."

"Blood will tell," indsted Tadisha. "'Y our ancestors came from the plains. The Zionae lived there for many
generations, until the Savishnon caused them to flee to the east. Many tribes hunt there, but itisa
dangerous hunt today, for the Savishnon claim that territory, and massacre anyone they find trespassing.”

"Tdl memore about the Savishnon,” said Wulfston.

"They come from the far north of Africa, and worship the war god Savishna. They believe their god has
instructed them to conquer the entire continent. A generation ago they swept southward, onto the great
plain," Tadishaexplained. " Soon they took over the northern areas of the plains, driving the tribeswho
lived thereinto exile.

"Five years ago they began anew offengve, with an army so huge none could count it. When my father,
Kagee, waskilled, my mother persuaded the leaders of other tribesto join us against the attackers. The
Assembly was formed. The Savishnon did not expect unity from our many small tribes. We drove them
back beyond the great |ake.

"We knew, though, that they would be back. We built this castle, and fortified it strongly. Leaders of the
tribes set up communications via Seers throughout al the lands now united with the Karili, and granted
my mother the right to call them together in any emergency.”

"But the attack never came," said Wulfston.
"How do you know?" Tadisha asked.

"I grew up in acastle that bore the scars of Adept warfare. There are none here—everything is new,



perfectly matched.”

"You areright,” said Tadisha. "A year after we repelled the Savishnon, they regrouped and attacked
Johara. Y ou saw today what happened there. For the past four years no more than scattered remnants of
the Savishnon have been seen.”

Woulfston asked, "Do the Savishnon wear headbands?

Symbols on their foreheadsin beads? | thought | saw some at their camp.”
"Y es, whenever they go into battle.”

"Then it was Savishnon who attacked me on the beach.”

Tadishanodded. "That iswhat we have come to expect the Savishnon to be: aconstant annoyance, but
no longer athreat to our way of life. We had hoped torid al Karili lands of them.”

"And now they are back asawell-organized army."

"One surprise after another,” the princess agreed. "Y ou are as great a surprise, if not so certain athreat.
How isit you know nothing of your African origins?'

That again. He might aswell tell her thelittle he knew. "I was only three years old when my parents died.
| remember my mother telling me stories, but not the stories themsalves. My father—my adopted father,
Nerius— told me everything he knew about my family, but he knew only their history once they reached
the Aventine Empire. They were proud citizens, Aventine to the core— which, now that | think about it,
makes me wonder what they |eft behind that they were happy to work their way out of davery, and
goparently never pined for their homeland.”

"Perhgps,” said Tadisha, "you will discover the answer herein Africa”

"Perhaps | will," he agreed. "Torio told me | would find ‘where| first began."’

"Torio?'

"A Reader with the gift of prophecy.”

"Ah. My family hasthat gift dso," said Tadisha. " Prophecies dways come true—in oneway or another.”

"I know," Wulfston said. "Torio said my fate was entangled with Lenardo's, and here | am. But Tadisha,
if the Karili won't help me, then | must try to rescue Lenardo aone.”

"I think," she said, her green eyesreflecting the candle flame, "there may be away to persuade the
Assembly, adthough my mother will be angry if | suggest it. She says doud that she fears what your
presence here may do to the precarious state of affairsin Africa. Privately, however, sheis concerned
that | have becometoo... impressed with you. Y our ideas,” she amended hadtily.

Wulfston could not help smiling. He wasfinding himself equaly impressed with the Karili princess. "There
isaway," hesaid, "that you need not risk your mother's displeasure. | am willing to go before your best
Seers, and make no resistance to their powers. In my homeland, the processis known as the Oath of
Truth, taken before a pandl of Master Readers.”

But when they approached Ashuru, she waved the ideaaway. She was in consultation with Barak, and
Wulfston found the scrutiny of the old Grioka amost papable asthe queen said, "1 havelittle doubt of
your motives, Lord Wulfston—asfar asthey go today. What concerns meisyour effect on the history of



my nation.”

At that Tadisha squared her shoulders. "Then, Mother, you know what we must do. What | must do.
When the fate of our peopleisin the baance—"

"Itistoo dangeroud!" hissed Ashuru, with ascowl at Wulfston.
"Princess Tadisha, what do you propose to do?' he asked.
"Seek aVison of thefuture" shereplied.

"Y ou can produce prophecies on demand?’ he asked in surprise. Lenardo's flashes of precognition came
without warning, asdid Torio's verba predictions. Neither man could contral the gift.

"It isamost exhausting procedure,” said Tadisha, "and does not aways provide answers. However, with
the Savishnon preparing to attack, Norgu refusing to help us, and your presence an unexpected factor, |
must attempt it." Shelooked at her mother asif defying her to produce areason not to.

And Asburu did. "Tadisha, you would risk your life. Since the routing of the Savishnon at Johara, too
many Seerswho have left their bodies have never returned.”

"Only those who sought to See into the Dead Lands,” Tadisha protested.

"Not entirely," said Barak. "I have heard tales of those being lost who merely sought to See a a great
distance. Things are being Hidden, even from the Sight. Let beware any who trepass, even
unintentiondly, into areas that are Guarded.”

Ashuru stared at the Grioka. "Barak, am | correct that you were as surprised asthe rest of usat the
vison Norgu brought of the Savishnon gathering north of the greet |ake?!

"Y ou are correct. No one had told of it in my presence before.”
"Y et Seersof dl tribes have kept watch on the movements of the Savishnon. Until now."

"If Savishnon Seers have ensnared other Seerstrying to spy on them, how did Norgu do it?* Wulfston
asked. "Theway he uses his Mover's powers, he can't be much of a Seer.”

"l think," Barak said reflectively, "that the Vision was not through Norgu. He Saw it through another
Seer. Forgiveme, it did not occur to me at the time to seek to know. When | am next in his presence, |
will discover it

"What ese do you not know, Barak—or have you withheld from us?" Ashuru asked.
"I do not know the future,” the Grioka replied with transcendent dignity.

The Karili queen stared a him. "Do you say | am wrong, Barak? Would you have Tadisharisk her life
seeking thisVison?'

From sunken depths, Barak's eyesfixed on Wulfston. "Queen Ashuru, everything | know of Lord
Wulfston agrees with the reassurances he gives. But aman may change his mind without breaking his
word."

"Indeed," said Ashuru, her eyesflicking from Wulfston to Tadisha and back again.

"We must know whether to accept Lord Wulfston's offer,” said Barak. "Queen Ashuru, you must surely



redlize that this man will not go home without his brother. If he must, he will go doneto hisrescue. He
could be captured and used by Norgu, Z'Nelia, or the Savishnon. He could smply fail in the rescue, and
blame you for refusing to aid him. Or he could find other dlies”

"Thereisno guarantee that a Ceremony of Vison will give usthe answerswe seek,” said Ashuru, "but it
will risk my daughter'slife.”

"We can minimizetherisk," said Bark, "and at the same time increase our chances of obtaining
knowledge. Tadisha hasthe power of Vision very strongly, but you aso haveit, Ashuru. Enter theVison
with her—and so will I. Possibly my powerswill enable usto find out what we seek."”

The queen nodded dowly, rductantly. "Y es, we can at least provide an anchor for Tadishas spirit, lessen
the danger of her being lost. My daughter?’

"Y ou know | amwilling, Mother."
"l want to bethere," said Wulfston.
"No," Ashuru replied. "Y ou know nothing of our ways. Y ou could distract Tadishaat acrucid moment.”

"Barak." Wulfston looked straight into the old man's eyes. "I have worked with Readers hundreds of
times, and never distracted them. Asamatter of fact, | once participated in acircle of power that drew a
Master Reader's mind back to his body when it had been wandering, logt, for days. Verify that | will not
digtract you."

A smdl smile curved the Griokaslips. "How quickly you have learned to use me, Lord Wulfston. Y ou
know that if you demand it, | must tell Queen Ashuru that you spesk the truth.”

"It makes no difference,” said Ashuru. "'l do not want you there."
-1 do."

Ashuru's head turned sharply as she stared at her

daughter.

Tadisha continued, "Lord Wulfston is the subject of the Ceremony of Vision, and | am the Seeker. Itis
my decison.”

Wulfston was fast learning the negative aspects of Reading; Ashuru made no attempt to concedl her cold
fury, but she wastrapped. "Very well, Tadisha. Now, we must prepare.”

Wulfston did not know what the preparations were for the Seekers. The two women and Barak went of f
to the temple, while Kamas was caled upon to be Wulfston's host for a hearty medl. Studying the heavily
laden board, Wulfston asked, "When will the ceremony take place?!

"It will begin a midnight,” Kamasreplied.

"May | trust you, Kamas?'

The younger man studied him. "To do what?'

"To wake mein timeto dress and make any other preparations. Areyou aMover?'

"To adegree, athough my Seeing powers are greater. | may be caled upon for ether function tonight.”



"Y ou know that | am primarily aMover," said Wulfston. "If | est well of the med you have provided,
especidly the meat, my body will seek hedling deep, because thereis ill poisonin my blood.”

"Poison? Oh, you mean the kleg. It is not a poison, Lord Wulfston. It does no lasting harm. In proper
dosage, it inhibits the powers of either aMover or a Seer.”

"It rendered me unconscious, twice," Wulfston reminded him.

Kamas nodded. "In alarge dose it does that to anybody. We had to make certain we could capture you
thefirst time, and after you regained consciousness Laruna overdosed you accidenta ly when the smdll
dose shefirgt gave you did not prevent you from Seeing. We meant you no permanent harm, but Norgu
had said you were extremely dangerous.”

"l am. But only to those who attack mefirg.”
"Thenyou are adanger to Tadisha"

"No. Shefeared | had come to attack your people. | mean her no harm—nor you, Prince Kamas. And |
understand your Situation perfectly.”

"What do you mean?"

"Y ou have just reached manhood, but have years yet before you will attain the height of your powers. As
aman, you fedl you should be a protector to your sister, but because sheis older, her powers and
experience are greater than yours. There are times when you resent her strength, and times when she
resents your effortsto protect her."

Kames stared a him. "How can you know that? Have you some of the Grioka's talent—or are you that
grest a Seer?'

"Neither." Wulfston laughed. "I'm younger brother to avery powerful Lady Adept!”

For one moment Kamas glared at him—and then broke into agrin. "Just don't tell me thingswill be better
inafew years"

"All right, I won't. But may | tell you that things got better between Aradiaand me as our age difference
cameto mean lessan less?

Kamas nodded thoughtfully. "Y es—at least that's more encouraging than the stuff of legends. Savishna
and Shangonu are il fighting, as they have been since the world was new."

"The two gods?' Wulfston asked. "Y ou worship Shangonu, | understand, and the Savishnon—"

"Savishna, the war god. They are gods, of course, and so can take either sex if they have reason to
assume aform recognizable to men. But it issaid that Savishnais most terrible in the form of an avenging
woman. Her warriors declare themsdves faithful to her, and will not touch ahuman woman until they
have won the territory she commands them to take. They lost the battle at Joharafour years ago,
because of awoman, arivd to Savishna. Savishnais not aforgiving god.”

"Is Shangonu?' Wulfston asked.

"Yes. Heisabuilder, Savishnaadestroyer. But that isthe way of gods. Savishnaand Shangonu were
born of the Great Mother to be the opposing forces that continue life, for the old and weak must make
room for the new and strong. But human brothers and sisters should not be opposing forces... and my



sster wantsyou at her Ceremony of Vision. | will do nothing—nor neglect to do anything—to oppose
her desire.”

As he had promised, Kamas woke Wulfston before the Ceremony of Vision, and took him to an
anteroom of the temple to prepare. They were garbed in plain brown, featureless garments, and Wulfston
reluctantly handed Lenardo's ring over to an attendant, who had also taken Kamas' chain and pendant.
Then they paused to wash faces, hands, and feet before entering the templeitself.

The temple was a part of the castle, with the castle wdll asitsfront wall, allowing the people of the city to
enter for worship. Tonight, however, that door was closed and barred.

Wulfston had seen screens and benches piled up in hallways and anterooms they had passed through on
their way here; obvioudly at times the huge temple was divided with colorful hangingsinto smaler aress,
and worshipers could sit on benches for the ceremonies. Now, though, the temple was empty except for
alow round daisin the center, amid acircle of flaming candles set in high wooden holders. Their light
flickered acrossimages painted on the ceiling high above, but Wulfston could not make them out.

At the very center of the celling, directly abovethedias, acircular hole reveded the stars above.

The room could have held hundreds of people. Tonight there were only five: Tadisha, Ashuru, Kames,
Barak, and Wulfston. Wulfston and Kamas silently approached from one side, Ashuru, Tadisha, and
Barak from the other. All wore the same plain brown garments.

Asthey entered the circle of candlelight, they stepped up onto the platform, which appeared to be wood
covered with the same plain brown cloth astheir robes. Tadisha stepped to the center, the other four
around her.

Ashuru said, "Thisisa Ceremony of Vision, a Seeking to know what the presence of Lord Wulfston of
the Savage Empire meansto the state of Africa. Shangonu guide usto atrue Vison, and protect my
daughter while her spirit wanders under his guidance.”

Tadishabowed to her mother, and received her kiss on the forehead. Then she turned from Ashuru and
sank into the cross-legged position used by Readers and Adepts for concentration. Ashuru was now
behind Tadisha, Wulfston directly in front of her, facing the Karili queen. Barak was on Tadishasright
Sde, Kamas on her |eft.

The four who were standing joined hands, as Ashuru said, "Weform acircle of protection for Tadisha
Once we are seated, that circle must not be broken. Lord Wulfston, do you understand?

"l understand,” he replied. "We must not break the circle.”

Ashuru's eyes dlittered in the candldight so that he could not read them, but she was apparently
satisfied— perhaps because with her Seer's powers she could tell that this experience was not so aliento
Wulfston as he had expected it to be.

The setting was different, the people were different, but the sense of shared energy he felt asthey clasped
hands was exactly the same as he had known time and again working with Lenardo, Torio, Julia—

Thefour let go of each other's hands, but the sense of energy suspended between them remained asthey
stepped back.

Tadisha sank onto the platform, lying on her back, carefully smoothing her robe beneath her so that
nothing would cut off her circulation.



When Ashuru, Kamas, and Barak settled into the cross-legged position that could be held for hours
without fatigue, Wulfston did likewise, sitting at Tadishasfeet. Shelay prone, relaxed, eyes closed.

Wulfston had seen the process a hundred times before, but aways the moment when the Reader's face
went dack, asif she had gone into acoma, disturbed him. Reading Tadishas personality suddenly
disappear, he discovered, was even worse.

He composed himsdlf, expecting along wait. But only afew minutes passed before Tadishas eyes
opened again and she quickly sat up. Shelooked around the circle, confused. Then her eyesfastened on
Wulfgon's.

The eyeswere dtill green, but they blazed with the light of hatred.
It was not Tadisha

To hishorror, heredlized that no one e se was reacting. Ashuru, Barak, Kamas, dl remained in akind of
trance, obliviousto the changein Tadisha

Thelook she gave him was rabid. Wulfston had once been called upon to destroy adog with that look in
itseyes, an animd he could not control. He had had to kill it.

But he could not kill Tadishal!

What he Read from the creature facing him, though, was a stranger's mind awhirl with fragments of
memory... and of madness. Incredible emotional agony fed the need to destroy, to kill.

She became unReadable, but not before he redlized that the whirlpool of destructive passion could only
be—

ZNéial

He jumped to hisfeet, and so did Tadishas body, now aliving weapon set to strike him down. A crud,
triumphant smile cameto her lips as her arms came up in an unmistakable gesture.

Wulfston braced his Adept powers, hoping al his strength had returned.

"Thecircle!" cried Ashuru, eyes snapping open. "Don't bresk—" A scream choked off her words as
Tadisha's body whirled, lightning streaming from her fingertips as Wulfston Read Ashuru's agony of
recognition that thiswas not her daughter—too late to protect herself!

Ashuru dumped, burned, and Z'Neliaturned back toward Wulfston.
"Mother!" Kamas gasped, and Wulfston left Ashuru to her sons attentions.

Z'Neliacould use dl the force she wanted, and know Wulfston dared not retdiate for fear of harming
Tadisha!

Wulfston dropped off the platform to the floor, sending out an Adept command to Z'Ndiato deep.
A firebdl nearly snged hisscap.
Tadishas body was dready deeping; hiscommand had no effect on the evil currently inhabiting it.

Old and feeble as he was, Barak flung himself at Tadisha's body as she stalked toward the edge of the
platform, readying to attack Wulfston again.



When the old man got in her way, she tossed him aside with Adept strength. Wulfston heard the crack of
fragile bone snapping as the old man hit the stone floor. One of the candlesticksfdl over on him, igniting
his robe. Wulfston spared athought to put out the flame—

But now Tadisha towered above Wulfston, a perfect target that he dared not attack! She reached
toward him—

He squatted beside the platform, got his hands under the edges, and lifted.

The next firebd| burst againg the ceailing.

Tadishasbody let out asurprised yelp and fdl off the platform hard, armsflailing.
More of thetall candlesticks clattered to the floor.

Wulfston frantically looked for cover.

He dived behind the upturned dais, narrowly evading abolt of Adept lightning that charred even the stone
floor.

He peered around the edge as Tadishas body lurched to its fest.

Wulfston crouched behind the heavy platform, usng Adept strength to roll the unwieldy shield to protect
Ashuru and Kamas, who had toppled off when he spilled Z'Nelia

The dais exploded into fiery shards.

Tadishas body fatered, staggering to keep its balance, but there was il terrible hatred in the eyes. Both
hands dowly came up to point at Wulfston, and he braced his Adept powers, still not knowing how to
defend himsdlf without hurting Tadishas body.

He remembered the image of Norgu, Adept strength used up, killing hisfather's assassin by flinging the
diamond-headed spear with Smple muscle power.

