PROLOGUE

Thirtieth year of Queen Alianora—In thisyear the harvestsfailed, so that many poor folk, both mortals
and dvenkind, had suffered but for die Queen's charity in giving of grain from the roya stores.

One hundredth year of Queen Alianora—The harvests having been poor these three years due to the
inclement conditions, and the roya stores of grain being exhausted, the queen of her mercy remitted the
third part of the tax due from every household within the roya demesne.

One hundred twenty-third year of the reign of Alianora called Queen of the Elvenkind—In thisyear
departed the ven-loving Order of Saint Francis from these lands, the monastery, outbuildings, and serfs
being now under the gentle and merciful rule of our own Order of Saint Durand, and may God blast with
Hisfiresal heretics and ill-digposed who resist the change.

One hundred fiftieth year of thereign of Alianoracalled Queen of the Elvenkind—In thisyear departed
many of thelords of Elvenkind to join their cursed brothers the Jinni in Outremer, they saying thet the
land was too poor to sup- port them, and now by the mercy of God may we pray for better harvests that
these soulless ones are gone from the land, and may the rest of their detestable sort follow them that the
curse on the land may be withdrawn!

—Extiacts from the Chronicle of Remigius Monastery

Alianora, Countess of Poitiers, Duchess of Aquitaine, Regent of the Garronais and Queen of the Middle
Realm, held court in her palace a Poitiers.

In the hushed blue evening the stains and crumbling cracksin the palace walls were barely evident; the
flaws of age were softened, hidden in the hazy sweet-scented air, swirled away by mistsand illusion until
the casua observer saw only avison of perfection risng above the encircling ring of the gardens: white
walls and dender white columns, spird stairways risng as sharply and sweetly as an aubade, high pointed
roofs shimmering with the iridescence of seastone brought al the way from the sandy shores of the
Garronas.

A garden of sweet herbs and flowering trees encircled the palace, and beyond that, awall of silence and
invisbleforceswarded it againgt the hubbub of the dense-packed medievd city. In the streets of Poitiers
acarter swore a his oxen and lashed them until they lurched forward and al but overturned his stuck
cart, amason defying guild regulations by working past sunset swore even more vehemently when the
carter'sload of quarried stone tumbled against the back of the cart with danger of cracks and flaws, a
wine-shop keeper shouted the virtues of hiswaresto calm the men's tempers and an impudent girl
threatened to report them both to the burgesses of the city if they didn't give her asip from their cups.

Within the palace garden, a scant hundred feet away, the Lords of Elfhame watched in appreciative
Slence and listened to the dow reluctant rustling of arose unfurling its petals, brought from bud to full
bloom in the course of one evening by the Lady Vidles magic. Upgtairs, those who were disinclined for
such frivolous amusements paced a hdl whaose floors of pink-veined marble were worn smooth from
many hundreds of years of such pacings, and discussed the future of the reelm in low worried voices.

"Raoses and moonlight!" burst out athin golden-haired man when he heard the murmur of applause from
the gardens. 'Time was when the Lady Vidl€s grandsire would have raised the winds and the wavesto
be his horses, and the court would have ridden from Poitiers to Outremer in one night's joyous adventure,
with the water-horses foaming white beneath us and their haunches surging with the power of thetide.
That wasthe High Magic! And now wetoy with flowerswhilethe Morta Realms pressin upon usdaily.”

His voice carried to the gardens below. "If you have the power to raise the water-horses, Lord Y rthan,



besurel shdl rideone," Lady Vidle caled up, "Until then... perhaps you would care to demonstrate
your strength by turning my rose into agreen growing tree?' Her sharp mocking laughter was echoed by
the dancing notes of alute played by the mortal jongleur who stood behind her.

Y rthan's right hand clenched and he made a quick casting gesture over the balcony. A shower of gray
sparksflitted down upon the evenltind assembled in the garden, sparkling and stinging where they
landed. The petds of the rose turned gray, then black, and it drooped in Vidle's hand and gave off a
stench of something long dead and rotting in stagnant water. With alittle cry of dismay Vidlewithdrew
her hand, shaking the last of the gray sparks off her long fingers. She and her friends retreated to the
shelter of the lower terrace, trailed after by the mortal jongleur with hislute.

Y rthan's companions wrinkled their noses a the foul smell that arose from the dead iwe.

"I meant only to let it age, to make her seethe petdsfeling,” Y rthan murmured in gpology, shaking his
head. "The smplest magics go awry these days.”

"And we're no more use than those children.”

The High Lords of Elvenkind moved ingde. In the garden, now that none of the elvenkind were watching,
thewalls of silence shook alittle under the pressure of al the human noise outside, and atrace of agirl's
tipsy song came through therift. The rose was abud on its bush asit had always been, freed of the
illusonscast by Vidleand Y rthan, and with itsinmost nature untouched by their weak magics.

Andin dieinnermost chamber of the palace, awindowless room shrouded by silks woven by the Jinn of
Outremer, Alianora d’/Aquitaine wove her plansto restore the strength of Elmameto itsformer glory.

In her three-hundredth year the Lady of the Middle Realm appeared untouched and smooth as ayoung
girl. Shewas not asfair asmost of the evenkind; honey-brown hair streaked with gold fell loosdly
around aface gilded with the touch of the desert sun. That coloring was amemento of her first mortal
marriage; riding on crusade to Outremer, bardly tolerated by the good mortal clerics of the party for her
friendship with the Jinn who guided them, she had been amused and ddlighted to discover that with
enough sun, eiven skin could change color just asthat of mortasdid. Pleased with the effect of this
golden skin setting off her elven-pa e eyes, she had maintained thetint for decades with only alittle effort.
It was not solely amatter of vanity; she liked to keep the conservative elder lordstike Yrthan alittle
worried, to remind them that their liege lady was an unpredictable person with astrange taste for
marrying mortals.

The man who attended her was one of the youngest in her realm; Berengar, Count of the Garronais,
subject to the regency of Alanora until he attained his mgjority in somefifty years. In morta years he was
old enough to have ruled his own lands for two decades, as the Lords of Elvenkind counted time, aman
of thirty-five was an impetuous youth, barely out of leading-strings and hardly to be trusted with control

of any lands more extensive than his nursery garden.

Alulanora, who had married two morta kings, had adightly different view of time and maturity. Her
second husband had been no older than Berengar when they married, and ayear later he had won the
English crown. Of course, mortals were hastened towards maturity by their tragicdly short life-gpans, like
aflower forced to bud and bloom in anight by atrivia forcing-spell; till, there were circumstancesin
which aman like Berengar might be of more use to her than the counsel ors who usualy surrounded her.

Y rthan and his friends would have known that what she proposed was impossible, unwise, adefiance of
die basic tenets of Elfliame and far too dangerous to be contemplated for amoment, lest what remained
of their failing powers be destroyed in amoment. Berengar was young enough to attempt the impossible.

And besides, hewasrich in the wealth that meant more to the elvenkind than any lands or gold. While



Berengar gtill knelt, head bowed, before her, Alianoras glance strayed to the boy who knelt beside him.
Kieran of Gwyneth, Berengar's fosterling.

It was part of the natura baance of thingsthat the evenkind, who lived for hundreds of years, should
rarely bear children and should prize them above dl things. Every dfin child grew up petted and
cherished, surrounded by grave lords and great |adies who accounted it arare honor to have their braids
pulled or their backs commandeered for games of knights on horseback, loved and petted and brought
gently into the way of the people. Asthey grew into their powers they were taught control of those
powers and of their own emotions; people who could raise astorm or flatten a hayfield with an angry
gesture had to learn very early not to make any gesture without thought for the consequences. And so the
children were doubly cherished, oncefor their rarity and again for the freedom that their ignorance and
relative weakness gave them. Alone among the elvenkind, the children cried and laughed, sang and raced
and fought and gave way to the demands of the moment. Every even child, before he began to reach the
age at which his powers would become manifest, was a spoiled and petted darling, indulged in away the
mortakind would judge sheer foolishness.

Every child but one. Kieran wasthe last child to be born to an even couple in twenty years, and he had
not been spoiled aswasthe birttu-ight of every elven child. His parents had died untimely and he had
been raised by amorta couple, fishers on the Welsh coast. They brought him up overdtrictly, fearing his
elven powers and not knowing when or how they might become manifest. At ten, angry, confused by his
developing powers, knowing that his morta parents feared him and not understanding why, he had
stowed away on afishing boat to find his evenkind in Brittany. Berengar had discovered him by chance,
aboy of ten raging at the seathat would not obey him, desperate and angry and lost and starving, and
had promptly claimed the boy as hisfosterling.

Now, at twelve, Kieran was as steady and controlled as any elven child approaching histime of power,
but without the legacy of love and laughter that should have been his. And the need for that control was
debatable. Once we raised the waves for our steeds and rode the air, Alianorathought, unconscioudy
mirroring Y rthan's complaints. Now most of our artsareillusion, and we know not whét rides the clouds.
Eveninthisinterior chamber, protected by walls and hangings and hals and gardens, fromtimeto time
she could hear the mortal clamor of her city of Poitiers breaking through the wards of silence that should
have kept the High Queen's palace inviolate. Those noises raised echoesin her mind of the troubling
rumorsthat had begun in the Middle Realm, and of some troubles that were more than rumor. It was said
that those bound to darkness were free again; true, the Wild Hunt fed on morta souls and not on the
elvenkind, but the binding that held them had been of even making, and it was a poor omen for the future
should that centuries-old spdll fail now.

It was ds0 said that the lands of the Middle Realm shrank year by year, passing into the hands of mortal
lords asthe evenkind lost their old power to control the tides and the seasons and the growing thingsin
the land; and this Alianora knew was no rumor. And her best hope for renewing the strength of the
Redm wasin thisimpetuous df-lad who knelt before her, a child raising achild, and both of them
centuries too young to know anything about the catastrophe that had befallen their people before they
were born.

"My lord Berengar." At the sound of Alianoras voice the young man looked up. "How much do you
know about the Catastrophe?' Before he could speak, she waved him to his feet with an imperious
gesture. "Oh, stand up, man. | did not have you brought here to play at games of court rituals. | gpologize
for having let you kned so long—I wasthinking, but that is no excuse."

"The Queen of Elfhame needs no excuse."

Fleetingly Alianoraalowed hersdf to remember her second mortal husband. Henry Plantagenet would



never have knelt so long in reverent silence; no, in the time sheld sat thinking here, held have tumbled her
into bed between a quip and ajest, gotten another of their strange half-blood sons on her body and
ridden away to conquer some place or set some new lawsin force. The evenkind paid ahigh pricein
slence and control for their powers and their long life. Could this grave young man, so proper, so
restrained, redly serve her need?

If not, their case was hopeless. 'The Catastrophe, Berengar?' she prompted sharply.

The young man looked up at the pattern of intertwined knots carved around the ceiling. Fistson hips, his
short cloak thrown hack, he seemed, to be searching for the answer in another world. " The Stones of
Jurawere once the set of dl power in EImame. Their magic flowed into dieland, and we took it from
theland. Lord Joflroi of Brittany thought to take their power into himsdlf by the help of awizard's
apprentice who had stolen the secrets of mortal magecraft. The Lady Sybille, who was then the Queen of
the Middle Realm, learned of hisintention and confronted him within the circle of the Stones. No one
knows what happened then, but that they both died—the apprentice, too, | suppose, but our accounts
don't say what happened to the boy—and the power of the Stones was lost to Elfhame.”

"No one knows even that much,”" Alianoracorrected him, more sharply than she had intended. "What
makes you think they both died there?'

Berengar looked confused, and more elven than before, when he'd seemed like a perfectly correct
gatue. "Why—why, so | had it from my tutor, and it iswritten so in the scrolls of the greet library a Ys."

"Yes. Soitiswritten," Alianoraagreed. Too impatient to remain still longer, she rose and paced the
length of the small chamber. "My lord Berengar, would you request your page to bring us somewine?'

"Kieran?' Berengar's hand ruffled the page'sthick hair.
"At once, my lord."
"You arefortunate,” Alianora said asthe curtains closed behind the boy.

"I have had him for only two years, and next year he will go to the schools at Y sto learn theways of his
power."

"Even two yearsis more time to be a parent than most of our people are given now. Before the
Catastrophe our children were born infrequently, but there were dways enough to replenish therace.
Now—" Alianoraraised her empty hands before her. "Y ou were the last child born before Kieran. And
bringing his spirit into the world must have weskened his parents fatally, else they'd have warded
themselves better againgt the storm that took them. The Realm isdying, Berengar. We must reversethe
Catastrophe.”

Sheturned away from Berengar and traced the image on a silken hanging with one long finger. Asthe
cloth shivered and swayed benesth the pressure of her fingertip, the heavy folds moved and different
parts of the large tapestry gleamed in the white light that emanated from the knot-carved stone: alioness
licking her cubsinto shape, agerfalcon stooping to his prey, adragon breathing down cleansing fire upon
aleprousknight. "1 have spent many monthsin Y's, consulting with the far-seers and the memory-chanters
there, and reading the scrolls of the Catastrophe. Where do you think the power of the Stones went,
Berengar? Don't you remember the First Law?"

** 'Power is neither destroyed nor created. It flowsand isguided; it isused and it isrenewed,' "
Berengar recited from memory. "But the Stones are different.”
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He made a helpless gesture. "Well—their power was destroyed.”

"No. | have studied the Catastrophe longer, per- haps, than any save the sagesof Y's, and | mysdf have
more power to see beyond the Three Realms than any elven sage in the schools." Alianora paused,
fingering the tapestry. "Berengar, | believe that the power of the Stones was not destroyed, but sent into
another world. We know that such worlds exist; before the Catastrophe, our folk made Gatesin the
places of power, and we visited back and forth freely. Since then we have not dared to dissi pate our
remaining powers, for a Gate draws power more than any illuson. And after dl, most other worlds are
hardly places one would take any pleasurein visting. They have no society worthy of the name—only
mortas, and perhaps auisge or kelpie here and there. The oneto which | have traced Syhille€s spirit is
worse than mogt.”

"Y ou have traced her?"

Alianorafrowned and glanced where the silken tapestries trembled. "Kieran istactful," Berengar assured
her. "He knew he was being sent away; hewill remain in the outer hal until 1 call him back. And no one
elsewill pass my pagesguard.”

"The power of the Stones, Berengar, islike atrail of starsto those who know how to see. That

dtar-track leads through the paths of air and outside thisream. | have followed it and | have seen the
world, even the place on that world where our power goes and is wasted upon mortals with no strength
touseit" Alianorashuddered ddlicately. "It isaterrible world, Berengar. Pray that we are not called upon
tofollow Sybillesflight. My worgt fear isthat she will have been driven mad by her sufferingsthere,
surrounded by mortals and iron-demons and—"

"lron-demons?’

"Youwill see" Alianoraregarded him thoughtfully. "Even in that world, there have been some mortas
who sensed the existence of other reallms. One of them dreamed us, and painted his dreams. |

can use his dream-picture to open a Gate, and | can send dreams and calingsto bring Sybille back, but |
must have your permisson.”

"Mine? But, Lady—Of course," Berengar caught himself up in midsentence. "The Stonemaids of die
Garronas?'

"We havelost so many of the places of power, as mortals infringed upon our lands and aswe lost the
strength to use them aright. The Stone Circle of Fontevrault is now within the grounds of a Durandine
monastery, and thereisamill belonging to the Count of the Vexin over the Fals of Mathilde. The Jnn
have reclaimed their own placesin Spain and Outremer, and | would rather ask a Durandine brother for
help than confessto ajinni how weak we are grown here in EHhame; besides, they are inconveniently far
avay."

"There aretwo circles of standing stones upon the lands of Lord Y rthan.”

"Who has his own ideas about the way to save Elfhame.” An expression of distaste crossed Alianoras
face, "'l do not plan to marry again.”

"N-no, my Lady. | mean, yes, my Lady." Berengar bent his knee briefly and remained with head bowed
while Alianoraoutlined her plan to bring back Sybille and the power that had |eaked out of the Middle
Realm with her disappearance.



Some leagues away, in the Durandine monastery at Fontevrault, acircle of robed and hooded figures
kept watch over abrass bowl filled with milky fluid. On the surface of the white liquid, shaken and
trembling like figuresin adream, Alianoraand Berengar appeared; the white fluid around them took on
the semblance of silken tapestries, and their voices sounded like thetinny far-away calls of midnight
demons. Behind the bowl, amonk skilled in morta spells murmured ceaselesdy and passed his hands
over and above the milky potion, keeping the image faintly within view of the others assembled there.

All wore the anonymous gray robes of the order, with hoods pulled low over their facesto maintain the
mask of anonymity and equality commanded by the Rule of Saint Durand; but only one man dared speak
and interrupt the chanting magic that kept theimagein place.

"Enough, | think," he said. "We know their plans. It remains only to keep our own watch and ward over
the Gate, and to make sure that we, and not this dfling child-Lord, receive the Lady Sybille when she
passesinto thisream again.”

"If only we could pass through oursalves, and take the lady in this strange world to which she hasfled!"
exclamed another.

Thefirgt speaker swung towards him. Face and hands and feet were covered in the hooded robe of the
Order, but the lines of hisbody expressed impatience enough. "And how should we know her there? She
has doubtless changed her shape a dozen times by now. The spells we craft here may not work there, or
may work differently; it is surer and safer to let the even lords cal her back, if we can but catch her on
the moment of return.”

He gestured back towards the image, wavering for aminute with hisinterruption, but now taking on new
clarity asthe brother who changed the spellswarmed again to histask. "And even if we could know the
lady by sght—would you really want to go there? No, my brother. Trust those older and wiser than you
in the evil ways of the evenkind. They do not risk themsalvesin that world; neither need we. We aswell
asthey can send dreams and imaginations; we aswdl asthey can find those in the other world who are
closeto usin spirit. | have found such aone, and with his help we will draw the lady

Syhilleto uswhile thisyoung effling iseasly digtracted esewhere”

As he spoke, Alianorawas showing Berengar the starry trail of power lesking out of the elven reams,
and the world at the other side of the VVoid to which that trail led. The assembled Durandine monks
peered at the milky reflection of that image and shuddered with distaste—just as did Berengar, looking
into the spellcast mirror behind the tapestries of Alianoras council chamber. Opposed asthey might bein
most matters, the elvenkind and the Durandine monks were agreed on one thing: for, far better to call
Syhille back by spdlls and charmsthan to enter thisterrible world in their own bodies! Demonswith
bodies of iron rushed about narrow tracks, screaming threats at one another and every so often colliding
with cries of agony. Stone towers as high as the sky entrapped mortals who did not even know the
purpose of their servitude in these monstrous keeps. And other mortas, careless of their week fleshy
bodies, actually descended to the narrow tracks ruled by the iron-demons and hurled themselves before
them...

CHAPTER ONE

"l saw agreat sar most splendid and beautiful, and with it an exceeding multitude of failing sparkswhich
with the gar followed southward. And they examined him upon histhrone dmost as something hogtile,
and turning from him,, they sought rather the north. And suddenly they were dl annihilated, being turned
into black codls... and cast into the abyssthat | could see them no more.”

—Hildegard of Bingen



Lisacould have sworn she'd looked before crossing the street; but the car seemed to come out of
nowhere, burning rubber as the whedls screeched around the corner. A horn blared in her ear and the
driver of the convertible yelled something as she threw hersdlf out of the way. Her foot dipped on the wet
asphalt and she skated forwards. The papersin her hands shot upwards and out, dancing in a vagrant
breeze and mixing with aflock of the green and silver butterflies that frequented the garden acrossthe
Sreet. Lisaswore quietly and vicioudly, recovered her balance with one hand inches from the asphalt,

and snatched at the papers whirling above the street. Somehow she retrieved them; the butterflies danced
on their way; the blaring music from the car radio receded into the distance and Lisamade it acrossthe
street with her morning'swork, if not her dignity, precarioudy salvaged.

"What are you doing, Lisa? Don't you know there's abounty on pedestriansin Texas?' Judith Templeton
called from the front steps of die New Age Psychic Research Center. Dressed for work in faded jeans
and aHot Tuna T-shirt, with her long blonde hair tied back with a shoestring, shelooked likeatime
traveler on the deep, shady porch of the old house. "I knew the neighborhood would go to hell when they
sold the Pennyfegather place to afraternity. How did you manageto retrieve everything?'

"Just lucky, | guess." Lisahanded over her stack of Xeroxed papers and kept the originasto return to
her own files. "Here you are, Dr. Templeton: copies of dl Miss Penny's classes, contracts, and
miscellaneous paperwork. Do you redly think that's going to help you put the Center's business effairs
onto acomputer?"

"Probably not," Judith grinned. "The more | know about how my grest-aunt has been running this place,
the more confused | get. But the southern extended family isawonderful and terrible thing. Dad would
never forgive meif | didn't make one more try to rescue the Center before the creditors and the IRS
descend on her.”

"Thewhat?'

"IRS. Internd Revenue Service." Judith glanced at Lisaand shook her head. "Come on, even you New
Agetypes must occasiondly have to interact with the real world. Y ou do pay taxes on whatever

Margaret Batt minuscule salary Aunt Penny gives you, don't you, Lisa? | mean—oh, no. She does pay
you? Y ou're not kept here in peonage, or in enchanted servitude, or whatever?”  ,,n-ji "l think," Lisa
sad, "you'retrying to put off dealing with those papers. Let'sgo insde.”

Asdways, when the heavy front door with itsleaded-glass pands swung shut behind her, Lisa Celt
relieved to be insulated from the blaring world outside. The New Age Psychic Research Center, formerly
the Harry James Templeton House, was located |ess than a block from the last street of windowless
black office buildings and empty bank towersthat had taken over Austin's downtown; but in mental and
spiritua spaceit was ahundred years awvay from that world. Thick walls and overhanging eaves and
good solid doors, built to keep out the Texas heat and sunlight, now toned down the roar of downtown
traffic to anearly inaudible murmur. The origina hanging lamps with their stained-glass shades cast a
gentle, multicolored light over the entrance hallway; soothing sounds of wind chimes and ocean waves
came from the Harmonic Counsdling Center in what had once been aformal dining room, and incense
from the Afro-Jamaican Spiritua Fantasy Bookstorein the old library gave the cool air ahint of rose and
jasmine,

For once there was no one waiting with a criss demanding Lisas attention, and the cabriole-legged
mahogany table that she had commandeered for her desk was empty of messages. She hung her purse
over the back of the chair, dropped Miss Penny'sfilesin the top drawer of the table and wandered into
the incense-scented darkness of the Spiritua Fantasy Bookstore. The curtain of hanging beads and bells
tinkled pleasantly as she passed through it, and Mahluli arose from hisarmchair by the window.



"Can | help you—oh, it'syou, Lisa. Cometo look at the Nielsen pictures again? Be my guest.”
AITI be careful,” Lisapromised.
"I know. I wish | could give you the book, but—"

Lisashook her head. "Don't even think about it. | don't know how much you had to pay for afirst edition
with tipped-in plates of Kay Nidsen'sillugrations, and if you teU me I'll just start worrying about your
finances aswell as Miss Penny's. Some day you'll sdll the book to awesdlthy collector.”

"Who will put it behind glass, in adimate-controUed environment, and nobody will ever enjoy it again.”
Mahluli James Robertson O'Connor sighed and shook his beaded dreadlocks over his own prediction. "'l
ought to donate it to the Center—you wouldn't believe how many people have been dropping in to ook
at the pictureslately.”

"I would," said Lisa. She picked up the old book and gently opened it to her favoriteillustration. "They're
very..." But theright word wouldn't come. " Soothing? Inspiring?”

Mahluli grinned. "Y eah. They sureare. Me, if | had to pick aword, I'd say addictive, the way you keep
coming back to them—and the others, too. Go on, girl. Get afix. Il just tend to my business.”

Lisabarely heard M ah [ull's last gentle jab; her eyeswere dready fixed on the picture, and shewas
drinking in the fedling of strength and serenity it dways gave her.

Compared with some of Nielsen's better-known illustrations, it was deceptively smple: a peaceful forest
scene, asmall creek running over boulders and shaded by tall trees, with a centrd grassy clearing framed
by an arch of weathered gray stone. But the longer Lisalooked, the more enchanting detail and variety
she saw in the picture. The arch of stone was freestanding, and around it the artist had painted amisty
gray sky in which vague cloud-shapes seemed to dance; but beyond the arch, the forest floor was
dappled with sunlight, and the green leaves of the treesformed a complex interlocking mosaic againgt a
sky too brilliantly blueto bered. If she stared long enough, Lisabegan to fed that she could actudly see
the sunlight dancing on the surface of the stream, and that the leaves overhead were stirring in anillusory
breeze. With just alittle more concentration, she would be able to hear the musical rippling of the water
asit tumbled over those white boulders, somehow she knew that would be the sweetest sound in the
world, one she had been longing to hear for untold ages....

"Lisal Whereareyou?'
"Doesn't anybody know what's going on around this place?’

Lisaclosed the book quickly and hurried back through the bead curtain. Thetinkling of Mahluli's beads
and bellswas like an echo of the stream; the illusion of the picture clung to her, so strong that she found
hersalf shaking her fingertips free of imaginary droplets of water. Jreally must stop daydreaming during
working hours. She was amost relieved to turn back to the everyday crises and conflictsthat were
norma working conditions at the New Age Center.

"Lisa, you've let the storeroom run out of seasdt again,” complained Ginevraof Ginevras Crystd
Hedling and Meditation Room. "How am | supposed to cleanse my new crystas of their previous
owners karma?"'

"Lisa, | need $4.59 out of petty cash immediatdly, and you've gone and |eft the box locked again!" That
wasjohnny Z., last name unknown, who sold T-shirts with inspirational messages out of what had once
been the butler's pantry. "How do you expect meto give thislady her changeif you keep the cash box



locked?"

"I have an gppointment with Miss Templeton,” announced a heavyset man in abusiness suit. Hisdark hair
was combed back with too much ail, and his black eyeslooked over what he could see of the front
roomswith an acquisitive gleam that made Lisauncomfortable. Redl estate, she thought automatically.
Developer. "Doesn't anybody tend to business around here?"

Lisaunlocked the top drawer of her desk and took out a spiral-bound notebook. *Mr. Simmons?”

The dark man nodded. "Clifford J. Worthington Smmons 111. Well, whereisthe old lady? | don't have
timeto waste"

"It isnow ten minutesto eeven,” Lisasaid. "Y our gppointment isat eeven. If you'l please take a sedt,
Miss Templeton will bewith you shortly." She stared at Clifford J. Worthington Simmons 11, fighting
down the desire to drop her eyes as she usudly did when strangers looked so hard at her, until he
backed away and took one of the striped Regency chairs against thewall.

"Hey, nice notebook," said Mahluli, who had come out of his bookstore room to see what al the fuss
was about. He took the spira-bound book out of Lisa's hand and looked closely at the cover design of
unicorns dancing on arainbow. "1 don't stock anything like that. Whereld you get it? Whole Foods?
Grok Books? How come you don't keep it on the desk?"

"I bought it at the stationery counter at Safeway, and | keep it locked away because otherwise someone
like you would wander away with it and | wouldn't be able to keep track of Miss Penny's schedule,” Lisa
answered, twitching the notebook out of Mahluli's hand and dropping it back in the desk drawer. "And
that's why the cash box islocked, too, Johnny—

Margaret Batt because too many people have been taking money for change and not leaving me anote
of what they took when. Here's your $4.59." Johnny reached for the money and Lisaheld her hand
back. "Uh-uh. Y ou write anote first, remember?

While Johnny Z. was scribbling his receipt, Lisaturned to Ginevra. "I'm sorry about the sea salt; we seem
to have been using more than usud this month, and Whole Foods was closed this morning.”

"It just cakesup so fast," Ginevraagreed. "There must be alot of bad karmain the air these days.”

"Mmm," Lisaagreed. "That does seem to happen whenever the humidity is over 90 percent, have you
noticed? Anyway, | bought you abox of Morton's Kosher Coarse at Safeway. Y ou can use that today,
or wait till tomorrow and I'll pick up some more authentic sat at Whole Foods.”

"Y es, but—"

Lisaglanced at her notebook again. "Don't you have aclient waiting for consultation now? Amy Du-val.
Crystd hedling and meditation to strengthen her spirit againgt abad Stuation at the office, 10:45."

"Oh!" All at oncethe reception hall emptied. Ginevradisappeared in aflutter of hand-painted stk chiffon
to placate her waiting client. At aimost the same time Miss Penelope Templeton appeared at the door to
the back hdl, asmdl white-haired figure enveloped in voluminous white Indian cotton garments, and
beckoned to the mysterious Clifford Sim-mons. Johnny Z. had taken his customer back to examine the
T-shirt selection and Mahluli had returned to his reading in the Spiritua Fantasy Bookstore. Judith
Templeton, leaning againgt the front door, raised her hands and applauded with great silent mimed claps.

"I don't know how you do it,” she said, "but you begin to give me hope of reducing Aunt Penny's affairs
to some sort of order. How do you cope with thismob? Are al the secrets of the universein that



notebook of yours?'

Lisaclosed the unicorn notebook and did it back into the top desk drawer. "Oh, well, it'snot as bad asit
seems,” shesaid. "'l was trained to be precise—to keep good records..."

"Must have been one hell of agood secretarid school if it prepared you to dedl with the likes of this
crew,” Judith said. "Where did you say you went to school ?*

"Oh, here and there. UTs a pretty good school, isn't it? Do you teach there?”

Judith shook her head. "One year. Never again. If you think these people are nuts, you wouldn't believe
what goes on in faculty meetings! | prefer working for mysalf. No pressure to publish, and | get an
interesting variety of jobs. Mogtly | help people to computerize their businesses—like this—only usudly,
of course, | get paid for it. And usudly the level of chaosian't quite this bad. It's a nuisance, though,
having to straighten out al the records and business details before | can get down to playing with the
computer.” She eyed Lisasimmaculate desk. "I could do twice as many jobsif | had agood secretary. |
don't suppose you—?"

"Thefamily," Lisapointed out, "would never forgive you if you stole Miss Penny's secretary-receptionist.”

"No, | suppose not. But frankly, Lisa, after looking at the records you've brought me, | realy don't think
any amount of computer wizardry will shore up thisbusinessfor long. Y ou may belooking for ajob
sooner than you redize. Half her tenants are months behind on the rent—or | think they are; she doesn't
give receipts most of the time, and she throws away cancelled checks because things that have passed
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through the bank give off bad vibrations. She's got unpaid billsall over town, threatening lettersfrom al
the utilities and an gppointment in two days with an RS agent who thinks he wants to take over the
businessin lieu of unpaid taxes."

"I know about the bills. We were hoping you could persuade some of the creditorsto wait for their
money. Now that you're going to make the Center so much more efficient—"

"l am not," said Judith, "amagician. Y ou'd better get some of your crystd hedlers and spiritud fantassts
working on Aunt Penny's case.”

Lisagmiled faintly. "I expect they are dready doing al they can. Unfortunately, none of it works."
Judith gave her asharp glance. "No—of course not—nbut | didn't expect to hear you say that.”

"Bdlief," Lisasaid, "isnot part of the job description. | answer the telephone, keep track of appointments,
make copies of lost keys, keep the supply cabinet stocked—when | can—with sea salt and other
necessities, and try to keep Johnny Z. and Miss Penny from taking small change out of the cash box
without areceipt. | do not do windows, crystd healings, or bookkeeping.”

"Just aswdl," Judith murmured. "That last task would break your heart. Here | am trying to set Aunt
Penny up with acomputer system to run her business, and | still haven't figured out whether dl these
people are tenants or business partners.”

"Don't worry," Lisasaid, "I don't think they know either. It all works somehow, though—"

"They are tenants," announced a deep and unpleasantly familiar voice from the door to the back hall. "I
choose my own business partners.”