Wulfston grabbed for the scattered candlesticks, flinging them one after another a the woman before
him. She deflected them, her attention diverted while he thought desperately, needing a solution before he
ran out of projectiles or she flung another lightning bolt at him.

Why hadn't she?

And then he saw. Even in light of the few remaining candles he could see Tadisha's face turning an
unheslthy yellow. Her body staggered more with each bat at an oncoming candlestick. Her movements
became weaker, |ess coordinated—

Blessed gods! Tadisha is no Lady Adept, no great and powerful Mover. Z'Neliais draining her
strength, killing her! I'm killing her! But if | stop, shell kill me.

Nonetheless he stopped, redlizing even as he did so that there was no longer enough strength in Tadisha's
body for Z'Ndiato seize upontokill him.

He got up, and grasped her by thearms. "L et her go, Z'Ndia" he demanded. "Get out of Tadishas
body. If you harm her, | promise | will hunt you down and kill you with my own handd™

The green eyesfixed on his, and the mouth grimaced into a parody of Tadishas sweet smile. Her hands
came up and grasped hisarms, nailsdigging in. "So you do believe in revenge, Beast Lord. Y ou need not



hunt for me. Wewill meet again. And next time, no frail girl will stand between us!”

Suddenly, the hands dropped. Life went out of the eyes and the body dumped backwards. Desperately,
Wulfston Read for heartbest, breathing—and found none.

Chapter Six

Open to Reading as he searched for signs of lifein Tadisha's body, Wulfston Read Kamas broadcast a
cal for help with thefull extent of his Seeing powers. The younger man then tried to take Tadishas body,
but Wulfston brushed him aside, laying her carefully on the stone floor and invoking his Adept powersto
force her heart to besat, her lungsto expand and contract.

"Seeto your mother and Barak," heingtructed. "Don't move Barak till | can help him, though!”
"Hedersare on theway," Kamas assured him. "We must summon Tadishaback to her body."

Wulfston remembered Tadishainsisting that "blood will tell.” Never mind the reason; her brother's mind
wasfamiliar, asgnd shewould fed safein following. "Summon her," hereplied. "I will keep her body
dive"

Kamas kndlt beside his sister, concentrating. Wulfston wanted to join Kamasin Reading for her
wandering spirit, but dared not, for each time he stopped pumping her lungs and heart they stopped
functioning.

Unwanted memory reminded Wulfston that when Master Clement had been lost on the planes of
existence his body had continued to function. What was there in Africathat threatened Seerswho left
their bodies? Did Z'Nédiacontral it, or was she controlled by it? Had she trapped Tadisha, or had the
souls of both women been captured by some other force?

Wulfston turned his attention to what Kamas was doing, and Read a strange, tenuous beacon reaching
out from the younger man in atie of blood-kinship. He Read Tadishain that beacon—and yet not
Tadisha, but those characteristics that she shared with Kamas, being of one womb born.

Inthe warm fedling of fraterna love, Wulfston felt like an intruder. He amost blanked out of the rapport
when hefdt—

Tadishds presence! Gratefully, she reached for her brother and followed him back, her spirit reentering
her bodly.

Oncein her body, though, Tadishalost consciousness.

Where were those heders? Wulfston was just drawing breath to ask Kamas when Tadishas chest rose
and fell. Her heart fought the steady rhythm Wulfston had imposed, and helet it beat wildly for a
moment, until it settled into afast but even tempo.

Tadisha coughed, then moaned. "Lie dill!" Wulfston told her.

Her green eyes opened, dilated with fear. "I... | can't See!” Shetried to lift ahand to her face, and
gasped in pain.

"That'swhy you must lie ill," Wulfston explained. "L et me hedl you, Tadisha" He concentrated on
encouraging the healing force of Tadisha's own body, but she had little energy Ieft for him to work with.

"What happened?" she asked weekly. "Why did you move my body?"



"It wasn't us," Kamas said grimly. "While you were on another plane, Z'Neliatook over your body and
attacked us."

Tadishas eyes widened in astonishment. " She can do that? And rob me of my Seeing powers?"

"It'stemporary,” Wulfston assured her. "Z'Ndiaused the energy of your body. Let me put you into
hedling deep, Tadisha. That will rid you of your pain, and afew days of rest and food will restore your

powers."

"No—I mugt tell—" Shetried to Sit up, but fell back with amoan of pain and frustration. "Whereis
Mother?'

"Unconscious. Kamas, where are those heders?™

Kamas focused his Seeing beyond his sister, beyond the temple. Wulfston had had to restrain his Adept
powersto battle Z’Ndiain Tadishas body; his Reading was till good enough to follow Kamas mind out
into the palace.

Everyone was adeep!

Guardslay crumpled at their posts; Seer-priestessesin brown robes dumped in acirclein asmall chapel
nearby. The hedlers Kamas had summoned were in another anteroom, lying in attitudes that told
Wulfston the Movers had been pacing in impatient concern, waiting and fearing to be called to the
temple.

Wulfston surmised, "Z'Neliamust have put everyone into Adept deep before she attacked us. Tadisha,
you are more Seer than Mover. She didn't realize how much of your energy she would expend on that
task. Shedidn't have enough left to kill me."

"So my call was not answered,” said Kamas. "l must waken the hedlers.” He started to rise.

A moan of agony came from behind him. "Mother!" Tadisha put her hand on he brother's arm, without a
wince of pain thistime, Wulfston noted. At least her body had power to hedl that much.

The pain of Ashuru's burnswas pulling her toward consciousness. Wulfston quickly sent her into Adept
deep, and sarted the heding process. It would keep her pain at bay for the time being, but she needed
his concentration on theworst of her injuries, and then hedling deep.

He opened aswide as he could to Reading. A wave of pain assaulted him from Barak. "Kamas," he sad,
"I need your help! Hedling both your mother and Barak will diminish my Seeing powers. Come use yours
tohdp me”

"We need the hedlers," the boy inssted.
"I will waken them," Tadishasaid, struggling to her knees.
"Tadishal" Kameas protested.

"l have no powers now!" she spat like adetermined kitten hissing defiance at abewildered hound. "Help
Wulfston heal Mother and Barak. The palaceis vulnerable to attack. | can do no good here, so | will go
wakethe guards.”

"Come," said Wulfston to Kamas, recognizing that Tadisha assessed her respongbility correctly. The girl
rose unsteadily, but moved purposefully toward the door, every bit the queen she would be one day.



Kamas knelt reluctantly beside Wulfston, by Ashuru's body. Wulfston found that healing when he could
Read through another's greater powers was even easier than being guided by a Reader'swords. Soon
Ashuru wasin healing deep, and they turned to Barak, drawing his broken bones into aignment, and
gtarting them knitting rapidly < Because these people must be returned quickly to health, Wulfston had to
use hisown energy in the healing. When the hedersfindly joined them, Kamas pulled an exhausted
Wulfston to hisfeet.

"Thank you," the younger man said. "Without your help, al of usmight have died.”

"Without me," Wulfston replied, "there would have been no opportunity for Z’Ndiato attack... and
perhaps no reason. Whereis Tadishanow? | don't know if she can achieve hedling deep done.™

"You're dmogt adeep yoursdf!" Kamas pointed out.

"| have reserves of energy,” Wulfston replied. "It's part of Adept training. | could heal mysdlf if there were
need, but thereisn't."”

By thistime, though, Wulfston could hardly follow Kamas Seeing, and could Read dmaost nothing for
himseE Tadisha, they found, had sensibly gone to her room, and was sound adeep in her own bed. "She
burnswith Shangonu'sfire,” said Kamas. "It iswell."

"Hedling deep,” Wulfston identified. So Tadisha had enough of the Mover's power that her body could
cal up that state—as Wulfston's body yearned to do after the long, tense night. Dawn was bresking. He
forced himsdlf to stay awake long enough to eat, then went to his own bed, and fell helplesdy into
dreamless dumber.

/IWulfston! Wulfston, wake up!//

"Mmpf?"

Then heredlized that the voice wasin his head. //Who—7//

[Wulfston, what happened? Why are you deeping in the middle of the afternoon?//
/ILenardo!//

Wulfston sat up, wide awake. //Lenardo, has something happened to you?/

/INo, but something hasto you. Careful—Ilet me control our Reading. | can keep the Seersfrom listening
in. Why iseveryonein heding deep?/

Wulfston started to tell him, verbalizing, but felt Lenardo pick up the whole memory from hismind at
once. /Y ou must teach me how to do that!//

/1Y oull learnit. Y our Reading hasimproved overnight. Y ou gave control over to methe way aMagister
Reader might. Subtlety and control are much harder to learn than distance.//

[l dways knew | ought to be a Reader. But you have information for me.//

He"heard" Lenardo's pleased laughter. //VV ery good— but the newsisn't. A message just arrived from
Norgu: the survivors of the wreck of the Night Queen areto be sold to the daversin Ketu./

//Norgu hasthem?//

/Just the sailors. | till haven't located Zanos or Astra//



[IHuber?//

//INo, not Huber ether, dthough | havetried. Contrary to your exaggerated opinion of my powers, |
cannot Read the entire continent of Africa//

Nor could he Read across the sea to home, athough he confessed to Wulfston that he had tried. 1lI
worry about Aradia. If | dared go out of body, | would try to Read to

Zendi. At least | hope she has gone there. | want her under Master Clement's care.//

Wulfston told him of trying to send Aradiaaletter from Freedom Idand. Il don't know whether my
request will be honored, or whether the coins were pocketed and the letter thrown away.//

/NIf Aradiarecevesit, a least she will know wereached Africadive//

/N will send aletter from here before we set out,// Wulfston assured him. //Tadishawill know a
trustworthy messenger.// Then he asked, /Out of body... could you really Read dl the way home?//

Therewas along mental silence. Then Lenardo replied, 111 don't think so, Wulfston. But if | get the
chance, I'm certainly going to try!//

But at the moment their concerns were therein Africa. //Can you help the Night Queen crew escape?//
Wulfston suggested. //All of you get out together?//

/[They don't know I'm here. None of them are Readers, and Norgu has me locked up and guarded.//
/\Why is Norgu suddenly sdlling them?/

//Because you want them,// Lenardo replied. Il can't predict that boy's moves. He hastoo much
grength, and he acts on impulse—like giving my ring to you and telling you | was deed.//

Wulfgton started. In the turmoil after Z'Ndlias attack, he had forgotten Lenardo's ring. But he quickly
discovered it now lay gleaming on the table beside his bed. He picked it up and did it back onto his
finger. //Y es—he had to know I'd find out he waslying./

//But not so soon. Hewants you to come to him, Wulfston.//
//Oh, 1 planto! 11l get you out of there. Wheres Ketu?//

//Between here and the Karili castle. Y ou can liberate the Night Queen crew on the way—if someone
else doesn't buy them first. White men are consdered exotic in Africa//

//Norgu may be cleverer than we give him credit for,//

Wulfston redlized. //He can't hold you long, so he'strying to force my hand. Lenardo, I'll get there as
soon as| can. Don't try to escape on your own. Although you re conspicuousin Africa, | don't want to
have to hunt for you. I'm not that good a Reader yet.//

/IY ou don't think | could track you down?/ Lenardo asked with mild amusement.

/IOf course you could, but why complicate matters? Let me come to you. Oncethetwo of usareinthe
same place, no onein Africacan stland againgt us!//

Lenardo agreed. //But Wulfston, if you were atrained Reader, | would not have been able to waken you
today.//



IIWhy? Oh—I remember. Readers are not supposed to Read while they're adeep so they won't intrude
on anyone or broadcast anything.// A prickle of fear went through him. //What am | going to do? | have
to deepl//

lIAradiaautomaticaly braces her Adept powers when she deeps,// said Lenardo. //Apparently you don't
have the same ingtinct, but cant you do it conscioudy?//

IIY es/I Wulfston replied in relief. But what of al thetime he had dept, drugged and undrugged, since his
Reading had begun, dl the strange dreams, the fragments of thoughts and memories? Who could tell what
Seers might have been listening in?

When Lenardo withdrew, Wulfston got up and dressed, testing both his Adept and his Reading powers.
Hefdt normal. In fact, he fet positively good. There were no guards on hisroom, but the castle was
battle-ready. It was exhilarating not to have to leave hisroom to discover that; he could Read into every
part of the castle, out into the courtyard, and to the city beyond. He didn't "see" what he Read, but
sensed it in away he could not have explained in words.

Having "seen" the visions produced by Norgu and Barak, he now understood the difference between
ordinary Reading an what the Readers called "visudization," ahigher-order skill. Hewondered if he
would ever develop that, or would aways be dependent on a better Reader for visualization.

Interesting that in Africathe word for Reader meant "Seer." He must ask Tadishawhether that meant that
the ability to visuaize was what distinguished someone with minor powers from someone who might
command respect— and power.

At the thought of Tadisha, he Read her room, but it was empty. His conscience prodded him: Readers
observed gtrict rules of privacy. The problem was, not having been a Reader before, he had never
learned them! However, he chided himsdf, Reading into peopl€e's private rooms was certainly forbidden
except in an emergency.

Redtricting himsalf to the public rooms of the castle, he found Tadishain asmall dining room off the
kitchen, Traylo and Arlus on either side of her, begging for tidbits. //Tadisha?/

//Lord Wulfston,// she acknowledged. //Won't you join me? | woke up as hungry asaMover!//
So had he, so he hurried down the stairs. //Y our Seeing powers are back.//
/INot yet back to norma, but returning,// shetold him.

When Wulfston entered the dining room, Traylo and Arlus came running to meet him, fawning on him as
if they had been waiting desperately for his appearance rather than perfectly content with Tadisha.

The Karili princess |ooked tired, her eyes puffy asif she gill needed deep. She waswearing asilk caftan
in shades of green and tan, and her hair wastied back with a scarf of the same materid.

She was eating bread and fruit, but only picking at a savory stew whose aroma had Wulfston's mouth
watering. "Y ou need the mest," he told her. "The weakness of your body will blunt your Seeing more
than meat will. After your strength returns you can go back to eating like arabbit if you want to." He
followed his own advice, help-ing himsdf to alibera portion of the stew. "How are your mother and
Barak?'

"Still hedling," she replied. "Our scouts confirm what Norgu showed us of the Savishnon—they are ready
to move. The members of the Assembly are returning to their own landsto ready their armies.”



"And that iswhy you are up,” Wulfston observed. "It'sdl your responshility until your mother iswell.”
Hewas painfully reminded of Aradiataking over rule of their lands, when their father did inexorably into
coma.

"Yes" Tadishareplied smply.
"Let Kamasdoit," said Wulfston. "Whereishe?'

"Still deeping. He did not go to bed until he had verified that no one was coming to attack usin our
vulnerable gate."

"If it'ssafefor Kamasto deep, then it's safe for you. Y ou should have had your med brought to you,
Tadisha, and goneright back to deep.”

"I know that now, she replied wearily. "1 wouldn't be much good to anyone'— ayawn interrupted her
words—"astired as| ill am."

But before Tadisha could find the energy to leave the table, Kamas joined them. He waE tense, but
otherwise restored, for he had neither been injured nor used Adept powers. "Our healers commend your
skill, Lord Wulfgton. How isit that awarrior istrained in heding?'

"lsn't that the custom here?' Wulfston asked. " At home, the most powerful Adepts are also the best
heders”

"It makes aMover popular with the people, but it also weakens his powers. Y ou Saw what happened to
Norgu'sfather."

Wulfston smiled sadly. "Unfortunately, most Lords Adept in the Savage Lands felt as you do before our
Alliance. We can only hope that the future proves our waysright.”

Before he allowed himself to fal adeep that night, Wulfston braced his Adept powers as Lenardo had
sug-gested. If he dreamed, he did not remember it, and in the morning he woke with the sun, refreshed
and eager to act.

Hewould not invade anyone's privacy this morning, so he assumed that Tadishaand Kamas were il
deeping until aservant cameto him. "Queen Ashuru isawake, and is consulting with Princess Tadisha
and Prince Kamas. She requests that you join them.”

Ashuru might be awake, but she wasfar from well. The superficid burns had healed to skin of a
reddish-pink. If left to hed naturaly now, with no further Adept stimulus, it would regain its normal color
in afew weekswithout scarring.

Theworst of Ashuru'sinjuries, though, did not show; she had not Ieft her bed because she could not.
Nerves dong her spine had been seared. She had littlefeding in her legs, and could move her aams only
with effort. One of the healerswas trying to persuade her to be put back into healing deep again. "Please,
Queen Ashuru—the sooner thiskind of injury is healed, the better your chances for complete recovery.”

But Ashuru waved the hedler aside. " Soon, soon;" she promised. "First we must make plans. Lord
Wulfston, do you understand what happened in the temple?”

"Z'Ndliaentered Tadishas body while shewas out of it," Wulfston replied.

The older woman nodded. "Thank Shangonu, not even a sabenu can command a Seer's body once the
Seer returnstoit. And despite dl, my daughter succeeded in her quest.”



Tadishas Vison! Wulfston had completdly forgotten it.

Tadishalooked much better today, rested and hedlthy. "Lord Wulfston," she said formally, "we can no
longer blame you for bringing trouble upon us, for it is Shangonu's will that you be here, now, when
Savishnarisesand Z Neliaseeks power. | had aTrue Vision:

"The Savishnon will moveinexorably toward the east. Since thereisno longer away directly from their
landsto

Z'Ndlias, they will passthrough our lands and Norgu'sfirst, destroying asthey go. If we mass our armies
and deploy our powers against them, we can hold them to the north—for now."

"Why isthere no way from the Savishnon landsinto Z'Ndias?' asked Wulfston.
"Theroad isgone," Kamasreplied.

"Gone? Where?' Wulfston asked. "Y ou can't take away aroad. Y ou can temporarily block a passwith
an avalanche; you can tear down bridges, you can flood avalley the road passes through. But with Adept
powersit's easy enough to clear away rubble, rebuild bridges and dams. Z'Nelias people have had four
yearsto do so."

"The Dead Lands," Ashuru said grimly, "lie in the path the Savishnon would have to take to reach Johara
fromthenorth.”

"l see," hereplied.

Ashuru continued, "L ord Wulfston, do you understand why it is not aways possible to obtain aVison of
what one seeks—or why such Visions are often incomplete?’

"Yes," hereplied, having been privy to much discussion on the matter after Torio developed the rare gift
of prophecy. "The future is affected by both the past and the present. It appearsthat some events are
fated—thewill of the gods, the Aventines would say. No matter how we try to stop them, those events
happen. Thefdl of Tiberium was such an event.

"True prophecies concern only such events, which are often foretold many years before they occur. But
they are not detailed.” He was staring at his hands as he spoke, and suddenly Lenardos ring cameinto
focus. "The design on thisring," he continued, "represents a prophecy. 'In the day of the white wolf and
the red dragon, there will be peace through al theworld." All our world, a any rate, for the whitewolf is
Aradia, my sigter, and Lenardo isthe red dragon. Their union represents the unity we have achieved,
Readers and Adepts together. And thereis peace.”

He could not voice the thought that forced itsalf, unbidden, into hismind. The prophecy does not say
how long that day will last. If | don't bring Lenardo back to Aradia—

"Yes," said Ashury, "prophecies and Visions give only part of the information we would like to know, for
all the rest depends on events and decisions that change from day to day. Tadishas Vision told that you
will play akey rolein the upcoming battle, Lord Wulfston. What it did not tell waswho will win."

Tadishaspoke. "The battle will be between the greatest forces ever raised on our continent, and you will
be acentrd figure. That battle will changethe fate of Africa”

Wulfston asked, "What do you mean by ‘central figure? Or 'changing the fate of Africa? Where does
Z'Ndiafit in? Because I'm here, will the Savishnon be defeasted? Or—7?"



Ashuru interrupted with asnort of laughter. "If we could answer that kind of question, we would be gods
oursdves"

Then what good did it do to put Tadisha in such danger ? He did not voice the question, athough he
suspected that Ashuru Saw it despite her weakened condition. If she did, she pretended not to. "So,” she
said, "you are apart of our battle plan, whether we want you or not. Shangonu protect usall.”

"l will hdpyouadl | can,” hereplied. "But first | must ask your aid. The crew of my ship areto be sold at
the dave market at Ketu. So that | may rescue them, | ask an escort who knows the land, the language,
the cusoms.”

"And has money to buy your men," added Ashuru.

Buy them? Before he could protest he redlized she was right—the smplest solution was best. " Thank
you," hereplied. "1 will repay you, of course.”

"Therewill be no need for repayment,” Ashuru replied. "Either you will lead usto victory, in which case
payment istrivial, or youwill lead usto our desth. And no debts can be repaid to the dead.”

"I will take you to Ketu, Lord Wulfston," said Kameas.

"I will go too," Tadishaadded. "We must move our armiesinto position againg the Savishnon, and we
have promised to help you rescue Lord Lenardo. | am well enough to travel. Mother requires much more

heding—"
"With the permission of your heders, Queen Ashuru,” Wulfston said, "I will add my powersto speed
your recovery."

"Your help isaccepted,” said the healer, "if the queen permits.”
Ashuru nodded; she was growing weaker.
"One morething,” said Wulfston. "I must question Barak. Hiswounds ought to be healed by now."

"Youforget hisgreet age," said the hedler. "But you may speak with him when we waken him to give him
nourishment thisevening.”

Ashuru struggled to stay awake. "What else do you think Barak can tell you?'
"Therest of the story of Z'Ndlia," hereplied.

"Then," Ashuru said, her voice weakening, "I must be here. Tadisha—" She groped weekly in her
daughter's direction, and Tadisha grasped her hand. "Promise me. Make the heders wake me, too."

Tadishalooked to the hedler, who gave afatdigtic shrug. "I promise, Mother."

Ashuru drifted off, going automatically into hedling deep. If they had had time to spare, Ashuru could
have recovered eventudly at thisrate. But they did not have that time. Wulfston spent the next two hours
joining his powersto those of the hedler, aiding Ashuru's body to hedl.

That evening Wulfston, Tadisha, Kamas, and Ashuru gathered at Barak's bedside. The Griokawatched
them warily. "What do you seek of menow? | have Told dl | know."

"I think not," Wulfgton replied. "Infact, you lied to us.”



He heard Tadisha's sharp gasp—obviously one did not speak so to a Grioka—but Barak appeared
more fearful than offended.

"Youtold us," Wulfston continued, "that after the battle at Joharafour years ago, you left as soon asthe
lavahad cooled. | do not think a Griokawould do that. The story was not complete. Y ou would have
waited until Z'Néliaeither died or recovered. She recovered, and | think what you discovered the next
time you werein her presence sent you into exile."

Barak nodded. "Blood will tdll, Lord of the Black Wolf. Y ou will not let me kegp my secrets any more
than Z'Ndiawould. It istrue—driven by a Grioka's need to know the end of the ory, | stayed in Johara
while Z'Ndias spirit wandered. .. and returned. Once shewaswadll, | sought audience to my sorrow.

"l learned what truly happened on Mount Manjuro, when Z'Neliareleased the fire demon. What | did not
expect, though, wasthat Z'Ndialearned my greatest secret aswell.

"Z'Neliahad dways been amost powerful Mover, with little ability to See. She returned from the land of
the dead with her Seeing powersincreased manyfold. She Saw my betrayd of her father, many years
before.

"It was not long after the Aresh, the Time of Change," Barak replied to Wulfston'slook of confusion,
"when the first Movers and Seers appeared in Africa. There were severa generations of turmoil, asthose
with powers overthrew hereditary tribal |eaders, and some created new tribes. Often these new leaders
would then fight one another. There waswar, and for along time little security for anyone.”

"Yes," replied Wulfgton. "That was very much the way things happened in the lands where | grew up.
Only in my father's generation did some L ords Adept seek peace.”

"Neriuswas not your father," said Barak. "Listen—I will tell you who you are. In your grandparents
generation there were born in Djahat, the seat of the Zionae before the Savishnon drove them eastward,
twin sgters, both extremedy powerful Movers. Asthey grew to womanhood and cameinto their full
powers, it was inevitable that they would both seek the throne—but only one could haveit.

"Whiletheir father, Ndatu, yet lived and held the throne, both women married men with strong Mover
powers, and bore children. Raduna bore a son, and Kataia a daughter. Raduna's son was a powerful
Mover, but Katalias daughter showed only the smallest trace of such power, and no Seeing ability at al.

"To avoid a power struggle for the throne of Djahat at his death, Nelatu declared Raduna his heir, and
her son Desak after her. He aso arranged marriages for his grandchildren. Desak had just passed his
initiation into manhood, and was married to agirl who aready showed great Seeing ability. But Katdias
daughter, severa years younger than Desak, was betrothed to the son of adistant cousinin whoseline
neither Moving nor Seeing powers had ever manifested.

"The children were betrothed in the temple of Shangonu, and lived in the pdace. They were daily
reminded that it was the will of Shangonu that they love one another, and marry when they came of age.”
Barak gave Wulfston agentle smile. "It appearsthat they did not forget.”

"My parents?' Wulfston asked. "But how did they cometo be davesin the Aventine Empire?"

"When Néelatu died, the throne passed peacefully to Raduna—»but then came the Savishnon hordes.
Radunaand her husband died in the battle for Djahat, and the Zionae were driven eastward, to take
refuge in the mountains near Johara. Desak was powerful, but till very young; Katdliaand her husband
saw an opportunity to seize the throne from their nephew before he cameto hisfull powers.



"At that time, over fifty years ago, | was newly Grioka. | had completed my gpprenticeship, learned al
the old tales, and was beginning to Tell my own. | watched the palace being built at Johara, and Told the
old talesto Desak, who liked me because | was a so young, and eager to Tell of adventure.

"Yes" Barak Sghed, "l wasyoung... and foolish. Griokae should stand outsde their Tales, never irivolve
themselves. Y et when | knew that Kataliawas plotting against Desak, what was | to do? He was the
rightful King of the Zionae, Nelatu's chosen hair. I... told him. | earned his gratitude, and histrust.

"And | learned why Griokae must never become involved. Desak pretended he did not know of the plot
againg him. Heinvited hisaunt and uncle, and his cousin and her betrothed, to afamily dinne—where
his Seersreveded their plot! Katdiaand her husband were helpless, for Desak had laced their food with
kleg. He daughtered them, before the eyes of their daughter and her betrothed.

"The children were, technicdly, till that: in the next year, both would have undergone initiation into
adulthood, and then been permitted to marry by Zionae law. But on that day they were till children,
innocent under our law even if they had known of their eders plot, which they did not. | knew that, and
told Desak 0, Staying his hand when he would have struck down his cousins as well.

"| persuaded Desak that his position was precarious enough without daying two defensdess children. Yet
he feared the girl, for Nelatu's blood ran in her veins, and he saw in her or her children afuture threat. He
wanted the two deed, but would not kill them himsdlf, so he charged their execution to the one man he
thought he could trugt.”

"You," sad Wulfgton.

Barak nodded. "I could not kill them, but | could not allow them to remain in Africa, ether. It isan evil
thing to sell another into davery, but it wasdl | could think of to preserve both those children's lives and
the unity of the Zionae nation." He smiled sadly. "But Shangonus plans are not to be so lightly thwarted.
The confrontation was merely postponed, for here you are, the son of those two children, returned to
fight ZNeiafor the throne of the Zionae."

"| don't want the throne of the Zionae."
"Z'Ndiawill never believe tha. That iswhy she hastried repeatedly to kill you.”
"How does she know who | am, when until now | didn't know mysdf?

"When she Saw my betraya of Desak, she knew your parents had survived. And the moment she Saw
you she must have known, as| did, who you are. What other pure Zionae, with great Mover's powers,
would come from the northern lands?

Asif out of nowhere, aquestion formed in Wulfston's mind. "What is the meaning of Kanala sabenu
Z'Ndia?'

Tadishagasped. "Where did you hear that?"
"On Freedom Idand, from adrunken man who tried to kill Chulaika. What doesit mean?'
It was Barak who answered: " Death to the mad witch Z'Ndia' "

"I might have known," Wulfston said. "Tell metherest of the story. What happened after you sent my
parents away?'

"Desak ruled, violently, impulsvely—but he kept the lands of the Zionae as astronghold againgt the



Savishnon. Hiswife bore him two daughters, but no sons. Although he feared a repetition of what had
happened between his mother and her sister, it happened that Z'Nelia had great Mover's powers, while
her sster had none. There was no question asto Desak's heir.

"He chose for Z'Nelia's consort aman who was aso agreat Mover. It was a political marriage, uniting
his daughter with the only Mover with the power to be athreat to the roya family. Desak died soon after
Z'Neliabore ason, and her husband in effect ruled the Zionae for some years—until she approached the
peak of her powers. Then came the attack of the Savishnon, and her defeat of them, as you have Seen.”

"Z'Ndiasfamily,” Wulfson prompted. "Did shekill them?"

"She meant to kill them. In fact, when she returned from Mount Manjuro to Johara she thought she had.
For they betrayed her. Matu—"

"Norgu'sfather? Norgu is Z'Nelias son?' Wulfston demanded in astonishment.
Tadisha gasped. " Shangonu protect us! If they should ever unite against us—!"

"Unlikely,” said Barak. "Z'Neliawill never trust Norgu again after he turned againgt her at Mount
Manjuro. Y ou see, Matu betrayed Z'Nediawith her own sister. Z'Ndiahad grown more powerful than
Matu, and he resented it. Their son, Norgu, showed exceptiona powersfor so young achild. Her sister
had no powers of her own, but saw in Matu's child the chance to gain someone with powers whom she
could control. So when he was quarreling with Z'Nédiaover who ruled in Johara, she seduced Matu, and
became pregnant.

"In the face of the Savishnon threat, Z'Nelia pretended to forgive them, claiming that she would welcome
the child her sster carried—her own husband's child. But when they went to Mount Manjuro, she used
her Mover's powers to topple the faithless couple into the volcano.”

"Thiswasfour yearsago,” said Wulfston. "Z'Nelia's sster—can it be Chulaika?"

"That was her name, dthough it isno longer to be spokenin Z’Neliaslands.”

Wulfston looked to Ashuru, Tadisha, and Kamas. " So that iswhat thisisdl about! Did you know?"
"No," said Ashuru. "How could we?'

"They could not," Barak affirmed. "It was not to be Told. Not only Z'Ndia—Norgu will kill meif he finds
out | havetold you."

"Then, sinceyou havetold thismuch,” said Wulfston, "you might aswell finish the story. Z'Neliatried to
kill Matu and Chulaika a the volcano.”

"Nbrgu loved hisfather," Barak continued. "When Z'Neliatried to kill him, Norgu turned againgt his
mother, and she pushed him into the volcano with the others. Norgu and Matu together had the power to
save themsdalves and Chulaika, but Z'Ndiareturned to Joharathinking them dead. Matu, Norgu, and
Chulaikafled west, and found lands for themsalves."

"Chulaika bore Chaiku, and after Matu died she decided to return from the dead to depose her sister,”
Wulfston finished. "Probably Norgu's growing power made her move now—and drag meinto it because
she needed someone with strong powers to stand a chance againgt either Norgu or Z'Nelia. " He shook
his heed, all that he had learned too much to assmilate at once. "Before anything else can happen, | am
going to Norgu's castle for Lenardo.”



"I will follow assoon as| canride,” the Griokareplied. "That isatade | will haveto know."

"Y ou may ridewith me," said Ashuru. "Wewill be only aday or two behind you, Lord of the Black
Walf."

Ashuru followed their progress on the three-day journey to Ketu, either Kamas or Tadishareporting to
her each evening. Wulfston worried that enemy Seers might listen in, but the messages were only of their
own journey, no mention of Ashuru's plan to keep the Savishnon to the north.

There was no further contact from Lenardo. With Norgu back at his castle, the Master Reader was more
closdly observed, but the lack of contact was another worry.

L etting the army continue toward Norgu's lands, Wulfston accompanied Tadishaand Kamas on the road
to Ketu. Helet hisKarili friends do the Seeing, only occasiondly Reading through them. For al he knew,
he could be broadcasting "Come and get me!" to Z'Nelia every time he damped his Adept powersto
Read something.

As nothing happened—no attacks, nothing either Kamas or Tadisha could See that seemed
suspicious—he was fedling rather salf-congratulatory asthey topped ahill and camein sight of the trade
city.

Traylo and Arlus suddenly stopped, their hacklesrising, asthey snarled at a patch of brush at the side of
the road.

"Lord Wulfgton, for Hesta's sake, will you call off your dogs?!
He recognized the voice. "Zanog"

A tdl figure came out of the brush, aman dressed in a deep-hooded robe, with long deeves that covered
his hands. The fabric trailed the ground, covering every bit of Zanos white skin, the hood hiding his head.
But when he faced Wulfston he threw the hood back, revealing the familiar freckled face under the thatch
of flaming hair.

But the blue eyes were haunted, and there were linesin Zanos face that told of aman driven.

"Whereis Agtra?" Wulfston had to ask, although he knew that if Zanos wife were dive shewould be at
hissde.

"Drowned," wasthe curt reply. "Old Huber, too. We both tried to reach her when the ship sank. He was
closer. Thewhirlpool that dragged her under took him aong.”

Wulfston ingtinctively reached out a han'd in attempted comfort. "I'm sorry—" he began.

Zanos shook him off. "I will avenge her," he replied flatly. Then he eyed Tadisha, Kamas, and their
retinue. Y ou've cometo get the Night Queen crewmen out of the davers pens?’

"Yes" said Wulfston, "and then to rescue Lenardo. He'sjust two days journey from here. Come and
meet my friends, and we will tdl you our plans.”

They went off the road to where a clear brook meandered through the meadow, and sat and talked as
they ate their midday meal. Zanos had been living off the land. He looked gaunt, but Wulfston was not
certain how much of that was grief, and how much deprivation. Hisfair skin was red with sun- and
windburn. Under the robe he wore his Aventine tunic, now torn and threadbare. His sandals were so
his own, stained with seawater and repaired with rawhide.



"Where did you find arobe long enough for you?' Wulfston asked.

"Haven't you noticed? The peoplein thisland are very tdl, like Sukuru.”

"The Warimu," Tadishasupplied.

"Yes, of course. Zanos, have you seen or Read any sign of Sukuru or Chulaika? | haven'.”

"Read?" asked Zanos. He had been braced to use Adept powers ever since they had encountered him.
Now Waulfston felt him drop his defensesto Read him.

1Y es, Read,// he admitted. //Probably at about your level, dthough | haven't had the opportunity for
training or testing yet.//

/ICongratulations,// Zanostold him, but there was no joy in the perfunctory courtesy.
lIZanos...?l/

The man's haunted blue eyesfixed on Wulfston's. /1t was ajoy to Read with Astrawhile shelived. But it
became a curse when | suffered her death. She died calling out to me—reaching out to me—and | could
not reach her!//

The gladiator's thoughts cut off abruptly. "I will avenge her deeth, " he repested. "But first | will help you
free the Night Queen crew. I've been into town. The eight white men reported for sale are definitely
Captain Laren'smen, but | didn't know how | was going to break them out of there alone.”

"Zanos" said Wulfston, "we are going to buy them."”
"Y ou will contribute to the dave trade!”
"We need our strength for another battle," said Kamas.

"But daving iswrong!" Zanos protested. "Bah! Y ou people probably profit by it—but Lord Wulfston,
surely you want to destroy the dave peng!™

"Zanos, | do not approve of davery,” Wulfston replied, keeping histemper by recalling that this man had
been adave and would never forget the experience. "But you have to understand that if we call that kind
of attention to ourselvesin Ketu, wewill give ourselvesaway."

"Y ou've thrown in with them!" Zanos gasped. 'That'swhy they wanted you in Africa—to help them fight
thisZ’Ndia"

"Thereisawar brewing. We could find oursel ves friendless, in the midst of abattle in which wewould
gppear enemiesto every side”

Zanos looked down at his hands, then over at Wulfston. "We? Y ou look asif you belong here.”