Lisas chair spun around, carrying her with it in awhirl of mouse-blonde hair and denim skirt. Judith
looked up, startled, to see Clifford Simmons standing in the doorway. For such abig man, he certainly
had comein quietly; there hadn't been so much asthe cresk of an ancient floorboard to betray his
presence. And he was looking over the entry room and its contents—the two women included—uwith a
proprietoria starethat she didiked intensdly. She dowly straightened and folded her arms over her chest.
"And since when do you say how Aunt Penny runs her business, mister?”'

"Judith, dear.” Miss Penelope Templeton was adithering gray presencein the hall behind Mr.
Sim-monss solid bulk. As he moved into the room with a heavy tread, she fluttered in behind him. "It's
not—that is, you know the difficulties—well, the city reassessed dl the buildings on this block, and the
new property taxes—and there never seemsto be any money” shewailed, "and dl the bills—"

Judith bent and hugged her great-aunt. "I know you've had some problems, Aunt Penny. That'swhy I'm
here—to help straighten things out. And if you need aloan, I'm sure Dad—"

Miss Penelope drew hersdlf up to her full five feet two inches. "I have never been aburden on my family,
Judith, and | do not intend to begin now. Nor do | need money. Mr. Simmons has kindly agreed to buy
the busnessfromme."

"And dl the stock,” Clifford Simmons added, "furnishings, bookstore stock, crystals, incense,
e—whatever. Y ou needn't look so worried, girls. I'm going to let Miss Penny keep right on running
thingsjust as she dways has; it's just that we both agreed she needs a more experienced hand on the
whedl. A man's judgment, you know. |'ve had some business experience. Well get this place turned
around in no time. There may be afew minor changesin operations—we do need more emphasis on
management and planning—but nothing at dl for you girlsto worry about.”

"I'm not worried," said Judith distantly. "I don't work for you. | was here asafavor to Aunt Penny.” She
looked at Lisa. ™Y ou might want to remember what | said earlier, Lisa" She didn't want to be so crassas
to hire Lisaright out from under her new bosss nose; but the girl looked sick and white. No wonder.
Having to work for Clifford J. Worthington Smmons 111 would make anybody sick. Lisaneeded to be
reminded that there were other jobsin the world, that she was a competent secretary, not amedieva

saf.

"Well, well, girls, well straighten out dll theselittle details aswe go dong.” Clifford Smmons beamed a
them and rubbed his palmstogether. "I'm sure you're both team players; that's adl that redly matters.
Now, Judy, I'm sure you have some work to do on your computer; why don't you run aong
and—er—>bug the program, or whatever, while | confer with Lizzie here about the mundane details of the
changeover. " Helaid one hand on Lisas shoulder. ™Y ou can begin by making an inventory of the
bookstore stock while | look over your records. Where's that notebook | saw you going through earlier?
And therest of your files?'

A sray butterfly wandered in through the open window and fluttered right under Clifford Smmonss
nose. He sneezed and flapped it away with hisfree hand, but the movement only seemed to attract more
of the curious insects. They streamed through the window and made a dancing cloud about hishead for a
few seconds. While he was sneezing and shooing diem away, Lisa pushed her chair away from him and
put one hand protectively over the top desk drawer,

"Miss Penny'sfiles are confidentid until shetdlsmeotherwise" Lisasaid, "and you'l haveto discussthe
inventory with your... tenants. They paid then-own money for their stock and they are under the
impression that the materias belong to them. Y ou may have bought less than you think, Mr. Smmons."



"I'll start with the files you do keep, then.” Clifford Simmons bent over her and tugged at the brass
ring-handle of the top drawer. Nothing happened.

"Oh, dear," Lisasaid, her voice dripping with sympathy, "it ssemsto be stuck again." Simmons used both
hands to yank at the drawer and Lisatook the opportunity to stand up and put the desk between them.
"These old pieces of furniture can be so annoying, can't they?"

"It'snot stuck! It'slocked!"
"Impossible" said Lisawith authority. "Therésno key."

"You'll producethe key," Smmons said between histeeth. "Tomorrow. When | come back with my
lawyer."

He stood abruptly and strode out of the house, damming the heavy front door behind him. The three
women stood in the entryway and stared at each other.

"Oh, dear," said Miss Pendlope waveringly. "He seemed such anice man when he was offering to buy
the house and business. | never thought he would lose histemper like that. Have | made aterrible
mistake, Judith?"

"Istheded find?"

"I don't know. | Signed some papers—but then he said something about having hislawyer look them
over—and he was quite annoyed that Lisadoesn't have anotary's sedl, in feet he said some very
unpleasant things then too—"

Judith leaned over the mahogany desk and picked up the telephone.
"Who areyou cdling?’

"Nick, of course." Judith balanced the receiver in one hand and punched out along sequence of numbers
with the other. "lsn't it fortunate that my worthless little brother grew up to be alawyer?'Y ou need more
than computer expertise here, Aunt Penny. And speaking of expertise, whereésLisa?' Judith frowned into
the phone. It wasn't avery big mystery, but she did wonder how adesk drawer that had been opening
and closing perfectly smoothly al morning had become so thoroughly stuck just when Lisadidn't want to
open it. And—surey that window had been closed when they cameinto the room? She hadn't redlly paid
any atention...

While she listened to the ringing at the other end of the wire, Judith absentrnindedly jiggled the drawer
with her free hand. No, not stuck. Locked. Clifford Simmons had been absolutely right.

And she'd been standing right there talking to Lisa, and never saw asign of akey in her hand. "Must be
going blindin my old age" Judith muttered. "Ill be wearing bifocals before I'm thirty.” Which wasn't so far
away, and that was another depressing thought—but then Nick answered the telephone, and she had to
explain to him exactly why he should dose afledgling law officein Brownsville and driveto Augtin
immediady.

Lisahad quietly dipped out of the room while Judith was placing her cal. Her head was throbbing and
shewas sick withworry. If Clifford Smmons owned the business, wouldn't he want to see her resume at
some point? He'd want to Straighten out the records, to pay her aregular salary by check, to list her
Socia Security number. And hedd probably think it was most unbusinesdike for her to live in two rooms
at the top of the house.



Her safe haven was vanishing, and she needed to retregt to the only other peace she knew: the world of
the picture.

"111 explain later," she managed to say to Mahluli when he asked what dl the shouting had been about.
Mahluli had to be warned—all the tenants had to know about the change that was descending upon
them—but first Lisahad to strengthen herself with another glance at the picture world.

It had changed since that morning, or else her own changed mood was causing her to read new meanings
into the complex lines and swirlsthat indicated trees and stones and clouds. The shadowsin the forest
were more pronounced than the golden dapples of sunlight. The stream seemed stagnant, with greenish
scum gathering adong the banks. And the clouds that surrounded the arch were darker, with hints of
blue-black thunderheads building in their midst. Lisacouldn't ook at the forest; the border of clouds
entrapped her and she stared at the vague swirling lines until her unblinking eyes burned. There were
things out of a nightmare in those clouds, tearful shapesthat she did not want to see clearly; she knew
that aswell as she knew anything.

There was no peace to be found in the picture today, and still it was an effort to tear her eyesfromit.
"Mahluli—" Lisachoked out.

Hewas at her Sdein an instant.
"What isit?"
"Close—the book?"

Instead he took the opened book from her hands, holding it up to let the light from the bay window fell
on the picture. "Now look at that," he marveled. "L ooks completely different by afternoon light, doesn't
it?'Youd amost think it was adifferent picture now. Fascinating..."

With the picture no longer before her eyes, Lisa could move again. She closed the book with asnap and
ignored Mahluli's howl of protest at treating his prized first edition so roughly. "We don't have timefor
that now," she said. "We have to make plans. Get the othersin here. | haveto tel you what's

happened..."”

Theworgt thing was that even while she explained the Smmons disaster to Mahluli and Cinevraand
Johnny Z., even while the memory of the sorm-scene chilled her insgde, she till wanted to open the book
and look at the picture again. The craving was a constant ache within her, and no amount of reminding
hersdf of red problemsin the red world could take her mind off the menacing storm cloudsin that

imaginary world.
CHAPTER TWO

Let no one be surprised at what we are about to relate, for it was common gossip up and down the
countryside that after February 6th many people both saw and heard awhole pack of huntsmenin full
cry. They straddled black horses and black bucks while their hounds were pitch black with staring
hideous eyes. Thiswas seen in the very deer park of Peterborough town, and in al the woods stretching
from that same spot asfar as Stamford. All the night monks heard them sounding and winding their horns.

—Anglo-Saxon Chronicle, 1127 A.D.

A wind howled down out of the north and the clouds of the summer thunderstorm swirled about the
circle of standing stonesin the forest of the Carronais, darkening the sky and sending drops of rain
pattering down on the giff green needles of the trees around the circle. Within die circle, and aboveit, the



sky remained clear and bright; sun sprinkled the floor of green moss and played over the smooth gray
surfaces of die Stonemaidens.

Just beyond that circle, where the path through the forest ended, a high pointed arch roseto mark the
entranceto the circle. It was e ven work, centuries old and uncountable centuries younger than the
Stonemai dens themsalves, stone raised and pierced and pointed like a palace of light, designed so that
thefirgt rays of therising sun should pour through it and give the arch theilluson of being carved from
light itself. Now, at noon, it was only an arch, and the boy who had been looking through it since dawn
had long since felt his expectant wonder fade away into smple boredom. Even the vague distorted
glimpse of another relm had ceased to hold his attention; most of the time there was only agray hazeto
be seen, and the occasiona views of a shadowy book-lined room had become dull through repetition.
He had been hoping to see adragon or ademon or something that might justify the loathing with which
Berengar spoke of this other reaim.

Thelazy noontime hest baked into his bones, tempting him to dumber. He gave a bone-cracking yawn,
deegpily hauled himsdf to hisfeet and went afew paces away to wash hisface in the cold waters of the
stream. Before he knelt, he glanced back over his shoulder to make sure that the one for whom he
waited had not appeared; then, yawning again, he plunged hiswhole face into the bubbling cool water
and blew astring of bubblesto startle the fishes.

It wasin that moment of play and inattention that the thunderstorm closed in, cloudsand rain and
darkness moving preternaturaly fast behind the driving lash of that northern wind. Kieran started up from
the stream when he fdlt the pattering of raindrops on his back. Automatically one hand traced the pattern
of warding, and the next raindrops were deflected by his persond shielding. He no longer felt the wet
wind againg his cheeks, but he could still hear the creaking of the trees around him and the high keening
of the sorm-wind in the sky above. If the storm grew alittle heavier it would break through the light
warding he had set; he was too young to have full use of his elven powers, and the task of guarding
againg wind and rain and faling branches al at once would be quite beyond him.

Beyond the arch, the circle defined by the leaning shapes of the Stonemaidens was bright and sunny.
Kieran looked toward it with longing. If only he could take refuge there until the storm had passed! But
he had been dtrictly warned againgt that. Now that the Gate had been prepared, any of the el venkind
entering the circle might find themsalves drawn without warning into that other world that Alianorahad
shown hislord. Curiosity tempted Kieran, but—what if the tales of iron-demons and such were true?

His musings had distracted him from the gathering fury of the ssorm. As he'd expected, the wind and rain
together were growing too strong for his shielding. Already fat drops of rain were splashing on the
surface of his moonwoven cloak; soon enough even that dixnade stuff would be soaked through. Kieran
drew the hood up over his head and told himself not to be ababy. A wetting wouldn't hurt him, not like
stumbling into the world of the iron-demons would, and he wasn't a child to be terrified by the strange
howling of thewind that drove the sorm—

Howling, yes. But not of wind. Kieran's head jerked upwards and he froze for amoment as he listened to
the long drawn-out criesthat echoed on the wind, followed by the sound of adistant horn.

"The Wild Hunt!" he whispered. He knew the sound well enough, but it did not belong to the day. The
Hunt rode on moonless nights when the storm-clouds were low in the sky: adark shadow acrossthe
moon, the baying of ghostly hounds whose eyes glowed

Margpret Bal in transparent shadow-feces, an army of the dead out to capture new souls. Mortas
feared Herluin, the One who Rides, and hisarmy of the dead; their folk-tales reached back to the ancient
days before efiords and churchlords had joined together to bind Herluin into the darkness, when his



hounds could tear mortal flesh and hishorn could call morta souls out to run forever in the Wild Hunt. Of
late there had been whispers that those days were coming back; strange tales came from the east, rumors
of villages deserted and fields gone unharvested. None had yet been taken from the Garronais, but the
slver horn of Herluin had been sounding al too often in moonless nights—and now die Hunt was out at
noon, anoon that the summer storm was making dmost as dark as night.

He should have guessed. A natura storm would have swept through the circle of the Stonemaidens as
eadly asthrough dierest of the forest. Only a spellcast wind would .have been halted at the boundaries
of the standing stones—as would the One Who Rides and the rest of his ghostly army, aswould all
created things not akin to die elvenldnd or those they called to join them. Beyond the arch, Kieran would
be safe from die ghost-hounds, if not from the iron-demons of die other world; and there was no question
which he feared more. He took two steps forward, then stopped, trembling with the conflict between fear
and duty.

Hewas of even blood. What would the Hounds want with him? They hunted souls—and the Church had
long since decreed that the evenkind were without souls. The cold music of the silver horn frightened
him, but at least he had no soul to lose to Herluin. But there were others who were not so safe. The
village of St.-Remy was only afew miles distant, in the direct path of the storm. The villagerswould have
been bringing in their scanty harvest when the clouds rolled overhead; now they would be cursing the
coming rain and working to save what they could before the storm flattened the fields, and thinking of
little else. They had never known the Hunt to ride by day; it was athing of the night. They would not be
expecting it. Their mortal earswould not have the keennessto pick up the sounds of hounds and horn
many |leagues away, as Kieran's had done.

Hemight be able to get there in time to warn them. The Hunt might not pay any atention to him. The
villagers of St.-Remy were under Berengar's protection, and Berengar was Kieran'slord and adso his
god, the even lord who had rescued him from storm and starvation and his own impotent anger, who had
given him aplacein the world and had taught him how to make the most of his burgeoning elven powers.

There was no choice.

Kieran cast onelast ook at the safe sunlit world within the circle and then took to his hedls, following the
path beside the stream. Along the stream until it sank between cliffsto join die River Garron, then across
Forty Thieves Field, Black Ewe Paddock, and between the two great oaks—he knew die way to
S.-Remy aswdll asdie way to hisown chamber. As he ran, hislips formed the words for a speedspdl
he was not supposed to know yet, and hisfeet rose until he wasjust skimming die path, running on air
and flying dmogt asfast as die oncoming storm.

Atdiefirst sght of clouds, die men in the fields worked even harder and fester than they had been doing.
Stripped to the waist, swesting under die summer sun, diey labored to bring in dieir harvest beforerain
flattened the fields, and while they worked diey muttered prayersto avert the speeding thunderclouds.
When die sky darkened, dieir women joined them in the last desperate attempt to save the grain. They
worked beside the men, old wives and young girls, skirtskilted up above the knee, bodicestight to their
bodies with swest. Already drops of rain were mingling with the sweet thet fell from die laborers, and the
hot summer afternoon was chilled by the wind out of the north. The villagers shouted and cursed and
prayed and panted, and no one heard anything out of the ordinary in the wind that whistled above them.

"Send for priest,” Arn of the Bridge commanded his crippled daughter. Maud had been limping around
the fields with dippers of cool water to dake the thirst of the able-bodied men. "Tell him to bring cross
out o' church and hold it up. Maybe Our Lord will stand between us and the storm.”

™A won't come," the girl reported afew momentslater. " 'A’'slocked sdlf in die church, praying, and



shouted to me through the window-dlit that us had best get within doors before the storm hits.”

Arntook along drink of water and spat dust and grime out, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.
"What's awetting to us? It'st'winter'sfood I'm worried about. What'll us edt then if ushidesingde while
rain takes the crop?’ It was arhetorical question; before Maud could have answered, he had dropped
the dipper back in her bucket and bent again to histask.

After amoment's thought, Maud set her bucket down by the edge of thefield and followed behind her
father, twisting the stalks of grain into sheaves so that he could spend al histime cutting. Let the men and
women of the villagewak over to the bucket themselves, if they wanted adrink; she and Arn were the
only onesto bring in their share of the crop, and he couldn't spare her a atimelike this. Nor could she
spare hersalf. Over and over she bent to scoop up the stalksin her |eft arm, stood to bind diem togedier
widi atwist of grass, stooped to set die completed sheaf upright where diey could collect it when they
gave up regping for the day. The repeated motion turned die congtant ache in her maformed hipinto a
living fire, but there was no time to diink about diat. Bend, stand, twist, stoop; bend, stand, twist, stoop.
She followed behind Arn and tried to diink of nodiing else but dietask in front of her nose.

She succeeded so well that she dmost bumped diat noseinto Arn's broad back where he stood at die
end of dierow, sckledrooping in his hand. "Wha—?' Maud began. Then she saw the f-boy where he
had burst out of dieforest. Chest heaving, he was down on one knee, red and swesating and scraped
from fellslike any mortal lad, and die silver-bright hair diat framed his pointed face was dark with swest.
But he had till enough breath to gasp out awarning to die startled villagers.

"TheHunt isup! Get indde, for your sould™

"Lord Berengar hunting?* Arn said dowly. "Nay, lad, on aday like thished be overwatching die
harvesters on his demesne fields, wouldn't he?”

Kieran pointed up at die cloudsracing by overhead. "Fools." All die customary scorn of die evenkind for
dull, dow, plodding mortalswasin hisvoice; but there was aso anote of fear diat began to strike
responsive sparks among die weary villagers. "Can't you hear? It'sdie Wild Hunt."

"Not by day!" protested awoman in the back of die gathering crowd.

"Thisis—aspetlcast wind," Kieran panted. "l was at die Stonemaidens when it came—die storm couldn't
get within the circle. Wind sent to bring die clouds down—meake it dark—can die Hunt ride at noon, if a
wizard turns noon to night?'

No one knew die answer to diat. No one cared to know. For just dien the silver sound of ahunting horn
echoed through the sky, cold asice and still as death. The villagers dropped their tools and | eft the
sheaves of wheat standing in thefidds.

It was only afew hundred yards to the nearest houses; by the time Kieran had got his breath back and
stumbled to hisfeet, thefirst of the villagers were aready safe. The horn sounded again, and thistimeiit
was accompanied by thelong baying note of ahound sighting its quarry. The achingly sweet music of the
horn robbed Kieran'slegs of al strength; his knees were about to bend under him when agirl's hand
pinched hisarm and then dragged him upright again.

"Come on, df-boy!" the girl sobbed. "Y ou ran this fer—you can come alittle farther.”

Kieran leaned on her and she staggered under his weight. He recognized her now: Maud, the
bridge-keeper's crippled daughter. Not agirl. A woman of eighteen, but thin and wasted from the curse
that had twisted her hip at birth. And not strong. He must lead her, not lean on her.



And there wasn't time. He could see the red eyes of the hounds now, glowing through the pale
tranducent gray of their shadow-bodies; and the horn's cold music never stopped; and dl the otherswere
within doors now, tumbling in helter-skelter and locking and barring doors and windows behind them.
Maud couldn't run, and he wastoo tired, and the music took al the strength out of his soul; and maybe
no onewould dareto let them inif they did reach the shelter of the houses.

"Y ou shouldn't have stayed," he said tiredly. With the hounds so close, now circling to cut them off from
the village, his confidence that they would not hunt one of the evenldnd was leaking away from him. It
was going to be hard enough to raise what little powers of illusion he possessed to defend himsdf; he
resented having to defend this mortal woman too. "Why did you stay? Y ou know you can't run; you
should have gone at once.”

"And leaveyou?'

She was pae now, and pressed closeto him asif she thought his €lvish body could give her mortal
warmth and comfort. Very frightened, Kieran thought So was he. The hounds were on the earth now,
prowling round them in adiminishing circle. He could see the shapes of wheat-sheaves and houses and
trees and the stone tower of the church through their ghostly bodies.

"Don't worry," Kieran told her. "They don't want me, not an €f, I've no soul for them to take; and 111
cover us both with illuson so that they won't dare to come near you either.”

As hefilled both hands with flight and threw it outward to blaze in aring about them, he hoped he had
been tdling the truth.

Near itsrisgng place, the river Garron runs between the steep cliflswhich it has carved out of the soft
stone of the Garronais, and this narrow course forces the river into a continua splashing of ripplesand
rainbow-scented spray and sparkling little fals. Farther down, towards the coadt, the land is lower and
the riverbed fans out into a smooth, duggish sheet of water and reeds cregping across the sands of tile
Garronais. But in the forested uplands where Berengar of the Garronais had his keep, the river splashed
and sang to itsdlf and threw up arcs of misty spray so that there was a perpetud glimmering of rainbows
along the cliff edge. Shapes of towers and turrets and staircases arching into nowhere dazzled the eyes of
unwary travelerswho had heard, but not quite believed, the tales of the river-mirages of the Garronais.

These shimmering, evanescent images were the guardians of Berengar's keep. Thered towerswith their
outer walls of iridescent seastone were concealed among a host of shifting, rainbow-colored illusons that
looked sometimeslike hills and trees, sometimes like barren gorges; the mist and spray that rose from the
river were subtly enhanced by additiond, illusory waterfdls, and afind spdll of disquiet ensured that no
traveler not of elven blood could stare for long into the misty illusions without feding a vague discomfort,
afear without reason and ayearning to be somewhere e entirely.

And none of these safeguards, as Bishop Rotrou tactlesdy pointed out, would be any protection at dl
againgt aband of mortal soldiers armed with iron wespons and guided by a Durandine mage.

"Or arenegade elf," Berengar politely agreed, "for we do quarrel among oursdlves, and who knows but
one of the elder lords might not offer his servicesto amortal army bent upon my destruction?
Fortunatdly, | have no enemies.”

"l wish that weretrue," said Rotrou heavily.

Hie bishop of the scattered parishes of the Garronais was an old man in morta terms, nearing his Sixtieth
year, but he was dtill strong enough to ride on his episcopad visitations and with afist heavy enough to put
thefear of God into any delinquent parish priest. Long years of mediating between the elven lords of the



region and their mortal tenants had |&ft lines on his heavy face and had drawn histhick black brows
together in a permanent frown. Beneath eyes as bright and penetrating as ever, hisjowls sagged tiredly
and his broad shoulders were now dumped from the weariness of hislong ride.

Berengar had known the bishop dl hislife, but the man's bounding energy and enthusiasm had concedled
from him, until thisvigit, the changes brought by age. He signalled one of hismorta pagesto pour more
wine, and tried to conceal the pity he felt when he looked upon Rotrou'stired face. When | first grew into
my powers, he was ayoung man; and before | attain my magjority, helll be dead. No wonder mortasare
short-tempered and impatient. So littletime!

"Do not trouble yoursdf on my account, my son," said Bishop Rotrou tranquilly. "1 have dl eternity to
look forward to, while you have only your span of years on this earth—Ilong though they may be
compared with ours, gill they arefinite.”

Berengar's hand shook alittle, and the red wine of Burgundy that the page had just poured dopped over
the edges of his carved wooden mazer. "I have heard that mortal magecraft had improved considerably in
thelast years," he said carefully, "but | did not know that it extended to the reading of thoughts. And isit
not forbidden aloya son of the Church to dabble in such matters?”

Rotrou's rolling, generous chuckle took years from his gppearance. "My son, it takes no great skill in
mind reading to know what a young man thinks when he |ooks upon one growing old. Add to that my
knowledge of how you evenkind pity us mortals our short lives, and you'll see that there was no
magecraft involved. But, as| said, the pity isunnecessary; we are in better case than you.”

"l am familiar with the Church'sdoctrine," said Berengar mildly. He, like most elves, had nowish to
quarrel with the officia decision of the Bishop of Paris—later confirmed by Pope Caritas—that the
elvenkind had no souls and hence could not come under the jurisdiction of Holy Church. That decision
had ended awave of heretic-burnings and elf-murders that threastened to tear gpart dl the kingdoms
where elvenkind and mortals shared the land. Berengar sipped hiswine more carefully and watched
Rotrou under danted brows, trying to gauge what to say next. It had seemed to him that the bishop was
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keep?

"And," Berengar resumed at last, "1 do not think that you came to me, ayouth in your world and achild
inmy own, to discuss high doctrinal questions of Christian theology. | am, of course, delighted that you
chose to break your journey here..."

Helet the sentencetrail off, inviting some response from Rotrou.

The bishop sighed heavily and rubbed one hand over hisface. "I am growing old, Berengar. It'sahard
ride up from the coast."

Berengar pressed him to stay for the night with &l the obligatory phrases of hospitdity, dl thewhile
wondering how the resources of the keep could be stretched to feed the bishop and his extensive retinue.
Asthedvenkind lost their ability to ride the winds and move the rain clouds, harvestsin thisregion and
many others had grown thinner and poorer year after year. Berengar waslord of ahungry land, and on
most nights he dined no better than hismorta peasants, on boiled grain with some milk and honey to lend
it substance. Illusion, of course, could turn the meal into the semblance of roast peacocks and
amond-sauced fish; but the e venkind counted it poor hospitdity to servetheir guestsillusory feadts.
Magic should be used to enhance anoble redlity, not to conced poverty.

Hewas rdieved when the bishop inssted that he must go on to the Durandine monastery of Remigiusthat



very afternoon.

"It's near the boundaries of my lands," Berengar said, "'not two miles, in feet, from my own village of
S.-Remy. I'll ridewith you that far, my lord."

Bishop Rotrou darted a sharp glance at Berengar. "But not, | take it, into the very monastery itself?"

"Y ou know that the Durandine brothers have no love for my kind," Berengar replied. "And lessfor me,
sncel refused to sdll them St.-Remy and the surrounding lands so that they could turn out the villagers
and increase the empty territories about their monastery.”

"Mmm." Bishop Rotrou nodded. "And hasit occurred to you, Berengar, that the Durandines aone of our
Chrigtian orders are exempted from the prohibition against magecraft? | suspect that their stronger mages
could even pierce the shield of illusonsthat guards this keep."

"Oh, | don't think the brothers are so eager for alittle piece of pasture that they'd go to war against me.”
Berengar laughed, and hoped that he sounded as carefree as he pretended to be. "And if they did—well,
my lord, we of the elvenkind have other kinds of illusion at our disposal, and other defenses besides
illuson, if it comesto that. It has been along time since any army of mortal men has cared to risk being
trangported to the sands of Outremer.”

"It hasdso,” said Rotrou, "been along time since your grandsire performed that feat. Are the elvenkind
il strong enough to work such wonders?'

Berengar laughed again. "Ask the men of your retinue, my lord, who had to ride here blindfolded and
with elvesleading their horses, because they could not abide the spells of aversion which surround my
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But hewas devoutly grateful that Rotrou did not stay to test Berengar's own powers of illuson onthe
scanty med of boiled grain and milk that awaited him below.

From Berengar's keep on the clifls of the Garron to the hillside village of St.-Remy, the last outcropping
of cultivable land before the forest and fields gave way to barren uplands, was along hot ridefor a
summer afternoon, and no journey for an aging man who was areedy tired. Berengar felt guilty for his
own sefish reief that Rotrou had chosen to continue on to the Durandine monastery, guilty for not urging
him harder to stay, and relieved a the Sght of clouds darkening the sky and the fedl of a cool
rain-scented wind blowing down from the north. At least the clouds would mitigate the heat of the day
and makethislast part of the journey easier on the old man.

"It lookslike a storm brewing," observed Rotrou as they rode out at the head of hislittle train of guards
and clerks and pack-mules with the bishop's forma vestments and his fur-lined cloak and hisown linen
sheetsdl following dong in neet bundles. " Are you sure you wish to accompany me, my son? Y oull
hardly be able to return to your keep before dark.”

"Then 111 beg abed and abite to eat from my villagersin St.-Remy," Berengar replied. "They'll be
honored to serve their lord.” He did not add that the villagers coarse bread and sour cheese would be a
more substantia meal than awaited him a home.

Rotrou shot him another of those puzzling sharp glances. "Will they indeed? I'm glad to know you have
such good relations with your people. These Garronnaisare asurly lot; I'd hardly have thought they
would welcome alord of their own race into their homes, much less one of the evenkind.”

"Thefolk of St.-Remy have reason to like the elvenkind," Berengar pointed out. " The Durandines are



eager to get their land, and you know what follows wherever those new monks get land; they turn off the
people and build walsto enclose their monagteriesin solitude. While | hold this part of the Garronais,
they shan't dispossess any of my people so." He did not mention his other reason for refusing the
Durandine offersto buy hisland. They would have taken not only the village of S.-Remy but much of the
forest beyond it, including die glade where the Stonemaidens of the Garronais kept their slent watch.
Berengar had been shocked by Auanoras cool summary of how many of the stone circles had passed
out of elven hands; even when the present need for a Gate had passed, Berengar was determined not to
let the Stonemaidens el into morta control.

"Yes. The Durandines are hard to refuse," Rotrou said neutrally. " Some people think they take too
literdly the commandment of their founder, to go forth and livein the desert.”

Berengar's laugh was harsh enough to startle his gentle horse. "The English writer Walter Map said that
wherever they go, they ether find a desert or make one. Well, the barren section of uplands where they
founded the monastery of Remigiusis near enough to a desert; but I've no mind to see my own forest and
my own villagers suffer such afete”

"Harvests have been poor recently, have they not? What if your villagers began to leave the land?1"
"That won't happen. They are very attached to their homes."

"Redlly? I'm gratified to hear it." Rotrou paused while their horses negotiated atricky, narrow bit of path
where the forest came down to the cliff edge. When die way broadened, he beckoned Berengar back to
his side so that they could resume their desultory conversation. "And grateful, too," he went on asthough
there had been no pause, "for your taking so much time to escort an old man of another raceto his
degtination. Surely you have duties e sewhere on your lands?"

Berengar glanced up the path. In afew milesit would divide, the straight way leading to the circle of the
Stonemaidens and the leftward branch following the steep riversde diffsto the village of St-Remy. The
stormclouds looked blacker up ahead; he hoped that Kieran wasn't getting a drenching.

"| trust my retainers," he said. When the messengers came to announce that Bishop Rotrou approached
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overjoyed at the chance to take hislord's place watching at the stone circle. It would have been agross
discourtesy, aswell asgiving rise to some suspicion, if Berengar had foiled to greet thisold mortal friend
persondly. He had considered asking one of his even knightsto take the watch, but Alianora had been
strict about the need for secrecy. Kieran seemed the safer choice. The boy had aready guessed that
something was afoot at the Stonemaidens; hisloyaty was absolute and his young face would be a sweet
greeting to the Lady Syhille, should she by chance pass through the Gate that very afternoon.

Only now, as he watched the degpening storm, Berengar reflected that Kieran's discretion was possibly
not as absolute as hisloyalty. The boy was too young to be able to ward off such apelter of rain aswas
lashing the trees to the north. Might he be tempted to take shelter in awoodburner's hut? Berengar told
himsdlf that hisfosterling wastoo fiercely loya to forsake his post. He would probably glory inthe
chance of suffering alittle under rain and hail. All the same, Berengar wished that he had not I€eft his
scrying-glass at the keep. Without that aid, and with the distraction of Rotrou's company, even hiselven
senses could not reach quite for enough to sense Kieran on guard at the Stonemaidens. He would have
to make an excuse to separate from the party for afew minutes, to cast forward in trance.

Asthey neared the fork in the path, Berengar rode ahead of the bishop so that he could reach forth to
Kieran in peace. His mare, well-trained against these moments of abstraction, picked her way gently
along the broad trail until she reached the place where the path split into two. There she waited for the



light mentd pressure that was the ef-lord's equivalent of arein against the neck. No guidance came; she
low- ered her head to the roadside and began noisily munching on the sweet grassesthat grew out of the
ditch. There were flowers, too: blue lady's-veil with the sweet white centers, and spicy golden
dragons-breath. Delicious! She abandoned all attempts to wake her magter.