"Only toyou," the Lord Adept replied grimly. "I am as much astranger in Africaasyou are, Zanos. Itis
only by chancethat | have made some friends. With their help, I'll have the Night Queen crew free by
nightfal. If you will not help, at least do not interfere.”

Their eyeslocked. At last Zanos said, ™Y ou know where Lenardo is, and | don't. Y ou are probably right
not to call attention to yourself asaLord Adept. Very well. | will not interferein your... purchase.”

Because of theimpending war, the market for exotic daves had dropped. Kamas bought the group of



eight white men for what Tadishasaid was afifth of what they would have brought amonth before.

When Kamas brought them to Wulfston, their fedings were surprise and rdlief. "My lord, we should have
known you'd find usl" exclaimed Telek, the strong, muscular sailor who had chalenged Zanos on board
ship. "And have you found Lord Lenardo?"

"Heisat Norgu's cagtle," Wulfston explained.
"Norgu!" exclamed Telek. "That bastard. HE's the one who sold usto the davers!”
One of the other sailors added, "My lord, we were there, and did not see Lord Lenardo.”

"Norgu didn't want you to. But Lenardo isthere, al right. I've been in contact with him. Do you know of
anyone else who survived? We don't want to leave anyone stranded in Africa.”

"No, my lord, " said Telek. "It seemed al the otherswith Adept or Reading powers were killed in the
dorm.”

"Asif wewerether specid targets,”" Zanos confirmed bitterly.

Neverthdess, it felt so good to speak his native language, to be among people from home, that Wulfston
wished they could take the time to share the Stories of their adventures. But Lenardo was waiting.

Within the hour they were on the road, the Night Queen crew eager to act against the man who had sold
them into the dave pens.

They rode until an hour past sunset, then made camp. If they started early the next day, they could get
close enough to Norgu's castle that only a short ride the next day would take them there, fresh and ready
to fight if necessary. It would probably be necessary; it was unlikely that Norgu did not know there was
an amy gpproaching hiscastle.

Tadishaand Kamas contacted Ashuru, who was on the road now, moving toward them. Her army
should join theirsthe next day.

They had not yet crossed the border into Norgu's lands, but that border was visible from the hill where
they had posted sentries. After the evening meal, Wulfston climbed the hill, trying to Read to Norgu's
cadtle. It was afoolish gesture; he could not Read even asfar as he could see from the top of the hill in
the moonlight. Was Lenardo Reading their progress? Why didn't he make contact?

Wulfston exchanged passwords with the sentries, then waked down the hill a short way to where
someone had felled atree to form abench. The view in the moonlight was exquisite, but hewasin alittle
hollow where he could not be seen from above or below; he suspected that this must be afavorite
courting spot for young people from the village whaose fires twinkled below.

Hefdt Tadisha's mind touch his, and gave her awordless welcome. In moments she cameto Sit beside
him.

//ICan you Seeto Norgu's castle from here?/ he asked.

"Not without going out of body," she said in asoft voice that would not carry beyond their sheltered
hollow. "Y ou should not be attempting to Seeit, ether. We want Norgu to think our movement issmply

positioning our troops againgt the Savishnon assault. And who knows what Savishnon Seers might make
of your thoughts?'



"From what Barak showed us, they smply take anything foreign as something to be destroyed.”

"Let's not talk about the Savishnon,”" said Tadisha, "or Norgu, either. Isyour land so beautiful inthe
moonlight, Lord Wulfgon?'

"The moon shines on thewholeworld," hereplied. "Itslight reved s beauty everywhere" Heturned to
look at her face, slvered, with golden glintsin those eyesthat glowed like acat's.

Sheturned her faceto his, but before he dared follow his own desire, she leaned toward him, murmuring,
"Then you could learn to love thisland asmuch..." Her voicetrailed off as her lips brushed his, producing
almost aspark as he started back.

Tadishastraightened, peering at him. "Wulfston, are you afraid of me?"

"Of you? No. Of another woman trying to control me? 1 will always be wary of that.”
"I'm not trying to control you!" she said indignantly. "I like you!™

"And you would like meto stay in Africa," he observed.

"Thisisyour homdand."

He shook his head. "No, Tadisha. Thisisthe home of my ancestors, but it isnot my home. | understand
now why my parents never wanted to return to Africa; they would not have wanted me here, where
Chulaikaand Z'Ndiause me asapawn in their games of power, and you and your mother— I'm tired of
women pushing me around!"

Tadishasmiled. "Y ou sound just like Kamad ™

"l understand just what he's going through,” hetold her serioudy. "My parents often left mein the care of
my sister until they werekilled, and then Nerius took me home and handed me over to Aradia. It's
difficult to explain. | don't want you to think | don't love her. | do. And sheloves me, but sheisonly now
beginning to accept me as her equal. And | don't know if shelll ever stop trying to manipulate me.”

"And you think | am trying to manipulate you?"' Tadisha asked. Wulfston heard what sounded like honest
amazement in her voice. Then she said thoughtfully, "I must be very careful how | treat Kamas. | would
not want his having an older sster with stronger powersto confuse histhinking. I certainly don't want my
younger brother to have trouble understanding the difference between manipulation and caring.”

Queen Ashuru caught up with them on the road the next day, bringing good news. " The combined army
of the Assembly has driven off thefirst assault of the Savishnon. They have turned esstward, traveling
acrossthe plain rather than rampaging through our lands. But such an army needs supplies. When they
grow hungry, they will turn southward again. Can there be any hope of gaining Norgu's cooperation?’

"Perhaps," suggested Wulfston, "now that we know why he hates his mother we may persuade him to
joinusagang Z’'Ndia"

The next day they reached Terza, the smal city grown up around Norgu's castle. No one paid them
much attention asthey rode up the main street toward the castle walls. Obvioudy Norgu frequently had
disinguished vigtors.

But while the streets bustled with morning activity, the castle was strangely quiet. The gateswere dlill
closed, and no guards stood watch atop the walls. Drifting high above the castl€'s turrets Wulfston saw—



No, it can't be! Surely not the eagle he had seen at thelake. Y et curiosity prompted him to try to see
through thisbird's eyes, for it commanded aview of the entire castle.

At his mentd touch, the eagle broadcast such arupulsion that he was rocked in his saddle. Obviously
not the same bird!

Y et the memory of seeing through the eyes of that eagle prompted another memory: the view Norgu had
given the Assembly of the Savishnon armies. Strange. ... it had been much like the eagles view, from
above. Had Norgu also used an eagle, perhaps this one—?

Tadisha, who had been watching and Reading him, now turned her Seer's powers toward the castle.
Wulfston opened his own powersto the full—

Wherewas Lenardo? Why didn't he greet them?

Tadisha, Ashuru, and Kamas dl were Seeing now, for they met no minds guarding againgt intrusion.
Wulfston Read with them the empty courtyard, the gates closed but unbarred, the empty stables—

And inside, empty rooms. No servants, no retainers... and no guests.
But in Norgu'smain hdl, devastation.
The place had been fire-stormed.

Charred and blistered remains of furnishings surrounded a blasted corpse. And Norgu, seated in the
midst of the ruin, physicaly unharmed but mentally blank, his eyesfixed in aglassy stare, seeing nothing.

Chapter Seven

Wulfston moved toward Norgu, who was obvioudly in shock. Ashuru brushed past him. "Il care for the
boy. It's hismind that needs heding.”

She wasright; people injured physically needed Wulf-ston's skills. He spared a glance at the corpseto
confirm his expectations, it was Sukuru.

Then where were Chulaikaand Chaiku? And where was Lenardo? Why had the Master Reader not
givenamentd cdl for help?

Traylo and Arlusran out of the main hall, then back to Wulfston, coaxing him to follow. Unable to Read
anything to guide him, he accepted the dogs direction through the corridors and down atair that
narrowed as it wound into darkness. For thefirst time, he experienced the Readers gift of movement
without hesitation when there was no glimmer of light to see by.

Norgu's dungeons stank of agony and death. By the time he came to the bottom of the stairs, Wulfston
was holding hisbreath. Why had Traylo and Arlus brought him to this empty place?

He could Read no onethere... dive.

The dogs, though, whimpered and fussed. Wulfston concentrated on arushlight on thewall, until it burst
into smoky flame. In the dim light he saw two bodies on thefloor.

Chulaika and Chaiku, mother and son wrapped in one another's anus.

No spark of life—?



They were breathing! He could see no injury; they appeared merdly to be unconscious. Then why
couldn't he Read—"?

Wulfston grasped Chulaika's shoulder, intending to turn her over.

At the touch, -something grabbed at his mind! The more he fought, the more he was dragged into
seething chaos. His menta shout to Tadishaand Kamasfor help was swallowed up in the maelstrom,
aong with every thought, every memory, that made him a separate being!

Chulaika, Chaiku, and Sukuru stood before Norgu. Sukuru was defeated, Chuklaika controlling Chaiku's
powersto hide her thoughts. Norgu must not find out how much power his half-brother had, or he would
ether kill the boy or take him from her to use as his own weapon.

For Chaiku was Chulaika's weapon, carefully crafted to use against Z'Nélia. No one was going to take
her son from her before the time wasripe!

"| don't care what you do, Sukuru," Norgu was saying. "Y ou're worthlessto me. Shdl | kill you?Y ou
have been of serviceto me, even though you did not intend it. Y ou might have brought Lord Wulfston,
but you aso brought me the hostage who will ddliver him right into my hands. Wulfston's coming here,
thinking to take Lenardo from me aseasly as| took him from you."

The young Mover turned his attention to Chulaika. "What do you think, dear aunt, betrayer of my
mother?Y ou chose this stranger from adistant land to be your champion. A fine champion! The only
way you could get him herewasto kidnap his brother. Are your charmsfading, Chulaika? Couldn't you
seduce the Beast Lord asyou did my father?!

Chulaika stood impassively. Let Norgu reved just how much he knew of her plan. "Y ou'd never help
me," shesad.

"Why should | share the throne of the Zionae with you and your bastard?' Norgu demanded. "Y ou
pinned your hopes on that poor little baby—you thought held have my father's powers. But he'sjust like
you, without power, aweskling. He can't even talk! That's the kind of offspring you produce, Chulaika."

Norgu lounged back on histhronein an attitude of disrespect, waiting for Chulaikas response. She
refused to give him one. Findly he prodded, "Should | let you go with Sukuru? Y ou'd make agood
family. Bunch of weaklings. Maybe | should make you marry him. "

Suddenly Norgu sat up straight. "What—7"

His servants were running in the corridor outside the main hal, men dashing up the great staircase toward
the room where Lenardo was kept.

Chulaika Saw with Norgu, Lenardo on his feet, braced for the ondaught. The white man had some minor
Mover's powers, certainly enough to handle those servants.

But not Norgu! From the young Mover's mind, the command to deep struck the stranger lord. The man
fought it easly until Norgu backed it with hisMover's powers, physicaly overpowering the Seer. The
white man dumped into unconsciousness. The servants entered the room, and began to carry Lenardo
out—

Where? Why?

Norgu had seemed surprised when the servants appeared. Y et it must have been on his order.



Chulaika stared at Norgu, and suddenly he turned, fixing his eyeson her.
It wasn't Norgu!

Chulaikas Seer's powers were very dim; she had recognized only the overlay of Norgu up to that
moment, but in those eyes she recognized the look, the madness.

Norgu's hand rose clumslly, still fighting the force within his bodly.

Chulaika screamed and flung hersalf behind Sukuru, shielding Chaku with her bodly.
Thethunderbolt struck Sukuru, killing him ingtantly.

"No!" Norgu howled, fighting the demon in possession of his body.

Chulaika dithered out from beneath Sukuru's charred body and ran, dragging Chaiku by the hand. The
boy began towall infear. "Quiet!" she hissed, and his sounds stopped, dthough tears il rolled down his
face.

Where could she hide?

Thunderbolts were striking randomly throughout the castle as the witch possessing Norgu improved her
control.

Hangings burst into fire, and servants dropped in their tracks.

Chulaika scurried into the kitchen, where anumber of Norgu's staff cowered, waiting for orders. "Under
thetable!" Chulaikatold them, diving beneath it hersdlf, clutching Chaiku close. The servants crowded in
around them, their terror providing apsychic shiedd. Chulaikatook Chaiku in her arms, camed him, and
entered the mother/son bond in which she could brace her son's Movers powers. It made them nearly
invishleto Seers.

But their attacker had firm control of Norgu's powers now, and was methodicaly destroying his castle.
Thekitchen fireplace was large enough to roast a buffalo. When the fire legped fromi it to the table, the
servants scattered, Chulaika and Chaiku with them.

Carrying her son, Chulaikaran with the servant who spilled out into the hdl, until they cameto the
gtarway leading down to the dungeon.

Praying desperately to Shangonu that the intruder had not been able to follow her, she fled down the
winding stairs, sumbling in the darkness, catching the rhythm until the stairs ended abruptly and she
hurtled into darkness, falling onto a damp stonefloor.

Breathless, she clung to Chaiku, making him enforce the Mover's shidd with dl his strength, astrength
amazing for achild so young, but still achild's strength. In moments, the effort dragged them both into
UNCONSCi OUSNESS.

"Lord Wulfston! Wulfston, come out of it!"
The voice came from agrest distance, calling somebody she vaguely knew.
//Let go! Come out of the woman's mind, Wulfston!//

He gasped with the mental anguish of releasing memoriesthat for long moments had been his, but
Tadishas mind was there to support him.



He was knedling, frozen, with hishand on Chulaikas shoulder. Tadisha's warm hand touched his cold
one, lifting it from the contact.

The weakness of rdief flooded him as he forced himsdf up on legs gone numb. "Thank you. I'll bedl
right now."

"What happened?" Tadisha asked. "We couldn't find you! Findly the dogs led me down here."

"Thewoman is Chulaika," Wulfston replied, staring down at her. She was not veiled now. He had seen
that face before, in Barak'svison. "Z'Ndiadstwin sster.”

Tadishaused her Seeing power to examine the woman and her child. "They're just unconscious. Well
take them upstairs and put them to bed. Which iswhere you belong, too.”

"No." heingsted, "I'm dl right now. But Z'Ndiahas Lenardo.”
"ZNdial"

"Shetook over Norgu's body, used his powersto destroy his own castle, and put Lenardo into Adept
deep. Apparently she used Norgu's servantsto carry Lenardo away—I don't know where, because
Chulaikadoesn't. But Norgu had the power to do Z'Neliaswill, asyour body didn't, Tadisha."

"But what was he doing out of body? Norgu has never shown much interest in expanding his Seer's
powers."

"Hewas not out of body," Wulfston replied. "Z'Ndiahas learned to take over aMover who is awake.
That'swhy

Norgu was in shock when we got here. He couldn't fight her off. It was a harsh lesson, Tadisha, to have
his own powers wrested from his control."

"Mother findly brought him out of shock," said Tadisha, "and heis deeping.”

By thistime they were up the stairs. Wulfston drew deep breaths of clean air, then asked, "Whereismy
help needed?!

"Weve put theworgt injured inthe main hal.”

There were the usual casudties of Adept attack: burns, broken bones, shock. Within hours, al werein
healing deep, and those uninjured had aready buried the dead, as was the custom here. Wulfston,
Tadisha, Kamas, Barak, and Ashuru met around the dining table.

When Ashuru heard what Wulfston had learned from Chulaikals memories, she said, "Wearein grave
danger indeed. Z'Ndias powers grow daily. Perhaps sheis now stronger than al of ustogether. Yet if
we do nothing to stop her, she may learn more and yet more, becoming ever more powerful.”

" She seeks a confrontation with me," said Wulfston, “or she would not have taken Lenardo. She must
think I'm here to take her throne. If only she understood that | don't want it! If we had found Lenardo
here today, he and | would have hel ped you against the Savishnon, and then gone home. Now | must
fight ZNdiafor Lenardo. | ask your aid.”

"You haveit," said Ashuru. "Z'Ndiamade hersdf my enemy when she attacked my daughter.”

But Chulaikaand Norgu were another matter. Z'Nelid's Sster and her son were awake the next morning,
and Wulfston confronted them with al he had learned from the unexpected mental contact. ™Y ou were



thered forcein the plan to bring meto Africa," hetold her, "not Sukuru. Y ou merely used him to keep
my attention from you, so | would not find out that you are Z’'Ndlids sgter.”

"Since | have no powers of my own," Chulaikareplied, "why would | try to oppose Z'Nelia?"

"Ah, but you have apower,” Wulfston told her, "aunique power in my experience, and, | suspect, that of
the Movers and Seers here aswell. That iswhy you have been ableto hide... your ability to direct the
powers of others!"

Pure fury burned in Chulaikas eyes. Wulfston saw her glance at Barak. Now her secret was a part of
history.

He, too, looked to the Grioka, asking asilent question. "Go on,” the old man said. "I think, Lord
Wulfston, that you have something of the Griokastaent yoursef.”

"If 0," said Wulfston, "I haven't known how to useit. | should have known you were lying, Chulaika,
that day on Freedom Idand. Y ou made us dl think the man with the knife was attacking Chaiku. But no
matter how drunk he was, why would he publicly attack alittle boy? He was just drunk enough to See
and yet not think. Y es, aminor Seer, who suddenly Saw through your veil the face of hisenemy,
Z'Ndia"

Chulaikastared defiantly, refusing to acknowledge Wulfstons analysis.

" Degth to the mad witch Z'Nelia," " he quoted, taking grim pleasure in watching her eyeswidenin
frudtration. "Y ou lied to me about what he said. And you let methink that | migudged my powers and
killed him—but you killed him, with Chaiku's power."

"That's nonsense,” said Chulaika. "My sonisonly threeyearsold. ™

"The age | waswhen my powersfirst manifested,” Wulfston replied. "A three-year-old could not direct
hissmall strength to kill, but awell-practiced grown woman could. | should have recognized what was
wrong with that picture. By maternd instinct you should have shielded Chaiku with your own body, as
you did yesterday against Z'Ndias attack. But you held himin front of you, using his powers againgt that
man who was too drunk to realize that it couldn't possibly be Z'Nelia he perceived beneath your vells!”

Wulfston studied Chulaikasface. "Did you redly think you could take over my powers, direct them as
you pleased? That was your plan, wasn't it? The latest of your plansto stedl the throne from Z'Ndia
First you seduced Matu, knowing that the people loved him better than Z'Nelia. Y ou thought you might
get himto kill her, and marry you.

"But before you dared propose that plan, you became pregnant with Matu's child. That gave you
something to hold over him—ariva to Z'Nelia's son, and a potential Mover to protect you if your plans
for hisfather failed.

"Then came the Savishnon. What really happened on Mount Manjuro, Chulaika? Z'Nélia knew about
your treachery and Matu's, and pushed you into the volcano. She didn't count on Norgu'slove for his
father, did she? | wonder if either you or your sister knows anything about love.

"Norgu saved your life. Matu alone could not have saved both you and himsdlf. Y ou found yoursdlf not
only with the man you wanted and his unborn child—but with Matu's son by Z'Ndia That must have
been a happy family group.

"Y ou pretended it was, didn't you? But Matu and Norgu became closer as Matu trained his older son.
Y ou decided to get rid of them both. Wasn't that your plan, the day the three ns attacked? Y ou let



everyone assume Z'Ndia sent them. Did you perhaps pose as your Sster, so that the assassins
themsdves thought Z'Ndiadirected them?

"No matter. Matu was killed, but Norgu revea ed the strength of his powers. He never suspected you; he
aways assumed Z'Ndiakilled Matu. Y ou knew he would eventually seek to depose his mother, but you
felt that Chaiku, as Matu's son and with Mover's powers, had the right to the throne.

"But Norgu wasfar older and stronger; to use Norgu and Z'Nelia against one another, you had to move
when

Norgu did, long before Chaiku was old enough to be effective in battle. Then you heard the story about
me, hired Sukuru. And we know the rest.

"Except," he added dowly, distagtefully, "that you have used your child's own powersto keep him from
learning to talk, to keep that poor little boy from accidentally telling someone of the gamesyou play with
him, the thingsyou makehim do. "

Chulaika's skin grew ashen with shock as her secrets were reveaded. She clutched Chaiku, but she did
not try to attack. What use would it be?

Ashuru spoke. "Chulaika, asamother | cannot but abhor you. Y et we have in common the desire to
depose Z'Ndia, for her powers are combined with madness. We cannot trust you—so what are we to
do about you?'

"We could," said Wulfgton, "ssmply turn her over to Norgu, with the evidence that she, and not Z'Ndlia,
killed hisfather."

Chulaikas eyes widened. "No! Hewould kill me, and my baby, too. Or €lse he would use Chaiku
horribly—"

"Worse than you have used him?" Ashuru demanded.

"Il hdpyou!" Chulaikapleaded. "I know Z'Nelia—we are twins. Loving her, Matu had no choice but to
love me. And our powers—she has the power, and | have the contral. If | can only get close enough, |
can control Z'Ndial | can make her turn her powers againgt hersdlf. Just don't betray me to Norgu!”

For the moment Wulfston agreed with Ashuru: it was best not to tell Norgu of Chulaikastreachery. He
and the Karili queen shared the same misgivings, but, "Despite how Chulaika has used him," Ashuru said,
"Chaiku is better off with his mother than with Norgu. If that boy were to gain further power now, before
he haslearned to use wisdly what he has..." She shook her head sadly.

"You areright,” said Wulfston. "Besides, we need Norgu's help againgt both Z'Nelia and the Savishnon.
When dl isover, something will have to be done about Chaiku. He cannot be |eft unprotected once his
powers are recognized. But for now—"

Ashuru nodded. "His best protection until we have somehow dealt with Z'Neliais the one his mother has
givenhim: dlence”

So Wulfston was | eft to approach Norgu, who had already recovered his physical powers, like any other
Adept who had used them to the limit. Emotiondly, though, the boy was a seething cauldron. "I will never
forgiveZ’Ndia | will kill her!"

Wulfston tried to hide his concern at Norgu's agitation. "Wewill al fight Z'Neliatogether. Consder what
happened here: done, you are no match for her. But you can join your powers to mine and those of the



Movers Ashuru has brought. Let the Seers use their powers of mind to aid us against Z'Nelia. Only by
working together do we have a chance to defeat her."

"I want to kill her with my own hands" Norgu said. "1 will drive my spear through her heart!"

Wulfston curbed his exasperation, and said reasonably, "She will not allow you that close. Think, Norgu.
If you approach her done, with only your own people, shewill do exactly what she did here: take over
your body and turn you into aweapon againg yourself. Our only possible safety isin numbers, Movers
and Seers attacking her together.’

Norgu's face was wrenched into a pouting scowl. " Sheismy mother. | have theright to her throne. | am
her helr.”

"Then act like the heir to the throne, aleader among men," Wulfston suggested. " Take the opportunity to
gain strong allies. Let usgo ahead of you," he added, lest Norgu should decide to lead the attack, "while
you remain as the secret weapon. We will approach Joharafirst, Movers and Seers attacking Z'Nelia
with al our powers. When sheis distracted, you launch your attack, and alow meto go in and rescue my
brother under cover of your unexpected powers.”

"Z'Ndiaisnotin Johara," Norgu said flatly.
"What?'

"Sheisin our ancestral homein Djahat, ancient seet of the Zionae nation, just three days journey from
here"

"| thought the Savishnon held Djahat."

"They did after they drove my ancestors out, until my mother defeated them. My father and Chulaikaand
| fled through those Savishnon-held lands after the battle at Johara. With Savishnon between usand
Z'N€lia, wefdt safein the lands of the Warimu, but with the Savishnon weakened other peoples moved
into those lands, driving the remaining Savishnon northward. A short time ago, Z'Neliatook those lands
into Zionae power once more. Now | know she knew where | was, and wanted acommon border
between our lands."

"Then," Wulfston wondered, "has she taken Lenardo to Djahat?'

"Yes" Norgu replied, "or at least that was her plan when she stole him from me. | must take my revenge,
but you areright. Alone | would have to wait until my powers grew stronger. With your help, | can seek
revenge now, before Z'Nelia's madness does any further damage!”

Wulfston refrained from commenting further; he had what he wanted, and could only hope that with the
help of Ashuru, Tadisha, and Kamas, Norgu could be kept to their plan.

When he told Ashuru and Tadishathe news, Ashuru said, "I did not think anyone could talk Norgu out of
hisrevenge.”

"He dill plansrevenge; heisjust facing the fact that he doesn't have the strength to fight Z’Neliaaone.”

Ashuru shook her head. "1 had hoped to take him beyond mere acceptance of facts. | failed to hed the
wounds left by his mother's treachery—and, of course, hisfather's. Norgu is obsessed with Z’'Nelias

power-madness, yet incapable of recognizing hisown.”
"Buit... you have the cgpability to hed such madness?'



"I have the knowledge,” Ashuru replied, "but not the time. Norgu needs years of care to counteract his
terrible childhood. Heisin desperate need of the teaching hisfather was giving him when he died. If we
succeed against Z'Nelia—"

"—Norgu will expect jto take her throne,” said Tadisha. "How are we to prevent him?"

"Wait," said Wulfston. "Queen Ashuru, can your Seers not work together to heal sck minds quickly, as
our Master Readers do at home?"

"Quickly?' she asked. "If you mean weeks or monthsinstead of years, yes. But if you mean that | should
attempt to heal Norgu before—"

"Not Norgu," said Wulfson. "Z'Ndlia"
"What?" Both women spoke at once, two pairs of green eyesfixed on him.

"We have dl been assuming,” he explained, "that if we win the upcoming battle, it will mean Z'Ndias
death. That would create a power struggle between the Karili Assembly and Norgu over rule of the
Zionae lands, with the Savishnon ever available to take advantage of any weakness. But what if we do
not kill Z’'Nelia, but heal her?'

"How do we control her in the battle, so that we can have the chanceto hed her?' Ashuru asked.
"Tadishawill be apowerful Seer one day, but she has neither the power nor the training to help me with
Z'Ndianow."

Wulfston looked into the lion's eyes. "L enardo has both."
"Can you spesk for him?"

"If heis conscious he will be Reading. The moment he knows what you intend to do, | know hewill aid
you."

Ashuru nodded. "Y es—from what | have Seen of Lenardo in your mind, | know that you spesk
truthfully. But can you give apromise for him, and bind him to it?"

"What do you mean?' Wulfston asked warily.

"Suppose we win the battle, and free Lenardo. Will he stay in Africaaslong asit takesto hed Z’Neliaso
that she can be trusted on the throne?"

If only I could ask him! Wulfston thought, remembering Aradia, pregnant—but surrounded by Readers
and Adepts.

"Perhaps,”" Tadisha answered histhought, "I can reach along the road to Johara out of body. Men on
horseback couldn't have ridden that far yet. If Lord Lenardo is conscious—"

"I doubt he's being taken to Johara," Wulfston remembered, no longer Sartled at having histhpughts
overheard. For the hundredth time he wished he had the Reader's training to decide when he wanted to
be Read and when not, without having to concentrate on it.

Hetold Ashuru and Tadishawhat Norgu had told him. "Djahat," said Ashuru. "That ismuch closer than
Johara. Tadisha, Lord Lenardo knowsyou, but | fear to alow you to leave your body after what
happened in the temple.”

"And | fear,” said Wulfston, "that Z'Neliais keeping Lenardo unconscious. We know he can Read over



five days distance. If he hasn't contacted us, | do not think we can contact him."
"Then | must ask you again,” said Ashuru, "will Lord Lenardo abide by apromiseyou givefor him?”

"I believe hewill," Wulfston replied, "if you will release him from it the moment your own hedlers can
handle ZNdia"

"Agreed."” Ashuru smiled, thefirst true smile of friendship she had given him. "1 know you are concerned
about your sister and the child she carries. If we succeed in our endeavor, you and Lord Lenardo should
eadly reach homein timefor the birth of his daughter.”

When Ashuru went to supervise the continuing preparation for war, Tadishalingered beside Wulfston as
they left their conference room. Karili and Warimu troops were arriving daily, and Norgu's castle
overflowed with people.

Structurd repairs had been made quickly, as Z'Nelias firestorm had not lasted long enough to destroy
stone walls. New doors and window frames were aready in place, and workmen pounded away with
hammers as they replaced the wooden shakes on the roof of some areas. Where the roof wastiled, it
might be blackened, but it remained sound.

Therewasasingular lack of furnishings, however; chairs, tables, and chests had gone up in flames, along
with hangings, cushions, linens, and clothing. To Wulfston it was asadly familiar Stuation. Firewasa
favorite Adept wegpon; he had spent many aday in smilarly fire-stripped castles and villas.

He had hoped, he told Tadisha, that he had seen the last of such damage.

She shook her head sadly. "How can it ever end, except through some person of great powers eventualy
ruling dl, destroying hisenemies?’

"Isthat what you would wish for?' he asked.

"No! No—the stories you tell of your lands, where Movers and Seerslive together in peace... if only we
could do the same."

They left the castle, Traylo and Arlus at their heels. The town was busy; they cut through aside Stret,
out into what ought to be the countryside, but was now the campgrounds of agrowing army.

"Peaceis possble—with vigilance" Wulfston said. "But it didn't happen in aday. We are ill building
trust among our people, and there are those dong our borders who think us wesklingsif we do not seek
to conquer further. Every so often we have to fight off those who try to conquer us. Armieslikethisare
not as common asght asthey once werein the Savage Empire, but there are till times when we must
gather them."

"We," said Tadisha "Us. | wonder if our Karili Assembly will ever have that kind of unity, when even
among families we see such conflict. Z'Ndia, Chulaika, Norgu— deadly enemies despite being of one
blood."

"Oneblood," Wulfgton said flatly. "My blood."
An apology leaped to Tadishaseyes. "l didnt—"

"I know." He smiled, silencing her with agentle finger on her lips. "I needed to say it doud. A part of me
knew | would find such answers, long before | was forced to journey here and ask the questions. Even
before Chulaikas ship entered the harbor in my land, that part of me waswaiting for her... with dread.



When she stood before my throne, | didn't need Seeing powersto know that she and | were related.”

Tadishastared at him. "How could you know? Y ou said she was veiled, that al you could see were her
eyes”

"Yes" heremembered, "her eyes. My memories of my mother are vague, but | remember her eyes.
Deep, penetrating, sad—just like Chulaika's. Somehow | knew before | even reached Africathat
Chulaikas hatred was toward blood kin."

He glanced at the dogs, who were playfully wrestling with each other, growling and barking. "It'swhy |
named those two Traylo and Arlus, without recalling where the names came from. It was astory Nerius
told Aradiaand me, one time when we were fighting worse than usual.

"| was about twelve, and my powers were taking that leap at puberty that's also accompanied by lack of
control. Father had determined that my powerswere likely to become as grest as hisand Aradias... and
sheresented it. At thetime, | thought that was al she resented, but now | redlize that Father was
gpending much more time with me than with Aradia™

"Kamas and | went through just such asituation not so long ago,” said Tadisha

"l suppose siblingsaways do," said Wulfston, "but your mother didn't let it get to the stage at which you
did something unforgivable, any more than Nerius did. He separated Aradia and me—sent her off for a
month with Lady Lilith, and meto an aly of his named Hron. Of course we discovered how much we
missed each other, but when we came home thefirst thing Father did wasto sit usdown and tell usthe
story of Traylo and Arlus, brothers of equal powerswho fought al their lives over who should hold
power intheir lands. In the end they killed each other. Nobody won, and their people were left
leaderless™

"We aso have such cautionary tales," said Tadisha.

"There are others,” Wulfston agreed. "The reason the tale of Traylo and Arlus had such impact, though, is
that it came with the object lesson—after being separated for amonth, Aradiaand | knew that we loved
and missed one another and Nerius, and no power struggle wasimportant enough to tear afamily apart.”

He thought for amoment, and then added, "Our dlianceislike afamily. Lenardo became family when he
married Aradia. Julia became family when Lenardo adopted her." Heturned to look at Tadisha. "1
wish..."

But he could not complete the thought—it was the wrong time and place.

"l wish | could beapart of such afamily,” Tadishacompleted it for him. "But that family isfar away, and
| have obligations here. Y our family here—"

Wulfston shuddered. He still did not fedl related to Norgu, Z'Nelia, Chulaika, or Chaiku, no matter what
Barak said. "If you ingst that blood will tell,” he replied, "then you can never trust me. | couldn't trust
mysdf if that weretrue!"

Tadishagrasped hishand. "Oh, no—I didn't intend— Wulfston, | only meant that you have family here,
and thusrespongibilities.”

"l have respongbilities because | have given my word, not because | share some ancestors with the
people who have attacked you. | will discharge those responsibilities, just as you will discharge yours,
Princess of the Karili."



They looked into one another's eyes, they held hands, but they might aswell have been standing on
different continents. Her future lay here, in Africa, while hislay far acrossthe seg, in the Savage Empire.

"If we defeat Z'Nelia," Tadishamurmured, "who will rule her lands? Norgu is not to be trusted, nor
Chulaika, nor Chaiku if hismother raises him. Wulfston, you are of that family. Take thethrone. The
Karili Assembly will support you. Form an aliance here. Bring peace to Africa. We need you—"

"No, you don't," hetold her firmly, easily identifying the strong temptation he felt asadesire to stay with
Tadisha, not any rightful claim to the throne of the Zionae. ™Y our mother has aready sown the seeds here
with the Karili Assembly. | saw that Assembly stand up to Norgu. He will undoubtedly take Z'Nelias
throne; as her son he hasarightful clamto it. And you, your mother, your brother, and al the Movers
and Seers of the Assembly will pool your strength to force him to use his powersfor good. .. until it
becomes a habit.”

Reluctantly, he pushed Tadishas hand aside, then turned and waked away from her toward where the
troops were quartered who would be under his direct command in the battle to come.

Part of thisarmy would be moving out in afew hours, and they were gathering supplies, packing wagons,
and preparing tack for theride.

Through the camp some boys pushed a cart with barrels of water from the town's wells, and men came
forward tofill their water-bags.

Wulfston saw Zanosjoin the queue, hiswhite skin and red hair abeacon even though hislarge frame was
not unusua among the Warimu. He was glad to see the gladiator, and farther down the line the Night
Queen crew members.

Zanos reached the head of the line. The boy turned the tap, and water poured into Zanos water-bag until
it was about haf full; then he twisted off the flow.

"Fill it," Zanos said in broken Warimu. "I'm strong enough to carry it full.”

Wulfston recognized that the water boy was Karili. He shook hishead and said in his native language, "It
cant befilled any further." Seeing that Zanos didn't understand, he tried Warimu with an accent even
worsethan the gladiator's. "I can't fill it further.”

"Of courseyou canl" Zanosinggted. "Turnit onagain!”

Wulfston half-saw, haf-Read the mixture of annoyance and mischief in the water boy. He resented this
strange white man trying to tell him his business, so he opened the tap again, more water tumbled into
Zanos bag—

The water-bag swelled, and then burst a the seams, drenching Zanos and rousing a hearty roar of
laughter from the men behind him.

Zanos face flushed with momentary fury, and he raised hisarm asiif to strike the boy. But before
Wulfston had need to stop him he pulled his own punch, looked down at the limp water-bag, then up a
the boy on the wagon, and burst into laughter.

Turning the threat into aclap on the buttocks that amost knocked the boy off the wagon, Zanos said,
"You'reright, boy! | should have listened to you. Y ou go on doing your job right, no matter what

anybody telsyou!"
Wulfston recognized the skill of aman who had spent alifetime performing in public, who dared not



appear a poor sport. In fact, had he not been able to Read that the reaction was habit rather than feeling,
he might have thought the old Zanos was returning. Asit was, he sensed melancholy benegath the forced
good cheer.