Wrapped in histrance of questing, Berengar was il distantly aware of the mare's pause and of
everything else that was going on around him. One part of his mind tasted the sweet crunchiness of the
lady's-vell and the spicy tang of the golden dragonsbreath, heard the bells on the rein of the bishop's fat
white horse coming up behind him and the rustling and creaking and gossiping of the bishop'sretinue. He
could sense the fedings of those behind him, too, not as thoughts put into words, but more like something
astangible asthe hard leather of a saddle or the cool wind rustling through the treetops. This questing
talent was what gave the e venkind the name of mind readers, though any who had experienced it knew
that the sense was both less and more than the ability to read precise thoughts. It was more a perception
of emotions, no more than any sensitive mortal could achieve by paying atention to those around him.
Without redly thinking about it, Berengar felt the mare's enjoyment of the tasty flowers, the tangle of
complex issues and persondities that filled the bishop's mind, the weariness and amusement and boredom
and peacefulnessthat varioudy occupied the members of hisretinue.

He sensed, too, ahard sharp kerndl of hatred for himsdlf and al hiskind, somewherein thetrain behind
him; and he flinched away from that without examining it more closdly, for fear the hatred and his
involuntary response would bresk the light trance of questing. That would be Hugh, the bishop's
Durandine clerk, taught by his order and his own fearsto hate the e venkind as distinctly, unforgivesbly,
incurably
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have aman like Hugh in his entourage. On the other hand, it wastactful of the bishop to bring his
Durandme clerk on an episcopd vigt to the Durandine monastery, to show the brothers that the members
of then-order who went into the world were treated aswell as any other clerics. Doubtless that was why
he had done t, trusting in Berengar to understand the reason without explanations.

And al thisthinking was digtracting him from the quest. Once again Berengar spread out his elven senses.
Eyes closed, heimagined a gossamer web of delicate strands floating out through the forest, stretching
ever wider and thinner until it encompassed dl the land asfar asthe circle of anding stoneswhere
Kieran stood watch.

Thistime he did not allow himsdf to be distracted by the pungent mix of fedings from the gpproaching
riders, yet ill he could fed nothing, no other thinking presence, anywhere near the Stonemaidens. No
ef, no morta, not even asmall demon or anixie. The brightest flickers of consciousnessin thevicinity
came from the smal fish in the stream; and they were likefirefliesflickering in the darkness, where he had
expected to find Kieran's consciousness burning as bright as atorch.

Berengar cast the net of his senseswider again and yet again. Nothing—no, there was something to the
east! He sent tendrils of thought out that way and cried out in shock. Fire and agony and terror of desth
struck at the ddlicate web of questing, tearing and parting the net he had constructed. And behind that
pain-filled terror was something worse, a cold consciousness that feasted on death and suffering.
Berengar fet asif his mind were freezing and burning where he had contacted the dien sense. Hereded
in the saddle and fell forward across his mare's neck, gratefully clutching the warm solid redlity of her
mane.

Coming out of quest-trance so quickly, and so wounded, was like fighting ones way up from a sea-floor
where seaweeds tangled about the feet and watermaidens twined their white arms about his neck.
Berengar ached with the need to reach the sunlit realm of the forest path where hisbody lay over the



mare, he could see it and he strove upwards to it but reaching it was agonizingly dow. And when he
broke through to the surface of redlity, the bright colors and undampened sounds and sharp surfaces of
the world struck his trance-sharpened senses like so many blows.

The bishop and his followers had come up with him; there were men on horseback ringing him round,
looking down with stern disapproving morta foces made expressonless by the metal helmsthat framed
them. And one severe young face, framed in the dark hood of the Durandine order, held an expression of
deep digtaste.

"It would seem that the efling has had afit," said Hugh, the bishop's clerk, as though Berengar were il
unconscious. " Such isthe price of working hisdark wizardry! My lord, best you leave him here; | warned
you not to be contaminated by such aone."

"I'm sureyou did,” said Berengar before Bishop Rotrou could speak. "But it's | must leave you here, my
lord, with my apologies." He would not spesk of Kieran's puzzling disappearance from the circle of the
Stonemaidens; Alianorahad warned him mogt strictly against giving mortals, or even dflords of the
opposition party, any hint of the gamble they risked there. His heart ached to ride for the Stonemaidens
and search for hisvanished fosterling. But he was lord of awide land, and there was worse need
elsawhere than at the Stonemaidens, and worse trouble afoot than any Kieran could have encountered at
that peaceful onecircle.

"My son, you'rein no caseto ride on!" Bishop Rotrou cried out in protest as Berengar took up the silken
threads that served asreinsto his df-trained mount. "I don't know what happened to you when you went
on ahead of usjust now, and | don't want to know." Hisfingersflickered in the sign of the cross. "Bt |
do know that you need rest now. Do you return to your keep, and wewill go on our way without your
help."

"No, my lord," said Berengar mildly. "Theré's some evil afoot at St.-Remy, and | can reach there before
you and your mortal guard—although I'll be glad to know you are coming up behind me, for | couldn't
tell from my questing whether iron blades or elven wordings are wanted to cure thisill."

Or whether either toiU serve us, he added in his own mind, and he could tell from the look on Bishop
Rotrou's heavy-jowled face that the good bishop was again reading his thoughts more accurately than
any df-lord could have sensed them.

"Go with God, then," said the bishop. He lifted hishand for ablessing as Berengar's mare sprang
forward, obedient to the ungpoken command and as light on her unshod hooves as el ven powers could
make her.

Hugh will give him hell for blessing asoulless df, Berengar thought with wry amusement; and then hetried
not to think at al, asthe air rushed by hisface and the trees bes de the path whisked by at dizzying speed
and the mare carried him forward to face the strange evil that had aready wounded him, even when he
did no more than brush it with the outermost tendrils of his thoughts.

CHAPTER THREE

These are articles disapproved as against theological truth and disapproved by the chancellor of Paris,
Eudes, and the magters teaching theology at Paris, A.D. 1240, the second Sunday after the octave of the
Nativity,

Firg, that the evenkind, being rational and sublunary creatures like humankind, are also possessed of
soulswhich it isthe duty of the Church to save. This error we condemn, and we excommunicate those
assarting and defending it, by authority of William bishop of Paris.



Second, that the divine essenceis...
Chartularium univergtatis Parisends

The storm that had darkened the fringes of Berengar's lands had moved on by the time he reached
S.-Remy, and at first the village looked as peaceful as any place might, with the harvest interrupted by a
rain that beat the standing grain to the ground and awind that tossed the garnered sheaves into hedge and
ditch. Thevillagerswere out again in the pae sunlight that followed die storm, squel ching over muddy
fieldsto salvage what they could after the disaster. One house had logt its thatch, and there were splashes
of mud and broken branches about the churchyard to attest to the storm's fury, but al else seemed
peaceful enough. Berengar drew in the mare to awak and observed the scene from die shelter of the
grest trees at the edge of the clearing.

Onewoman, her aams full of broken sheaves and her gown dragging behind her in the mud, glanced up
and saw Berengar and let out a cry that drew the other villagers. Her cheeks were stained with tears. She
threw hersdlf down beside hisstirrup, clutching hisleg and begging for something in athick unintdligible
dialect made worse by die sobs that choked her.

" Softly—softly, now!" Berengar dismounted clumsly, trying to shake himsdlf free of the woman without
kicking her. When he had both feet on the ground he patted her damp coif and tried to get her to dow
down so that he could understand what was troubling her.

"Takeme away!" she begged. "Please, m'lord, before they come back—"

Then her voice was drowned out by dl the villagers arriving in amass, shouting, crying, complainingina
cacophony that made Berengar's ears ring. Some babbled of hounds and hunters, some of their own
people ridden down, odiers seemed to have some complaint about the priest, and mostly they just cried
for help.

"Peace! Peace, friendd" Berengar shouted, waving one arm in agreat commanding circle to sweep them
into silence. "What happened here?' He saw the village priest standing at the back of the crowd. Good,
at least there was one man with alitde wit and learning to tell him agtraight story. "Y ou, Father—Simon,
isit?"

The man advanced through a crowd that parted silently to et him pass. The peasants averted their faces
and the woman who'd been gleaning broken sheaves drew aside her muddy gown asif the holy man's
touch could defile it worse than the dirt that dready stained the hem.

"I warned them, my lord." Father Simon bobbed his head obsequioudy severd times, tonsured pate
shining in the pale rain-washed sunlight. "I tried to warn them, but they wouldn't heed me until it wastoo
late. Luckily there were only two injured—"

"Warn—them—of—what?' said Berengar in a voice made dangerous by the control he forced uponiit.

The priest swallowed and licked hislips nervoudy, "The Hunt, my lord-"the Wild Hunt. Oh, aye, | know
it's heresy to believe in such things—but, my lord, the great churchmen who decide what is heresy, they
liveinthecities, in fine stone towers with tiled roofs. Y ou wouldn't find such a one as die Pope, or our
own Bishop Rotrou for that matter, risking himself out in the forest on aday like dus. But | heard them,
my lord."

"Weveadl heard the Hunt," chimedin Arn of die Bridge, "but dways at night it was, when honest
Christian men and women are indoors where diey should be. Now it's comein the day. How's us going
to work thefields, m'lord, if die Hunt can savage us a high noon?" What are you going to do about it? his



truculent tone demanded.

"Tel me" said Berengar, "exactly what happened, and then we will decide what to do about it. Areyou
aureit wasthe Wild Hunt? The diunderstorm—lightning—sometimes die sounds are frightening, more so
when unexpected. ..."

"l saw diem,” inssted Arn stubbornly.

"And I," piped up aboy at diefringe of die crowd.
"Riding behind their shadow-hounds, dl inarmor like..."
"Brigands?' Berengar suggested with dying hope.

"Skdetonsinarmor,” Arn sad firmly. "And the hounds like shadows on the grass. And they took one of
us, mord. My own daughter, poor little Maud, couldn't run fast enough, poor crippled soul!”

Something in the man's tone rang false to Berengar. As herecalled, this Arn was awidower who'd
beaten and badgered his wife to an exhausted death for the sin of having produced only one daughter,
and that one crippled. Since then he complained unceasingly of theinjustice of life that had saddied him
with an ugly lame girl whom nobody would ever take off his hands. Now he was sniffling and wiping the
back of one grimy hand across hisface. Berengar was willing to wager that the grief wasfeigned. But
there was some strong fedling there. Fear. Hie man was afraid; his hand shook and he kept glancing up at
the sky asif expecting another attack.

"She could have taken shelter in the forest,” Berengar suggested.

"No!" cried the woman who'd first gpproached him. "'l saw them take her—rode down the e f-boy, they
did, to get at her, and the poor lad throwing fire and light a them with ahl his strength to the last—"

She stopped and shrank back, fist pressed against her mouth.

"Kieran?' said Berengar in avoice he no longer recognized as his own. "Kieran here, and wounded, and
none of you thought to tell me? Whereishe?'

Arn of the Bridge glanced towards a shabby hut at the edge of the fields, and Berengar pushed past the
man and covered the muddy distancein afew strides.

The door hung open on torn leather hinges; inside the windowless hut Berengar could just see Kieran's
limp form laid on the bare ground. He touched the opd in the hilt of his bronze knife and the dflight
blazed forth, arainbow of colorsand dancing lights.

Kieran'sslvergilt hair was muddy with blood and his face was pale and cold asice. Berengar felt a
squeezing pain deep in his chest; then Kieran's head moved dightly, he mumbled something uninteligible
and hiseyesflew open.

"My lordl My lord—"

"Bedill, lad. Don' try to get up,” Berengar commanded. He knelt beside hisfosterling and felt dong the
bloody locks of hair with the lightest touch he could summon. There was anasty welt rising on Kieran's
head, and along gash in his scalp had bled copioudy enough to terrify Berengar for amoment, but it
seemed no worse aknock than any mortal boy might have taken on thetilting grounds. He felt hisown
breath returning, strong and sweet with life, with each breath that Kieran took; and only now, when he
began to fed safe, could he acknowledge the hurt he would have taken if the boy had been lost.



"You mad brat," he said with the beginnings of asmile, "did you think to hold off an army of the dead
with nothing but your two fistsfull of eflight, and you not full comeinto your powers yet? Next time save
your strength to call me or my castle guard, child.”

"| should have donethat,” Kieran acknowledged. "Ahl | could think of wasthat the village should be
warned, and they're all mortals, my lord—no one could have heard my cal. | ran here asfast as|
could..." Hisface screwed up with the effort of holding back tears.

"Rest easy, brat." Berengar touded hishair, carefully staying away from the risng lump on the boy's
forehead. "I'm not oneto fault you for thinking first of your duty; only, next time, think whether you can
do that duty best by yoursdlf, or by caling for help.”

"| falled," Kieran said.
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"The villagers seem hae enough to me," Berengar remarked. "Cowards, and hysterical, and probably
lying their heads off, but what can you expect of mortals?*

Kieran's head shifted from sideto side. "They took Maud."

"Whao? Oh—the bridgekeeper's girl 7

"I promised to protect her," Kieran whispered painfully, "and | failled—and now Herluin has her soul.”
"I think," Berengar said, "you had better tell me exactly what happened.”

Asthe whispered tale went on, Berengar's face set in grim, un-elven lines. At the sad conclusion, when

Kieran rdated how Herluin'sice-shod horse had overridden him and knocked the sense out of him long
enough to stop the flicker of dflight, while the army of the dead behind Herluin dived in and surrounded
Maud, Berengar stood abruptly and lifted Kieran in hisarms.

"l canwak, my lord!"

"Not now. | don't want you faling and knocking another such dent in the other side of your head,”
Berengar said easily. Beyond dl el se, he wanted to get Kieran out of that filthy hut, and both of them
away from the villagerswho'd left Maud and Hisfoster son to face the Wild Hunt done. If he didn't have
Kieran'sweight in hisarms, he might not be ableto resist the temptation to call down df-fire on the
village as he l€ft; if it wouldn't have made amockery of Kieran's sacrifice, he might test on these villagers
just how much redlity he could add to an even illusion.

And the boy was no weight, besides; lighter and frailer than Berengar would have thought, and cold to

the touch. Had he taken another wound that he wasn't speaking of ?"Y ou'll ride before me back to the
keep," Berengar said. There Idaine, who had been his nurse and hisfather's, could try to warm the boy
with her hediing spdlls.

Kieran twisted in Berengar'sarms. "No! The Stone maidens, my lord! Who's watching for the lady
Syhille? 1t she comes through the Gate now, with nobody to guide her..."

"Hush" As he stepped through the low door of the hut, Berengar saw the bright sparkle of Bishop
Rotrou's gold-bordered riding cloak; the bishop's train had caught up with them. And of al mortal men,
the bishop's Durandine clerk Hugh was surdly the last whom Berengar would wish to get ahint of the
elven quest for Sybille. The Durandines had anamefor attracting the few mortal men who had any skill in
magecraft; it wasinconceivable, of course, that mortal spells could compare with elven powers, even



weakened as the Elder Race was now, but sill there was no need to have the Durandines dlerted and
possibly weaving counterspells.

"God's grace to you, my lord Berengar,”" Rotrou greeted him camly, "and to your fosterling. | trust the
boy isundamaged?’

"Hetook ahard knock on hishard head," Berengar replied, "but | think it is nothing that will not heal with
rest and quiet. Thegirl, though—"

Rotrou's quick frown warned him not to go on. "Yes. The villagerstell wild taes. Doubtlessthe child fled
into the forest when the brigands came.”

"Brigands? Brigands?' Kieran wastwisted half upright in Berengar'sarms. "My lord, it wasthe Wild
Hunt. | saw them with these eyes."

"The Wild Hunt has no power to do physica harm,” Rotrou countered, "nor may Herluin ride abroad by
daylight. He was bound to darkness before your father's father lived, child—yes, even more than three
elven life-gpans ago! Now let us have no more of thistalk, upsetting the village to no purpose.”

"I know what | saw," Kieran muttered obstinately.

Rotrou smiled and ruffled the boy's bright hair. "But do you know, young master, that if | believed your
tale of the Wild Hunt, | would stand in danger of being arraigned for heresy? The Council of Clermont
decided that the Wild Hunt was a peasant superti-tion, therite of binding performed on Herluin no more
than a show to persuade the country people to give up their pagan sacrifices. And our best theologians
have proved conclusively that demons have no power to harm good Chrigtiansin thislife, save by
tempting them to sin. A bishop of the Church must not seem to believe in what the Church has decreed
nonexistent, must he? But to cam your fears—" He turned to his clerk. "Brother Hugh, did you not reach
the rank of exorcist in the minor orders before you joined the Durandines? | shdl trust in you, then, to
ward dl here from this ghostly Hunt."

"| pray for mortals," Hugh said. "The efling will have to take his own chanceswith his own kind."

Kieran smiled sweetly at Brother Hugh'sthin, tenseface. "If the Hunt takes me, little brother of Saint
Durand, your council of churchmen may haveto rethink their decrees. For the peasants say the Hunt
wants only souls. What use do you think my soulless dfin body will be to them?"

"Enough, Kieran! The Hunt takes no one who isunder my protection,” said Berengar.
"Or mine." Rotrou stepped forward, holding up the heavy slver crossthat he wore as a pectoral.

Kieran's smilewas so sweet that it hurt Berengar to look upon hisface. "Y ou are too good to an efling,
my lord of the church. But | have seen the Hunt, and you have not. They have Maud now, and if they
rideagan | do not think that your pretty toyswill stop them.”

"Do not blaspheme," said Rotrou evenly. He inclined his head to Berengar. "It grows late, and we must
be on our way to the Remigius. God keep your people, Count Berengar—since my clerk will doubtless
accuseme of heresy if | pray God's blessing on your princely self!" Smiling gently, heraised hishand and
sketched a cross between them. The deep color of the ruby on hisright forefinger caught fire with the
afternoon sun and dazzled Berengar with adash of brilliant red light.

That night Berengar sat up over Kieran's bed, watching Idaine as she called awarm golden heding tight
to flow between her wrinkled palms and bathe the cold wound on the boy's head. Three timesthe light
washed over the edges of the wound, and each time when Idaine relaxed her efforts the flesh wastorn



and bruised as before. On the third attempt Kieran cried out incoherently and tried to twist away from
the hedling light. "It hurts, my lord—it hurtsme so!"

Idaine sghed and lowered her hands. The fierce concentration |eft her face, and for amoment she looked
asold asany morta woman fegling the weight of her years. "I know not what it is" she told Berengar.
"Iron leaves araw edgeto the flesh like this, and iron-wounds resist our hed craft; but if he had been
struck by an iron horseshoe, the wound should be hot to the touch, not cold like this. It is growing worse;
when you brought him home, it was only the wound itself that felt cold, now it isthe whole side of his
head and hisneck. And | know not why the healing light should pain him, except..."

"Except?' Berengar prompted gently.

"Whatever made thiswound," Idaine said rdluctantly, "must beinimica to dl life and growth and healing.
And some of its essence must have passed into the wound itself, maybe even into the child—"

"No." Berengar gripped Idaineswrist and turned her bodily away from the bed. "Thereis nothing wrong
with Kieran—nothing but a blow on the head

—hewill recover in hisown good time!" He paused, fighting for control. ™Y ou may leave us. | will watch
by the boy'ssde until heisbetter.”

Two milesfrom thevillage, in the Remigius monagtery, others also kept vigil. Indifferent to day or night,
the Durandines held a chapter meeting whenever there was business to discuss or newsto impart.
Tonight asingle task consumed them.

"Tlievillage of S-Remy must wait," their leader decreed. "Wewill offer the villagers shelter and succor in
good time, should they fear another attack; but tonight is our chance to capture thelady Syhille. Tlie
boy'swords made it plain enough that he had been charged to watch at die Stonemaidens. And his
foolish lord took the child home to tend hiswounds, instead of returning to his guard duty! If she can be
brought through tonight, my friends, we shal never have a better chance of taking her. Join with me now
in sending our will to that week fool in the other world. He has delayed long enough—he shal bring her
to us now, with no more excuses, or else she shall bring herself. They cannot both resist our will."

The bowl of whitefluid over which the monks bent their heads quivered dightly and showed the world of
theiron-demons again. In that world it was il early in the day, and the Sght of the greet meta demons
that rushed about their narrow paths made several of the younger monks shudder and crossthemsdlvesin
thanks that they had not been forced to live in such aterrible world. Theimage in the bowl shivered,
amost dissolved; the leader of the Durandines bent a stern glance on the weaker novices and all returned
to their whispered chant. Now the image steadied to show asingle street, ahouse, an antechamber within
that house and athin, (air-haired girl spesking to asmal black demon that perched on her shoulder.

CHAPTERFOUR

L et those who have been accustomed unjustly to wage private warfare againgt the faithful now go against
the infidels and end with victory thiswar which should have been begun long ago. Let thosewho, for a
long time, have been robbers, now become knights. Let those who have been fighting againgt their
brothers and relatives now fight in a proper way against the barbarians. Let those who have been serving
asmercenaries for small pay now obtain the eterna reward. Behold! on thisside will be the sorrowful
and poor, on that, the rich; on this Side, the enemies of the Lord, on that, hisfriends. Let those who go
not put off thejourney...

—Speech of Pope Urban before the First Crusade



"Y es, eight-thirty tonight. Ill be here at eight to open the house, but Dr. Templeton and her brother will be
chairing the meeting. Y ou can come? Good."

Lisahung up the phone and made another nedt,
Margaret BaU

precise check mark against one of the names written in her unicorn notebook. Things were going well,
only ten o'clock in the morning, Clifford Simmons hadn't shown up yet with histhreats and his persona
lawyer, and more than half the people sheld called had agreed to come to the emergency meeting that
night. It would be an ill-assorted group; Judith had instructed her to contact anybody who might possibly
be interested in keeping the New Age Center going. Everybody who'd ever taken aclass a the center
was on the ligt, together with the members of Miss Pendlope's Thursday morning bridge group, the
managers of Whole Foods and Grok Books, and the entire staff of the Friends of Jung Spiritua
Development School on 43rd Street.

And sheld only worked her way hadfway down thefirst column of names. Lisa sighed and reached for the
telephone again, wishing she weren't so painfully shy. Norma people could telephone complete strangers
and demand to break into their evening plans without blushing in embarrassment. Normal people didn't
find their pdms sweating and their temples throbbing with the effort of sounding cool and businesdike
while making their demands. Norma people sat a their desks and did their jobsinstead of hiding in die
smoky darkness of Mahluli's bookshop and staring at the picturesin an old children's book—

Lisa set down die telephone again, closed her eyes and took three dow, deep breaths, in and out, the
way Ginevrahad taught her when shefirst came to the Center for counsdling. Stop thatl she commanded
hersdf. You're doing fine. Redlly. Y ou're doing just fine. Three more breaths; fed the bresthing from .the
chest, from the digphragm, from the energy centers of your body. What else had Ginevratold her in
thosefirst confusing days? Don't worry about "nor-maf* people. Everybody hastheir own problems. The
guy you'retaking to is probably just as nervous as you are, honey, only you don't see it because you're
too wrapped up in your own worries.

Lisasmiled and opened her eyeswhile continuing the deep, rhythmic bresthing. Ginevras wisdom was
one part New Age theoriesto nine parts middle-aged Texas housewife, but she would never know that
what people came to her for was just that salty common sense and not the magic she thought she worked
with her crystds.

And there was no need to go back into the Spiritual Fantasy Bookstore for another look at that picture.
In fact, consdering how upsetting it had been last time, Lisatold herself, she was better off not ever
looking at it again. Maybe Mahluli wasright; it was like adrug to her, and the effects were getting worse
even asit grew more addictive. Certainly the dry-mouthed craving she felt whenever she thought of going
into the bookstore was like withdrawa symptoms, or what Lisaimagined withdrawa symptoms must fedl
like

She took one more degp, caming breath and put her hand on the telephone again, then hurriedly
snatched it back at the sound of a heavy step on the front porch. Even before he opened the door, Lisa
knew who it was: Clifford J. Worthington Smmons. The Third.

Hewas aone, though. What about the lawyer? Lisawondered, and thanked her good luck that she
hadn't been on the phone when Clifford waked in. Before he was through the door, she had closed her
notebook and did it into the top desk drawer in one easy, unobtrusive motion.

"Ah, Lizzie." He was beaming; he leaned across die desk and shook her hand, pumping up and down
and holding on fractionally too long.



Very friendly. His lawyer must have advised him not to antagonize us until the deal goesthrough.
Fine. Let's dtatt until Judith's brother gets hereto tell uswhat our options are,

"Good morning, Mr. Simmons,” Lisasaid in her best neutra -pleasant-receptionist manner. "What can |
do for you today?"

"Oh, nothing in particular." Clifford hitched himsalf up on the corner of the desk; it gave awarning cresk
and he hastily abandoned his casua pose. "'l just thought it might be agood ideato drop in, gab abit,
touch base with everybody here. I'd like to get to know al the folks on my team alittle better, make sure
weredl going to pull together to make this outfit awinner. Since you're not doing anything, we might as
well gtart now." He leaned over the desk again, thistime taking both her hands and directing an intense
gare. "l want to know al about you, Lizzie—who you are, where you're coming from, what you do here.
| could tell, yesterday, that you're the grease on the wheel s that makes this outfit keep spinning around
smoothly. Now | want to know thered Lizzie, the girl behind that competent mask.”

Lisacould not withdraw her hands from his damp grasp without fighting him. "To begin with,” she said,
"my nameisLisa not Lizzie"

"Ah—right Wéll, can't blame mefor alittle mistake, can you? Especialy since | haven't seen your resume
yet. In feet, | haven't seen anybody's paperwork Why don't you get it out for me now and I'll just have a
little glance over the papers, get filled in on your background and all that?

"I'm sorry, Mr. Simmons. All the papers you want arein that desk drawer. Remember? The onethat's
suck."

"Oh. Wdll. Youll just haveto fill mein aswe go dong, then, won't you? And how about getting a
locksmith out to work on that drawer?* Clifford'swarm, friendly smile was getting alittle crinkled around
the edges. Y ou know, Lizzie—Lisa—not to criticize, | know I'm very much the new boy on the block
around here, but it does seem to me you might have gotten on that little detail yesterday. A good team
player does what's needed without waiting to be asked.” Another of the deep, intense, penetrating looks.
"You are ateam player, aren't you, Lisa?"

Lisadropped her eyes and hated hersdlf for doing so. Clifford's unblinking stare made her fed
undressed—no, worse; as though he were trying to read her innermost secrets. Come on, honey, why
would the man care about your innermost secrets? Lisa could amost hear how Ginevrawould laugh at
her and dispense alittle spiritua advicein her Texastwang. He's got his own karmato work through, just
likedl of us. You stay centered and don't let the bastard get you down,

"Y ou know, Lisa, | can sense things about people,” Clifford announced.

"You can?' Lisagtared at the man's clagped hands. Big strong fingers dusted with dark hairs, one
knuckle broken at some time, ogtentatious gold ring set with an opa—that was strange, she would have
expected adiamond. A large one.

"And right now | can sensethat you are adeeply troubled young woman, with no understanding of your
own placein the universe. Y ou are far from home, aren't you, Lisa? Very, very far from home. And
you've been londy for such along time. | can hep you."

If shedidn't look at the man, hiswarm, dow voice was actudly rather soothing. "Just rest for aminute,
Lisa, rest and look at the pretty ring. That'sright..." Cliffsvoice faded, then came back stronger than
before. "Look here, thisis pretty too. Thisiswhat you wanted, isn't it?"



Lisanodded dowly. Shefdt asif she were dipping into the lazy, sun-warmed waves of the Guff coast,
rocking back and forth. The twigting, flashing blue

Margaret Batt and green lights of Clifford's opd ring were like water, like the ocean—no, coal, like a
forest stream with green trees shading it and an arch of ancient gray stonesframing it. If she put out her
hand she would fed the sunlight on her skin; if she walked through that arch, she could wadein the little
stream and drink the water. Cool and fresh and tingling against her throat—L isa could dmost taste it
now. Cliflbrd's voice was adroning buzz far away at the back of her head; nothing was real now except
thethirst shefelt for the water of thet little stream.

"Why, Mister Smmons, | declare, what apleasureto seeyou hereagain 1"

The picture disappeared in athunderclap and Lisacried out in pain. Thelight of another world danced
briefly around inside her head, shattered in a shower of bright rainbow shards and disappeared, leaving
her in atiny room too full of people. Clifford Smmons had forgotten her and was reaching out for the
book that Judith had snapped shut and taken away from him in one brisk movement.

"Givethat back!"

"Why?" Judith looked too innocent to beredl. "I recognize this book; it'sfrom Mahluli's stock. And it's
quite valuable. I'm sure you and Lisa enjoyed looking at the pretty pictures, but | redly don't think you
ought to take rare books out of the shop without Mahluli's permission, do you?' She whisked through the
bead curtains before the bookshop room and was back in aminute, patting her heavy briefcase and
looking meaningfully at Lisa "And I'm going to have to borrow Lisafor alittle while; she promised to
help me enter this data into the computer, and | can't do any more work until she's finished the data entry
phase."

Lisarather thought Clifford Simmons began to protest, but Judith just kept talking over his burbleswhile
shetook Lisaby the arm and urged her out of the room. ™Y ou know how it iswith software,'J she called
back over her shoulder, "you have to have some test inputs to validate the a gorithms before you can
formaize the alphanumericd verification routines for the security sets—and I'm sureyou, asa
businessman, know how important that il

Thehall door closed behind them with a satisfying thud and Judith gave alittle sigh of relief. "Horrible
man. | hope we can foil him tonight—goodness, what an old-fashioned word, but heisrather an
old-fashioned villain, isn't he?1 want to see him twirl his mustache and groan, 'Curses, foiled again!' when
we block his purchase of the Center. Ginevra?' she caled at the door to the Crystal Reading Room.
"That Smmons man is snooping around in the reception area, and | need Lisa. Could you possibly go out
there and keep an eye on him? Maybe you could give him afree crystal reading to keep him busy?'

"My plessure” said Ginevrawith agrim amile,

Asthey continued back to the little room that Judith had commandeered for her computer work, she
kept up her chearful babble. "I redize you till haveto cal abunch of people for the meeting tonight, but
you can't very well do that while dear Clifford is hovering over your desk, can you? Well just haveto
wait until he gets bored and goes away. Oh, and did you call anybody on the Texas Historica
Landmarks committee? | should think thishouseis easily old enough and e egant enough to get landmark
datus, and if Clifford wantsit so he can tear it down for condominiums, that'll put a spokein hiswhed.
Of courseit takes months, but maybe we can get arestraining order or something—Nick will know how
to do that, lawyers are real good at dowing things down, have you noticed? Here, take the chair, you
look kind of shaky."

Lisathankfully sank down on the gray swivel stool before the computer and stared at the blank screen



before her while Judith took a seat on abox of printouts. "What exactly did you want meto do?"' she
asked. "I'm afraid | couldn't understand what you weretelling Mr. Simmons.”

"Nobody on this earth could have," said Judith with the impish grin that made her ook thirteen instead of
nearly thirty, "it was cybercrud. GIGO. Nonsense," shetrandated finally as Lisaonly looked more
confused. "Don't you know anything about the real world? | thought everybody had to learn about
computersin school these days. Don't worry, Lisa, | don't want you to do anything. | just don't approve
of sexua harassment, so | thought 1'd break up the scene before Clifford did something you'd have to sue
him over. What was he doing, trying to get you to go out with him? Or did he just want to sneak akiss
behind the water cooler?"

"Oh." Lisals memories of the scene were rather confused. "Was that what he was trying to do?!

"Surelooked likeit when | camein,*' Judith said cheerfully. "And hetried to back meinto adark corner
yesterday, with some line about being able to sense that | was confused and didn't know where my home
was, or some such gobbledegook. Hahl / know perfectly well where | live, and I'm not about to tell him;
hell haveto think of some better line than that. And he's got to keep his paws off Mahluli's stock, too, or
Nick will sue him for everything he's got when we're through with this other little problem.”

Lisaspun around to face Judith and nearly fell off the stodl. "The Kay Nielsen book! | don't know how
he got it—I thought | was weatching him the whole time, honestly—"

"Don't fed bad,” Judith said. "Dear Cliff was probably a pickpocket before he became ared estate
developer. Naturd affinity, don't you think?"