The Night Queen crew did not, however; they threw jeers and japes at Zanos, who fended them off with
what appeared to be easy humor.

Zanoswas obvioudy in control of himself. Wulfston decided not to approach him, and instead went on to
ingpect the troops assigned to his command.

These were not his people; he would command their respect only after they had fought together.
Wulfston found the officers had their men's respect, so he merely introduced himsdlf, gavethem a
sraightforward idea of what they could expect from his powers, and told them to follow their officers
orders.

When they moved out the next day, Ashuru told him, Y our troops are impressed with you."
"How could they be? They don't know me."

"Nor do you know them... and you know it. | gave you experienced warriors, and you wisdly left them
to the leadersthey know. By showing your respect for them, you gained their respect, Lord Wulfston.”
She eyed him speculatively. "1 do not know why it should surprise me anymore to find you awise and
sillful leeder.”

On theroad, there was no chance for Wulfston and Tadishato be done—or at least none came
naturaly, and Tadisha showed no inclination to create such an opportunity. A few hours ridefrom
Djahat, Tadisha and Ashuru began to See ahead, Norgu, Kamas, and Wulfston letting the women's
stronger powers focuson Z'Nelids lands. Barak wastold what they Saw.

The setting was dmost identicd to that in the Karili lands: a strong-walled castle surrounded by acity.
But no armies gathered here; it gppeared that Z'Nelia had left herself undefended.

"She hasto know we're here," said Wulfston.

"Of course she does," agreed Ashuru. " She cannot think that a single Mover's powers can combat an
amy!"

"There are guardsin the castle,” Tadisha pointed ouit.

"Not enough to defend againgt us," said Norgu, "or against the Savishnon. Sheis so mad she thinks she
can defeat our army and the Savishnon, dl done. But thistime she has no volcano to unloose!”

Wulfston said, "'l agree that sheis mad, Norgu, but not in that way. Ashuru, Tadisha, can you Seeto the
northwest of Djahat? Can Z'Ndlias armies be stationed there against the Savishnon?”

They did find some troops to the northwest, but still far too few for the oncoming threst.

Ashuru sighed. "We have no choice but to ride on. Norgu, keep your troops behind ours. Lord
Wulfston, take Chulaika and Chaiku with you. Y ou can res st Chulaika's attempts to use your powers.”

They rode on, separate but united through Reading. Asthe hours passed, Wulfston felt himself grow
more tense, the hair on the back of his neck prickling.

The road curved over thetop of ahill, and Djahat appeared in the valley below. No army opposed them.



No troops rushed to shut the city gates.
Wulfston looked out over the valey, the ancient and graceful city, the castle, the villages—

Villages? Dozens of villages so close to the city? There was not enough farmland here to support so
many, and why house people in primitive huts when the city was right—

MNt'satrap!// Wulfston exclaimed mentdly. //Ashuru, Tadisha—focus on one of those villages!//

Sure enough, the cluster of hutswas not avillage at dl, but merely empty shelters manned by armed
troops!

//Spread out!// Ashuru broadcast.

/INo!/ Wulfston told her. //That'swhat Z'Nelia expects. She knows you are powerful Seers! She's got
her troops scattered, expecting usto scatter oursto attack them. But Z'Nélias army isnot our god!//

They understood at once.
Commands were broadcast mentally. Commands were shouted.
Their combined army rode straight down the hill and aong the road toward Djahat.

They tore along the road at agallop. Soldiers from the nearest huts ran to fend them off, but the Karili
troops cut them down.

Therewas amost no Adept activity!

Spears and arrows were flung and deflected, but no thunderbolts roared, no chasms opened at their
horses fest.

The gates of the city swung closed before they were hdfway acrossthe valey. For Wulfson it was
child's play to st afire the wooden gates he could plainly see, sending the guards behind them scattering,
hair and clothing singed.

Once the people were safe, he sent the intensefire of afunera pyre, and the gates evaporated.
Wulfston lost track of Chulaika asthe army galloped forward, right up the main street to the castle.

He did not ignite these gates, but added Adegpt force to the muscle power of the men and horses shoving
againg them as Z'Nédlias guards, outnumbered, tried to swing them closed. Sheer force triumphed, and
they rode into the courtyard.

Wulfston jumped off his horse and ran up the stepsto the entry, trying to Read insde. //Lenardo?/
IIWulfston?/ The mentd reply was wesak, but his brother was dive and conscious.

Tadishafought her way into the courtyard and joined Wulfston.

Zanos, Telek, and the rest of the Night Queen crew struggled with the guards at the gates.

"Keep them open till Ashuru getsin!™ Wulfston shouted. "And Kamas and Barak!" He turned to Tadisha
"Wherés Norgu?'

"He held hisarmies back," shereplied, letting him See with her. Then, "Wulfston!"



From the northwest, where they had been waiting just outside of norma Seeing range, the Savishnon
hordes swept toward Djahat!

Norgu and his troops would be caught on the open highway, the Savishnon attacking from the west,
Z'Ndiadsarmy from the east!

"l hope Norgu uses his powerswisdy!" was al Wulfston could offer.

Ashuru wasingde the courtyard now, herding Chulaika before her. Kamas pushed hisway through to
make a path for Barak, then shielded the old man as he helped him down from his horse.

"Close those gates!” Wulfston shouted.
"Our amy—" Tadisha protested.

"No army can help usin here, but they might be used againgt us. Tadisha, Seeinside. Lenardo's dive, but
there's something wrong with his Reading. Wheres Z'Ndia?

Tadisha had no need to answer. A thunderbolt shattered the air, and only Wulfston'singtincts snatched
her out of the way of desth.

He couldn't Read Z'Nelia because she was braced to use her Mover's powers, of course.
"Read for Lenardo!" hetold Tadisha. "1lI protect you.
"| can't— Wait—he'sin the tower. Come on!"

Tadisharan insgde. Wulfston followed, Ashuru hard on his hedls, dragging Chulaika. Kamas swept up
Chaiku and followed, Barak trailing.

Suddenly the wals and floor were afirel Heet blazed from al sides;, smoke suffocated them.
Wulfston turned his powersto putting out the fire—and couldn't! It blazed on, choking them.
Coughing, eyeswatering, he fell to hisknees, mustering al hisforce to best back the flames—
"Lord Wulfgton, no!"

Barak stooped beside him, grasping hisarm. "It isavision, not rea! Z'Ndiais making you waste your
powers."

He couldn't breathe. And yet. .. nothing was consumed. The flames licked at their clothing, but it did not
catch fire. Their skin burned painfully, but it did not blister.

"Ignoreit!" Wulfston choked out. "Come on." And he started forward again.

They stumbled through the blazing corridor into a connecting hdl, where the conflagration ended. The
moment they stepped into the clear air, guards charged them with spears.

Veteran of many Adept battles, Wulfston knew he had to conserve his powers. It might have been
impressive to stop the spears, perhaps even turn them in midair. But it was more practical to stop the
throwers. A menta tug at the knees, and aman dropped in a heap.

Kamas Saw, laughed, and invoked his limited Mover's powers to do the same to two more.

But others emerged al dong the halway, too many to take one at atime.



Ashuru sidestepped a spear and caught it in aneat combination of physical strength and limited Mover's
power. Sheturned and flung it a the astonished man who had thrown it—a deathblow.

More guards came, seemingly out of nowhere, determined to fight to the death. Knocking aman down
meant only that he bounced up again, grabbed any falen wegpon, and came at them once more.

Waulfston sent many into Adept deep, but even that use of his power was draining. There were too many!

In the crowded corridor, the battle was both physical and mental. Wulfston could not stop to Read. He
struck at what he saw.

Three men charged him. He put one into Adept deep, stopped the second one's heart, but as he was
turning to the third, a spear caught the man in the gut, and he doubled over with a scream of agony.

Tadisha stepped from behind Wulfston, pulled the spear from the dowly dying man, and droveit
mercifully through histhrodt.

Even as she took the time to grant a swift death, another guard was on her, knife raised.
Wulfston dropped him in histracks with hardly athought, just as rough hands grabbed him from behind.

Helost sight of Tadishaas he went down in a hesp of bodies on the bloody floor. But when he fought his
way out he heard yells of triumph from the direction of the courtyard.

Zanos and Telek had found them.

Fighting asif they were partners rather than rivas,, the two huge white men flung Zionae guardsright and
left, dealing desth as casually asthey might pick apples.

Z'Ndlias guards scattered before them—»but only for amoment.

It seemed asif hundreds more poured into the corridor, blocking their way as they struggled toward the
entry to the tower. Chulaika had somehow reached the bottom of the steps, where she cowered, holding
Chaiku before her.

"The gates?' Wulfston panted to Zanos when the two came together in the melee.

"They'll hold!" the gladiator assured him, punching aman'sface inward to acrunch of mangled flesh no
longer horrifying in that corridor of degth.

On they fought, working step by dow step toward the tower stairs, until at last no more guards appeared
and they stood gasping, blood-covered, but alive.

Tadishawaslimping.

Barak leaned on a spear to steady his steps, but he was only exhausted, not injured.
Kameas cradled a broken arm.

Ashuru had acut on her cheek and a blackening eye.

Chulailkaheld Chaiku, hisface hidden againgt his mother's shoulder.

Zanos and Telek showed numerous scratches and bruises, but no seriousinjuries.

"Kamas" said Wulfgton, "I must set your arm.”



"Don't put meto deep!” the boy said.

"I won't," he assured him. "Tadisha, Ashuru, See what's hgppening. We don't want another surprise
attack."

Kamas gritted histeeth as Wulfston pulled the bone ends back together, then invoked the healing fireto
knit them. It would take aday of hedling deep to knit completely, but for the time being Kamaswould
not damage it merely by moving around.

"The gates are ill closed,” Ashuru reported. " Except for the dead, there isno one but usin the castle. ..
and Z'Ndiawaitsfor usin the tower."

They climbed the dairs.

The door to the tower room swung open as they approached.

Lenardo was standing by the window, looking pale and drawn. But he was dive!
Wulfgton took astep toward him, crying his name. Z'Ndia stepped out of nowhere, into his path.
Chulaikasfeatures. His mother's eyes... burning with madness!

"Welcome, Beast Lord!" she said.

Suddenly hisevery nerve was aflame with pure pain!

Wulfston screamed, vaguely aware of the screams of his companions.
"Wulfson!"

Lenardo's voice.

"Wulfston, open to Reading!" the Master Reader gasped.

Their minds met—and athough Lenardo did not have his usua power, he showed them that the pain was
not real. Had Z'Ndiaactualy seared their nerves, they would be dead.

Asthe Seers mindsjoined, the pain eased. Even Barak and Telek broke free.

Z'Ndiacried, "Seersyou may be, but | am the greatest Mover of al!"

Thistime she caused real damage!

With no defenses, Telek fell dead.

Wulfston fought, felt Zanos powers joined to his, and Lenardo's Adept power, smdl though it was—
"Tadishal Ashuru! Kamas! Join your Movers powersto mine!™ he cried.

They did, but against Z'Ndlias strength, hoarded while they fought their way through her guards, their
power wasinaufficient.

Z'Ndias mad laughter floated around them. Wulfston gripped Lenardo's hand on one side, Tadisha'son
the other. Ashuru grasped Tadisha's other hand, and the rest joined the circle until Chulaika stood alone
with Chaiku, Barak and Kamas reaching toward her—



Shethrust her soninto the circle and closed it.
Renewed strength flowed around the circle until thunderbolts rained on them, too many to deflect—

Looking acrossthe circle at Zanos, feding the man's desperate fury at being defested in hisrevenge on
the woman who had murdered hiswife, Wulfston suddenly remembered Zanos and the burst water bag.

The scene seemed significant—but why?
Then heknew.
"Stop fighting her! Support her!" he gasped through pain. "Feed... energy back to her! FHood her!"

Ashuru stared, but she and Tadishatogether joined their strength to Wulfston's, directing their energy to
Z'Ndliaasif it were healing power. Lenardo joined them at once, giving what little strength he had.
Kamasdid his part, and Barak stood transfixed, maintaining the circle.

Z'Ndiadrank in the energy. Their pain diminished as she greedily soaked up the pure power.
Wulfston urged more on her, and his plan began to take effect!

From reveling, Z'Ndiasfedingsturned to faint discomfort, confusion—and then fear as more energy
flowed into her!

Chulaikarealized what was happening, as did Zanos, and they added their force, Chulaikafocusing
Chaiku's power on her twin sister.

The Zionae queen's nerves seared, her own energy overflowing her control. They brokethecircle,
reformed it around her, preventing her from casting the energy away.

Z'Nédliafdl to her knees, keening in agony. Chaiku stared &t her, then up a his mother, terrified to find his
mother's face on this stranger.

The witch-queen's pain and terror grew. Shefell, her body twitching grotesquely.
"Don't kill her!" Wulfston exclaimed. "Weve won. Lenardo—Ashuru—7?"
It was Ashuru who replied, "Sheis helpless. Thereisno need to kill her."

Ashuru had stopped pouring forth energy to See Z'Ndlia. Lenardo was too weak to do more; Wulfston,
Tadisha, and Kamas stopped together—

"No!" screamed Zanos. "She mugt die!”
Zanos and Chulaika refused to stop!

Wulfston turned, intending to knock them unconscious with his greater powers, when the stink of burning
flesh filled the smal room, and Z'Nelias death-screech shocked through their aready-battered nerves.

In the white-hot fire of afunera pyre, Z'Ndias body was consumed.
Therewas slence. Lenardo dumped to thefloor.

Wulfston turned on Zanos. "Why?" he demanded.

"Shekilled Adtra," the gladiator replied. " She had to die.”



"And now thisland will be torn gpart—" Wulfston began, when suddenly a scream erupted behind him.
Heturned, saw Chulaika on the floor, writhing—

He opened to Reading, and with the Seers observed the unimaginable.

Z'Ndids spirit wasfighting for possession of her twin sister's body!

Chapter Eight

Helplesdy, the Seers observed as Z'Ndiafought for possession of Chulaikas body. Equa in
determination, neither would give way—until the body, weakened by the long struggle, collgpsed.

Chaiku walled, trying to wake his mother, until Ashuru bent and picked him up, cuddling him witha
mother'singinct while her mind still probed Chulaikas.

Wulfston Read with them, his own Reading powers barely maintaining the link after he had poured out his
Adept energy. He could fed Lenardo, too, only tenuoudy keeping touch, letting Ashuru and Tadisha
search the mind of the woman on thefloor, to find out which Sster had survived.

Only to discover... both.

Two minds seethed angrily within the one person, but with the body they inhabited unconscious, it
gppeared that they must wait in frustration for its awakening to continue their contest.

The Seerswithdrew, leaving Chulaika unconscious.
Wulfgton looked around. The room was smdl, with a narrow window. No sounds of battle came through
it.

A heap of ashes marked Z'Nelias physical remains. Telek's body lay near the door. Wulfston looked for
Zanos, wanting to make the man understand what he had done, but the gladiator had gone.

Lenardo sat cross-legged on the floor, struggling not to faint from weakness. Wulfston knelt beside him,
lending strength from the last of hisreserves. Lenardo looked up gratefully, but as soon asthe desire to
lapse into unconsciousness passed he put his hand on Wulfston's arm, shaking his head. " Save your
grength. There may be other heding to do."

Wulfston looked up sharply at Tadisha. Her eyestook on afaraway look. "The battleisover," she sad.
"Z'Nelias army was divided. The Savishnon overran the western troops, but were weakened enough that
our combined armies defeated them, and have taken the city. Our Hedlers are already working among
the wounded. It appears that we may safely take the timeto heal ourselves.”

"Norgu?' Wulfston asked.
"Unharmed except for the weakness after battle.”

"Thank Shangonu for that!" added Ashuru. "If that boy had the strength | eft, he would grasp this chance
to ssizethe throne."

"Hewill certainly try soon," agreed Tadisha.
"Z'Ndiawill fight him," said Lenardo, "unlesswe can drive her from her sster'sbody.”

"Will you help usdo that, Master Reader?" asked Ashuru.



Lenardo gave agrim amile. "In my present condition | don't know how much help | can be, but you will
certainly havedl | can give, Queen Ashuru.”

Wulfston thought belatedly of introductions, and then realizd that none were necessary between Readers
and Seers.

They lifted Chulaika's body onto the narrow bed in thisroom where Z'Ndiahad kept Lenardo, and
dragged Telek's body out onto the landing. Uninjured soldiers were in the castle now, carrying out the
dead.

The charnelhouse of the corridor where they had fought Z'Nelias guardslay in their path. They had no
choice except to go through it, and out into the blood-smeared courtyard, where the bodies had aready
been removed.

The servants wing of the castle, though, had not been touched. Karili had taken over the kitchen, and
were sorting through the suppliesto put ameal together for those who had exerted Adept powers.

Wulfston's somach was giving him conflicting Sgnas: hewas"hungry asaMover," and yet Sick a what
he had just been through. Someone handed him aflagon of fresh milk, and he drank it gratefully astheir
little group proceeded into aroom furnished with worn but luxurious carpets and cushions, where Ashuru
and Tadisha's serving-women were waiting to remove their blood-spattered outer garments, providing
clean caftansfor all.

Finaly Wulfston asked Lenardo, "What happened to you? I've been worried ever since Z'Neliatook you
from Norgu, and you didn't contact me."

"I couldn't," Lenardo replied, taking apiece of fruit from atray servants had aready brought in. Wulfston
noticed for thefirst time how thin and gaunt Lenardo looked. "Every minute |'ve been awake, |'ve had to
fight Z’Ndia. Whenever her attention was called € sawhere, she put meinto Adept deep.”

"And didn't bother to feed you," Wulfston noted.