"But we left him donein there, hell go back—maybe he wantsto stedl it—"

"Ginevraswatching, remember? And the book'sin here." Judith carefully lifted the old book out of her
briefcase, didodging a sheaf of green-striped computer printout as she did so.

Lisafet weak-kneed with relief. The thought of losing the Nielsen book had frightened her beyond all
reason. It wasn't just the probable cost of ararefirst edition; Mahluli could be repaid in time. But never
to see it again—that would be awrenching loss. Someday, she supposed, it would be sold, but she had
managed not to think about that.

"It isanicebook, isn't it?" Judith mused, idly flipping through the pages. "Ordinarily | don't care much
about rare books and all that—I'd rather have a paperback that | can stick in my hip pocket and read
without worrying about cracking the spine—but this, oh, | don't know, it feds different. Maybe it's that
old binding. Just makes you want to hold it. And the picturesare ...."

Her voicetrailed off as she stared down at the blue and green forest scene, Lisa's favorite of the many
illugtrations.

"Hypnotic," Lisasaid. Shereached out to close the book, carefully averting her gaze from that enchanted
glade where the stream ran forever clear and pure. "Mahluli said addictive, like drugs, but | don't think
that's quite right, do you?"'

Judith shook her head briskly asif clearing away imaginary clouds. "They're something, anyway. | dont
know just what, and I'm not sure | want to know. I'll leave that spiritud jazz to you—ssh. | think the
Team Player isabout to vigt us. Areyou ready yet to tell him to go to hell, o—oh, dl right; usetheold
staircase door. | think you'd better have afew asser-tiveness training classes before you meet Dear
Clifford again."



"A few what?'
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Judith sighed. "One of these days| redly must bring you into the twentieth century.”

"Don't bother," Lisasaid. "It'sanice placeto vist, but | wouldn't want to live there." She dipped through
the back staircase door as Cliff knocked, silently blessing the eccentric makers of eccentric old houses
who'd put doors and closets and servants staircases everywhere.

The only trouble was, the back staircase had been used as a storage room for so long that Lisadidn't
think she could get up the stairs without dislodging something. She would just have to wait amid the
clutter until Cliff went away.

At least she could make a place to sit down. Two dozen copies of Mysteries of Ancient Egypt were
piled on astack of white terry robesthat had been left behind when the Women's Self Defense and
Meditation Clinic vacated the basement. Lisa carefully moved the books and sat down on the pile of
robes, trangmitting amenta thank-you to the two girlswho'd run the clinic. Like most of Miss Penny's
tenants, they were lavish in offers of free classesto make up for unpaid rent; the difference was that
they'd actually had a skill worth teaching, and Lisa had thoroughly enjoyed the series of classes she took
before they went out of business entirely. Now the robes—Ieft behind in lieu of the last two months
rent—were gathering dust, and the basement was occupied by an acupuncture clinic whose offers of free
treatment Lisadeterminedly turned down.

Lisaleaned back and didodged a stack of cardboard boxes containing flyers for some long-defunct
program. She dived to catch the dithering pile and dmost succeeded; the noises were limited to one
scarcely audible squesk of alarm, one thump as her elbow collided with the staircase wall and the rustle
of the last st of flyers skating down the stairs.

"What wasthat?' Clifford's heavy voice demanded.

"Mice, | expect,” Judith said camly. "The house s riddled with them, hadn't you noticed? Ever sncethe
foundation shifted and left those cracks in the walls we've had mice and scorpions coming in. Y ou can
hear the mice squeaking in the attic if you listen. Aunt Penny would like to get it fixed, of course, but she's
never been able to raise the money—and there's the plumbing leak, too; you know those pretty green
butterflieswe have dl over the place? The inspector said they're attracted to leaking sewage and the city
will be serving us anotice about it soon. Of courseif you buy the place you'll be ableto get dl thoselittle
thingsfixed; thework shouldn't cost more than fifty or Sixty thousand.”

"Ah, well, afew little repairs should be no problem,” said Clifford. "I wasredly looking for Lisa."

"Poor girl, shewasn't feding at ail well," said Judith. "Y ou can see that she wasn't able to do anything for
meeither." There was apause, presumably while Judith pointed out the blank computer screen. | told
her that she'd better go home and rest.”

"Where does she live? |—as it happens, | wasjust on my way out. I'd be happy to give her aride.”

"Oh, not far from here, | think, and anyway she's dready gone. But if you're leaving now—so soon? do
let me show you out; Aunt Penny will be so sorry she couldn't chat with you today, but you know how it
is..."

Judith'sloud, cheerful voice faded away into thelong hal, and Lisacrept out of her dusty hiding place. A
moment later she heard the thud of the heavy front door swinging shut, and then Judith returned, dusting



her hands with the air of ahousewife who's just disposed of adead lizard. "We redlly ought to change the
locks," shesaid as she camein, "Clifford isworse than an army of mice. Anyway, having just announced
he was leaving, he had no aternative but to get into his car and drive away while | stood on the front
porch and watched him out. It would be aBMW, wouldn't you know?"

"What would be what?"

"Hiscar. It'sayuppiemobile,” Judith trandated. "I know you don't drive, Lisa, but haven't you ever
noticed those large stedl boxes on whedsthat roll around our streets? Like the one that almost killed you
thismorning? A BMW isavery expensive variety of the same, suitable for men who wear gold pinkie
rings. And | think we've established that he wants the house so he can tear it down, not so that he can
take over the Center. Anybody who wanted to buy this place for honest purposes would have turned
whitewhen | fed him that line about the micein the attic and the sewage leak in the foundation, don't you
think?'

"Y ou nearly convinced me," Lisatold her, "and | know there aren't micein the attic—I live up there."

"My God," Judith said, "I wasright. You redlly areamedieva serf. No wonder Aunt Penny can always
count on you to open up the house for late classes; you can't get away from this place.”

**| likeit here" Lisasaid.

Judith sghed. "Yes, | know, but—oh, never mind; 111 have to put off saving your soul until we've saved
Aunt Penny's house and business. It's about time you got here, Nicholas. | never would have guessed
you could take twenty-four hours getting from Brownsvilleto Augtin.”

Lisaspun round. She hadn't heard the front door opening and closing or the steps coming down the hall.
The man who stood in the doorway was as large as Clifford Simmons, but he must have been incredibly
light-footed to have moved with such silence through the creaky old house. And he didn't look atiling like
Judith. He wore adark suit, impeccably businessike and anonymous, instead of faded jeans and ablack
and slver Grateful Dead T-shirt; hishair was black instead of bright yellow, combed neetly instead of
frizzing out around an inadequate ponytail holder; and his cold blue eyes |ooked through and past Lisain
away that made her fed asif shewasn't redly there at al.

"Neither would I," Nick said. "I had afew smal items of businessto take care of for my Brownsville
clientsbefore | could leave."

Judith squedled in pretended delight and threw her arms round Nick. "Oh, my little brother has some redl
liveclients| Atlast! | can't believeit!”

A little of the frosty look came out of Nick's eyes and he bent to lass his Sister on the top of her frizzy
ponytail. "Do you think by the time we're sixty you will be able to stop patronizing me?

Judith pretended to think. "Depends. Y ou going to be area grown-up by then?"

"Look," Nick said indignantly. He spun round, arms extended, and Lisa ducked out of theway. "I'm
wearing ared suit. | havered clients. I'm ared lawyer. Andif you didn't believein my capabilities, why
didn't you hire somelocd shyster and save methetrip?’

"| prefer my own personal shyster,” Judith said, "the local lawyerswon't work for free. And | never said
you weren't asmart lad. Now sit down and let me explain the problem.”

"Isthisageneral meeting?' Nick asked, looking at Lisa "Or isthisyoung lady part of the problem?”’



"Oh, I'm sorry. | haven't introduced you. Lisa, you must have guessed that thisis my rotten kid brother.
Nick, Lisaisthe maingtay of the Center and the prop of Miss Penny's declining years. She kegpsall the
Center'svital datain amagica unicorn notebook, and if you offend her, shelll look cross-eyed at her
desk drawer and the notebook will automaticaly lock itsalf away and the telephone will stop working.”
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"Very impressive," Nick drawled. "1 gather that means she's supposed to be sitting at the front desk,
keeping suspicious characters from prowling through the building. Right now anybody could walk in. And
the telephone has been ringing for sometime.”

Lisamumbled an gpology and escaped the tiny room before Judith could draw her into the council of
war. Judith might tease her about acting like amedieva serf, but Nick obvioudy thought she was one and
ought to know her place better. Clearly it was beneath him to discuss the Center'slegd aflairswith a
mere secretary. " Obnoxious, arrogant, presuming son-of-a-fc& cfc," she chanted to hersdf on the way
down the hal to the reception room.

Ginevras curly head popped out of the Crystal Healing Room. "If you're looking for that Mr. Sm-mons,
honey, he's gone home with a bad headache—and good riddance "

"Sometimes,” Lisasaid darkly, "the cure isworse than the disease.” She dashed into the reception room
and grabbed the phonejust asit quit ringing, said afew more good twentieth-century words that would
have cheered Judith to hear, and settled back down to her list of phone calls.

Clifford Simmons dowly navigated his gleaming BMW down the Austin streets and cursed every
dangling live oak limb or cardlesdy parked pickup that threastened to mar the shining perfection of his
paint job. He hated this untidy snarl of Streetswest of the Capitol, with their old-fashioned houses and
untidy lawns and ill-assorted clutter of people. The new office buildings downtown were moreto his
taste, gleaming black glass and polished pink granite and smooth hard edges. A pity they were mostly
empty in the current recession—or perhaps not such a pity; his own imposing office was nearly rent-free,
the owners of the building were so grateful for any tenants to make the place look occupied.

He wanted to be back in that office now, comforting his soul with the siwveep of his kidney-shaped
mahogany desk and the polished chrome desk set and the cube of smokey black glassthat most people
took for apaperweight. All the symbols of success, and concealed among them, real power that the fools
he dedlt with never recognized. He could sense things about people, could make them do and say what
he wanted, could gently push men and events the way he wanted them to go. Ever since he could
remember, even back when held been arawboned farm boy named Clay Smcik, Cliff had known about
the power. His mother gave him extra cookies when held earned a scolding; histeachers smiled and
passed him up to the next class without bothering about little detailslike his abysmd reading scores. Even
now Cliff had trouble reading the long legal documents that crossed his desk. So what? If you're
powerful enough, you can aways hire somebody to do your reading. Why bother with deciphering
chicken-scratches, when you can get what the scratches mean by |ooking deep into someone's eyes and
pushing his soul the way you desire?

Nothing mattered but that, the rush of power he felt when somebody gave in againgt their own inner
resstance. Easy oneslike hisold lady schoolteachers were no fun; he could never be sure they weren't
redly passng him out of pity or misguided kindness. The only time he redly knew and believed in hisown
powers was when he could make somebody do something they really didn't want to.

Cliff paused in the snarl of traffic on Fifth Street, enjoying his own memories and obliviousto the
backed-up cars that blocked hisway. Theréd been that old man, the dean, who didn't understand why



Cliff had ever been admitted to college and didn't

Margaret Batt think he should be alowed to graduate. .. until Cliff looked at him. Thereld been girls, too,
but they were too easy, wanting to be submerged in his superior will. Except for one—he ill
remembered her, that snippy redhead who'd laughed out loud when he asked her out. Cliff smiled,
remembering how it had been when hefindly got her done and made her look into his eyes. After that
the memoriesfaded into ablur, so many (aces, so many eyes, shamed, beseeching, begging. Y ears went
by, wheedling and dedling and telling fine storiesthat didn't even fed likelies, only dight rearrangements
of the truth to make a more fitting background for him: hisfather's played-out forty acresturned into a
plantation, the red brick schoolhouse transformed into a private academy for the sons of the southern
gentry. Loading himsdf with the trappings of success, German cars and English tailored suits. And dways
this gnawing need to exercise his power one moretime, to prove to himsdlf again and again that heredly
was someone specid, set gpart from common people by hisrare talent.

Each timeit wasless of arush, more commonplace. Each year he doubted his own early memories,
wondered if held been fooling himsalf. Maybe he was just afast-taking wheder-dedler like the men he
played cards with, apoor boy making it by his own hard work and pretending it was due to a touch of

meagic.
Until afew weeks ago, when the glass paperweight began talking to him.

Cliff grinned at the red-faced, honking drivers around him. Why hurry? The traffic jam would break up
soon, he'd be back in his office with the cube, and this headache that was plaguing him would go away.
Meanwhile, it was funny to think how people would call him crazy if he told them that his paperweight
told him what to do.

It wastrue, though. From the first time held seen the swirling images form, vague and indistinct againgt the
smoky glass, Cliff had known hewas seeing truly. It was dl as held known it must be, somewhere,
someday: the circle of hooded figures, asecret society of some sort dedicated to finding and fostering
just such arcane powers as he possessed. Findly his striving had come to their attention, and now, if he
could just prove himself, he would be admitted into theinner circle. Cliff had dwaysknown in his heart
that there must be some sort of secret circle running things. Probably these men werethered power in
the country; the President and the legidatures and the banks were their puppets, dancing to their tune.
And if he served them well, he would be one of them—one of the secret masters! CUffs heart pounded
and his hands grew sweaty on the whedl. The traffic was moving forward again. In afew minutes held be
at hisoffice. Then he could call to his masters and tell them what he had done. It hadn't been complete
success, but he had made progress. Definite progress. He thought they ought to be pleased.

Theingructions themsalves hadn't been that definite. The Masters—that was what he called themin his
own mind—the Magters did not speak in words, rather in fedings that manifested themselveslike vague
pressures on theinsde of hishead, picturesthat formed and vanished in the swirl of dark glass. The
Templeton house had been clear in those pictures; finding out where it was had been hisfirst, eesiest
task. Then there was the book—al so clear, opened to show that stupid painting of some trees and some
broken stones—and acommand that was like aswelling in hisbrain. Hewasto bring the girl and tie
picture together. What girl? The girl in the house. But there are people dl over the house! Cliff hed
protested after hisfirgt vist there. Couldn't they show him apicture of the girl, the way they had shown
him die other things?

No. It isyour task to find her.

But how would he know which one?



There was an impression of adry laugh. That isyour task. Look for the one without a past.

And afat lot of help that was, Cliff thought sourly as he turned into the parking garage under his building.
When you were deding with abunch of overage hippies and weird stuck-up college professors, you
could just about say that none of them had a past! That Templeton woman was adopted and didn't even
bother to make a secret of it, acted just as uppity asif she had been areal member of the family instead
of somegirl's bastard baby left at an agency. The witch who ran the Crystal Healing place was rumored
to have spent ten doped-out yearsin the Haight between the failure of her marriage and her present life
as Ginevrathe Crysta Hedle—although you could hardly call her agirl. And the mousy little secretary
had no resume, at least none that he'd been able to discover in Miss Penny's mixed-up files, and she kept
her own drawers locked and looked so scared that you knew there had to be a secret somewhere in her

past.

And they all responded powerfully to the picture. It could be any one of them—or none; perhapsit was
one of the fiaked-out dames who came for classesin astrology and yoga and deep breathing and
whatever other garbage the Center was purveying this month. Oh, well. Hed go back and try again, once
he got over this headache. It would be better when he wasin his own office.

It wasn't better. It grew worse; from apressurein his skull to arhythmic pounding interspersed with
flashes of light. And for some reason, looking into the cube only made it worse. Maybe this, too, wasa
test from the Magters. Cliff held the cubein both hands, squinting againgt the office lightsthat hurt hiseyes
now, and concentrated as strongly as he could on caling up the imagesthat filled the glass.

The cube responded amost a once, and he felt arush of exultation that almost overrode the headache.
Clouds swirled and codesced, tiny lights sparkled inside the cube, and the image of asingle man, hood
drawn down over hisface, became clear.

Find the woman. Why do you delay?

It wasn't exactly like wordsinside his head; more like a pulling and a sense of impatience. But the only
way he could communicate back was with words. Stammering alittle, Cliff tried to explain the difficulties
he'd encountered and the progress hed made. He had access to the house, hed made the old woman
who owned the place sign it over to him for practically nothing; now he could come and go at will.

Find the woman.

Hetried to explain that he hadn't quite identified her yet; it was harder than they thought, there were so
many people wandering in and out and most of them seemed to react to the picture. Even the men. But
now that he practically owned the place—and the dedl should be fina tomorrow—nhe could take histime
about identifying the right person...

Foal. Y ou have no time. It must be done now.

The sense of impatience grew, swelling into a crescendo of pain that made his previous headache seem
like nothing.

"Y ou don't understand!" Cliff howled at the glass cube. "I'm doing the best | can—the best anybody
could™

Usdess.

Onthat lagt, chilling declaration the cube went black, and though Cliff shook it and held it closeto his
face he could not cause the imageto return.



"Youdl right, miger?'
Someidiot in adark blue uniform was at the door.
"Who areyou?' Cliff snapped. "Go away. I'm busy."

"Security, Mr. Simmons," the uniformed man said cheerfully. " Sorry to disturb you. Thought | heard
sounds of an dtercation in here." He glanced around the office. "I see you're done, though?'

"Telephonecal,” Cliff said. "l—guess| lost my temper for amoment. Y ou know how it is”

"Sure" said the security man with agrin. "Inmy businessyou seeal kinds of kooks. Wdll, if everything's
okey-dokey, I'll be on my way." He saluted, waved, grinned and winked.

Only after heleft did Cliff redize that held been trying to cradle his black glass paperweight on the
telephone stand.

At least his headache was gone.

And he could make plans. The Masters might be annoyed with him, might be punishing him by
withdrawd, but surely they wouldn't be gone forever. If he could still serve them, they would forgive him
and let himinto theinner circle. They had to. In his brief communications with the Masters, Cliff had
glimpsed powers far beyond anything he'd aspired to, strength and control that made his ability to
influence people seem like achild's first game with blocks. He had to have that. They couldn't show it
and then deny it to him. It wasn't fair.

Somehow he would prove hisworthinessto them.

The circle of men gathered in the chapter house of the Remegius monastery sighed and rel axed as one
man when their leader wiped his hand across the scrying-glass and broke the delicate threads binding
their minds to the other world. All of them together, concentrating totaly, could barely achieve dielink
required; and it was dill frail, flawed, incomplete.

"Themanisusdess," the leader repeated his condemnation. "And our timeistoo short.”

Berengar'sworry over hisfosterling, distracting him from the task of watching die Gate, was an
unexpected boon but one that would not last forever. By morning he would surely have remembered his
duty, and he or one of his household knights would resume the guard over the Stonemaidens.

"Wewill cdl to Syhilledirectly,” the leader decreed, "following thetrail sheleft between theworlds." He
too wastired; it was an exhausting game, thisfishing for one soul in the teeming, confusing world where
Syhillefled. For amoment he remembered his boyhood, lying on his ssomach beside a clear cold stream
and reaching one hand in with infinite care until the stupid fish swam right into hisfingers. The water was
deceptive, angles and distances were al wrong; al you could trust wasthefed of the finsand scales
againg your hand.

"Wewill fed our way to her," he said, and smiled in grim amusement. "' The e venkind are dready cdling
to thelady; let usjoin our voicesto theirs. Think of it asan act of charity, to aid these our brothersin their
ques.”

The brothers of Saint Durand laughed obediently at the dry jest, stretched and drank water and knelt in
prayer for afew moments, then re-formed the circle and sent forth the combined strength of their minds
to bring the Lady Sybille home.



Through the afternoon Lisa's headache grew worse. Shefdt irrationaly convinced that if only she could
dip into Mahluli's bookstore for amoment, to spend afew quiet minutes leafing through the old book of
farytaeswith the Kay Nidsen illustrations, shewould be able to regain her sense of balance. But
somehow there never was aminute when she could get away. If it wasn't the telephone ringing with
somebody who wanted to return her call and ask about the emergency meeting, it was Johnny Z. with a
report of bad aurasin the T-shirt store or the Chinese acupuncturist complaining that al his needles had
my<terioudy blunted themsdaves overnight.

"It'sasif there were acurse on thishouse," Lisatold Ginevrawhen the fourth person in arow reported
that the upstairstoilets were flushing themsalves incessantly.

"Probably it's haunted,” Ginevrasaid. "Did you get my seasalt yet?'

"No!" Lisatook adeep bresth and told hersdlf to be calm. It wasn't Ginevra's fault that her head was
throbbing in time to the flushing of thetoilets. "I'm sorry, but you see how it's been. | honestly haven't had
amoment to get away."

"l know, honey. | wasjust thinking that | could do acrystal reading on the whole house. If seasdt
absorbs the bad karma on crystals, maybe if we sprinkled it through the house—" Ginevra paused and
looked Lisaover carefully, her green eyes narrowing to ditsin her concentration. "But | don't think that's
it. Doyou?"

"No," Lisaconfessed. The phone rang again and she picked it up with one hand while continuing to jot
down notes from the preceding cal. "New Age Center for—yes, Mrs. Harrison. I'm delighted to hear
you'll be ableto attend tonight. Y es, theres athresat to close down the Center; I'm sorry, but I'm not
supposed to go into the details at thistime. Dr. Templeton will—Good. Eight-thirty. Y es, by dl means
bring your husband if you think his engineering expertisewill be helpful; we'd be very happy to seehim.”
She put down the telephone with asigh. "Mr. Stringfellow Harrison,” she reported, "has twenty years
experience building bridges for underdevel oped countries. Do you think we could use agood
bridge-builder?"

"Maybe he can fix the plumbing,” Ginevrasuggested. "Buit | think it would help moreif you camed down,
Lisa honey."

Lisabit back a question asto just how Ginevrathought anybody could stay calm in this madhouse, and
why it should be her fault they were having so many problems when everybody €l se wasjust as edgy.
Ginevramight have a point. The assorted tenants-cum-partners of the New Age Center were sensitive
souls, atuned to the subtle harmonies of the universe and easily upset by disturbancesin the psychic
fabric—at least, that was how they saw themsalves. She, Lisa, was supposed to be the sensible
receptionist who didn't believe any of this psychic mumbo-jumbo and who kept cam through any
emergency.

And her head hurt, and shewas afraid of Cliff Smmmons, and everybody e se in the Center had
wandered through Mahluli's bookstore that afternoon to fondle the Nielsen book since Judith brought it
back—and she had been stuck at her desk for too long.

The telephone rang again.
"New Age Center for Psychic Research—can you hold?!

Cdmly and sensibly, asif there were no other possible action, Lisa pushed the red hold button on the
telephone, Ieft the lights blinking and her notes for the meeting open on her desk, stood up and went
through the swinging bead curtain into the smoky incense-scented darkness of Mahluli's bookstore.



Mahluli wasn't there; but the book was lying open on the round table just inside the curve of the bay
window, with light from the window dappling the picture of the forest glade and the little running stream,;
just asif it had been waiting for her. Lisastared down at the picture and felt the cam of the scene
soothing her raging headache. She could dimly hear the telephone ringing, steps outside and someone
caling her name. To hell with it, she thought. / don't have to go back. | can stay here aslong as| want to.
Even as she thought the words, she knew that there was nowhere else in the world she would rather be
than right here, looking at a picture that with every breath she took grew brighter and more vivid and
somehow more real, much more red than any of the dingy furnishings around it. Lisa stared into the
picture until shefelt adizzy blackness swirling about her, asif she were going to feint—no, asif shewere
being poured through a funnd, spiraling down and down in ablack whirlpool, with nothing to cling to but
the spot of brightness at the end of the funnel. She stared into the brightness, gripping her own hands so
tightly that her fingernails cut into her pams, and gradudly the point of light grew until it wasthe forest
glade again; but with a difference. She was standing under the arch now, not looking through it; and when
shetook a step forward, the grass sighed under her feet; and when she kndlt to drink at the stream, the
water was as cool and clear and refreshing as she had dways known it must be.

CHAPTERHVE

They stolelittle Bridget For seven yearslong, When she came back again Her friendswere al gone.
They came and took her lightly back Between the night and morrow, They thought that she was fast
adeep, But she was dead of sorrow.

—William Allingham, "The Fairies’

Her face till wet with the water of the stream, Lisa stood and stretched lazily and took a deep bregth of
the resin-scented air. It felt fresh and cool, with ascent of early morning; shelooked at the long shadow
she cast on the grass and nodded. It was earlier here than in the world she had l€ft. It'sredl, shetold
hersdf. I'm not imagining this. Water and grass,- sun and shade caressed her and made her welcome.
She looked back over her shoulder at die arch through which she had passed to come to the stream. It
wastdler and more ornate than she remembered from the picture, afantastic construction of springing
shafts and up-curved keystones and pierced narrow walls.

Beyond the arch she could just see ahint of Mahluli's dusty, shadowy bookshop, like a semi-transparent
picturelaid over theredity of grass and stones and wavering dightly in the breeze. Far clearer wasthe
redlity of thisworld: not the dark book-lined room where she had been standing, but acircle of great
stones, weethered and worn and covered with moss, leaning towards one another like women with their
arms outstretched to enclose and protect the clearing.

/ wonder if | can get back?But it didn't, just then, seem to matter very much. Her headache was gone,
there were no ringing bells or complaining people waiting for her to attend to them, and shefdlt too lazily
peaceful and relaxed to worry very much about anything. It must beright for her to be here, or the
picture wouldn't have brought her. In alittle while she would leave the clearing, perhapsto follow the
path she saw beside the stream; there was no hurry about that or anything else.

A flicker of gray caught her eye; sheturned, felt darm too late, started to run far, far too late to evade the
gray-robed man who sprang from the trees and gripped her wrist. Who was he? She had never seenhim
before, but his narrow face blazed with an intensely persond hatred.

Lisajerked and twisted uselessy under hishand. "Let go* she panted. "Y ou're hurting me!™

Helaughed at that. It was avery unpleasant laugh, and Lisaknew that he didn't mind hurting her and that
sheld been afoal to act asthough he would.



"It'stimeyou learned to fear morta men, my fine df-lady!" he said when he had finished laughing. "What
allsyou—cannot you call up your spelswhile | keep you so busy? Shdl | lay my knife-blade on you and
see how that touch digtracts you?"

"You'recrazy," Lisasad. "Let mego."
The man laughed unpleasantly. "What, catch an ef-queen and let her go again?I'm not such afool!™

The language he spoke was not English, but alilting tongue that reminded Lisaof French. Lisafound that
she could understand him without difficulty. And dthough shewas il thinking in English, the sounds that
came out of her mouth sounded like the madman's language.

None of which did her any good. She might aswell have been spesking English—or Greek, for that
matter—for al he understood of what she was saying.

"I've done nothing to hurt you," Lisaappeaedto him.
"No, nor shdl you!"

He teas mad. He reached into hisrobe with hisfree hand. To get the knife, Lisathought. | cant let him get
the knife. The world around her seemed to freeze; she had time between heartbeats to think everything
out very clearly. This madman wanted to hurt her, and he had aknife, and he was bigger than shewas
and arguing with him was going to do absolutely no good. She had just this moment while he was
digtracted and alittle off balance, fumbling in hisrobes, to get away.

She could hear Nadine, the older of the two girlswho had run the self-defense clinic in the basement,
speaking asif shewere there now. "'l can't teach you to fight in afew freelessons after work. All | could
teach you would just be enough to get you in trouble. But | can show you a couple of waysto break a
man's hold when he's bothering you. After you've done that, you'd better run and scream bloody
murder—youl never be afighter.”

He was gtill reaching insde his robe when Lisamade her move. Thefingers of the hand on her arm were
splayed out; she grabbed the little finger and twisted backwards with al her might. There was a crunching
noise that made her sick; the hooded man screamed, thin and high like asnared rabbit, and nursed his
injured hand. Lisa scooted around him and ran for the open arch and die shadowy image of the
bookshop. She never even saw the two men who tripped her up and sat on her. Therewas a crushing
weight on her back, and her left foot was agonizingly twisted under the weight of another man, and she
heard the one she had hurt talking about how held like to mark her with hisknife blade before they
delivered her.

"Stand up," one of her captors said, and getting off her, he hauled her to her feet. Y ou're not hurt, my
lady. Not yet." He whipped thin lengths of cord about her wrists and ankles while she was till too
stunned from the fall to resist. "Please notice that these cords are braided about an iron wire," he advised
her, ""so0 your pagan cantrips will avail you naught, Sybille. But if you do not struggle and aorade the
cords, the iron will not touch your flesh. Despite Brother Hugh's carel ess remarks, we do not wish you
injured unnecessarily.”

"Good," Lisasaid. "At least we're in agreement about something. Where are you taking me? And why?*
She was not entirdly sure that she wanted to know the answers. "And by the way," she went on hagtily,
"if you think you're kidnapping somebody named Sybille, may | point out that you've got the wrong
person? I'm not even from thisworld.”

They ignored everything she said and went on wrapping bits of iron-reinforced cord about her person,



waving crossesin the air around her, and chanting bits of prayers. Lisarecognized some of the words.
"What are you, anyway? Monks? What order? Look, if you'll just take meto your abbot, | can—"

"Y ou shdl face the head of our Order in good time, ef-maiden,” said the man who'd grabbed her firgt,
"and | think you will be more minded to con- fessthe truth then than you are now. Intimewe must dl
follow the one path.”

"Oh, cut it out! Y ou sound like an old war movie—and not avery good one. What isthisroutine? Y e haf
vays of making you talk?" But they probably did, and Lisawas beginning to fed sck. Perhaps shewas
going to feint. Certainly something seemed to be going wrong with her vison; the glade seemed blurry
now, wavering asif everything were under water.

"I hope broke your finger," Lisasaid. The clouds were coming lower, brushing the tregtops, turning into
fantastic shapes even as she watched.

"What'sthat?' Unable to point, she jerked her chin towards one of the worst looking shapes. Thetall
man who was binding her turned, cried out and threw up his hands against the dragon-shaped darkness
with its smouldering heart. The dark shape engulfed him and its scaled tail lashed around towards Lisa
and her other captors. The two men threw themsalves down as a screeching fireball passed overhead.
There was aroaring from the forest like a pride of starving lions, and a horse screamed somewhere.
Thunder came ralling down on them from al sides, and in the midst of the thunder was asilver-haired
man on awhite horse. His cloak and the horse's saddle and reins glowed like moonlight, and he came
riding through the cloud-shapes asif they weren't there and lifted Lisawith one arm to Sit on the saddle
before him.

With her arms and ankles bound she couldn't help herself balance; she was completely dependent on the
arm that encircled her. She couldn't even put ahand before her face to protect hersalf from the branches
and leavesthat whisked by. She closed her eyestightly and buried her face against the rider's chest and
tried not to think about what would happen if helet her fell. She could smell the resinoustrees al around
her, and the trickle of the stream was muted by distance. They were deep in the forest now, moving too
fast and too quietly and too smoothly; she could have sworn the horse's feet weren't touching the ground.

She opened her eyesadit and peeked, and wished she hadn't. The silvery horse was galloping at least a
foot above the surface of the path, and the rider had his eyes closed and was murmuring something in
words that rhymed and rang and whispered through tie air like awind out of nowhere. Lisaclosed her
own eyes again. If shewas about to bresk her neck, she didn't want to see it coming.

After along time—too long—their pace dowed and the rider alowed his horse to touch die ground.
Lisacould tel from the smal bumps and jolts that they were going dowly now, the horse ambling aong
asif it wastoo tired to even think about galloping again.

"Y ou can look now, my lady.” The man'svoice waslight, amused, with ahint of Slvery chimesinthe
undertones. He sounded happy and secure and completely in control of the Situation; Lisafelt herself
responding to that certainty, wanting to trust her rescuer. She resented and fought the feding. But shedid
open her eyes again and look around her.

They wereriding along anarrow, rocky path misted with rainbows. On one side of the path a steep hill
rose into the sky, covered with dark green trees that were not quite pines or firs or spruce, but something
in between dl the conifers of Earth. Their springy needles made adark green and brown carpet with a
resinous scent that made Lisathink of winter and snow and Christmeas.

To the other Side the path fell away into nothingness, a space of rainbows in the mist with die sound of



felling water on rocks along way below. And before them ayawning gorge opened directly through the
path. Lisagasped as the horse stepped daintily out onto emptiness.

"I had not thought a Queen of Elfliame would be surprised by my poor illusons” the man who held her
sad, ascamly asif they were still on the solid path.

"lllusons?'

He waved one hand, and the gorge shimmered until Lisacould just see the path beneath them, likea
double-exposed photograph.

"Ohl" Then, "What did you call me?" She resolved not to look down or ahead any more. It wastoo
unsettling. Had the flying dso been anillusion?

"Syhille, Lady of Elfliame, well met and well cometo your realm again,” the man said. He sounded dmost
asif hewere singing: the forma cadences and intonations of his speech reminded Lisa of thewordswith
which he had sent his horse flying above the path, whisking through ar and illusion. "1 am Berengar,
Count of the Garronais, charged with guarding my lady's safe path through the Gate at the Stonemaidens.
| crave your pardon that | was delayed in greeting you. |—we have been in some anxiety about my
foster-son, who has taken a hurt that even Idaine can't heal him of." He sounded more human now that
the formal phrases of greeting were done with. "I watched by his bed last night and sent one of my
knightsto take the guard of the Gate. It wasn't until your passing woke the Gate to full lifethat | quested
forth in trance and found no trace of Garins. | came as quickly as| could—and glad am | to see my lady
has taken no hurt from those foul Durandines—"

He sounded harassed and gpologetic and amost human by now. "It'sdl right,” Lisasaid, "truly it is, they
didn't hurt me, but I'm not who you think | am. This Sybille or whoever. My nameisLisa and I'm not a
queen of anywhere."

Berengar looked pained. "My lady has suffered many perilous adventuresin the world of the iron-
demons, doubtless, but hereit is not necessary to hide. My keep is safe enough against such little mortal
schemers as die Brothers of Saint Durand.”

"Your keep," Lisarepeated, looking around her at rocks and trees and the mist above dieriver.
"Even here"

There was music, and sunshine striking rays of prismatic color through the rainbows, and people
cheering. The horse stopped; therider lifted her to the ground and Lisa stared in amazement. Treesand
hill had melted away like adream, leaving behind a congtruction of lacy towers and walls, archesand
bridges, carved ba conies and spiraing bridges. The peaks of the towers matched the jagged outlines of
the rocky hill and the curving sweep of the farthest wall replaced the downward curve of the
tree-covered dope.

Before the castle stood alittle group of men and women, tall and dender and silver-haired like therider
who'd brought her here, and dressed in trailing long-deeved robes of peacock hues. Iridescent flashes of
blue and green and purple, singing rainbows of fire-colors and floating bubbles of scented flower colors
dazzled Lisas eyes. How can acolor have scent, or sound?

Shedidn't havetimeto think out an answer to die puzzle; the dender slver-haired people were dl
kneding astherider lifted her from the horse, and then he kndlt too.

"My Lady Syhille," he addressed her, looking up with amond-shaped greenish eyes whose dant was not



quite Oriental, not even quite human. "My lady, welcome back to Elfhame. Be pleased to receive our
gratitude and our homage that you have returned to save your people.”

The courtly speech and die circle of knedling people made Lisafed asif shewereactinginaplay.
Something equally graciouswas cdled for in response.

But shedidn't know her lines. Shewastired and frightened and hungry, and al this shimmering glamour
was only another net around her, prettier tiian die chains sheld first been threatened with but perhaps
even more dangerous.

"What did you cal me?" she asked for die second time.
"Sybiller
Lisashook her head. "I told you. That's not my name.”

Now dus Berengar looked bewildered. "I meanit,” Lisainssted, "you've got die wrong person. | gather
you were expecting somebody named Sybille to appear out of thin air and solve dl your problems?

Y ou'd better go back and look again. I'm not a Queen of Elfhame, my nameisn't Syhbille, and | have
problems of my own." Beginning widi die need to find her way back to die circle of sanding stones
where sheld entered diis world. Berengar's rescue might have saved her from an immediate threet, but he
had a so carried her too far away from her only way home. Asfor what would happen when she got
there, whedier sheld be able to return to die safe smoky darkness of Mahluli's bookshop, she would just
have to worry about diat when die time came.

"You are confused,” said Berengar gendy, "by your journey between die worlds, and perhaps by your
aufferingsin theworld of dieiron-demons. Wewill spesk again when you have rested, my lady.”

He managed to rise and bow and swirl his cape aout him in one fluid movement, more graceful than any
dancer. He offered her hisarm, and Lisawas too tired and confused to do more than takeit. We can
sort things out later.

Shewas rdieved to find that dieinterior of Berengar's home was less confusing than die rainbow-hued,
constantly shifting exterior. Here, though die furnishings and architecture were unfamiliar, at least the soft
carpets on which she walked stayed on the floor and the carved window-lattices of scented wood
revedled the same view each time she looked out. Berengar escorted her to a suite of rooms overlooking
the river gorge and left her in the charge of two giggling and distinctly human-looking girlswho hovered
around her like nervous butterflies.

"What would my lady desire?"

"A Cokeand aBig Mac?' Ingantly Lisaregretted the words, the younger girl'slip trembled and she
looked ready to cry because she couldn't instantly understand and fulfill the request. "Food.” How long
had it been since she'd eaten? She had been too nervous to bother with breskfast that morning—and
then, Lisathought on the edge of hysterica laughter, then her worst problem had been adimy red-estate
devel oper threatening her job! " And—is there somewhere | could wash?”'

There was a degp tub made of something that gave the impression of being light as wood, but was as
hard and shining as polished stone. Lisasank into it and tried not to think about where the scented water
that filled the tub came from; she had afedling that the girls who waited on her probably had to carry it up
more steps than she wanted to think about. I'll worry about that later. There was an appdlingly long list of
things being shoved into the back of her mind to deal with later; her head ached at die thought.



While shewas soaking in the tub, the girlsfluttered about the room and whispered to one another and
whisked thingsin and out of cupboards. Lisadidn't much mind what they did, once they'd been madeto
understand that she didn't want anybody to scrub her back; and she wastired enough to be glad of the
wide linen towd they held out to wrap her in when she stepped out of the water, weary enough to Sit
back and relax while her tangled wet hair was combed into amass of damp mousy-blonde ringlets.

Even the discovery that her dirty clothes had been taken awvay somewhere—to be washed?—didn't
trouble her, asthe girls smilingly brought out an assortment of dresses from a carved wooden chest. She
was quite prepared to let this Count Berengar give her adress; it looked asif he could afford it. Tlie only
problem was that she wasn't sure what would be appropriate attire for acommon morta being
entertained in an elven count's castle. Thisnotion that she was alost queen of Elfhame was bad enough;
she didn't want to seem to be dressing the part.

With that in mind, each dressthe girls offered her seemed less suitable than the previous one—longer,
more flowing and bejewel ed, more bedraped with gossamer and glitter. Lisa settled on what looked like
asmple green shift and was dismayed to find that it changed when she put it on, clinging to her body here
and developing long trailing skirts there and sparkling with a scatter of diamond-like stonesthat certainly
hadn't been there when she chose the dress.

Thefood arrived as a collection of covered wooden bowls on around tray of hammered copper, and
with the food came the silver-haired man who had swept her out of the forest and into this dream-world.

"| trust you are fedling refreshed, my lady? | apologize for disturbing you again so soon, but we have little
time." He seated himself cross-legged on aslk cushion. The girl who'd brought the food set down her
copper tray on alow wooden tripod before Berengar and backed out of the room.

"That's perfectly dl right." Lisadecided it would not compromise her position to Sit down opposite
Berengar. Shefdt slly standing over him, and anyway, the food smelled ddlicious. "I'm eager to settle this
mysdlf. I'd like to go home as soon as possible.”

"Home? But—oh, you mean Poitiers?"
"Home," Lisarepeated. "The—theworld | came from. | want to go back."

"My lady," said Berengar, "you are home, and thisis our day of rejoicing. Long and arduous hasthe
search been, but there can be no doubt of the results. Wefollowed thetrail you left among the stars, and
beyond them, into the world of theiron-demons. We have been caling to your spirit dong that trall, that
you might be drawn back to the world of your birth. Only the one who passed from Elfhame into the
world of the iron-demons might return by that track, and so you see that you must be the Lady Syhille,
Queen of Elfhame before that Lady Alianorawho now reignsin Poitiers.”

"l see" Lisasaid dowly, "that you're convinced of that. But—you're mistaken, redlly you are. If | were
this Sybil-whosis, I'd know it. And besides—" She shook her head. "L ook at me. Do | look like one of
your people? Silver hair, danting green eyes?' She tugged on one lock of light mousy hair and held it out,
as much to reassure hersdlf that she hadn't been transformed as to convince Berengar.

"Our features and coloration vary, as do those of mortas," the Count of the Garronaisinformed her, "and
theruling linein Poitiersis generally darker than we of the Garronais, who have preserved the pure elven
blood. Y our family has some ties with the Jinn of Outremer. And, too, there have been rumors of mortal
blood in the line, some generations past, which might help to explain the Lady Alianora's strange taste for
coupling with mortals. She herself is more golden than silver in complexion, athough | must admit the
resemblance between you is not so striking as | might have expected. Alianora,” Berengar said, "is
radiantly beautifdl. | had thought that you would have shown some of that same glory.”



"Y ou sure know how to sweet-talk alady, Count Berengar.” Lisapicked up an applelikefruit from the
tray between them and bit into it, crunching asloudly and uncouthly as she could manage.

"Excuse me? | am afraid | do not understand.”

"It's not important. What we've agreed on,” Lisasaid, "isthat | don't look like afairy princess, | don't act
likeafairy princess, and | don't think I'm afairy princess. The weight of evidence, Count Berengar,
suggeststhat | am not your fairy godmother. Y our wizards dipped up.”

"Impossible" Berengar protested. " Our sending brought you; you must be the Lady."

"Wait aminute. It'smy turn to explain somethings. Thiscal that you sent out—it was supposed to make
your Lady Sybillelook at apicturein abook, right?

Berengar nodded and Lisa kept on talking before he could get aword in. "Well, your aim was dightly off.
Y ou may have been calling Sybille, but just about everybody in range heard you. Everybody in the house
where| lived fdt this compulsion to look at the picture. We &t noticed something funny abot it,
something hypnotic. | just happened to be the one who looked longest and got drawn into your trap,
that'sdl. Your Sybilleis probably ill back there."

"That'simpossible. If you weren't Sybille, you could not have passed the Gate.”
"But | did, and I'm here, and I'm not Sybille," Lisapointed out.

Berengar rose to hisfeet with that fluid, graceful motion that Lisaenvied whenever she saw it. "We seem
to have reached an impasse. Perhaps anight's deep will help to restore your memory."

Lisahad no intention of deeping; she had too much thinking to do. Her dream-world, the paradise of the
picture, had become an appalingly red trap and she intended to spend the quiet hours of the night
figuring out away to escagpeit. There must be some way to convince this charming madman that she
wasn't hislong-lost queen!

Shefell adeep on that thought, and woke to the dawn with an answer as good as any she might have
achieved if shed spent the night in planning.

"Dumb,” Lisaaddressed hersdf adoud, hitting her forehead with the hedl of her hand. She pushed aside
the shimmering walls of sea-green silk that enclosed the bed and ran to the window, too excited to stand
gill. "Dumb, dumb, dumb. If I had any more brainsI'd be ahaf-wit. Why didn't | think of it
immediately?"

"Pleas=?"

The two girlswho'd waited on her the night before, tucking her in between silky sheets on abed that felt
Wee goose down and rustled like straw, had regppeared on Lisasfirst word. Thismorning they were
determined to clothe her in the state suitable to a Queen of Elfhame. Lisa submitted to being layered in
blue and crimson silks, their hems weighted with threads of gold and their wide deeveslined with
something that glowed of itsdf like the cloudsin the morning sky. Tiny golden bellswere the fasteningson
the gown, and morelittle bells decorated die edge of the wide cloth-of-gold belt that was the finishing
touch.

"Mirror, mirrorl" one of the girls cried aloud when they had done, and the window through which Lisa
had been watching the dawn shimmered, clouded over and became a perfect reflection of theroomin
which she stood. A shiver ran down her back, involuntary as the reaction to a screech owl's hoot, and
shefdt thefine hairs on the back of her neck prickling. Thisisnot my toorld. Thisisnt red. | dont likeit.



Until that moment, she had not redlized how much she loved solid ground and houses that stayed the
same shape from one day to the next and people who knew her as just-Lisa-the-receptionist and didn't
expect her to perform any magic tricks more demanding than organizing Miss Penny's tenants.

The more this elven magic hummed about her, the more cloddish and down-to-earth and ordinary Lisa
felt by contrast. Well, she wouldn't show them that she was afraid; and she wouldn't make afool of
hersdlf by trying to act like an elven lady, either. She stood stolidly in front of the magical mirror, hands
clasped to stop her fingers from trembling, and pretended to care about the reflection she saw there. The
doll-likefigurein blue and crimson, tinkling and sparkling with every breath, wasn't the Lisa she knew.
Was nothing to do with her really. Was only an—illusion, like the rest of Berengar's works.

"Not bad," she said. "But the deeves are too long. And dl those jingling bells make me nervous. Could
you possibly cut off afew—"

Before shed finished speaking, the bells had tilled their jangling music. The deeves of the dress shrank
before her eyes, gathering their fullnessinto narrow cufls about her wridts. Lisalifted one of the bellsthat
dangled from her girdlie and ingpected it. There was no way it could ring; clapper and bell were one solid
piece of gilt meta, nothing more than a decorative button.

One of her handmaids gave asharp sigh. "l wish/ could do that," she murmured.
Lisashook her head dowly. "I didn't do anything. The dressdid it of itself."

"But on your command.”

"Y ou made the mirror appeer..."

"Oh, that'sjust one of my lord's magics,” the girl explained. "Think you, how much bother would it be if
we had to disturb one of you high ef-lords and ladies every time we wished a can of water heated or a
window closed! So he's made those things to answer anybody's voice. But thesethings..." Her fingers
caressed the softness of Lisas gathered deeve. "These be more, more..."

"Persond 7'

"Yes, just so!"

"Then you couldn't makeit...?"

"Belld Beasyou were, ring again!" the girl commanded.
Hie gilt buttons remained buttons.

"Y ou see?'

"l... see. You may go now," Lisasaid. Being surrounded with elven magic was bad enough; being
credited with the ability to work it was somehow worse, entangling her in the nets of Berengar's belief.

Asthe girls dipped through the door-tapestry, the one who'd spoken to Lisaelbowed her silent hel per,
"Y ou see? Sheis so even, even if she do look common asus.”

Lisashook her head again. Thank goodness she had redlized asmple way to convince Berengar of his
mistake; much longer among dieillusions of his paace, and sheld bein danger of losing her own grip on
redlity, ready to believein the dressed-up doll-princess they had made of her.

She was s0 eager to end the masquerade that when Berengar burst into the room, she did not even give



him timeto greet her.

"It's about time you showed up! Listen, Berengar—I mean, my lord Count—whatever—it'stime we
settled this matter once and for dl. Bring me something made of iron.”

"Surdly you jest.”

"l think that'smy line" said Lisa. "No, I'm serious. Isn't it true that the evenkind can't touch iron?”
"Y ou should know that aswell asany of us, my lady.”

Lisagritted her teeth. "'l kegp tdlling you I'm not your Lady Syhille.”

"How else should you know our weskness?'

"It'sfairly well documented,” Lisasaid carefully, "evenin my world, dl the stories about your sort agree
onthat point. Soif I can handle iron unharmed, wouldn't you agreethat | am not Syhille?!

"It would... betroubling,” Berengar agreed.

"Good. Bring on the metals.”

"Y ou demand atest which you know | cannot fulfill."
"Trandation?'

"My lady," Berengar said. He sounded dow and ddliberately patient, asif he were spesking to a
child—or to awoman too shocked to acknowledge her own identity. "My lady, | know not what may
have been the custom in your day, but | can assure you that it is not the custom of the present lords of
elvenkind to keep adeadly poison by them."”

"Oh!" Lisathought for amoment. "Well, never mind. It should be obvious anyway. Y ou keep talking
about the 'iron- demons in my world; if 1'd been Syhille, | could never have survived in aworld full of
iron and sted machinery, could | now?"

Berengar frowned; the expression made him look dmaost human. "My lady, | am not trained in the subtle
logic of the schools of Paris; | have not die wisdom of the sages of Y's. Y ou have survived to return
among us, for which | rgoice; the matter of your exile and the curious manner of your surviva will
doubtless furnish many aromance and epic in daysto come, when it shal please you to unfold the tde.
Now, if you will give over your jesting and logic-chopping, we have other matters afoot this day.”

"l don't," Lisasaid. "l gppreciate that you want to find Sybille, but I'm not Sybille, and | want to go
home." Another method of proving her case struck her. "L ook, haven't any of you people ever met this
Syhille?| redize were pretty far out in the sticks here, but if you can just show me to anybody who
knowsthe lady, I'm surethey’'ll tell you at once—"

Berengar's eyes wereicy green asthe northern seasin winter. "1 do not have timefor foolish jeststhis
morning, my lady, and you have delayed me long enough aready. Come with me." He grasped her wrist
and hurried her out of the room, down long echoing corridors and spirding stairs, until Lisawas
thoroughly logt.

"What—where?' she gasped at Berengar's side, but he paid her no heed. The breakneck pace he set did
not ease until they were in the courtyard where she'd been received the previous evening. A groom was
waiting with two horses.



"You canride?'
"Yes, but—"

"Good." Berengar grasped her by the waist and lifted her; automatically Lisa settled hersdlf in the saddle.
For amoment her skirtswere in the way, and she pushed them asideirritably; even asher fingers
touched the fabric, the crimson dress reshaped itself into adivided skirt, and the ddlicate fabric shrank in
upon itself until its very texture was heavier and more suited for riding through the woods. "WEell haveto
go air-footed.”

"If you mean that—flying trick you did yesterday, | don't know how—and | don't particularly want to,
thank you! | said | could ride, you didn't ask me about flying.”

"Y ou have no choice," Berengar said, amost mildly, but the anger was il therein hiseyes. "If you refuse
to help, my lady, then | have enough strength to guide both our steeds. But you shdll ride out with methis
day, and you shdll see what devastation you have brought to our lands. The Hounds have come again to
S.-Remy; | fdt Herluin's cold mind touching the fringes of my land at dawn, and | must go to the villagers
now to make sure that none are harmed. My own fosterling has | eft the keep, foolish boy, and | cannot
even stay to search for himtill | have seen to my people—and in the midst of dl this, you delay mewith
jests and babbld" He gathered the reins of Lisa's mount into his own hand, raised his other hand and
spoke three words that she could not quite make out, and the walls of the courtyard dissolved into mist.

"I brought nothing but mysdlf to your land,” Lisatold him, "and I'll be only too happy to take myself avay
again, if you'd only cooperate! Just let me meet some people who know Syhille, that'sal | ask. They'll
-tell you—"

The ground fell away benesth her, and her voice seemed to fell out of her throat. They were moving with
the same speed as yesterday, but thistime there was no arm about her to keep her safe; there was
nothing but her own wobbly knees clutching the sdes of an impossibly tal, deek horse that rushed
through wind and sun as though it were no more than a current of air itsalf. The soft square of gilded and
embossed | eather on which she sat was no more than atoken saddle, nothing like the high Western
saddles people used on the ranches around Austin, with no saddlehorn for afrightened girl to hang on to.
Lisaset her teeth and her knees and determined to endure the ride without begging Berengar to let her
down again.

Thistime they did not go through the forest, but along the clifftop edge of the river—the Garron?—that
sparkled below Lisas|eft hand in acontinuous, musical shower of crystaline droplets. Despite her
resolve not to look down, the soft rainbow colors of the mist-filled gorge and die hints of glittering
water-fellskept drawing her eyes. White rocks plunging down to meet silver water, deep green walls of
resinous long-needled trees, rainbow clouds of misty spray glowing with the morning sun: shewas
seduced by die beauty of it, remembering against her will diefirst sense of peace and serenity and
homecoming which diisworld had given her.

And, after al, she had not fellen yet; possibly, Lisadared to think, she would not.

Berengar kept their horses skimming just over the rocky path. They moved much fester, thisway, than if
they had had to touch the ground; but she did notice that he still followed the tortuous bends of the
cliffade path.

"Why don't you go straight through the air to—wherever you're going?* she shouted.

Berengar looked over his shoulder at her. "Don't ask stupid questions. Y ou know well enough | haven't
the power to raise us S0 high, so long; and you know why."



"l don't!" Lisa protested.
"No?Wel, | supposeitispossble...”

Lisaheaved an exaggerated sigh of relief. "At last! A sign of rationdlity! Don't tell me you are ready to
quit pretending I'm your fairy godmother?"

Berengar'sjaw set in an expression that Lisawould have called mulish, if sheld seen it on amorta man.
"Y ou were brought back along your own path through the stars; you must be Sybille, and the sooner you
stop teasing me the better ofIF well dl be. No, | meant that it is possible you don't understand what
damage you have done to the Middle Realm. In your day, no doubt we could ride the clouds instead of
skimming aong barely above the surface of earth.”

"And exactly what is Sybille supposed to have done?"
"Look around you!"

Tlie high wooded hillsthat had bordered the cliffside path were felling away here, opening onto gently
rolling pastures that should have been rich farmland. But the grass was thin and sparse, the low walls of
piled stones that separated the fields were tumbling down in neglect, and thorny weeds choked every
corner. In one field awoman in a patched, earth-colored gown was hacking at a pile of roots. She raised
her head asthey rode by and stared at them with the dull, glazed look of someone who has been tired
and hungry for so long that she cannot remember any other life.

"It looks miserable," Lisaconceded. "But you're the Count of the Garronais, remember? Why blame me
if your people are hungry?*

"Thiswas some of therichest land in EIfhame,” Berengar informed her, "in the days when we could bring
therainsin spring and shelter the growing crop from ocean storms. Now it is—asyou see”

"Anditis, of course, my fault that the rains don't come when you want them!"

"Yes." Lisacould see no motion of Berengar'sto guide his horse, but both horses turned aside from the
river bank and went skimming across a sorm-flattened field, till afew inches above the surface of the
ground. In placestheir hooves brushed astanding stalk of golden grass and Ieft it swaying, but pounding
rains—or other things—had laid most of the crop to the ground. A wide muddy swath had been
trampled through the rotting hay, asif people had run through herein terro—why did she think of fear
and pain? It seemed to cry up a her from the earth. With an efifort Lisalooked away from the puddied
field. It was no easier watching Berengar. He looked asif he hated her. No, Lisareminded herself. Not
her. Sybille.

"When you broke the power of the Stones and fled our world, you broke the secret heart of the realm.
Y ear by year our strength hasleached away, until itisal | can do to cloak my keepinilluson and send a
few moreillusionsto discourage the mortal |ords who prowl the borders of my lands."

"Geg, that'srough,” Lisasaid coldly. A stone spire rose on the horizon, with agroup of thatched huts
huddled around it. Something like a sobbing scream threaded through the air; she couldn't have heard
anyoneinthevillage cry out at this distance, she wasimagining things. Berengar's unjust condemnation
was getting her spiritsdown. "Y ou might even have to work for aliving some day, just like acommon
human being. My heart bleedsfor you.”

"Unless you can find some way to reverse the process you started,” Berengar told her, "you will suffer the
same fete. Y ou are not in your world of refuge now, my lady. Y ou are back here with your people whom



you abandoned. And what will you do, when the lands of elvenkind are dl taken by mortas, when the
Durandines are yapping at the Church to have us al burned, when those who would have defended you
arefeeing mortd iron with no elven powersto protect us? If,” he added in alow, troubled voice, "if we
are lucky enough to go down before the armies of the mortals, thet is. Time was, 1'd have laughed a any
man who called death by cold iron a clean death—»but that was before | heard Herluin's horn. They say
he hunts only morta souls; but he wounded my foster-son, and Kieran—"

"The boy who'smissng?'

"Y es. He has been strange since he took the blow; cold in body and wandering in hismind. He must have
stolen out of the keep during the night; 1 knew it not until | felt the passing of the Hunt, and then therewas
no time. | pray we may find him well when we return—and thet dl iswell with the villagers, too. May
their God have mercy on any who were caught out of doorslast nightl”

"And | suppose whatever disaster you're hinting at isaso my feult?!

"Judge for yoursdlf," Therewasjust onelong, low wall of stones between them and the village now;
Berengar broke off gpesking for amoment, sang one long phrase in a descending minor melody, and the
horsesroseinto the air and effortlesdy cleared the wal. "Y ou are remembering your day, when the
Hounds were no more than ghostly voices heard in the dark of the moon. Once they would not have
dared to come among us. Now they have flesh and blood, bones and teeth and claws, and—they have
begun to hunt in the daytime. No one will be safe now, Syhille, unlessyou hat what your folly began.
Theselandswill be adesart, fit for nothing but to sl to the Durandines.”

"l wish," Lisasnapped, "that you would quit calling me by somebody esesname! How many timesdo |
haveto tell you that I'm not your Sybille? Areyou afraid to let me meet somebody who knowswhat she
lookslike?!

At agesture of Berengar's hand, the horses paused and sank to the ground, delicately picking their way
over stubble and puddies as they approached the houses grouped around the village church. The sobbing
wall rose again, too clear for Lisato tell hersdlf she had imagined it.

"Thejest growsold," Berengar snapped without looking back at her, "and I've no time to play your
games, my lady. Even Y rthan is not old enough to remember the days before the Catastrophe. The elven
lords of your day are gone, Sybille; they wearied of thisfailing realm and rode west into the sea before|
was born.”

"| think you are confused,” Lisasaid dowly. "It can't have been that long Since—"

"Now you pretend not to know the length of your own exile." Berengar looked back with asour smile.
"Very well—I will play the game. Y ou have been away from the Realm for seven hundred and
seventy-four years, my lady, and those who might have known you have long since passed out of
Elfhame. Y ou will search in the sunset and the sea-foam for your friends of the court; only their children
remain to guard the death of the Realm that you brought upon us. And now," he said with cold courtesy,
"will you excuse me? | have my peopleto tend; and you, if you're not willing to help, will stay back and
look a what you have brought upon usin your cardessfolly.”

They rode between two leaning, mud-waled houses and acrying, dirty child came stumbling forward to
hold their horses. Lisa's bresth caught in her throat at the smell of blood. The market square looked asif
abattle had passed over it; she saw torn and bloody rags, mud churned by running feet and red-brown
smears on the small stone building in the middie of the village. But there were no bodies; no people at dl,
save the child who had cometo greet them.



"Where are the others?' Berengar demanded.

"Int'church—those asisleft..." The boy jerked hishead towards the small gray stone building that was
die center of the village. Histhroat worked convulsively to hold back sobs.

Berengar dismounted and threw the reins of his horse to the boy. Behind him, Lisadid off her own
mount, somewheat less gracefully, and |leaned against the mud-walled house behind her. She stared at the
devagtated market square, the church, the huddle of houses, like atourist taking in thefirst sight of a
foreignland.

Except that tourists dways go home again, and | cant... | never can...

Thewall she leaned on was sticky. Lisa brought one hand away from the wall and saw her pam
imprinted with asmear of drying blood.

CHAPTER six

Vosexorciso, Larve, Fauni, Manes, Nymphe, Sirene, Hamadryades, Satyri, Incubi, Penates.
ut cito abestis, chaosin colatis, ne vas corrumpatis christianitetis.

—Ms. of Benedictbeuern

(I exorcise you, ghosts and gods, fauns and dryads, nymphs and satyrs, nightmares, sirens, shades and
spirits, you shall vanish into Chaos, you shdl not corrupt Christendom..)

As he entered the church, Berengar knew that the girl was hanging back, but he hadn't timeto force her
insdejust now. Let her ook at the emptiness|eft by the Hounds; later would be time enough to make her
understand what had caused it, after he had heard the tales of the surviving villagers and had sorted them
into some land of sense. So you haven't the sscomach to face what you have done, my lady?

Well enough—yperhaps thiswul shock you into doing your duty, Berengar thought with grim satisfaction.

After that, for some crowded minutes, he thought no more of Syhille; he had enough to do in soothing the
frightened peasants who clutched at him and cried out their Stories of loss. There were pitifully few of
them; no more than athird of his people remained.

Thistime the Wild Hunt had come just before dawn, when al were safeinsde. At first the villagers,
wakened by the shrill music of the hounds, had clutched one another and hidden in their rustling straw
beds. They told each other that the Hunt was only passing overhead asit had used to do on winter nights
in the dark of die moon. Only those who were foolish enough to go outside, who encountered the Hunt
and didn't have the wit to draw acircle around themsalves and cal on the Blessed Virgin, would be
taken; thoseinsde were safe enough.

Only thistime, the Hunt had not passed. The Hounds circled the village, baying from al quarters at once,
until it seemed they would never stop and dawn would never come. There was something in that mad
music that the villagerstaking to Berengar could not explain and would never understand—something
that made them want to run and run, asif safety were only to be found out in the woods.

Nearly dl thefamilies had the same sad end to their story. Someone within had broken under the sound
of the incessant baying, had run outside and been pulled down by the Hounds. Everyone agreed that the
first to go had been Am the bridge-keeper, crying that he heard hislost daughter calling him to join her.
Then parents went to save their children, husbands to save wives, babiesran to catch up with their
mothers, and the Hounds feasted. And when the Hunt |eft, the bodies of their victims, living and dead,



were carried dong with them to ride the darkness with Herluin forever.

The blacksmith's family was whole; held barred the door and plugged his ears with clay and stood before
his own door with aniron hammer, telling his panicky wife and children and his old father that he would
knock down anyone who tried to leave the safety of the hut behind the forge. Two other households had
come safe through the night by similar measures. Apart from these, not one family was safe and entire.
Some had been destroyed utterly; others, perhaps lesslucky, had |eft one or two to mourn the rest.
There were babies too young to crawl and old people too weak to walk without help and avery few
pious, determined souls who had stayed on their kneesreciting prayers while their familiesran out into the
black night without them.

The Hunt had passed at dawn, and with the brightening of the sky the remaining villagers had crept
together in the church to take what comfort they could from the sone walls, blessed asthey had been by
apriest who'd left them to face the Hunt done.

"What'sthat?' Berengar queried sharply. "Father Smon gone?!

"Went to the Remigius yesterday, and 'ahasn't been back," said one.

"No, nor won't," another said. "He'sfeared to stay here.”

"No shameto him. I'm feared. My lord, you'l take us with you? He said you'd take care of us."
"Who—Father Smon?’

"No—the df-boy. Y oung Magter Kieran."

"Hewas here?Y ou saw him?' Berengar questioned sharply.

A confused babble of voicestold the usud conflicting tales. One said that Kieran had been in the village
just after the Hunt | eft; another contradicted him and claimed to have heard Herluin's sllver horn after
Kieran cdled to the peasants. They argued among themsalves for awhile about whether the elf-boy
could have passed unscathed through the departing Hunt. All agreed that Kieran had told them to stay
within doors until dawn, and onelittle girl claimed to have seen him through achink in her father's
hut—"All slver hewas, my lord, and beautiful as—asan eflord!"

Berengar took what comfort he could from the stories. Kieran had been here; he was not here now; and
he would not be free to search for hisfosterling until this matter of the villagers had been settled. What
was he to do with this handful of shocked, wary peasants? Could he take them into his keep and feed
them for the winter, then settle them on new landsin the spring? If they were afraid to work their own
fidldsand finish taking in their own harvest, he would be hard pressed to find enough food for them all
thiswinter. Nor could he guarantee their safety in any other part of hislands.