"Not often,”" Lenardo agreed. " She wanted me weak; she kept probing my mind, sifting through my
memories. | don't know what she wanted, Wulfston, but | gave her aslittle as possible. | assume she
wasn't satisfied, because she never gave up—even today, when she knew you were approaching from
onedirection, the Savishnon from another." He shook his head with asmile. "Thank the gods you finaly
got herel I've never been so glad to seeyou in my lifel”

Lenardo reached out to squeeze Wulfston's hand, an unusua gesture from a Reader. Wulfston gripped
the thin hand in return, reassured that Lenardo really waswell and needed only rest and food to be his
old f.

"Youll want this" he said, removing Lenardos ring from hisfinger and handing it to his sster's husband.

Lenardo smiled. "Thank you for keeping it safe for me. Aradiawould never forgivemeif | logtit." He
dipped it onto hisfinger, and turned it, studying the entwined emblems of wolf and dragon. "Did you send
another message to Aradia?' he asked.

"Y es, with one of Ashuru's people. Now you can write her aletter.”
"We should be home before any letter,” said Lenardo.

"Doesn't that depend on how long it takesto drive Z'Ndiaout of Chulaikas body?*



The Master Reader nodded. "However, if we cannot do it soon, | fear it will be Chulaikawho isdriven
out by Z'Ndia"

Wulfston shuddered. "'l hope not. But if that should happen... | made apromiseto Ashuru in return for
the help of the Karili in rescuing you: that you would help her to restore Z'Ndiato sanity.”

"All I want to doisgo home," said Lenardo, "but | will honor the promise you madein my name... if it
should prove necessary.”

From across the room, Tadishawas watching Wulfston and Lenardo. Servants brought cooked food,
placing it on clean woven mats on the floor. She turned to aid Kamas, whose broken arm till pained him.

Lenardo ate meat without protest, although he always claimed it blurred his Reading powers. Right now
he needed to restore his physica strength.

Norgu joined them, warily accepting their congratul ations on the victory againgt the Savishnon. The boy
was closed tightly against Reading. Wulfston feared that he thought they had tricked him into remaining
behind the main army, hoping he would be killed. By slent consent they told him only that Z'Neliawas
dead. Perhaps tomorrow they would be able to drive her from Chulaikas body, and have only Norgu to
worry about.

There was little conversation, as everyone was bone-weary. Reports camein al through the medl of
areas secured. More troops from other members of the Karili Assembly were approaching; by morning
they would drive another wedge between Djahat and the Savishnon, forcing them even farther back and
leaving the Seers and Lenardo free to work with Chulaika.

It was dmaost noon before Wulfston woke the next day, much restored. The smell of food guided him
downgtairs, to find Lenardo, Tadisha, and Ashuru being served in the same room where they had
gathered yesterday.

"Norgu has goneto join hisarmy to the others,” Ashuru reported. "Thisisagood time to attempt to drive
Z'Ndiaout."

Wulfston nodded. "Shdl | stand guard?’
"No," relied Lenardo. "I want your strength in the rapport, Wulfston.”
"Inthe—? Lenardo, I'm no Master Reader!"

"And I'm no Lord Adept. Y ou understand the way a Mover's mind works as neither Ashuru nor | can.
And you can provide an anchor for us. Ashuru and | will be out of body. Y ou will Read with us, and
guide us back should Z'Nelia attempt to lose us on the planes of existence.”

"Isthat what happened to the Seerswho tried to Seeinto the Dead Lands?' he asked.

"Apparently,” said Ashuru. "Thisis something our Seers could learn from your Master Readers. We have
little experience wiht these 'planes of existence,' for many who have attempted to explore them have
either been log, or returned as mad as Z'Ndia"

Lenardo nodded. " So did many Readers who firgt attempted to reach them, but eventually we devel oped
safeguards, and now we can often cure minds which have been influenced by communication with those
planes which we do not understand.” He shook his head. "I do not know what we will encounter in
driving Z'Neliaout of Chulaika, but | have relied on Wulfston's strength many times before. | trust him.”



Tadishaasked, "What do you want meto do, Lord Lenardo?’

The Master Reader |ooked toward Ashuru. "I do not know what experience your daughter has had,
Queen Ashuru. By our standards at home, she would probably qualify asaMagister Reader. If | were
her teacher at Gaeta, if she had dready had experiencein hedling sick minds | would want her to have
this opportunity despite the danger. But this should be no on€e'sfirst experience of mental healing.”

Ashuru nodded. "Asamother, | would protect her. As ateacher, though, | believe sheisready to
participate.”

"Very wdl, then. We can begin.”

Barak had gone out to observe the battle, and Kamas was till in healing deep. So it was Lenardo,

Ashuru, Tadisha, and Wulfston who went to the tower room where Chulaika dept, her body containing
Z'Ndids presence aswell as her own.

Not alowing the woman's body to waken, they reached out to the two minds.
/IChaiku!// Chulaika demanded. //Whereis my son?//
/W€l cared for,// Ashuru told her. //Do not worry; you will soon hold him in your arms again.//

//Never again!// Z'N€eliaraged. Ill will hold him! I will raise him, teach him my ways. Leave me, Chulaika.
Y ou havelogt this battle.//

/INo, Z'Ndia// Lenardo told her, //thistime you havelost. Y ou have no right to Chulaika's body. Accept
your death, and go in peace to the plane of the dead./

1Y ou think you can kill me again?/ Z'Neliademanded. /I will kill you al!//

Without warning, they were no longer in the tower room of the castle in Djahat, but on thelip of the
crater on Mount Manjuro!

Heat pulled the swest through their pores. The ground benesth their feet trembled as the lava heaved.
The sky was black with ash and smoke. The only light was the lurid red-orange glare of the lava,
reflecting off two figureslocked in mortal struggle: Z'Ndiaand Chulaika, each trying to thrust the other
into the bubbling lava

But asthey fought, glancing down into the heaving pit, indde the crater was no longer lava, but a seething
maelstrom of malice, anger, rage, lugt, jealousy, guilt—

Wulfston dowly regained self-awareness, and redlized that it was Lenardo interpreting the imagery, letting
them al understand what the magma represented to Z'Nediaand Chulaika. And something else. He could
sense the Master Reader trying to identify some sensation that remained frustratingly just out of reach.

The moment Wulfston found himsdlf, the other Seerswere "there,” standing on the brink of the lake of
chaos, watching the twin forms struggling on the opposite Sde.

Lenardo staggered, and Wulfston grasped hisarm to keep him from fdling. "Wha—7?"

But there was no need to speak. The moment he thought of the question, he knew the answer: Z'Nelia
had created this mind-world, and so it operated by the rules she had laid down for it. She had decided
that the physica strength of each person within thisworld would depend on the strength of that person's
talents a the moment he entered it. And Lenardo's talents had been weakened by her mistreatment.



"Shefearsyou,” Wulfston told Lenardo, willingly supporting the Master Reeder.
"And from her fear of me," Lenardo observed, "she has created her own destruction.”

For, it seemed, her death trauma had weakened Z'Nelia's own talents so that she had no more power
than Chulaika. 1t was an evenly matched battle!

Tadisha, though, was fully recovered. Y oung and strong, she began to run lightly aong the rim of the
volcano.

"Tadisha, no!" Wulfston cdled.
"Go with her!" said Lenardo, sinking cross-legged to the ground. 'l am safe here.”
"Go with Tadisha," agreed Ashuru, starting around the lip of the volcano in the opposite direction.

Not quite sure what they would do when they reached the battling twins—tear them apart? throw Z'Ndia
into the volcano?—Wulfston and Tadisha nonetheless fought their way across the treacherous ground,
againg arisng wind. On the other side, Ashuru'sfigure grew dim asthe crater spewed up drifts of chaos,
threstening to overflow and engulf them dl.

The forms of Z'Nédiaand Chulaika became clearer asthey approached. What should they do?
Suddenly, behind the battling women a new figure appeared!

It was aman, young and strong, dender and muscular, brandishing a diamond-ti pped spear.
Norgu!

Norgu not ashewas, but hisided image of himsdlf as a grown man, which—by Z'Nélias own rules—he
could maintain here because he wasin full possession of his powers!

Norgu strode toward the struggling women, spear at the ready.

Wulfston and Tadisharan againg the wind which tore the words from their mouths and tossed them
away asthey shouted a him to stop—

—too latel

With the point of his spear, he caught Z'Ndiain the smal of the back as she strove to push Chulaikainto
the pit.

The spear shoved Z'Neliaagainst Chulaika, and both women tumbled into the mael strom, locked
together, screaming with one voice as Norgu howled with triumphant laughter!

Wulfston legped toward him. Norgu spun, aiming the spear a him. "Y ou die, too, Beast Lord!"
Ashuru arrived behind him. " Stop, Norgu!”

Norgu turned to her. "Ah, the Queen of the Karili. How convenient. | shall rid myself of al my enemiesat
once, and rule Africa uncontested!"

Norgu drew back the spear asif to thrust it into Ashuru. Tadishacried, "Mother!" and tried to grasp
Norgu'sarm.

He sidestepped her, swinging the spear toward Tadishanow, its diamond tip about to gut her.



Wulfston dived for the shaft, hauling the tip down short of its mark. He rolled, wrenching the spear from
Norgu's hands, unable to stop as his momentum carried him toward the lip of the crater!

Chaos rushed up a him, ddirium and madness reaching out to envelop him—

With every vestige of strength he could command, he flung the spear ahead of him, the momentum
shoving him backwards &t the very edge so that he stopped with his hands on thelip of the crater, his
head hanging over, peering into the pit asit erupted!

The volcano of greed, guilt, jealousy, and power-hunger belched out its core of madness.

Tadishaon one side and Ashuru on the other grasped Wulfston's arms, hauling him to hisfeet. Asthey
started back toward where they had left Lenardo, Ashuru shouted, "Norgu! Come with us!™

But as they rounded the rim to where they could see him without having to turn around, they found that
Norgu hadn't followed.

The fountain of chaos tossed the diamond-headed spear tantaizingly out of Norgu's reach. The boy tried
tograspit.

"Let it go!" shouted Wulfston, but Norgu paid no heed.

Thefiery plume shifted. The spear fell down into the chasm. Magma erupted; Norgu was engulfed where
he stood, his screams drowned in the roar.

The soil beneath them heaved.

They stumbled on toward Lenardo.

Smoke blinded them. Heat blistered their skin.

A wave of chaoswashed over them, tearing them apart!

"Lenardo!" Wulfston shouted, lost in astorm of fury. Only the Master Reader could get them home. But
where was he?"Lenardo! Lenarrrdddooo!”

Hetried to Read, couldn't, remembered that he was Reading thiswhole scene—

* * %

Wulfston hurt. He was aware of aching in every muscle and bone before he felt the finger pressed firmly
to hisforehead between the eyes, and heard Lenardo's voice saying camly, "Wulfston, wake up. It'sal
over. Wake up now."

He did, with amoan.

He was dumped on his side, cheek againgt the cold stonefloor, legstwisted painfully. He had idlen
sideways from the cross-legged position he had assumed to Read with the others. The more avake he
became, the more agony assaulted his nerves. Nothing that happened in Adept battle had ever hurt this
much!

Light stabbed his eyes when he opened them to find ablurry Lenardo bending over him. "I know it
hurts,” the Master Reader said, "but you'll be al right. Y ou weren't prepared to go out of body."

"Isthat what | did?" he managed to get out. Even histongue hurt.



"Y es. Don't try to move. Can you start headling yourself?'

Hefound that he could. Rdlief and warmth spread through his cold, cramped limbs. Lenardo gently
straightened his body, massaging the abused muscles. "What happened?' Wulfston asked. "'l shouldn't
havefdlen.

"I know; the worst that should have happened from leaving your body in that position isafew cramped
muscles. Norgu may have shoved your body over out of spite, when he discovered what we were
doing."

Hedling, Wulfston could not Read. "Tadisha? Ashuru?"

"They'refine. They've goneto find Norgu.”

"Or hisbody," Wulfston sad bitterly.

"Not necessarily,” Lenardo told him. "Chulaikas il dive.”

"Didwe... driveout Z'Ndlia?"

"I'm not sure. Shel'sin acoma, and I'm not ready right now to Read her that deeply.”

That had to wait for the next day. Today they hedled themsel ves once more. Lenardo and Wulfston ate,
then went to their own roomsto deep. They rested comfortably, for the news from the battlefield was
good: the Karili dlies had sent the Savishnon into retreat once again, and if the followers of thewar god
could never be persuaded to change their ways, at |east their numbers had been decimated. There would
be afew years of peace.

But under whose rule?
In the morning, Wulfston found that their problems were far from resolved.

Norgu was no longer an immediate threat. Tadisha, Ashuru, and Barak escorted back to the castlea
living, unharmed body ... with amind that seemed to comprehend lessthan Chaiku's.

The trauma Norgu had suffered when his mother took her revenge at the dream-volcano had erased his
knowledge and memories, leaving him ahulking, helplessinfant. Ashuru and Lenardo found no injury to
hisinteligence; he began immediately relearning, and within afew days could dready babble afew
words. Hewas still completely self-centered, but it was normal for his apparent stage of infancy. Perhaps
thistime, if he grew up under the proper supervison, he would maturein character aswell asintelligence
and powers.

Chulaikawas another matter. Lenardo and Ashuru spent hours beside her comatose body, trying to
reach her mind. Eventually they discovered something quite unexpected.

"Itsasif Z'Ndiaand Chulaikaare uniting to form oneindividud!" Ashuru explained.

"When Norgu thrust them together into that maelstrom of destruction,” Lenardo speculated, "they were
forced to depend on each other, or they would have been as devastated by it ashewas."

"Do you think they can integrate?' Wulfston asked. "Can you help them?"
"Weretrying," said Ashuru. "Only timewill tell if aperson capable of ruling the Zionae will emerge.”

But time was something they did not have. Neither the Zionae nor the Warimu had aleader. If they did



not settle those peopl€'s fears soon, some of them would try to assume leadership, cresting civil war.

Lenardo gave Wulfston agrim smile. Y ou know what you have to do. Y ou and Aradiataught me,
remember?’

Aradia had tested L enardos mettle by throwing him to the wolves—giving him aconquered land to rule,
alone. And the Lord Reader had succeeded far beyond Wulfstons expectations. He had never
discovered whether it had been beyond Aradias.

Much asit disturbed him, Wulfston recognized that Lenardo was right: someone had to take command,
and Wulfston wasthe logica candidate.

The Zionae and the Warimu were accustomed to being ruled by strength. Only a powerful leader could
unite them to the Karili Assembly. And with Z'Nelia/Chulaikain comaand Norgu reduced to mentd
infancy, Wulfston was the only leader available with the Mover's powers they respected.

So, before any minor |eader decided to make hismove, Ashuru called the Karili Assembly into sessonin
the audience chamber of the palace of Djahat. But she did not take the throne; rather, she took center
placein the Assembly, who faced the throne as visiting dignitaries.

The officers of the Zionae and Warimu armies were aso the chieftains of their towns and villages.
Wulfgton invited them into the audience chamber. When al were assembled, he made his entrance,
dressed in the richest garments they could find in the paace, including a golden crown. Lenardo waked
beside him, smilarly attired. Thusthey declared themsdlves the equas of the kings of the African nations.

Wulfston took the throne, to amuitter of astonishment. Lenardo stood at his sde. Neither man was
armed, nor was Barak, who stepped forward to flank Wulfston on the opposite side.

Wulfston waited until the whispers died into hushed expectancy. "Most of you do not know me," he said,
"but you know who | am: Lord Wulfston of the Savage Empire. ThisisLord Lenardo, Master
Reader—the greatest Seer among our people. Heis aso my brother—my sister's hushand—and the
reason | amin Africa

"When Lenardo was kidnapped and brought to Africa, | was forced to come here, and became involved
in your wars with one another and the Zionae. Here | discovered that | am Zionae. My ancestors built
this palace, and ruled these very lands.

"My grandmother was Katalia, who was murdered by her nephew Desak, the father of Z’Neliaand
Chulaika. | am their cousin, and Norgu's one generation removed. Z'Neliais dead, and her sister
Chulaikaisin coma. Norgu isincapacitated, and Chulaikas son Chaiku isonly three years old.

"Therefor, by right of blood and conquest, | am now the ruler of these lands."

Inthe slent, sullen hush, Barak stepped forward. "1 Verify what Lord Wulfston hastold you of his
ancestry, by my Grioka's powers."

People looked at one another uneasily. To most of them, Wulfston was an unknown quantity.

One of the Warimu chiefs stepped forward. " Are you not the Lord of the Black Walf, reports of whose
conquests have come to us from the lands across the Northern Sea?”!

"l am," Wulfston agreed, squashing hisfedlings of irony thet at last that song was doing him some positive
good in Africa



"You led the assault on the castle," said one of the Zionae officers. ™Y our Mover's powers destroyed
more than ahundred of our best men.”

"If Z'Neliahad not captured Lenardo, | would have had no reason to enter the castle,” Wulfston
reminded him.

"Nor," he added, sensing that he had their attention and growing respect, "do | want to rule the lands of
the Zionae or the Warimu."

There wasamurmur of disbdief. Wulfston let it fade before he continued. "1 have lands and peoples of
my own, to whom | have responsihilities. | cannot stay in Africa However, | haveincurred obligations
here by my actions, and discovered obligations of kinship. Therefor, | appoint asmy regent in Africa
Queen Ashuru of the Karili."

All eyesturned to the Karili queen, who stood wrapped in dignity, waiting for the protest to be voiced.

It was. "AshuruisaSeer, not aMover," the Zionae officer pointed out. " She has no powers with which
to battle our enemies.”

"Powers do not make greet leaders," Wulfston replied. "The greatest enemy you have faced isthe
Savishnon. Z'Ndiadefeated them with her Mover's powers, but amost destroyed hersdlf in the process.
And al that happened was that the Savishnon regrouped and came back four years|ater.

"You were al in the most recent battle. How were the Savishnon defeated thistime? Not by Movers
powers, but by you, the combined armies of the Zionae, the Warimu, the Karili, and the members of the
Assmbly.