"My lord, you'l not leave us here?" pressed the blacksmith. "Take uswith you. The Hunt won't trouble
your keep. For the sake of our souls, my lord—"

"If there's need to save souls,” said a deep voice from die church porch, "then turn to Mother Church, not
to the tempora powers. The good monks of the Remigius offer shelter to dl in peril of their souls™

Berengar felt thelittle church grow smaller as Bishop Rotrou entered, resplendent in gold-banded cloak
and bejeweled rings. The bishop's broad shoulders and burly arms bespoke his youth in the dayswhen a
churchman was expected to take up armsto defend his own; his pose assumed an authority over this
church, these people, that Berengar was not ready to give him.



"St.-Remy ismy village," he said. "With respect, it'sfor meto make disposition of thesefolk. | have other
lands—"

"Can you promise that those lands will be safe from whatever assailed these good people last night?”

Berengar chose hiswords carefully. "If what attacked thisvillageis morta or even, Bishop, then | am as
well ableto defend my people as anyone dse. If you say that what passed at dawn was the Wild Hunt,
then do you not commit aheresy agains the decision of your own church councils?'

"I do not need to know what it is," the bishop replied, "to know that these, my people, are afraid, and
that you have not kept the wolf from my sheep. Thisvisitation may be asign of Our Lord's displeasure at
the vast landholdings of the elven lords and the temporal power they have achieved in Christendom.”

"If s0," Berengar murmured, "it seems strange that Our Lord didn't get displeased afew hundred years
earlier, when the e venkind were indeed a power in the land. s your God a craven who dares strike only
the weak, Bishop?"

The bishop's face was grim. Do not presume on our friendship by blaspheming, Count Berengar. My
duty to these morta souls comes before friendship. Let usleave theologica wranglings, and let me ask
you only this—can you protect them? Can you promise them safety from the terror that comes by night?”

"Canyou?'

"l can," the bishop said. "No land belonging to Mother Church has been molested by this new evil, no
monk in any enclosed house has heard the passage of these unknown beasts. Come to the Remigius, my
children, and you will be safe.” He opened his arms to welcome the peasants of St.-Remy.

A few of thevillagers, mostly those without kinfolk remaining dive, trailed dispiritedly acrossthefloor to
stand by Bishop Rotrou. The rest hung back, looking sdewise a Berengar, then at the bishop, then
down at thefloor.
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"According to the Council of Clermont, the Church may not interfere with the temporalities of even
lands," Berengar reminded the bishop.

"But according to the Treety of Jura,’ Bishop Rotrou said, "I may not be prevented from bringing the
Word of God to mortal souls, even when they are bound to the lands of an elven lord.”

Berengar shrugged. "Y ou may speak aslong asyou like, my lord bishop, and any whom you persuade to
follow you may do so. | will remain to make sure that none of my people are coerced into leaving their
lands and their livelihoods againgt their will." He wondered if he was being unreasonably stubborn. Hadn't
he just thought that he would be hard pressed to feed and house these people over the winter? He should
be glad that the monks of the Remigius, through Bishop Rotrou, were willing to take them off hishands.
But the Durandine monks hated Berengar and dl hiskind. And from the tales hed heard of die harsh life
insde the monagteries, hed wager they were not overfond of their own kind either. Berengar was not at
al surethat the villagers who took shelter at the Remigiuswould be dlowed to return to hislandsin the
spring; and once they were in the Durandine enclosure, his status astheir erstwhile lord would give him
little power to defend them. Their lands would go untilled, the village would be empty, and inayear or 0
the Durandine order would renew their offer to buy the village and the surrounding lands—and another
piece of Elfhame would be gone forever.

No, it was worth standing through the bishop's impromptu sermon, if that was what it took to assure his



people of his care and concern for them and to make sure those gray-robed monks of the Durandines
took none againgt their will. Evenif it meant that he had to delay hunting through the forest for Kieran.
But it did just cross his mind, as Bishop Rotrou launched into the fourth subheading of his exposition of
the text "Come unto me," that Sybille was lucky to have stayed outside, where she didn't haveto listen to
al thismortd superdtition.

At that moment Lisawas wishing very much that she could be insde the church, claming whatever
protection Berengar might be willing to give he—whoever he thought shewas.

Thefile of gray-robed monks had crossed the bridge while she was ill staring at nothing, trying to make
sense of the shocksthat had landed her in this strange land. They were between her and the church
before she recognized the need to get away from them—so many hooded men, dl in thelong gray robes
of those who'd attacked her yesterday! And athin-lipped clerk who'd been following the bishop into the
church turned and came towards her, and she recognized the one whose finger she'd broken the day
before. He moved ingtantly and quickly when Lisatried to sidle around him. His arm shot out to trap her
againg thewall; thin, bony fingersfdl on her shoulder and he brought his siff, righteous face closeto
hers. He had bad bresath.

"Here sheis, my brothers—Syhille, and ours, while the éflord is busy within!"

Lisas scream of protest was cut off by abony hand over her mouth. " God's blessing on thy quick wits,
Brother Hugh," she heard someone call through the roaring in her ears. Was she going to faint? Not now.
Kicking and screaming would be more useful. Lisa kicked backwards and entangled her feet in Hugh's
robes; screamed into his pam and felt nausearrisng in her throat. She couldn't breathe. And he wasllifting
her up, stronger than he looked, no, somebody else—hands dl over her, carrying her towardsthe
monks—don't waste energy hating them; get away.

The line of men parted and closed about her, forming into atight circle of rough gray robes and
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pressed close about her, She began to understand that she might be gone from here, gagged by Hugh's
long dirty ringers and hidden by the circle of monks, before ever Rotrou and Berengar emerged from the
church and noticed that she was missing.

Hugh was whispering in her ear now, broken glesful phrases about iron and cellsand chains. ™Y our
warding doesn't work now, doesit, ef-maiden? Powerful evil spellsyou soulless evenldnd have, but not
if we keep you too busy to concentrate on them. I'll see that you don't have leisure to call on your
demons, ef-maiden. Y ou shdl follow the one true path now, whether you have asoul to save or no."
While he whispered, hisfree hand poked and pinched at random over her body. Lisarepressed ashiver
of disgust. She was better off now; he'd lowered her to her feet as though assuming she'd have no choice
but to walk with the moving circle of men. And while he was fondling her, he wasn't holding her so tightly.
She might be able to break loose—but what good would that do, with all these others around her?

If she struggled more, they might tie her up or worse. Lisalet Hugh push her before him and plodded as
dowly as she dared in the direction heindicated. The Durandine monksformed asolid wall of gray dl
around her; she couldn't even see where they were going, but the rushing sound of the Gar-ron was
louder and louder in her ears. Did they mean to throw her over the cuff? Surely not; Hugh had said
something about taking her to the Remigius. He was till talking about that, making sarcastic promises
about the fine entertainment of iron-barred cellsand iron chains that awaited her there.

Lisahad afeding that she would be better off if she did throw herself over the cliff before this madman
and hisfriends got her into their monastery.



Oh, sure, Berengar and Rotrou would eventually notice that she and haf the Durandine monks and the
bishop's psychotic clerk had disappeared. And even if this Berengar wasn't terribly bright, heand a
bishop ought to be able to figure out where they had al gone. But how long would it take them to catch
up, and where would she be by then?

They were nearly at the bridge before Lisa saw her chance. The monks had to re-form their circleto
escort her over the narrow bridge, where there was barely room for two men to walk side by sde. And
they hadn't quite planned that movement. While they were muling around, Lisa caught aglimpse of avery
unmonastic short sword dangling from the girdle of one monk. He seemed to be the leader of the group;
at any rate he was brusquely shoving some monks on ahead and motioning othersto stay behind. And he
was too busy directing traffic to watch Lisa

Hugh had given up pinching in favor of fondling, and he was breathing hard. Lisabit down hard on the
hand that covered her mouth; he yelped and let go for amoment, and she dived for the handle of the
short sword.

It came out of the scabbard like aknife out of butter, so smooth and easy that she could hardly believeit.
Lisadashed out wildly in agreat swinging haf-circle and fet the blade connect with something thet jarred
her arm to the elbow. There was blood on the ground, and the monks closest to her had tumbled over
their own feet to get out of her way, and the one who had reached to retrieve his sword was nursing one
bloody arm in the wide deeve of his habit.

Lisaremembered the counsd of the girlswho'd given her those few sdlf-defense lessons. "Don't pick up
aknife or agun unlessyou know how to useit; hdl just take it away fromyou."

She didn't know how to use anything; it wasjust plain dumb luck that had brought her thisfar. Lisathrew
the sword at amonk who was starting towards her, turned and ran.

There were gray robes before the church, and she had no breath to call to Berengar. But therewas an
unguarded, narrow way between two of the houses that Ieaned into the shadow of the church. Lisa
skidded on mud, jumped over a pile of brush and kicked a gate open. Behind the rickety fence was
something that smelled ditinctly like apigsty. As she skimmed through aseries of puddlesthat stank
even worse than the rest of the village, she heard the grunting of the disturbed sow behind her, and then a
cry of dismay from one of the monks. From the sounds, Lisarather thought that held tripped over die
sow. Shedidn't taketimeto look. Ahead of her, the path led into aforest, degp and glimmering with
green-filtered light, where she could surely lose hersdf until the Durandines gave up the search.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The angdls are His creation, whom He has so ordered that by a system of unbroken continuity the highest
are linked with the intermediate and they in turn with the lowest. His are the animate powers of the
firmament, the celestid fires, rationa creatures of akind neither destroyed by desth nor atered by

passon,
—Bernard Sylvestris, Cosmographia

Losing herself, Lisa concluded some hours later, had been the easy part. Finding her way back to
civilization might just not be so easy. And it was getting dark already.

In thefirst moments of her panic-stricken flight sheld had no thought beyond getting asfar away as
possible from the Durandine monks and the bishop's crazy clerk. Thereld been no time to mark her trail
or to think about how she would find her way back to the village. She couldn't even remember much of
those first minutes; just branches dashing her face, adeep narrow stream that twisted and curled diaboli-
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caly so that she had to jump it innumerable times, glades of moss-covered ancient treeslike pillarsand
crackling leaves underfoot that threatened to betray her. Behind her she heard die shouts of the
Durandines and the steps of heavy men pounding through the forest after her.

Even with the momentary lead sheld gained, Lisa could hardly believe that shed gotten away. She
certainly hadn't done anything very clever. In books, people who were being pursued through aforest
had any number of options. They could run through a stream to hide their footprints, or climb up into an
oak tree until the pursuit passed, or startle afox that would take off in the opposite direction and midead
their trackers.

Lisahad just run. Sheld jumped the stream without thinking about it, she hadn't had timeto climb atree
even if onewith appropriately spaced branches had presented itself, and the only living thing she'd
encountered had been asquirrd that was much too smdl to delude the monksinto following itstrail
instead of hers.

But shewas smdl and thin, and her even-made gown had obligingly turned itself into a snug tunic and
leggings of rusty red, and she had been able to wriggle through thorny bushes and sneak under low-lying
brancheswhile the big, healthy men behind her were catching their robesin the thorns and Banging their
heads on the branches. Hugh, the bishop's clerk, had been the only one of them who was small enough
and dressed appropriately for a chase through the woods; and somehow Lisadidn't think Hugh spent a
lot of time in the woods. He had die smell of sour brown ink and burnt candle-ends and much-scraped
parchment about him.

"Not that I've spent much timein the woods mysdlf," she said aoud, for the comfort of her own voice,
"but it looks asif I'm going to now."

She was leaning with her back against a stone outcropping that shot into the sky in jagged peaks. It came
out of atree-covered hill that was quite redl and solid and definitely not an illusion concedling one of the
elvenkind's secret castles. Lisawas quite sure of that. Some time ago she had redlized that the only
sounds she heard were the noises of her own passage; when she stopped running, she heard nothing but
her own breath rasping in her aching throat. Sheld lost the pursuers, unfortunately, she had aso quite
thoroughly lost hersdlf, and night was coming on. Since then sheld been up and down the hill twice, trying
every trick she could think of to walk through illusions and spells and into a hidden elven castle. Sheld
even gone so far asto knock on afew likely-looking stones and beg for entrance.

Nothing worked, and why should it? Reluctantly Lisa concluded that this particular hill wasjust ahill. The
forest wasjust aforest. And the rough high stone against which she leaned was as much of ashelter as
shewaslikely to find for the night—unlessthe trail that curved around it led somewhere.

Lisablinked and squinted along thetrail in thefading light. A moment ago, when she came diding and
panting down the cliff side for the second time, she would have sworn there was nothing around her but
leaves and trees and those nasty little thorny vinesthat tangled around everywhere at ankle height. Now,
asthe golden light of afternoon gave way to ablue twilight, she could see adistinct trail leading around
the stony hill.

What had concedled it from her before? A trick of the light? Or elven magic? Lisa shook her head and
wiped her sweating forehead with the back of her hand. Aslong as she could seethetrail now, it didn't
reglly matter. All that mattered was deciding which direction was more likely to lead to avillage where
she could get shelter for the night—and as she had absolutely no ideawhere she was and no basisfor the
decigon, that didn't matter very much ether.



A cloud passed over the sun, leaving the forest dim and full of secret rustling shadows. Lisa shivered.
Sheld better get moving, one way or the other. If only she had some clueto help her decide!

A moment later, asthe cloudy darkness deegpened about her, she had some help. A long, eerie howling
echoed through the forest, a strange music that sent new shivers running up and down Lisa's spine. She
had never heard anything like that before. 1t was beautiful and frightening and it made her bonesfed asif
they were turning to water and dripping away.

Then the long music of the howling died away, to be replaced by the excited baying of hounds that had
caught the scent of their quarry, and three silvery notes from a hunting horn picked up the hounds
excitement and relayed it through the forest. And Lisafound hersdf running without ever having made the
decision to do so.

This chase was far worse than the last one. At least the Durandine monks had had to ssumble over the
same rough ground Lisafaced, fighting the same thorny vines and low branches clawing at their facesand
habits. But these hunters swept through the sky like the night wind, and the hounds bayed at her heels
before she had run a hundred paces. The clouds were so thick and dark now that Lisacould not tell
whether the sun had actually set or not; she ran through a blue dimness, tripping and gasping and amost
falling and catching hold of anything before her to help her ong, not caring about skinned palms and
knees and her chest burning for air. Once only she risked a glance behind her. The silvery gray shapes of
hounds and hunters glimmered like avell againgt the night air, riding the currents above and between the
trees. A black shadow of a horse with burning eyes swooped down through the empty air over the path,
and Lisasaw athin girl with disheveled hair and hands tangled in the horse's mane. She sat awkwardly,
as though one hip wouldn't turn out properly, and her open mouth and eyes were full of the black
shadow-stuff that made the horse; but Lisaknew that those empty eyes saw her.

Behind that one came others, some ugly with wounds and rotting flesh, somefair and silver-haired asthe
lords of Elfhame, some no more than skeletonsin rusty armor; and beside them, in the empty night air
above the path, loped long gray shapes with open mouths and teeth that gleamed like candle flames.

Lisaleft the path and plunged into the dark forest of evergreensthat had replaced the oaks and beeches
near St.-Remy, into a pine-scented darkness where the trees grew too close and tight together for
anything, mortal or elven or demon, to plunge through those sharp-needled branches. She could till hear
the silver horn sounding far above her, but it didn't pardyze her now: the piercing music waslike long
sharp knives behind her, forcing her to run on and on until she sobbed for breath and the ground opened
before her and she tumbled into a pool of ice that sucked the air from her lungs.

The Remigius monastery was a scene of controlled confusion that evening. Fires burned latein the
kitchen, where hahO a dozen monksladled thin cabbage soup into pots and bowls and mugs and fed the
exhausted villagers of St-Remy aswell asthey might. In the scriptorium, three clerkslabored over a
parchment conveying the lands of St.-Remy to the keegping of the Durandine order; they had been
advised that the cursed df-lord would soon comply, now that more than half the remaining villagers had
sought sanctuary in the monastery. And in the chapter- house, acircle of hooded men stared into a brass
bowl.

Thewhiteliquid in the bowl shivered and transformed itsdlf asthey watched, suggesting leaves trembling
in aforest, branches broken and trees shaking in an unearthly wind. Like a shadow of white on cream,
theform of agirl shaped itself among the trees. She ran through briars and branches, skidded down a
long smooth dope covered with dippery brown needles and plunged into anicy pooal; little droplets
raised themselves from the surface of the bowl where the girl'simage struck the water.

"Sheiscloseto the Stonemaidens,” one of die brothers of Saint Durand commented. "What if shefinds



the way back?'

"All the better," said araspy, unpleasant voice. One of the dighter of the monks pushed his hood back
for amoment, reveding apimply, thin-lipped face. " She cannot be Sybille"

"But you yourself sad—"

"l waswrong," snapped Hugh, the bishop's clerk, "Y es, thisisthe girl who came through the Gate; she
admitted it when | questioned her. But she is—not—Syhbille. Y ou saw her handle our brother's sword.
Would one of the elvenkind have come so close to cold iron? Her common looks might beillusion, but
no illuson would keep the meta of that sword from burning an df-maid'sfar flesh. Sheis morta—and
that fool Berengar never thought to give her thetest of iron!"

"She touched only die hilt—"

"Which isbound with iron clagps,” interposed die monk from whom Lisa had taken the sword, "against
the thieving fingers of the evenkind. She held it in her hands and swung it well. If she had been asoulless
effling, her palmswould have been burned to the bone. Our brother isright. Thegirl ismorta.”

"And it ismy intention/ said athird hooded man, whose stature and bearing proclaimed him the unofficia
leader of the circle, "that she shdl find the Stonemaidens again. Even now the Hunt drives her towards
thecirde”

"And back to her own world?'
"Y ou mean to lose her, after dl our laborl"
"What ifA-"

Thetal monk held up hishand for silence. ""Peace, my litde brothers. Remember that we are not without
friendsin that other world. | have seento it diat we shal not lose her. Thisgirl may not be the onewe
seek, but if she had not been close to Sybille she would not have heard the call. If she can passthe Gate
again, shewill lead usto Syhille.

"And remember," he added as the monks murmured among themselves, "where one mortal has crossed
the Gate, others may follow. If Sybille resists our sending, we shdl have to take her by force once diat
girl hasled usto her."

"God and Saint Durand protect us," whispered one monk, "are weto go into that place of demons now?"

"If necessary, my litde brother, Saint Durand will give you the courage. Even there, you will follow die
one path to the Light. May we dl keep to the one path!"

The brothers bowed their heads and murmured theritua blessing. Asthey looked away from the brass
bowl, the milky fluid setded into peace again.

Asthey werefiling out of the chapter-house, theliquid in the bowl shivered violendy, and for one instant
there was a dancing haze of red-gold flames above die white pool; but die monks, heads bowed,
knowing that the charm on the scrying-bowl had been released, did not see this.

The chaos a the Remigius was mirrored in the world of iron-demons and mortalsthat frightened the
monks and eves aike. In the street where the New Age Psychic Research Center stood, the warring
breeds of iron-demons fought and snarled among themselves over the few coveted treasures il
avalable. Lisahad very efficiently arranged for over ahundred friends of the Center to attend that night's



emergency mesting; but since she didn't drive, she had not thought about the parking problem. There was
a pre-Haloween toga-and-costume party at the fraternity house on the northwest corner of the block;
the travel agent whose office occupied the old house on the southeast corner was holding an open house
with exoticaly costumed young ladies handing out travel brochures and drinksto anyone they could lure
in; and in the center of the block, one long black car after another deposited the frail old ladies of Miss
Penny's bridge group and created atraffic jam that backed up, on occasion, asfar as Sixth Street.

"l wish Lisawould get herel” Judith Templeton yanked at her long yellow hair for the tenth time. "She
promised to be here early and arrange everything. Instead weve got everything happening at once and no
help. No extra chairsin the meeting room, no handout for people to read and get an idea of the problem,
and police dl over the place this afternoon about those damn books of Mahluli's."

"Can't blame Mahluli for getting burgled,” Nick pointed out.

"No, but I wish he hadn't noticed the missing books until after this meeting,” Judith said frankly. "I've got
enough to worry about tonight, especialy with Lisas disappearance.”

"The perfect secretary,” Nick drawled. He leaned back against the wall and drummed his fingers on the
molded plagter. "Tell me, Sgter, thisis the paragon of a secretary-receptionist you've been raving about?
The one you were going to hirefor your own businessif Aunt Penny's circusfolded itstents? The one
who disappeared in the middle of the day and hasn't been heard from since?’

"Spare me the sarcasm,” Judith suggested. "Do something useful instead.”
"Likewhat?'

Before Judith could answer, Ginnie rushed in, pink-cheeked with the excitement of bearing bad news.
"Judith, are you aware that the cars from our people are blocking the fraternity driveway?'

Judith smiled. "That'sthe first good news I've heard dl day."
"Areyou aso aware that they've called the police?"

"Tel my lawyer." Judith placed one hand behind Nick's arched back and shoved him towards the door.
Thereyou go, little brother. Useful tasks. Get out there and mediate between the frat rats and the cops.
Or if you can't do that, direct traffic. And stop being sarcastic about Lisa."

"Lisawouldn't just disgppear likethis," Ginnie agreed. "It'snot like her.”

"Why not?" Nick was elegantly draped around the doorframe now, bonedesdy graceful in hisdark suit. "'l
gather that's how she started here. Judith and Aunt Penny havefilled my earswith the saga of how this
wonderful girl just suddenly appeared for counsdling, saw the disorganization in this place, attacked the
chaos and became the recepti oni-cum-office-manager while she was waiting for an interview."

"Wedo not," Judith told him, "require any more sarcasm."

"I wasjust trying to point out,” Nick said in hurt tones, "that you ladies are reposing an inordinate amount
of trust in someone who, by your own account, came out of nowhere, doesn't seem fully conversant with
modern American life, turned white when the new owner mentioned the need for resumes and personnel
files, and disappeared without warning die next day—immediately after aburglary.”

"Exactly what are you implying? Damn you, Nick, you've barely met Lisa. | know her, and | know Aunt
Penny could never have lasted thislong without her, and | aso know she would never do anything
ciimind!"



"Oh, she may not be actually crimina,” Nick alowed generoudy, "at least not in the popular sense of the
term. But I'm reasonably sure sheisanillegd dien, and in the context of the burglary and her
disappearance | think it's very interesting that whoever broke into Mahluli's bookshop knew exactly
where he kegps hisrare and vauable books. And I'd be willing to bet money that you'll never see her

again.

Judith stuck one hand into her jeans pocket and withdrew it with acrumpled wad of bills. She extended
the pile of money to Nicholas, straight-armed, pam up. "Count that and match it, little brother," she
snapped. "Whatever | have saysthat Lisawill be back by tomorrow—unless something redly bad has
happened to her."

It was only water; only acold, swift-running stream whose bank had been covered by a deceptive loose
carpet of thethick brown needlesthat fell from the conifers. And it was only—once she spluttered and
splashed to her feet—only as deep as her knees.

And by some miracle, her last terrified burst of speed seemed to have lost the beasts that hunted the air.
Lisagtarted to squeeze the water out of her tunic, then shook her head dowly asthetunic itself pulsed on
her body, contracting and releasing until theindividud fibers had squeezed themselves dry. Theleggings
that now formed the lower portion of her costume kept on working furioudly, but the stream kept her
soaked from feet to knees.

"It'sdl right," Lisatold her df-made dress. "I
don't think you can do much about the partsthat are under water."

Asif it had understood her, the costume quit its anxious vibrating. Lisalistened closely, but she heard
nothing but the splash of water and the deepy, rustling sounds of aforest at night. Where wasthe Hunt?
Had they swept past her while shelay in die pool? Wading through water was supposed to deceive red
hunting hounds who followed a scent along the land; perhaps being completely under the water, even for
afew spluttering, choking seconds, had served to screen her from beings who moved as fast asthe wind.

Lisadevoutly hoped that was the case. But just in case the Hunt returned, she decided to stay where she
wasfor awhile. Dusk had given way to the total darkness of night; if she waded along the stream, she
might fall again into some hidden pool degp enough, with currents strong enough, to pose area danger.
And if shetried to clamber up the dippery, needle-covered dope of the crumbling bank, she might not be
ableto find thispool of refuge again in case the Hunt returned.

And in any case, she had no idea of whereto go from here.
Perhaps daylight would offer asolution.

"Oh, dear," Lisasighed doud, "I am cold. If only | could see something, maybe | could find anice rock
to st on." And maybe, if she were entirely out of the water, and if she mentioned being cold afew more
times, her ef-woven dresswould take the hint and turn itsalf into anice fur cloak. Or better yet, Lisa
thought with an ache of homesicknessin her throat, anice thick down coat from Lands End or Eddie
Baiter, one of those toysfor yuppies with zippers and sngps and ahood and hidden pockets. Maybe it
could even manage a sandwich and an gpple in one of the pockets.

At the moment, keeping her top haf warm and dry seemed to be the most the elf-dress could manage.
Oh, well; even in the dark she could fed about for arock or anice dry ledge to perch on. Lisabent and
passed her hands over the surface of the water around her. She had asense of asolid massto her right,
probably the high bank down which she'd tumbled; perhaps there would be some place to sit there.She
doshed cautioudly towards the hint of darkness upon darkness, waving one hand before her just at water



level. Her fingers encountered a frizz of roots descending into the swift-running water, a
boulder—unfortunately completely submerged—a strong heavy root extending right into the weter, a
tangle of smaller hair-like roots waving and knotting about that base, something soft—

Something soft, and moving, and unnaturally warm benegth that cold stream water. Lisasfingersjerked
back and she yelped in surprise, not just at the touch of warm living flesh but dso at die cry she heard at
the same moment.

Help me, please hep me.

Where had it come from? Lisastood erect, straining her ears. Was the Hunt returning, driving some oilier
poor soul through thisforest?

She heard nothing but the trickling of the stream over rocks and the sighing of the wind in the trees.
But the voice had been clear, and shrill with desperation, and very close.

Wasit possible—? Lisa scowled into the darkness. "I have enough troubles dready,” she informed the
night. "If anybody needs help here, it'sme!”

All the same, she bent and reached under the sunken root again, fighting ashiver of fear and distaste.
Tendrils of tiny roots brushed her wrist and wrapped about her fingers. Sheld imagined the whole thing;
there was nothing here, and if she had touched anything, it wasadimy fish or afrog or some other
water-creature long since gone and probably much more frightened than she was—

Oh, you came back! Please don't leave me here alone.

Not exactly flesh; it was more like touching feathers, warm soft feathers with athin skin of air between
them and the water. And the touch on her mind was feather-light too, as though the—thing—knew it had
frightened her before.

"Dont worry," Lisasaid, "l won't leave you." Cold and frightened though she was, she could tdll that the
thing under her hands was much worse off. It was shaped for air and light and movement, and now it was
dowly growing gill under the water. Dying. And she knew, too—the information cameinto her mind
seasoned with atouch of inaudible laughter—that thered been no need to speak doud; aslong asthey
were touching likethis, she had only to shape the wordsin her mind for the underwater thing to pick them

up.

"l understand,” Lisasaid, "but if you don't mind, today has been strange enough aready. | fed more
comfortabletalking aloud. Then | can at least pretend you hear me. Now. What sort of help did you have
inmind?" She hoped it wasn't anything very difficult. She wastired and hungry and lost and soaked to the
knees, and she couldn't see her hand in front of her face. She was not exactly equipped for serious
rescue missons. Maybe, she thought without much hope, maybe she'd guessed wrong; maybe thisthing
didn't redly want her to get down under the water and untangle al the tight knotty roots that were
wrapped in and out of its feathery substance.

Freeme.

It felt like an impetient shove insde her head, forcing her fingers down until she could fed how the
hair-fine tendrils of roots wrapped around the feathery creature, in some places so tight that they cut into
its—not flesh, exactly, but—"That must hurt,” Lisasaid.

It does. That isnot important. Free me! The tone wasimperious now, like atoddler demanding itsjuice
and cookies now.



"All right, al right, I'mworking onit,” Lisagrumbled. The roots were so tightly snarled together that it
was like untying knotsin wet cord. Under water. Without being able to see what she was doing. But no
individual root was that strong; dowly, with infinite care, she separated the tiny root strands and broke
each one.

"l just hopethis plant isn't telepathic too," she muttered, "I'd hate to think what it would say about what
I'm doing to itslife-support system. It probably

—ahl"

Thelast knot of rootsfell away under her fingers. There was afluttering of feathery warmth againgt her
pams; then the thing she'd been working to free burst out of the water in ablaze of flamesthat sent Lisa
reeling back, one arm up over her face. Shetripped over astone and sat down with asplash in the center
of the shalow poal.

Don't do that. Y ou splashed me!

"My humble gpologies” said Lisa. "Y ou—ea—dtartled me." She got up dowly, squinting againgt the
brilliance of the light that glowed from the feather-thing—not a bird, she couldn't call it abird, but not
anything else she had seen outside the borders of some fantastically illuminated manuscripts. It was
dender as her wrist and amost aslong as her arm, with long sweeping wingsthat curved to twice the
length of its body. The head was rounded and almost human, if you discounted the festhered crest; at
least 0 Lisathought, but she could not be sure of the thing's features while it moved so quickly and gave
off such aglow of delight. Freed of the roots and the water, it swooped about her head in dizzying arcs
and spirdsof light, shooting off tiny sparks that danced over the surface of the pool and then, asif
repelled by the water, returned to their source.

"Er—feather-thing—do you think it's quite agood idea to go making such afireworks display?"
What?

"Thelights," Lisatrandated. "I don't know if you noticed, being under water and al that, but there are
some rather unpleasant creatures hunting the forest tonight.”

The Wild Hunt. Yes, / know them. They startled meinto thewater. | am not afraid ofHeriuin and his
followers; but | was not expecting them to be so strong in thisworld. And while | was observing them,
the nixy-reeds twined their fingers around me. The feather-thing dimmed itself to asoft golden glow and
sank down until it was hovering over the pooal, just at the height of Lisa's head. Now she could seeathin
pointed face with wild up-danting eyes—not human, but not elven ether; something entirely outside her
experience.

Of coursel am outside your experience. It sounded rather smug. We are not supposed to show
ourselvesto mortds, except those who are very holy or in danger from demons.

"Well, | certainly don't qudify on thefirst count," Lisasaid, "but for the second—are the Wild Hunt
demons?'

Not exactly. They are of this earth. But they should not be so strong; 1 do not know what has gone
wrong here. Of coursg, it had been afew hundred years since 1 last visited. Many things have changed.
It is not important; they are gone for the moment. | owe you alife, morta.

"l wish you wouldn't cdl methat. My nameisLisa"

And | am Zahariel, one of the angdls of light, and not a ‘feather-thing."



llAn aw?l

Aredl mortasasdow asyou, Lisasmortal? Y es, an angel. Zaharidl's feathers rippled with sparks of red
and magentalight. And / owe you alife. Tell me quickly how | may pay my debt, so that | may go home

agan.
"Home," Lisasaid dowly. "l—could you possibly take me home again?'

Not to my realm. Sublunary creatures cannot survive there. Zaharid's eyes shone blue-green and its head
tilted to one sde. Of course, once you are dead—if you qudify—

"That'squitedl right,” Lisasaid. "1 didn't mean your home, but mine. |—well, you see, | don't come from
here"

Of course not. No mortaslivein thisforest—oh. 1 see. Lisafdt asif feathery tendrilswere stirring
through her memories. Another world? One absol utely without .angels or demons? How fascinating! And
you came through the Stonemai dens—/ had not redlized that the e venkind retained enough power to
open aGate. | wonder if itis<till open?1 should like to explore this barren world.

"Me, too," Lisasaid. "All I want isto get back there—but you see, the monks tried to make me—and
then Berengar took me to hiskeep, and | can't find my way back—and—" She stifled a sob and wiped
one hand across her eyes.

Y ou cannot find the Stonemai dens? Zahariel's mind-touch conveyed astonishment and delicate laughter.
Why, follow your feet up the stream.

Lisalooked down &t the dancing ripples of reflected fire and the blackness of the stresm beyond
Zaharid'slight. "This stream? Thisisthe one?" It seemed too good to be true. Upstream.

"Of course. Away from theriver." Did one loss an angel? Probably not. Lisalooked upstream into inky
blackness and cold, gurgling water, took hold of her courage with both hands and nodded to Zaharid.

"Wdll, if that's the way, I'd better be going. | only hope | can get back through again—are you sure the
Gate works both ways?'

It dwaysdid before. And if it fails, we witt think of something else.
llWel?l
[ witt light your way. It istheleast | can do—and not enough to repay my delt.

"Morethan enough,” Lisatold it. Shefelt surprisingly lighter of heart a the promise of acompanion
through the forest. Zaharidl'sfiery presence warmed more than just her body.

The journey to the Stonemaidens was not as Smple as Zahariel had made it seem—that is, it might have
been smplefor an angd of light who could hover above the water and glide between the branches, but
for Lisastired and thoroughly morta body it was along, chilly, exhausting trek over dippery boulders
and through treacherous underwater sands. The stream wound and curved, banks overhung the edges
with curtains of those grasping, dender roots that Zaharidl called nixy-reeds, wet stones turned under
Lisasfeet and true underwater things scuttled past her ankles. More than once she was tempted to leave
the stream and strike out through the forest, with Zaharid to light the way and make sure she didn't lose
the path; but whenever she set foot on the bank, something deterred her. Once it wasasSmpleasadide
of water-soaked clay that proved impossible to climb, and more than onceit was as subtle and as
terrifying asthe feint echo of adlver horn winding through the forest.



The Hunt does not deep yet. Do not leave the stream, Zahariel warned once, unnecessarily. Hisgolden
glow had dimmed to the merest hint of ashimmer, hardly more than the reflection of what
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light might have come from the cloud-covered moon, and his uneasiness wrapped about Lisalike adamp
cloak.

Shewaded on.

Towardsthe end Zahariel kept telling her they were nearly there, and she needed his reassurance. The
hunting sounds, once so faint they had been dl but swalowed up in the night air, were closer now. How
close, Lisacould not judge, but she kept looking up and behind her, and she was never totally reassured
to see nothing but trees and sky. The hounds bayed now from one side of the stream, now from the
other; shefdt asif they were being hunted into atrap.

But it was no trap. They rounded a corner and Zahand's light blazed out to show the dark sentinel

shapes of the Stonemai dens, weathered pillars againgt the night sky. Lisacaught her breath with hope and
longing and sudden fear at the sight of the remembered arch, so near now. She could not see what lay
beyond it. What if shewent through it and found hersdlf still on the circle of mossy turf guarded by the
Stonemaidens?

Oh, beautiful and strange! Zahariel crooned to himsdf. So many lights burning in the sky!
The only light in thisworld was Zahariel himsdlf'. " Can you see—isthe Gate till open?”' Lisawhispered.

"Oh, yes, yes, open and beautiful, your world—and dangerous, four people truly do not know angels.
How isthis?

Before Lisa could snap that she wasn't in the mood for a philosophica discussion, the hounds bayed
agan—directly behind them, thistime, and the eerie music of their cry was carried on achill wind that
whistled about her face.

Go now. Quickly! They cannot follow you through the Gate.
"Comewith me?'

/ dare not. Zahariel sounded shaky but regretful. It istoo strange, your world. They have no angels. What
would they make of me?

"You can't stay herel" And Lisadid not have the courage to stay and plead with it. The wind whipped
her loose hair about her face and plastered her e ven-made garments to her wet body, and the cries of
the hunters sounded in the night sky.

Child, 1 am an angd. They startled me before, but only because 1 was surprised to find Herluin so strong
intheworld. Do you restty think they can harm me?

Zahand's feathery form shivered and expanded like an explosion of fireworksin the night sky, until the
arch of hiswingsfilled the sky and dielight of hisface cast long black shadows from each of the standing
stones. Run't he commanded. In that golden light, Lisaran from the shelter of the stream, across dippery
needles and crackling leaves and smooth turf, through the arch and onto the hard smoothness of a
polished tile floor. She looked back to call to Zaharid, but the arch dwindled as she looked until it was
only apainted page in an open book.



"It's about time you came home,” said Clifford Smmons. "I have been waiting along time.”
CHAPTER EIGHT

A lafontanadd vergier, on l'erb’ esvertajosta gravier, al'ombradun fust domesgier, en aiziment de
blancasflors e de novelh chant costumier, trobey sola, ses companhier, selhaque no vol mon solatz.

-Marcabru

(By the fountain in the garden, where the grass grows green down to the edge of the water, in the
shadow of aorchard tree, adorned with white flowers and singing the new songs of the new
season—there | found her al done, thisgirl who does not want my company)

For just one breath, while the Gate dwindled behind her and she knew that she had made the crossing,
Lisahad felt safe. She had expected to return to Mahluli's shadowy bookshop, hung about with dusty
velvet curtains and redolent of eastern scents and old leather bindings. Instead she wasin ahard, shiny
room of glass and polished tile and shining chrome. Hie blue-white glare of the fluorescent office lights
bounced gaily off al the bright smooth machine-made surfaces and hurt her eyes. After the wooded
glades and weathered stones of that other world, everything here seemed too new, too bright, too dick
and sharp-cornered.

Clifford Smmons was sitting behind alarge desk of polished wood, toying with asmoky glass
paperweight. Lisa couldn't imagine what he used it for; there were no papers on the desk. Before him,
the book of fairy taleswith the Nidlsen illustrations lay open on the dark polished wood of the desk;
behind him, opened curtains showed the Austin skyline—empty office buildings sparked by random
pinpoints of lit windows—through a sheet of dark glass. A blinking red light that seemed to hang in the
sky puzzled Lisafor amoment, until she redized that it was die reflection of the coffee machine that sood
on acabinet beside her. She could fed the heat from the hot plate and smell the acrid odor of coffee that
had been brewing for hoursinto an acid black glue. Clifford Smmonswastdling the truth; he had been
waiting for along time.

"|—I don't understand,” Lisasaid dowly. "What are you doing with Mahluli's book?"
"It'snot hisnow," Clifford told her with obvious satisfaction. "It'smine. And so areyou."

"Oh, no." Lisashook her head and started to back away; she could see the door behind her reflected in
the window glass, afaintly transparent image superimposed on the view of Austin by night.

"Don't bein such ahurry,” Clifford said. ™Y ou don't want to go anywhere dressed like that, do you? And
surely you want an explanation of the odd things that have been happening to you."

Lisapaused and looked down uncertainly.Her f-dresswas ill in the form it had assumed for her
journey through the woods, dark crimson leggings and aloose tunic ornamented with agreat dedl of gold
embroidery. Bluejeansand a T-shirt, please! she thought without any real hope of success.

The dress remained unchanged; it felt like dead cloth—like dl the clothes sheld ever worn in thisworld;
Lisahadn't redlized until now how till and unnatural that could seem.

And she did want to know whatever Clifford knew.

"l mean you no harm," he said, coming around the desk with both hands outstretched. "Theré's no reason
to be afraid of me. | will take care of you, Lisa."

His voice was warm and steady and comforting. Aslong as shedidn't look at hisintent dark eyes, Lisa



felt better. So she very sensibly watched the sparkling blue and green lightsin hisopd ring instead, and
let the warm caressing voice wash over her. She did need comfort; she did long to stop running and
righting and protesting. Being taken care of should be dl she wanted; why did shefed thissmall,
protesting, niggling doubt? She didn't want to doubt Clifford. She wanted to relax and enjoy being safe at
home again.

"Just St down, therésagood girl." He guided her to a soft, low chair beside the coffee machine. "Y ou
must betired after al your travels. Would you like a cup of coffee? No? Just Sit back and relax, then.”
The lightsinsde the opa danced and sang to her as his hands moved.

Lisafet so deepy she could hardly keep her eyes open. It had been apunishingly long day. Buit it
wouldn't be polite to fall adeep in Clifford Smmons* office; and she wanted to be safe at home, in her
own little room on the top floor of the Center.

"I would liketo go home now."

"In amoment—in amoment. | have to explain everything to you first, lisa, to make sure that you are on
our side. There are powerful forces at work in thisworld."

"I know that," said Lisa. Why did Clifford fed it necessary to explain thisto her? She was the one who'd
been whipping back and forth between the worlds. She could explain athing or two to him, if she had the
energy. But it was too much trouble to talk.

"Those forces must not belong to those who would use themill, or to the ignorant who would misuse
them. Don't you agree, Lisa? Y ou would not give aloaded gun to a baby, would you? Only those who
are wise should be entrusted with the power."

Lisanodded dowly, following the soothing motions of Clifford's hand with the opa ring. Everything he
said was 0 right, how could she argue?

"Thereis someone in thisworld who does not belong here," Clifford crooned, "someone who holdstoo
much power, someone who could be very dangerousto usdl. You will take meto Sybille, Lisa"

"Can't," Lisamurmured. She felt warm and soft and safe and she wished that she could make Cliflford
happy by doing what he wanted, especialy when everything he said was wise and true like this. But why
did people keep nagging her about Sybille? She wanted to be nice, she wanted to help, and they kept
asking theimpossible. Lisafet very sorry for hersdf.

"Youmus." Clifford's voice hardened. "Thereis no moretimeto delay your choice, Lisa; you are either
with us or againgt us. Y ou do not wish to stand againgt us, do you?"

Sowly, dowly, Lisas head moved from sideto Side. Of course she didn't want to set hersalf up against
Clifford. Shejust wanted to be nice and have people like her. Clifford liked her; that was nice. If she
didn't help him find Sybille, would he stop hieing her? That would be so sad. Two big tears squeezed out
of Lisaseyesand trickled down her cheeks. She thought about wiping them away, but her hands were
S0 heavy; it was essier to leave them lying relaxed in her |ap.
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"Of courseyou don't." Clifford's voice waswarmly agpproving. "You're agood girl, Lisa, and you want to
follow the one true path, don't you?'

Someone el se had spoken of the one true path to her recently. Who was it? Hugh—the bishop's clerk!
Lisas body tensed as she remembered his hands poking and fondling while he whispered threatsto her.



The other Durandine monks liked that phrase, too. Was Clifford a Durandine? How could that be? Lisa
tensed involuntarily, remembering leather-bound wires about her wrists and cruel hands pinching her.

"Y ou're worried about something, Lisa. Don't worry. | want you to relax now. Y ou don't have to think
any more. I'm going to take good care of you."

Not if hewasafriend of the Durandine monks, he wasn't. Lisaforced hersdlf to look up at Clifford's
face. Hisvoice was gill going on and on, steady and soothing astherolling of waves, but hisface was
tense and he, was staring through her asif he didn't really see her—like Hugh—asiif shewere atool he
didn't want to pick up. She had to get away from him. If only he would stop talking! Hisvoice waslike
warm honey running through her limbs, making her soft and bondess.

Think about something ese, Lisatold herself. Shetried to concentrate on something, anything, to keep
the soporific effect of Cliffsvoice a bay: the office buildings she could see through the window, the
reflected red light of the coffee machine, the stain on one corner of the heavy drapes.

"I'mvery deepy," she murmured, and it was easy to keep her voice dow and relaxed. "I don't want to go
to deep beforewe find Syhille. I'll have some coffee now.”

"Yes, that'sagood idea. Y ou don't want to go to deep yet; you want to help me and the Masters.
You'reagood girl, avery good girl..."

Hisvoice kept rolling over her as she stood and languoroudy ambled over to the coffee machine. She
picked up the carafe, half-full of hot black coffee that had long since smmered down to acorrosive
acidic potion, and held it steady in her |eft hand while she placed her right palm down on the hot plate.

It was too hot, much too hot; no wonder the coffee had boiled down! Lisahad leaned down with al her
weight; now shejerked her hand away and felt skin tearing, lost her balance for amoment and almost
dropped the carafe. The burning pain tore through her, shooting up to her shoulder and bringing instant
tearsto her eyes—and clearing her head. Clifford's soothing voice was only background noise now
compared to the screaming of her open hand.

"What are you doing?" Clifford sounded worried. "Lisa, dear girl, have you hurt yourse f?*

Lisawhirled and threw the carafe of hot black coffee straight in hisface. She heard glass breaking; Cliff
screamed and both hands fumbled at his eyes. Broken glasses, broken coffee carafe, scading coffee and
gplinters of glass everywhere—Lisawas at the door before Cliff could moveto go after her, and she was
even clever enough to open it with her unhurt left hand. He was scrambling after her now, haf-blind
without those heavy black-rimmed glasses, but shewasin the hal aready. Somebody cried, " Stop!"

Lisakept running. But, unbelievably, Cliff Sm-monsdidn't. She madeit to the end of the hall with no one
after her. Elevator? No, too dangerousto wait. Stairs—ah! The red Exit sign. Lisawent down gray metal
sepsfour a atime, dipping on the turns and banging her burnt hand against the wall to steedy hersdlf and
screaming inside her head at the pain that she didn't have bregth to acknowledge out loud. She hadn't
imagined it would hurt so much, sheld only wanted to clear her head. There must be something wrong
with the coffee maker. Fire hazard. Somebody ought to do something about that. People ought to be
more careful what they kept in their offices... magic books and overhesting coffee machines. She wasntt
making much sense, was she? Didn't matter. She didn't have to think now, only run. Three flights down,
then abrown-painted meta fire door with ared handle. As Lisa pushed at the red handle, bells began
ringing over her head, and when she burst out onto the street there were people staring at her and at the
building with the ringing fire darm. She didn't care. The night air was crisp and cold to clear her head,

and the sdewaks were solid under her feet, and she knew where she was now: at the edge of downtown
Audtin, only six blocks from the New Age Center.



And shefét asif the Wild Hunt were baying over her shoulder. Knowing it wasridiculous and awaste of
time, promising hersdf that Zaharidl had been right and that the Hunt could not come through the Gete,
Lisadtill responded to the prickling sensation between her shoulder blades. When she should have been
running, she stopped on the sidewalk and looked back over her shoulder at the office building. There
was only one lighted window on the third floor; mat must be Clifford Smmons office. AsLisalooked up,
she saw the gray curtains moving to block out her view of that room.

Gray curtains.
The heavy, expensve draperiesin Clifford Smmons* office had been red.

They ill were; she could see them framing the window. The sweep of gray sheld seen had been
something el se; something like a hooded robe with long deeves and long skirts.

Lisadid not redly think that Clifford Smmonswas up in his office putting on a Durandine monk's habit.
Shedidn't think anything at al; shejust ran. And not straight down Congressto Eighth, as she'd planned,
but through an aley sheld never explored before and across a parking lot and over afence and through a
nicethick hedge of oleanders. And as sheran, she decided that angelsweretoo litera in their speech.
Zahariel had said that the Wild Hunt could not pass the Gate; he hadn't made any guarantees about
normd, living people.

"Fool! To have had her in your power, and let her dip away so easily! Blessed Saint Durand, what sins
have | committed, that | must be punished by having chanced upon such ausdesstool asyou!”

Clifford Smmonswas dready distraught enough from having had hot coffee thrown in hisface and his
glasses broken. Everything was going wrong; nothing was as he planned it. First Lisahad scared the
dickensout of him, coming out of nowhere like that. HE'd thought the Masters wanted him to stedl
Mahluli's book so that Lisawould cometo get it back. They'd never said anything about her coming out
of the picture like—like—wdl, never mind. Cliff prided himsdf on his presence of mind. Hismisson hed
been to establish control over Lisas mind, and he couldn't do that if he gobbled and pointed and
demanded to know how she'd worked that trick; so he acted asif nothing unusua had happened, and
amog believed it himsdif.

Sheldd dmost been his; he il didn't know what had gone wrong. Without his glasses he couldn't think
properly. It had seemed as though these new arrivals had also come through the picture; it must be some
sort of trick, of course, but he hadn't been able to see exactly how they worked it. And now—! The men
in the office with him wore the gray hooded robes of the Masters, but they spoke to him as one would
speak to an incompetent servant, not to arespected junior member of their organization.

"l can dtill get her," he promised.

"Do you know where she'sgoing?' Without waiting for an answer, the leader grabbed him by the
shoulder and pushed him towards the door. " Show us. Quickly, you fool! We must not lose her now."

At least he had said we. Stumbling half-blind down the hdl, hisface burning where the scalding coffee
had hit, Cliff Smmonstook comfort in that. He was not yet excluded from the circle of the Masters. He
could till prove himsdf.

That hedge of oleanders framing the parking lot was the last good bit of cover for severd blocks. There
was nothing but bare concrete sidewaks and streets and smooth-sided office buildings. Lisalooked over
her shoulder, thought she saw aflicker of gray robes, and ran.

"Theresheid"”



Sobbing with exhaustion, Lisaturned to the right and ran across 15th Street in the fece of ared light.
Cars dammed on their brakes and rubber screeched and a red-faced man leaned out of the high window
of his pickup and shouted curses at her. A moment later, just asthe traffic started moving again, aline of
blue-green lights flashed into being after Lisaand two men in long gray robes charged acrossthe
intersection.

It was abad night for the iron-demons. The driver of the pickup truck was dow to brake, staring at the
shower of blue-green sparksthat laid adancing trail ahead of the two looniesin gray. He nearly ran over
the second robed nut before he stamped on his brakes and skidded across a puddle and wrenched at the
whed to pull hiscar out of the way of the telephone pole that was rushing towards him. Acrossthe Strest,
aChevrolet dodged out of the way of the runaway pickup and collided with aMazda. A Porsche hit the
two cars with a crunch of destroyed fenders. The driver of the pickup evaded the pole but histruck
jumped the curb on the far Side of the street and landed on afire hydrant with agentle crunch. Water
spurted into the sky and drenched him as he jumped out of the truck, fists swinging, ready to punch out
the two idiotswho'd forced him into awreck.

They were out of reach, and there were flashing lights all around him and men in dark blue uniformswho
wanted to know how held started the traffic pileup.

"Brother Alured, what do you suppose 'gawdamn doped-out punk freak' means?!

"Some incantation of thisworld, no doubt. Don't interrupt!" Brother Alured went on chanting the
finding-spell asheran. It had been crafted for Sybille, following thetrail of magic sheld left behind when
shefled into thisworld, but for some reason it seemed to work well enough on the thoroughly morta girl
whom they were following—perhaps because, as then-master had said, shewas closely linked to
Syhille? No matter; their task was only to follow, and to be grateful that their magic worked at dl inthis
horrifying world. The shower of blue-green sparks that followed them was adistracting side effect, but at
least the spell till worked, although it seemed feint and weak compared to the way it operated at home.
And Brother Eric was not making the task any easier with his congtant interruptions and naive curiosity
about the world around them. It was a strange and frightening world, this, with itslight-angels perched on
every pole and itsiron-demons clashing in their terrible wars. Even now, the fool of anovice who'd been
sent to help him was lingering to watch the new blue and red light-angels who flashed over the bodies of
theiron-demons.

"Their wars are none of our concern, Brother Eric. Now run, or we shdl lose her, spell or nol” That
incompetent red-faced native who'd been their tool in thisworld claimed he knew where the girl was
going and could take them there, but Alured was not ready to trust himsdlf to an iron-demon under the
uncertain control of this untrained half-mage. If the native mage reached the girl's destination before she
did, well and good; if he didn't intercept her, Alured was quite prepared to follow her on foot until they
discovered where Sybille was hiding.

"Let me get thisstraight, buddy,” said the first policeman patiently. ™Y ou saw three diensland in the
Street? That's what made you spin your truck around into the fire hydrant?!

"Aliens, crazies, | dunno,” muttered the pickup truck driver. "Three of them, dressed fanny, and there
wasthis, like, rainbow connecting them."

"Right," said the policeman with heavy irony. "Rainbows. In the middle of the night. And diens. Y ou must
be afriend of Whitley Strieber's or something. Tell you what—after you tell it to the judge, maybe you
can write abook about it."

"Just ask the others," the pickup driver pleaded. "They was here too. They had to've seenit.”



The driver of the Porsche said he hadn't seen anything but two carslocking bumper grillsten feet in front
of him. Thedriver of the Mazda said al he remembered seeing was a Chevrolet coming a him like the
wrath of God and it was a surprise to him he wasn't dead. And the driver of the Chevrolet, who had
been making arapid mental rundown of the unusual chemicals he had ingested recently, denied seeing
anything at al but a pickup truck out of contral. By the timethey got around to taking down his story, he
amog believed it himsdlf.

Despite parking squabbles, absence of chairs, and agenerd air of tota confusion that made Nick realize
he might have underestimated the value of Lisa's usud services, the emergency meeting at the New Age
Center had gone off quite well—at |east, the results had been promising. The meeting itself had been as
confusing, irritating and downright maddening as anything €l se Nick's aunt got hersdlf involved in. Trailing
strands of bluish knitting that kept getting tangled in her necklace of power crystas, Aunt Penny had
made a confused speech that somehow |eft everyone sure that a great danger confronted the Center in
the person of Clifford Simmons and that only their immediate help could save this vauable spiritud
resource for Austin. Exactly what kind of danger Simmons posed, and what kmd of help was required,
varied depending on who was speaking in the vibrant question-and-answer period after Aunt Penny's
gpeech. The ladies of her bridge group had targeted Simmons as a devel oper who would probably tear
down the Templeton house to make room for a glass-walled office building; the group from the Jung
Foundation thought he was a deeply troubled soul who should take creetive art therapy until he had
worked out hisirrational urgesto seize power; and there was athird group in one corner, including
Mahluli and Johnny Z. and some street people whom Nick would rather not meet, who muttered dark
storieslinking Kennedy's nation and the prevalence of demon-worshippers and this Smmons

person.

Onthewhole, Nick told Judith afterwards, he rather thought the arthritic, blue-haired ladies of the bridge
group were the best bet. They might be wrong about Simmons plansfor the building, but they had
enough contactsin the city government to ensure that one enthusiastic young lawyer could delay the
purchase and remodding of the Templeton house dmost indefinitdly. And best of dl, they werewilling to
contribute to the cause. Nick wouldn't starve while his partner in Brownsville handled the practice. He
might even be ableto hire asecretary to help him bury Clifford Simmons under paperwork.

"Y ou won't need to hireasecretary,” Judith said. "Lisawill help you with dl that when she gets back.”

Nick sighed ogtentatioudy, drummed his fingers on the steering whed of Judith's battered V olkswagon,
and very markedly did not contradict her assumption that Lisawould return at any moment. The cozy
glow of victory faded away; they traversed the winding roads to Judith'shomein anicy Slence one
degree short of becoming the kind of quarrel both would regret.

They were dmost home when Judith broke the silence with acry of dismay. "My notesfrom the
meeting!" She pawed through her big leather handbag franticaly. "Oh, no. | remember now. | had
everything in my hands when Mrs. Basingstoke stopped to write out a check to the New Age Center
Defense Fund, and | put my things down on Lisa's desk therein the front hall. | must have left the notes
there”

"No problem,” Nick said, "I'm too tired to go over the notes now anyway. Well pick them up in the
morning." He pulled into Judith's usud parking place and switched off theignition with asigh of relief. It
was along drive from downtown Austin to Judith's home, and the last few miles of winding, semi-paved
road wereno fun a al in the dark.

"No. No, we can't do that. Remember the burglary? Whoever broke in and stole Mahluli's books might
come back. I've got the sign-up sheet for al the people a the meeting, with their names and addresses,
and how much each one contributed or pledged, and thelist of things we might do to stop Simmons—"



"Asl recdl,” Nick sad, "that list went from Ginevrasidea of waggling crystasin unison to Johnny Z.'s
suggestion that we find ademon of our own to combat him."

"Y es, but in between were some thingswe're redlly going to do,” Judith pointed out. "L egd stuff.”
ll&?l

"So I'll bet money that the first burglary had something to do with that Simmons man. So if hefindsthat
list werein trouble. Right now he thinks we're abunch of aimless nutswho can't do anything but flutter
and meditate and pray about whatever he plansto do. If he finds out we've got contributors and a
defense fund and a hotshot young lawyer on our side he might speed up his own plans and take over the
Center before we can get started.”

Nick sighed. "All right. For the flattery, 111 doit." He reached across Judith and opened the passenger
door. "I'm tired, but you look worse. Go in and get some rest. Better yet, fix me something to est. I'll be
garving by thetime | get back.”

Judith stared. "Flattery?”

"Y ou called me a hotshot young lawyer," Nick reminded her. "It'sthe first indication I've had that you
thought | had actually grown up into areasonably competent adult. I'm quite willing to makethe
miserable round trip between here and downtown again if there's another compliment like that waiting at
the end of thetrip."

"Y ou're competent,” Judith said at once. "Also brilliant, clean, reverent, and kind to—"
"Enough, enough. I'm going.”

The dark, winding road that led back to town gave Nick more than enough time to mull over the day's
events. Hewas actually glad of the peace and quiet and privacy. Having to make the long drive twice
more was asmal priceto pay for the chance to sort out histhoughts.

This psychic-psychotic center that Aunt Penny had started was hopel ess as a business venture, of course.
All the same, Nick had to admit that the people she'd collected were rather more stimulating than the
clientshe met in Brownsville. And they seemed to be genuinely nice, most of them, and not out to con
people so much asto convince themsalves that their mystical magic worked.

All but that pretty little secretary, the one who'd vanished in the middle of the action. Nick shook his
head. Why was Judith worried about afew papersleft lying around, when that girl with no background
and no references was running around Austin with the keysto everything at the Center in her purse? His
sster kept ingsting that this Lisawouldn't betray them, that something terrible had happened to her, but
that was ridiculous. There wasn't any gang of maniacs going around Austin snatching secretaries avay
from their office desks; the girl had clearly got up and walked out of her own accord. Without bothering
to tell any of the people who were counting on her. And with the keysto her desk and Mahluli's
bookshop and the front door of the Center.

She'd disappeared on the very day that alawyer appeared to help the Center stop Clifford Smmon's
attempt to buy the place, and just before somebody stole die most valuable books out of Mahluli's
store—somebody who had known just where to look.

Nick could imagine avery clever—or very desperate—lawyer arguing before ajury that dl these things
were pure coincidences. He couldn't imagine ajury fatheaded enough to accept that many coincidences.
The amplest explanation was usudly the best. ThisLisawasanillegd dien; that explained her dismay



when the Center was about to be bought by somebody who would want to see her papers and who
would pay her by check instead of with room and board and petty cash. The fact that sheld been willing
to settle for aminuscule cash sdary suggested that sheld been filling her pockets some other way, elther
by skimming off the tenants rent and fiddling the books, or maybe by awhole series of petty
thefts—these people were so disorganized, you could probably walk off with half their inventory and
they'd never notice.

She was probably taking money under the table from Clifford Smmonsto set up Aunt Penny, adithery
old lady who could easily be persuaded to sdll that val uable property for asong in the belief that
Simmonsredly would let her continue running the Center as aways. Only when Aunt Penny turned out to
have some defenders, and one of them alawyer who might find out about her other little games, Lisahad
decided to disgppear. Most likely shed smply walked out with Mahluli's rare books, breaking the
window to make it seem like an outside job; onelast good haul to keep her in luxury until she found
another set of innocentsto fleece.

And shed completdly fooled both Aunt Penny and Judith. They would be badly hurt when they were
finaly forced to redize that Lisahad lied to them and deserted them and ripped off Mahluli's booksasa

parting gesture.

Nick vowed to himsdlf that when this business with the Center was taken care of, he would persondly
get the INSon Lisastrail and seeto it that she was deported back to wherever she came from.

Nick's musings occupied him, pleasantly or unplessantly, so deeply that he reached his destination
without redlly being aware of how long and dull the drive had been. It was, he noted thankfully, much
easer to park now. The street in front of tlie New Age Center was dl but empty now. The travel agency
had long since closed and the students at the fraternity party were mostly upgtairs, to judge fromtile
shrieks and giggles Nick heard coming from the white-pillared building. The only sign of activity came
from two students in authentic-looking Dracula costumes who chased each other around the lawn of the
fraternity house with cries of, "Plagiarism!”

The two parking spacesright in front of the Center were occupied by a single gleaming black BMW,
cardlessy parked at an angle with its polished hood danting up to the curb and its shining tail sticking out
into the street. Nick cursed the drunken kidsin the fraternity under his bregath, pulled up as close behind
the BMW as he dared and reflected that it would serve the driver right if one of hisfraternity brothers
came roaring down the street and left afew scratches on that perfect paint job. Oh, well, none of his
business; al he meant to do wasretrieve Judith's lists, stick around for afew daysto put legal spokesin
Cliff Smmons juggernaut wheds, then return to the peaceful business of building up hisfledgling law
practicein Brownsville.

Whistling softly under his breath, Nick started up die steps to the Center's front porch, then dowed.
Something moved in the bushes, and the moonlight showed a glimpse of a glittering scarf. Fancy dress
suggested the fraternity party next door, but that didn't make sense; the students didn't need to hidein
Aunt Penny's bushes when they had the whole upstairs of the fraternity house to cavort in. And this house
had aready been robbed once today ... Nick's steps dowed, even more and he patted his pockets,
talking out loud to himself for the benefit of thelistener in the bushes,

"Now wheredid | put that key? Could have sworn—ah!" On the last word he vaulted over the porch
railling and came down with acrackling of bushes, on top of adight figurein someland of sparkling, shiny
costume.

It wasonly agirl, and asmall one at that. Nick's reflexes betrayed him; instead of throttling his catch as
he'd planned, he lifted hisweight off her and Sarted to gpologize. She twisted from beneath him, litheasa



cat, and was almost on her feet before he grabbed one hand and brought her down to hislevel again. She
gasped and made a queer whining sound in her throat, but she didn't scream. Not exactly an innocent
bystander.

"Don't go sofast,” Nick said under his breath. Gripping her hand tight, he forced away through the
bushes and dragged the girl after him. "I want to know who you are and what you're—"

It seemed to be his night for unfinished sentences. The moonlight shone down clearly enough to answer
hisfirst question at once. The girl's face was dirty and streaked with tears, her hair was snarled with twigs
and she was wearing some land of fancy-dress tunic and pants unlike anything Nick had ever seen
before, but she was unmistakably the missing secretary from the Center.

"Well, well," Nick said dowly. "So much for that. Now we know who's been snesking outside the
Center, and maybe | can make afair guesswhy. Want to tell me about it?*

"Please let go of my hand,” Lisawhispered. "Y ou hurt me."
"Tough. | don't want you running again."

"Reatty't Here. Hold the other one." Shethrust a grubby left hand at him and Nick belatedly redlized that
something felt wrong about the hot skin under hisfingers. Maybe she had scraped her padm while she
was skulking under the bushes, or when he jumped her just now. He shifted his grip and Sarted to
gpologize, then decided that might not be such agood idea. There was no need to make it absolutely
clear tothe girl that he didn't like to hurt people.

"Now. Warnt to tell mewhy you're hiding here?'

"l wanted to go home." She was still whispering. "I live here. On the top floor. But—" The shudder
seemed red enough, but who could tell what was truth and what was lieswith thisgirl?"'1 don't know
how, but they were herefirs."

"They," Nick repested, dowly, raisng one eyebrow. "Friends of yours?'
"No. People I—very much do not wish to see. They want—oh, it isuseless! Y ou would not believe me.
"Try me," Nick suggested.

Lisashook her head."It doesn't matter. | was wrong to come here; | think | have brought some great
trouble on your aunt's house. But perhaps, if | leave now, they will follow me."

She sounded so drained, so hopeless, that Nick felt sorry for her in spite of himsdlf. "Where will you go?’

"It doesn't matter. Thereisno placefor mein thisworld." She said it matter-of-factly, without salf-pity;
that was what made her certainty so unbearable. Nick told himsdlf that the girl was a stranger,
untrustworthy, that she'd just admitted her guilt. It didn't help. He could fed her despair asif it werea
black weight pressing on hisown mind. Y ou didn't leave peoplein that kind of mood to wander the
sreetson their own, to walk into theriver or jJump off the freeway.