"There isyour secret of peace and safety,” Wulfston explained. "It liesin unity, in aliances between
peaceful nations, standing together against those who spend their energiesin mindless conquest.

"The Karili Assembly drove the Savishnon from their lands by uniting in acommon cause. Queen Ashuru
brought them together, and hasled them successfully through thistest of their union. | trust her asmy
regent, and you will soon grow to trust her when you prosper under her rule.”

He did not mention the problem of Chulaika/Z'Nelia. Chulaikas body ill lay in coma, both ssters
mental presenceswithinit, dowly integrating asif they might eventualy become one person.

Lenardo kept his agreement to help Ashuru. Each day they spent hoursin rapport with the twin minds,
attempting to help them integrate.

Wulfston spent thetime at first in afutile attempt to arrange a peace conference with the Savishnon
leaders. They would not even discussit. Savishna, he learned, mandated war and conquest until the
whole world was under the rule of the war god, a which time the world would end and al who had
fought glorioudy in the cause would be united with Savishnafor an eternity of celebration.

Followers of the weak, peaceful Shangonu, he wastold, would be destroyed.

There was no foundation on which to make atruce, let done alasting peace. The Savishnon would lick
their wounds, regroup, and attack again. And they would probably continue to do so until the last one of
them died.

It was incomprehensible to him how anyone could think asthe Savishnon did, so in the end he could only
console himsdf with the ideathat strengthening the Karili Assembly meant that the Savishnon would have
enough to occupy them in Africafor the next few generations, and would not set out acrossthe seato



attack hisfriends or his descendants.

Thinking of descendants, though, always brought his thoughts to Tadisha. Some days she worked with
her mother and Lenardo, attempting to integrate Z'Nelia and Chulaika, but on others she stood as her
mother's representative, reminding Wulfston that she would be Queen of the Karili one day, and that
meant shewould live out her lifein Africa

Hedidn't want Tadishato stay in Africa; he wanted to take her home as hiswife,
And shewanted him to stay hereand rule.
Both wereimpossble.

Still, they could not resist having what time they could together. One evening they stood on the parapets,
watching the sun set in red and gold splendor. Tadisha had worked with Lenardo and Ashuru that day,
and was mentadly but not physicdly tired.

"Lord Lenardo isteaching me so much,” shesaid. "Buit it isfrustrating.”
"How 07"

"Z'Ndiaresgsthefind integration with Chulaika Y et oncethat isachieved, Lenardo's obligation will be
fulfilled, and you and he will leave."

Waulfston had no answer to that. It wastrue.

Tadishawas slent for amoment, then said, "I once hoped to persuade you to stay with me."
"I know."

"Do you know when | knew it wasimpossible?' she asked.

"No."

"When we rescued Lenardo. He was so week after Z'Nelids torture—we might aswell put the right
nameto what she did to him. | have seenit in hismind, things hewould not tell you... but I think you

knew anyway."
"I know Lenardo,” hereplied.

"Yes" shesaid softly, "just as| knew when Kamas was trying to hide the pain of his broken arm. That
waswhen | Saw it, Wulfston. Lenardo is as much your brother as Kamasismine. Y ou had told me that
your tieswereto your family in the Savage Empire, but thefirst timel saw you and Lenardo together was
thefirgt time | understood in my heart that your bonds of love are as strong as bonds of blood.”

"Tadisha," he said gently, "you must know how that can be. Every true marriage is such abond of love.
Every adoption of achild," he added, thinking of the way Chaiku had taken to Ashuru. "Y ou may have a
new little brother if you cannot bring Chulaika out of her coma, or if she recovers, but cannot care for
Chaiku."

'l know," said Tadisha. "But | already have abrother who is amost agrown man. Kamas proved himself
in battle and now he standsin for Mother on the days | am in the rapport.”

Shewas closed against Reading. Wulfston looked into her facein thefading light, trying to tell if shewas
offering him hope. He was afraid to tekeit, afraid to expose his heart to the disgppointment of mistaking



her meaning.
"Y our mother once said you could learn agreat dea from our Master Readers,” he suggested.

Sheturned toward him with asmile. "Y es. And what would be better for the Karili than an aliance with
thefamous Lord of the Black Wolf?"

"Tadishal" At last he dared to take her in hisarms, to kiss her, to hold her close. He needed the redlity of
her dender form againgt him to believe it was possble—

"Wulfston?' she whispered againgt his cheek.
IIYS?I
"Will you marry me?'

Helaughed. "l will if you will marry me!" hetold her. Y ou will be wecomein my lands, Tadisha And,
athough the journey islong, you will see your home again, and surely your family will vigt us”

She hugged him tightly. "I think Mother knows, but | will go now and tell her officidly.” Then she dipped
from hisarms and was gone, leaving him breathlessin the cool night air, fearing that Ashuru might forbid
it, knowing that she had no reason except to lose her only daughter to the lord of afar-distant land.

Ashuru did not leave him in trepidation for long. By the time he descended the tower stairs, a servant was
there to request that he attend the Karili queen in her chambers.

Hefdt once more that he faced thelion in her den.

Ashuru was seated, flanked by Tadishaand Kamas, dl three closed to Reading. "Lord of the Black
Walf, you ask for my daughter in marriage”?’

"l do," hereplied, "and offer the Karili nation both the assurance of support in time of need, and tradein
time of prosperity. Like you, Queen Ashuru, | spesk for several nationsjoined in an dliance. | can offer
your Seersthe knowledge of our Master Readers. Y ou may send your Seersto trainin our Academies,
and we will send our Readersto share their knowledge, and learn from you."

She waved that aside. "But what do you offer my daughter?”

"My hand, my throne... my heart," hereplied smply.

"Tadisha, will you then renounce your clamsas my heir to your brother Kamas?"
"Y es, Mother, gladly,” Tadishareplied.

"Very wdl," Ashuru replied, still the mgestic lioness. "Lord Wulfston, you arrived in our landswith
nothing, and have proved yoursdf avauabledly. Lord Lenardo has shown me how much our Seers
could learn from your Readers. A union with your Savage Empire will provide uswith much of vaue.
And | believe that despite your lineage, you can be trusted to treat my daughter with love and respect.”

"| promisethat, Queen Ashuru.”
"However," she continued, "1 must make one condition: you must fulfill an obligation of blood."

"An... obligation of blood?"



"Y our cousin Norgu.”
"Norgu? What about him?"

"Lord Lenardo believesthat the Master Readersin your Savage Empire could help Norgu to regain his
menta capacities. But along with his menta growth, his great powers asaMover will return. If he does
not have the right guidance, he will grow again into the dangerous, spiteful, selfish man we saw here. A
Seer cannot discipline aMover of such strength. Norgu must be raised by a powerful Mover—aman
like hisfather who might have turned him into atrue leader. But Matu's desth | eft no one with both the
power and the wisdom to teach Norgu. Y ou saw the result.”

"l saw it," Wulfston replied, his mouth dry. She couldn't mean... ?
Shedid.

"The condition | place upon your marriage to Tadishaisthat you take Norgu asyour ward. You area
Lord Adept, a powerful Mover with the strength to control him. Y ou control your powers; you do not let
them control you. Teach thisto Norgu, Lord Wulfston. Bring him to manhood again and return him to us
aswise and capable aleader asyou are yoursdlf. Give methis promise, and you may have my daughter
asyour wife."

Helooked at Tadisha, seeing hope and fear mingled in her eyes. Norgu, hisward? To accept the task of
teaching him to act respongibly?

But if herefused, helost Tadisha

"|... cannot guarantee theresult,” he said findly, "but | will accept the task, Queen Ashuru. | will do my
best to turn Norgu into a capable, responsible adult.”

Ashuru smiled. Tadishaabsolutely glowed. Kamas grinned at him.
Then Ashuru stood, holding out her arms. " Then welcome to our family, son!™

Therewere hugs dl around. Kamas said, "I've always wanted a brother! But by taking Tadishaaway,
you're certainly giving meajob."

"Want to trade?' he suggested. "Y ou take Norgu, and I'll take the Karili."
Kamas laughed. "No, | think | got the better bargain.”

"Yourewrong,” Wulfston replied, standing now with hisarm around Tadishaswais, *no matter what she
cogts, Tadishaisthe best bargain of dl!"

Heleft Tadishaand her family to make wedding plans, and went to tell Lenardo.

"I wondered how long it would take the two of you to figure out that you were meant for one another,”
Lenardo told him with agrin. "Congratulations! | needed some good news.”

"Why? I s there something wrong that | don't know about?"

"Weve hit ablock in thereintegration of Z'Neliaand Chulaika. Z'Nédliais hiding something behind a
barrier so strong that to break it would be to destroy her mind, and probably Chulaika's aswell.”

"What can you do?' Wulfston asked.



"l don't know. In my training at Gaeta |l Read a patient with asimilar block. He had been therefor
months, in acoma, just like Chulaika. The Hedlers could not get through it. And while | was dtill there the
man died; hisbody just wasted away because we could not reunite hismind to it.”

"And you didn't have Adeptsto strengthen hisbody. At least Aradiaand | were able to keep Nerius
aive until you cameto help usrid hisbrain of that tumor we could not Read. Isthere any way | can help
you with Chulaika, Lenardo?!

"| don't see how," the Master Reader replied. "But it cant hurt your training as a Reader to get more
experience, so why don't you join usin the rgpport tomorrow?' He laughed. ™Y our Reader'straining isal
upside-down, Wulfston! We've never worked on the most basic lessons, and you've plunged right into
heding Sck minds™"

"Well, I'll leave Norgu's mind to you, if you don't mind,” Wulfston told him. "But yes, I'd like to Reed
what you do to try to help Chulaika."

So the next day Wulfston joined Lenardo in the rapport. Ashuru was content to beg off, asshehad a
roya wedding to plan.

Waulfston didn't know quite what he expected, but it wasn't the cam, peaceful emptiness he found when
he followed Lenardo into the menta landscape now inhabited by ChulaikalZ'Ndia. Therewasno
volcano now; no battling figureswrestled to the death. Instead, there was something like along, empty
corridor, featurel ess, disgppearing into nothingnessin the distance.

Sowly, Wulfston became aware that the disorientation he felt came from the fact that there were redlly
two corridors occupying the same space, not quite overlapping perfectly. In the physical world, that
would make no sense. Here, he understood that the corridors were the twin sisters livesfrom past to
future, merging together to form one persondity that would not be either of them, but anew person
formed from al the past experiences of both.

Thistime he and Lenardo did not take shape; they did not participate, but merely observed. Their point
of view shifted down endless miles of corridor, so much the same that they might aswell have stayed ill,
until finally the two corridors began to separate. Here there were colors and sounds, then shapes.

/Heretheintegration ends// Lenardo told him. //Thereisamemory herethat Z'Nediarefusesto share,
and until she does, the integration cannot be completed.//

Wulfston "looked" around. It wasn't seeing, though;, it was Reading, that sensing different from his other
senses that he was becoming pleasantly accustomed to. He discovered where the separation began,
explored aong the spectrum from integrated new personality through mingled strands of Z'Ndiaand
Chulaika, to where it was only Z'Ndia—and within that areaa perfectly literd "mentd block"—amind
barrier so solid that it might aswell be aphysical wall of stedl!

/What in the world could she have to hide behind that?// he wondered—
And knew the answer!
The block remained. He did not penetrateit.

Y et he knew, asplainly asif it were his own memory, what Z'Neiawas hiding—no, was being forced
to hide!

The memory was from the time Z'Neliahad almost died, after she saved Johara by loosing the volcano,
and then was struck down by the Savishnon spy. Her spirit had wandered the planes of existence



between life and death, perhaps seeking the plane of the dead, unable to find it because her body was
dtill infused with her indomitable will tolive.

But of those memories only one was blocked, amemory of terror, of fleeing, lost, from one planeto
another until she encountered—

Pureevil!

A mind even more warped and twisted than her own, afigure of female depravity, ancient and withered,
kept dive by secret, forbidden methods. A spider hidden deep within the web that spread throughout an
empire, carrying her poisons ever outward to maintain her power— until one man discovered her evil,
and brought about her destruction.

Sherefused to die! She escaped the plane of the dead, and waited impatiently. Eventually fate brought
her Z'Nédlia, her insrument of revenge!

//Blessed gods!//

Lenardo tore himsalf and Wulfston out of the rapport with such violence that the pain was dmost
physicd.

One moment Wulfston wasin Z'Nelias memory, face to face with the gaunt figure of evil, and the next,
sensesreding, he was Sitting cross-legged on the floor of Chulaika's tower chamber, gasping for breath
asif the exertion had been physical.

IIWhat—? Lenardo, who was that?//

But the Master Reader had closed hismind.

"Lenardo! Who wasthat?"

Lenardo looked up, hisface drained of color. "Portia," hereplied.

"Portia? The old Master of Masters? But how could she hide such evil from Master Readers?!

"Shedidn't hideit fromusal," Lenardo reminded him. He shook his heed, asif trying to clear it of Portias
mentd touch. "Wulfston—"

"Y ou are the man who stopped her,' said Wulfston. ™Y our kidnapping was her revenge.”

"No." Lenardo shook hishead. "It was Z'Nelia she controlled, not Chulaika. 1t's much more complicated
than—" Hiseyeswidened in horror. "Aradial Wulfston, you and | are her first line of protection. Our
child"

"Go pack whatever you need for trave," said Wulfston, getting to hisfeet. "I'll tel Tadishaand Ashuru.
Wemust leave a once.”

"Y our wedding,” Lenardo reminded him.
"l don't need awedding, only amarriage. Move!"

Lenardo climbed to hisfeet, saring at the till form of Chulaika on the bed. "Wulfgton... how did you get
through that barrier Portia placed in Z'Nelia's mind, when aMaster Reader could not?"

"It wasn't Reading," Wulfston explained. "'l jugt... knew, theway | knew Chulaikawas somehow



connected to methefirg time | saw her. Barak says| have the Griokastaent.”
Lenardo nodded. "Thank you. Go on, now. Tell Tadisha I'll find the Night Queen crew.”

It took three days of preparation before they could leave. Wulfston and Tadishawere married in the
Shangonu temple, with considerable ceremony despite the hurried plans.

The men of the Night Queen were eager to go home, but Zanos had not been seen since the destruction
of Z'Ndiasbody. There were rumors of aflame-haired white man seen in the Warimu lands, and
Wulfston theorized that the gladiator was planning araid on the dave pens at Ketu. All he could do was
wish him well in that endeavor, and be glad he did not have to confront him over the murder of Z'Nedlia

"Besides," Lenardo reflected, "I doubt you'll ever convince him he committed murder. HEll aways see
the act asajust execution.”

"Yes" said Wulfston, "but the execution of thewrong person.”
The Master Reader stared at him.

"I never could understand how Z'Nelia had ether the power or the accuracy to attack our ship from a
thousand miles away," Wulfston explained, "but that was what | thought had happened. But after |
confronted Chulaikain Norgu's castle, | redlized she was the one who destroyed the ship, hoping to strip
me of my friends and retainers. She drew the power from every Adept on the Night Queen—so much
power that her storm got out of control. I'm sure she didn't plan on losing me!™

"Y ou were supposed to be her weapon against Z'Nelia," Lenardo agreed.

"But she didn't have as much control as she thought. She was successful enough turning the ssorm | raised
againgt me, that first day of the pursuit.” He shook his head. "We assumed it was Sukuru who damaged
the Night Queen, but he never had that much power."

Lenardo asked, "What about Zanos? What will he do when he finds out it was Chulaika, not Z'Ndlia,
who was responsble for hiswife's desth? And that Chulaikamay survive?'

Wulfston could only shrug. "That isaconcern for the future. Right now, we have moreimmediate
problems.”

Norgu was one of the problems. He was as uncoordinated as a two-year-old child now, and could no
longer ride ahorse. They had to carry hisgross bulk in awagon, and have someone with him to entertain
him along theway, or he fussed and screamed like ababy.

Findly everything was ready. The caravan that would take them to the Great River awaited, and
messengers had gone ahead to procure passage on aship for them. Kamas was in the courtyard, but
Tadishaand Ashuru were nowherein sght.

/Wulfston, Lenardo, cometo the tower,// Tadisha's menta voiceinvited.

Lenardo and Wulfston looked at one another, and the Master Reader smiled. "When you have been
married alittlelonger, you will learn that it's not worth ressting such arequest. We will be on the road
more quickly if we go see what Tadisha has to show us."

Both Tadishaand Ashuru were in the tower room— along with Chaiku, who sat on the bed grasping his
mother's hand.



Chulaikano longer lay helplessin acoma. Her eyeswere open, and she focused on the two men with a
week smile.

It was not Chulaika alone, though; the integration was complete, they Read. Thiswas anew person,
Z'Ndiaand Chulaikaas one.

Her eyes—so like Wulfston's mother's eyes—fixed on him. Her lipstrembled, but she was still too weak
to say anything. But he could Read what she wanted to tell him. //Thank you. | will be wel now. No
morefighting./

Even trying to form coherent thoughts was an effort for her. Wulfston knelt beside the bed. "We are
happy for you. Rest now, and regain your strength.”

/Y es. Take care of my baby. Love... //

"That'sright," he agreed. "L ove your son. Queen Ashuru will help you raise him to be agreet king one
day."

Helooked up at Ashuru as the woman on the bed drifted weskly to deep. She wasright to make him
take Norgu away, heredized. Chaiku had to be alowed to grow up without his half brother's threatening
presence, and Norgu would be better off far from Africas temptations until helearned to value
cooperation over conquest.

Wulfston rose and took Tadisha's hand. Her green eyeslooked into hisfor amoment. Then she turned to
say goodbye to her mother, and to her homeand.

Hand in hand they followed Lenardo down the tower stairs, to join the caravan waiting to take them to
their new life together.

END

What happened in the Savage Empire while Wulfston and Lenardo werein Africa? What isthe fate of
Lenardo and Aradias unborn child? Look for the next book in the Savage Empire series, Empress
Unborn.
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