"Well, I'm certainly not leaving you here to make more mischief for Aunt Penny," hetold her. "I haveto
get some papers—you come inside with me, and don't try anything, I'll be watching you every minute.
Then I'll take you—"

"No. Don'tgo indgde, don't you understand anything, you stupid man? They are waiting for us—for me!"
She struck at him with her free hand; the blow stung Nick's face, but Lisawas the one who doubled over



and gasped, making that strange whining sound like someone who wants to scream but doesn't dare.
"Now what's the matter?"
"Nothing. I hurt my hand. | forgot—"

Nick sat down on the steps and took Lisaswrist, very gently now, and raised her right hand into the
moonlight. Eveninthat cool slvery light, her palm looked terrible: pufly and hot, with blistered skinrisng
off the surface and more blisters 0ozing where held grabbed her.

"Who did thisto you?" All histheories were spinning madly, reformulating themselves as he spoke. Lisas
lack of papers made her a perfect victim for anybody who wanted a collaborator inside the house;
perhaps sheld been blackmailed into acting as she did, tortured when she wouldn't go along any more.
No wonder she was scared! Nick felt in some dim recess of hismind that he too ought to be scared of
Lisas erstwhile partners, but he wastoo angry for any other emotion to surface. WWho would hurt agirl
likethis, just to buy an old house or get hold of some rare books?

"It was—an accident,” Lisasad. "I mean, |—I burned mysdlf, that'sal.”

"No, you didn't," Nick contradicted her flatly. "Y ou'd have to—" Somebody would have had to hold her
hand flat down against ahot plate or astove, and pushing hard, to burn thewhole pam likethat. The
thought made him sick. Grown men didn't get Sick in the streets. Nick gritted his teeth and thought hard
about other things. "Lisa, thisburnistoo bad to have been an accident. Y ou'd better think of a better
story before we get to the hospitd.."

"No." Shewastense againgt his hand, not trying to get away, but every muscle taut.

"But you have to—" Nick sighed. Of course. No papers, probably afase name; she'd be terrified of
going near places where they wanted drivers licenses, socid security numbers, hedlth insurance cards.
"All right. I'll take you to Judith's place; she can clean up that hand and bandage it, and maybeif you're
redl lucky the blisterswon't get infected.” And sheld give him hdll for not picking up her notes from the
meeting, but that was just too bad. He couldn't drag Lisainside the house while she was so hysterica
about it, and he didn't dare leave her here for fear sheld vanish again before he had a chance to find out
exactly what was going on. Between keeping Lisasafe and getting alook at the bastards who'd tortured
her, Nick reluctantly choseto keep Lisaand let the others get away—for now.

CHAPTER NINE

In the flowering basom of the earth there lies aregion upon which the sun, still mild at itsfirst rising, shines
lovingly; for itsfireisinitsfirst age, and has no power to harm. There atempered heat and afavoring
climate impregnate the soil with flowers and rich greenery. Thislittle retreat harbors the scents, produces
the species, containsthe riches and delights of al regions of the world. In missoil ginger grows* and die
taller gabanum; sweet thyme, with its companion vaerian; acanthus, graced with the token of a perpetua
blossom, and nard, redolent of the pleasing ointment which it bears. The crocus pales besde the purple
hyacinth, and the scent of mace competes with the shoots of cassia. Amid the flourishing wilderness
sraysawinding stream, continualy shifting its course; rippling over the roots of trees and agitated by
pebbles, the swift water isborne murmuring aong.

—Bernard Sylvestris, Cosmographia

Lisahad expected that Dr. Judith Templeton, computer expert, would live in surroundings that |ooked,
wdll, computer-like. Lots of white floors and walls, expensive gadgets with lights and switchesto perform
every chore from dimming thelightsto starting the morning coffee, acongtant hiss of air conditioning



keeping the amospherein chilly purity.

The redity was considerably messier and much more comforting. On the drive out to Lake Travis, Nick
had told her that Judith lived on a houseboat.

"That'sgood," Lisasaid, remembering that the "lakes' around Austin were actudly wide, damned-up
sections of the Colorado River.

“Why?

"Technicaly, Lake Travisisrunning weater." If the Hounds did manage to passthe Gate, that might be
some dight measure of protection.

"Y ou do need abath," Nick said, "but Judith has adequate facilities on the houseboat. Y ou won't need to
go swimming.”

Lisawastoo tired to explain. Besides, what was the use? Nick wouldn't believe her anyway. Nobody
would. Thislong car ride and Judith's houseboat were only temporary refuges, a chance to rest through
the night while she tried to think what to do next.

When they reached the sheltered bay where Judith lived, Lisa stared in disbelief at the dark idand of
wood outlined by the car headlights. "That'saboat?' It looked more like a conglomeration of fishermen's
shacks and Japanese moon-watching platforms, with asmal castle in the center. Her unbelieving eyes
passed over terraces and turrets, raised decks and dangling curtains of vines. Warm light glowed through
astained-glass window somewhere in the center of the castle section, and acandlein aglass bowl hung
over the deck.

"Started off that way. Technicdly, | guessit dtill is. She'sadded on abit over the years, but it dill floats. |
wouldn't want to try taking it out of the bay, though." Nick stepped on the plank that connected boat to
shore and held out his hand. "Coming aboard? It's actudly quite comfortable insde—and you need to
have that hand looked at."

Judith was waiting in alow-ceilinged, lamp-lit room whose wooden walls were lined with narrow shelves
holding row after row of brightly covered paperback books. A rainbow-colored hammock from the

Y ucatan siwvung in one corner, alow frame supported amattress covered with a scrap quilt in severd
hundred shades of red and pink, and the floor was scattered with big soft pillows whose woven covers
repested the glowing reds and pinks of the quilt. On this October night when an unseasonably early
norther was sweeping its cold breath through the streets, the room was everything Lisa could have
dreamed of asarefuge; soft, glowing, warm, with wooden walls and running water between her and the
outsdeworld.

Judith and Nick weretalking at one another at such arate that Lisa could barely keep up with the
conversation. Nick seemed to be telling Judith agarbled version of how held found her, while Judith
smultaneoudy exclaimed over Lisas regppearance, claimed to Nick that shed won some bet or other,
fussed at him for not bringing her papers back and brought out afirgt-aid kit to dress Lisa's burned hand.

"Thismight hurt alittle," said Judith, "but don't worry, | got amerit badge for first aid in Girl Scouts and
you never forget these kills; it'sjust likeriding abicycle

For some time after that, the throbbing ache of Lisa's hand woke into a dark fire that swirled up through
her elbow and shoulder and into her head, and she could not concentrate on anything except not
screaming and not throwing up and not jerking her hand away from Judith's painfully careful ministrations.



Eventudly the black and scarlet flames around Her head receded and she began to notice her
surroundings again. Her throbbing hand was completely covered with strips of white gauze, shewas
holding amug of something hot and sweet-smelling in her other hand, and Judith was|ooking at her with
the bright-eyed expectancy of one who expectsto be Told Everything.

"Maybeyou didn't fel off that bicycle,” Lisamurmured, "but | nearly did... Could | lie down for awhile?’

"Y ou're going to have anice bath and go to bed," Judith said, "after you've told us what happened to
you."

"I'msotired..."

It wasn't going to work. "Lisa, you must tell us. Don't you understand? Y ou could be in danger! Before
any of us go to deep, we have to decide what to do next, and we can't do that if we don't have dl the
facts" Judith guided her to alow chair stuffed with woven pillows. "Here, Sit back and drink your tea
whileyoutak."

The teawas warm and brown and smoky. "L gpsang Souchong,” Nick said, making aface. "I don't
Suppose you have any ingtant coffee?!

"Spare me!" Judith gave atheatrica shudder. Nick mentioned food snobs. Judith mentioned certain
people who tried to prove how grown-up they were by torturing their bodies, and hadn't Nick learned
anything from the time he tried to smoke acigar?

Lisasmiled and listened to the comfortable, homey bickering and dowly felt the tenson in her tired body
dissolving. The softly lit room, the sense of water surrounding them, Judith's calm competence—all were
easing her back into the plain, workday world where she belonged. It would be nice, she thought, to
have afamily that bickered and argued and remembered embarrassing stories from one's child-

Margaret Batt hood.Better not to think about that. They were waiting to hear her story now.

Unfortunately, her story waswild enough dready; it wouldn't improve from being told in such cozy
surroundings. Lisabrought the hot stoneware mug to her lips again and glanced over the rim to thetwo
faces watching her: Judith, strong and sure of herself and imagining that she was ready to hear anything
Lisacould tdl her; Nick, lounging against awall of paperback bookswith hisarmsfolded and one
eyebrow raised. / haven't even begun, and he dready thinks I'm lying. The thought made it possible for
her to start. Nick was hopeless, there was no point in worrying about convincing his buttoned-down
lawyer's mind, so she didn't need to worry about him. All she needed to worry about was the danger that
Judith, too, would think shewaslying, and that sheld lose the one friend she trusted in this world—and
that didn't bear thinking about, so Lisatook one scalding-hot gulp of the teain her mug and began before
she could think hersdlf into pardysis.

"Y ou know that book of Mahluli's, the one with the Kay Nielsen plates?!
"It was stolen today."

Lisanodded. "Uh-nuh. | know."

Nick gave asardonic chuckle. "'l just bet you do.”

Judith looked at him and he shut up.

"Never mind that now. I'll explain later how | know it was stolen and who hasit now. | want to do thisin
order, or I'll never get it dl sraight. Y ou know that one picture that everybody kept looking at, the one of



the forest and the arch of stone and thelittle sream?"

Judith nodded. "Yes. | think it must have been one of Nielsen's best works—it was so real, you dmost
thought you could step into that forest and drink from the stream.”

"l did"

Mercifully, Nick held his peace as Lisa explained how sheld looked too long at the picture and had found
hersdf being drawn into itsworld, immediately to be attacked on al sides by people who inssted she
was someone else entirely.

"But what did they want?" Judith demanded.

"Their world was—dying, | think." Lisawrapped both arms around hersdlf and shivered, trying not to
remember barren fields and stony uplands and the infinite wearinessin the face of die peasant woman
who'd stared a her; refusing to remember blood on a church wall and die cal of aslver horn. "They
thought the magic waslesking out of it somehow—they thought Syhbille had comeinto our world and
somehow had brought the magic with he—they thought | could fix everything. At least, that'swhat the
elvenlord—Berengar—wanted. The Gray Monks, the Durandines, | don't know exactly what they had in
mind. They're anew sect, new since—wadll, since Syhille€stime, anyway. They hate the elvenkind, that's
al | learned." But Hugh's whispered promises had been sickeningly explicit.

"I think you know more than you're saying,” Judith prompted.

"What | know or guessed about the Durandines,” Lisasad passonately, "bdieve me, Judith, you don't
want to hear! And they had followed me back into thisworld—I saw them in Cliffs office, after | got
away, and they were waiting for me in the Center, too,—"

"Shhl" Nick's upraised hand stopped her. He was leaning forward, head bent towards the stained glass
window, listening intently. In the silence that followed his command Lisa heard the thud of acar door,
shuffling footsteps and aloud braying laugh.

"It'sjust my neighbors," Judith said with resignation. "There's another boat around the curve of the
Margaret Batt shore, you can't seeit from here, but you can hear them coming and going.”

"Par-ty animd!" A voice sang through the night. "Where'sthat beer?'

"Coming right up, Captain!™ Girlish gigglesfollowed the promise. " Anything € se coming up, Captain?'
Nick made aface. "Nice neighbors. | thought you liked this place because it was so quiet.”

"The people who own the boat don't useit very often,” Judith said. "And they're older than they
sound—Ilateforties, I'd guess.”

"What good isthat?"

"They sound like college kids, and their sense of humor is definitely on thefrat-rat level, but they go to
deep alot earlier,” Judith explained.

"l see" Nick gave one swift nod and dismissed the case of the next-door party animals. Lisacould see
his face hardening as he turned back to her. She fdt like awitness on the stand, facing a hostile attorney.
1 bet he's good in court. Probably terrifieslittle old ladies into contradicting themselves al over the place.

"| didn't quite understand what you were saying before we were o rudely interrupted,” Nick said. "In the



course of my researchestoday | had occasion to get Cliflbrd Simmons office address. | thought it was
Suite 303 in the XCorp Building."

Lisanodded. "l didn't see the number. But it was on the third floor."

"l would have thought," said Nick mildly, "it might be difficult to see into athird-floor window from the
dreet leve.”

Lisasighed and brushed atangle of brown hair out of her eyes. "It was dark outside. His lights were on.
And| didn't dam | had afull view of everything in the room. | didn't need to. | saw someoneina
Durandine habit."

"Whichis?'
"A long gray robe. Hood. Full deeves.”
"Halloween costume,” Nick suggested.

"I don't think Clifford Simmons was preparing to go trick or treating.” Lisagave Nick along, levd stare.
"And | thought you were the one who didn't believe in coincidences. If I'm being chased by peoplein
gray monks habits, isn't it quite a coincidence that somebody in along gray robe should show upinthe
office of the man who wastrying to hypnotize me?"

"If you are being pursued,” Nick agreed with a amile that made Lisawant to push histeeth down his
throat. "Go on, then. We have another little point to clear up. Would you care to explain how you knew
they were waiting for you at the Center? As| recall, you were outside, and the blinds were closed. Or
can you see through blinds and curtains, aswell as through third-floor windows?"

"l cant," Lisasad miserably. "l jus—knew, that'sdl.”

"You seem to just know alot.” Nick's smile would have looked greet in a courtroom where hewas
preparing to pounce on a perjured witness.

She had thought she was prepared for his disbelief, but it hurt worse than she'd expected; maybe
because hed seemed, earlier, asif he cared what happened to her. Lisasat quietly and took adeep
breath, as Ginevra had taught her, and managed not to say the first things that popped into her head. A
car door dammed outside, and the people on the neighboring boat were laughing. Beyond that little
puddle of noise, the lake would be still and quiet, smooth black water and white limestone cliflsand asky
foil of sars. Lisastayed in that quietness for amoment. When shefelt cam again, shelooked up at Nick.
"It'syour choice. Either you believe what I'm telling you, or you don't; I'm too tired to care, and there's
noway | could provethat I'm telling the truth.”

"Lisdsright,” Judith said. She moved quietly to stand behind Lisa, long firm fingers moving gently on
Lisds shoulders, cdming her and soothing aching muscles and sending an unspoken message of trudt.
"Thereisno point in exercisng your skillsat cross-examination on her. Sheismy friend, and sheisin
trouble, and | trust her."

"Judith. Even you can't believe the fantasy she'sbeen spinning..." Nick'svoicetrailed offand he stared
past Lisa's head, a one of the walls lined with brightly colored paperback books.

"Shetellsaconsstent sory,” Judith said, "and there are precedents. Smon Tregarth found a door into
another world—"

"Judith, Witch World isanovd! A work of fiction't Granted, Andre Norton isagood writer, but—"



"Holger wasjust asoldier in our world, but in the Middle World he became agreat hero—"
"Three Heartsand Three Lions' Nick interpolated. "Poul Anderson.”

Lisalooked up at Judith's shining face, then back at Nick. "Novels? Y ou're talking about books? Thisis
red, don't you understand?”

"l understand,” Judith said quietly. "I am afraid Nick hasforgotten.”

"I've outgrown that adolescent phase,” Nick corrected. "I can't help it if you're still devouring science
fiction and escaping redlity, Judith, but I've moved on to adult interests.”

"But don't you remember, in The Last Unicorn—"

"Another fantasy novel, Judith? Peter Beagle is agood writer too, but he's not exactly areporter for the
Watt Street Journal.”

Judith's handstightened on Lisa's shoulders. "Ah, yes, Nick. Therising young lawyer's favorite reading.
Remember what Ursula LeGuin said? " The ulti- mate escapist reading is that masterpiece of total
unredlity, the daily stock market report.”

"Clever, very clever, but beside the point. I'll agreethat Lisaslittle story isthe stuff of afantasy nove, but
doesthat makeit red ?'

"Nick." Judith's voice was low and urgent. Do you remember the night we asked Asianto let usinto
Narnia?'

"We were children. | don't play those games any more. And besides... we didn't get into Narnia, did
we?'

"Not then. But now, perhaps we have achance." Judith swung round to kneel on the floor before Lisa.
Shetook Lisa's unburnt hand and gently chafed the cold fingers. "'l believeyou, Lisa At least, 1—I
choose to believe you. Maybe I'm being afool, but I'd rather look ridicul ous than miss a chance of going
through this Gate of yours. Will you take me there?

"It—Clifford Simmons has the book now," Lisasaid dowly, "and | don't know exactly how the Gate
works, or whether it will work for anybody ese. And—that world isin terrible trouble, Judith; there are
worsethingstherethan | told you. | don't think you redlly want to go there.”

Nick laughed under his breath. " Of course. These people always make some excuse when the time
comesto prove the objective redlity of their pretty stories.”

It was hopeless. Why had she even tried? Judith wanted to believe her, but Nick would hammer and
hammer away at her with al hisrationa arguments, with his cold refusa to accept anything he hadn't seen
with his own eyes and touched with his own hands, until his sster gave up. Shewould till beloyd to
Lisa, shewould still cal her friend, but shewould start looking sorry for her and talking about delusions
and professond help. Lisadidn't want to stay and watch that happen.

"I'm sorry," shesaid at last. " Judith, the world where | went isnot Narnia, and anyway | can't take you
there. Nick, | can't proveto you that I'm telling the truth; | don't think there is any proof you'd accept,
anyway. Thank you for the tea, Judith, and for bandaging my hand. But | think I'd better go now."

"Don't beridiculous, you'retired, you need to degp—"



"Wherewill you go?' Nick's cool question cut cleanly across Judith's protestations. "And how will you
oet there?'

"Doesit matter?"
"It doesto me," Judith said.

"Y ou're not going anywhere until | am assured that you're not going to make any more trouble for the
Center,” Nick told her. "Y ou've caused Judith and Aunt Penny enough grief aready."

"My keysarein my purse” Lisatold him. "It'sin the bottom drawer of my desk. If you think I've copied
them, you can change the locks tomorrow. | won't be back. Will you take my word for that, or do you
want meto Sgn something?'

"Lisa, stop talking likethis" Judith took her hand. "Y ou'll stay with me tonight, and tomorrow you'll come
to the Center. We need you there. And together, dl of us, well find some way to solve whatever trouble
you've gotten into."

Whatever trouble you've gotten into. The temptation to lean on Judith and her other friends a the Center,
cam Mahluli and sdty Ginevraand dancing Johnny Z., was strong and sweet as honey in her mouth. But
it wasimpossible. Already, Lisathought, Judith's momentary will to believe waslosing strength. By
morning she'd have convinced hersdf that Nick wasright, that Lisawas either suffering from delusons or
lying to conceal what sheld redlly been doing.

And inany case, she had no right to drag Judith and the othersinto her persond troubles. All thistime,
while shetold her story and Nick cross-examined her and the couplein the next boat enjoyed their
raucous party, thered been aquiet ingstent fear building in the back of Lisasmind. Every timeacar
door dammed outside or alaugh rang through the night, the fear legpt inside her.

"No. I—I told you, | can't stay here. It isn't safe.” Lisabacked towards the door as she spoke, and
Judith made no moveto stop her. It was Nick who moved between her and the door.

"Y ou're running from something, aren't you?"
Lisabit back the urgeto say | just told you so't and only nodded.
"Y ou can't go on running forever."

"I know. It'sbeen too long aready." Through the open door she could see the gray miststhat rose off die
water, soft and shapeessin the glow of the candle that hung over the outside deck. Wasn't there any
place where she could go where she would bring no more trouble on anyone? She had been running so
long—l onger than she knew. Perhapsit wastime to stop running. She could just walk into the water.. ..

"No," Nick said sharply, asif he could see the picturein her head. "No, | won't let you. You'rein trouble;
dl right, I'm alawyer, | can help. | don't even mind that you've lied to us. All my clients start out by lying.”

A car's headlights blazed across the houseboat like alow-flying meteor and abruptly went out. A door
dammed. Nick did not bother to turn around, but Lisa, looking past him to the candlelit deck, saw two
men coming towards the plank. Their robes were the same color asthe gray mit, and the hoods were
drawn low over their faces.

She wanted to scream awarning, but an invisible hand had caught her throat. Nick saw her eyeswiden,
though, and he glanced round and swore under his



Margaret Bail bresth. He pushed Lisa behind him and stepped out onto the deck. "Gentlemen, you're
trespassing,” he said quietly. "Y ou want the next boat over, around the rocks—that's where the party is."

They kept coming asif they hadn't heard him. On the last word Nick brought hisfist around in awild
swinging punch that landed in the middle of the first gray robe, or would have if the man had been solid.
Asit was, his hand went right through agray mist, and he fell forward on the edge of the deck. Thefirst
man dissolved while the one behind him, who was quite redl, legpt on board and kicked Nick in the
head.

"Thank you for leading usto her,” he said to Lisa, and then, with anod into the darkness, "and thank you,
Brother Alured, for theilluson-spell.”

"What do you clownsthink you're doing?' Judith erupted onto the deck, swinging an empty bottlein one
hand, and a semicircle of gray-clad men formed around her. She siwung at the wrong one; the bottle went
through dissolving mist, and while she was off balance a cloak fell over her head and the real monk

wrapped her up like a package.

"That'sthe one," he said with satisfaction. "Fair-haired, beautiful asthe day, and as nasty atemper asthe
rest of her kind. How could we ever have mistaken that little mouse for Sybille?"

His nod dismissed Lisa as something of no importance. Inside the cloak, Judith wriggled and hit out and
the monk nearly dropped her. "Give me ahand, Brother," he panted, "she'safighter, the Lady Sybilleis.”

The monk called Alured came stepping daintily over the gangplank, lips moving in a soundless chant, and
waved hiswhite hands at die squirming blanket. Judith got one leg free and kicked him in the shin.

"God's fingerbond" Brother Alured cried, and Lisafound hersdf able to move again when his chant
stopped. Shethrew herself on Alured and grabbed at his hand, trying to pry hislittle finger back. It was
the only trick she knew, and thistimeit didn't work; both hiswhite hands were clenched into fists, and
one of them went into her jaw with a crack that left her sick and dizzy, with blackness and points of light
swirling about her.

When she could see and hear again, the sound of acar's engine was dying away in the distance. Her jaw
ached worse than her burnt hand. Nick was tirring and groaning softly. And Judith was gone.

"Can you St up—no, better not—" She wastoo late to stop Nick. He pushed himsdf up too quickly,
turned green and clapped one hand over his mouith.

"Where are you going?' Lisafollowed his staggering motion through the door. Nick lunged towards the
deck railing and managed—just—to throw up into the quiet waters of Lake Travisingtead of over
Judith's houseboat.

"Common effect of head blows," he mumbled, turning back towards her. "Moving too soon. Plenty of
clientstold me—never redized how powerful, though.”

"What a strange thing for your clientsto talk about. Hadn't you better sit down?"

Nick's greenish pallor looked even worse in the moonlight, and the grin he attempted didn't help. "What
do you think I'm doing, company lav? Most of my clients are pleading to charges of drunk and
disorderly in the town square. Guilty, too," he added after amoment of tenderly massaging the back of
hishead. "I think | may've been insufficiently sympathetic. " His voice was clearing with every sentence,
and hewas standing quite straight now.

"Areyoufeding dl right now?'



"What aquestion.”
"l mean, can you drive?’

llWI.WI
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He must have been unconscious during those last minutes. Lisa hated hersdf for what she was about to
do to him. Nick didn't need to go charging off into the night on arescue errand; he needed to sit down
and recover from shock. So did she, for that matter. But they didn't have time. Somehow, in the next few
minutes, she had to convince Nick of the truth of her story, get back to Austin, and either stop the
Durandines before they took Judith through it or else go after her into the world of the elvenkind.

"Nick, they took Judith. We haveto go after her."
"What?'

Before she could answer, he was moving. Firgt to ook inside the houseboat, taking in the empty disorder
of Judith's living room; then he had Lisaby the wrist and was haf dragging her across the plank to the
shore, "And you know where? Of course” he said asif to himsdlf, "I remember now. Just before | went
out, they were thanking you for your part in the job."

"| did lead them here," Lisasaid miserably. "But | didn't mean to—I never thought—I was running from
them, Nick, not working with them, don't you remember?*

"I remember that was your story, yes." Nick opened the door of Judith's ancient VW and pushed her
towardsthe car. "Get in. Y ou can direct me as we head back to town."

"Nick, we can't—"

"Get in, damnyou! | haven't timeto play word games now."
"Nick. Thiscar isnt going anywhere.”

What?"

Lisapointed at the tires. The moon gave enough light to show that al four had been dashed. The VW
was dtting with its axles resting on aledge of Lake Travislimestone.

"Telephone," Nick said. He towed Lisaback insde. Her wrist was beginning to ache.

"Y ou don't have to keep dragging me around like a sack of barley,” shetold him when they wereinside
agan. "I'm asinterested in finding Judith asyou are.”

Nick merely grunted and kept jiggling the recelver of the antique black telephone mounted on thewall.
After afew minutes he shook hishead and hung it up, very gently. "Wirescut, | suppose,” hesaid. "They
planned well, didn't they? Were isolated here and they'll have plenty of time to do whatever they want
with Judith. What isit they want with her, Lisa?"

"They seem to think sheis Syhille, though | don't know why, except that | came to her—they must
redlize, sncel took the sword, that I'm not elven. So perhaps they think the magic made adight mistake,
drawing meinto their world because | was closeto Sybille, and that whoever | went to here would be
her," Lisasad. The syntax was no more scrambled than her thoughts; but thisfelt right. No matter what
shedid, she couldn't shake the conviction of thosein the e ven world that she had some closetieto



Syhille. "They will betaking her back to their world, and then—" Her mouth fdlt dry. That madman Hugh
would be waiting for Judith there in the Remigius, with theiron-barred cell and the other torments held
hinted at. And Judith, who knew nothing of that world, wouldn't even know what liesto tell to stop Hugh
from torturing her. "Cold iron won't hurt her, she'snot even,” she said dowly, thinking aoud, "but they
may not stop at that."

"They didn't with you." Nick picked up Lisas bandaged hand and turned it over, Staring at the strips of
white gauze that criss-crossed the palm asif held never seen anything likeit before. He looked asif he
wanted to cry. She suspected he was imagining Judith's long brown fingers blistered like that.

"Nick, | did that myself. But—" She had been about to say that he was partidly right, that she had
burned her own hand to save hersdlf from whatever worse things the Durandines had in mind for her, but
he stopped her with one hand across her lips.

"Please, Lisa," Nick said. Hisvoice shook alittle. "I redly can't bear to listen to that story again. It was
dl right toindulgein alittle fantasy when you were just trying to conceal your own part inthis
mess—whatever it is—but thisis serious. | know you've been hurt, | know you're scared, | know you
are araid or ashamed to tell me what you've gotten yoursdlf into—but, Lisa, we don't have any more
timeto tell funny stories about ghouls and goblins. Don't you understand? | can't let you play gameswhile
my sster needs our help.”

"But—you saw them yoursdlf," Lisa said when he moved his hand. She was on the verge of tears; she
didn't know how to convince him of thetruth if his own eyeswould not serve, or what shewould do if he
perssted in thinking her aliar. "They were wearing the Durandine habit.”

Nick sighed. "Lisa, anybody can put on fancy dressif they want to, especialy with dl the costume parties
around Halloween, and those robes are great disguises. They don't prove athing.”

"BlJt—"

"Look at you," Nick went on asif she hadn't spoken. "I don't know where you got that outfit, but it's
definitely not something you see on the street in downtown Austin every day. Surely you're not going to
tell methat just because you're rather strangely dressed, you come from another world, areyou? Lisa,
my grest-aunt's receptionist, the girl a the front desk? " Nick smiled down at her and Lisafelt her face
growing hot. Change shapet she silently commanded the elven dress. Grow. Glitter. Do some-thing to
show this patronizing bastard how stupid his assumptions arel

Hie dressretained its form without even aflicker of shape-changing along the seams. And Lisafet al the
angrier for being so helpless. The Durandines magic had carried over to thisworld; why hadn't hers?

"All right," shesaid at lag. "Il tell you thetruth.”
"And about time!"

"Those men,” Lisabegan, feding her way, "they—they know something about methat | didn't want
everybody at the Center to know."

"Tliat youreanillegd dien?

Lisagasped and Nick gave her another smug lawyer-smile. "I guessed that ages ago. Why esewould
you be afraid to let Cliff Simmonslook at the personne files, work for Aunt Fenny for a pittancein cash
and afreeroom instead of insisting on area paycheck, run away when alawyer shows up? Typical
pattern. Y ou'reredly not avery good liar, Lisa"



That's att you know. "They wanted me to do something for them, and | was afraid not to—"

"What wasit? Arethey using the Center for drugs? It would be anaturd placefor adeder, dl those
burnt-out hippie types wandering in and out, that explains Smmons interest,” Nick thought aoud, and
Lisanodded.

It went on like that. She had only to say afew words and Nick would jump in with his own version of
what had happened and she would agree. If she hadn't been sick with fear for Judith, Lisawould have
thoroughly enjoyed hersdlf. Asit was, she hurried Nick through a confused story in which drug dedlers,
gang wars, smuggling of illegd aiensand massive bribery of the policeforcedl figured in peculiar and
contradictory roles. It didn't redly matter what she said; he was ready to believe anything but the bare
truth of the evenworld, and al she had to do was to make sure that the story led him to the right
concluson.

"Then they must be holding Judith in the X Corp Building,” Nick said at long last, "until the boss—what
did you say hisnamewas?'

"Hugh." Brother Hugh of the Order of Saint Durand, to be precise; clerk to Bishop Rotrou, aman of little
importance in the outside world, but every time Lisahad seen them with the Durandines he had been
acting astheir leader. Berengar had told her that the head of the Durandine order was chosen by secret
ballot, that not even dl the Durandine brothers knew their leader's identity; they met hooded and cloaked
for their chapter meetings, and obeyed the one who showed the symbols of authority. Hugh had been
careful to preserve his humble anonymous position in the outside world, but Lisahad heard him snapping
out ordersto the other monks.

And dl that, if she explained it to Nick, would be dismissed as more of her "wild fantasies.” Leaveit at
that, then; his, name was Hugh, as common anamein thisworld asin the one mortas shared with
elvenkind.

"They'll be holding Judith until Hugh shows up,” Nick mused. "And we daren't inform the police, because
they've been bribed, isthat right?"

Mentdly apologizing to the Austin police force, Lisanodded.
"So we have to get there before Hugh does,” Nick concluded. "All right. Come on.”

For the third time that night Lisawas dragged across the plank at top speed. "Nick, your tires are ill
dashed!”

"I know," Nick said. "Were going to vist the neighbors. With any luck, your drug-running friends didn't
know there was another boat around the corner.”

There was even anarrow path through a screen of junipers and stunted live oaks. And on the other side
of thetrees, Nick's pocket flashlight illuminated alarge cream-colored car.

"Areyou going to ask them to drive usinto town?"
"Don't havetime. Besides, | don't know them.

They might not want to lend their car to a couple of bedraggled strangers.” Nick stooped and passed his
hand under the body of the car.

"Areyou going to hot-wireit? |an't that illegd 7



"Nup,” Nick grunted in astrained haf-whisper. He made hisway dowly around the car, still ooping to
fed the undersde. "Can't hot-wire these modern cars. They've al got steering whed locks. No, I'm
looking for the spare keys. Lot of people put acar key in alittle metal box with amagnet on it and hide it
cleverly under the car, so when they lock themsalves out they can get in easily. It'sthefirst thing acar
thief looksfor these days. Wonderful, the things| learn from my dlients. Unfortunately, they—" The
window on the driver's side was open. Lisareached in and felt dong the steering whedl column. "Would
these be what you'relooking for?"

Nick wouldn't need to find the spare keys. Captain Party Anima had left hiskeysin theignition.
CHAPTER TEN

But besides these gross absurdities, dl their plays be neither right tragedies nor right comedies: mingling
kings and clowns, not because the matter so carrieth it, but thrust in clowns by head and shouders, to
play apart in mgestical matters, with neither decency nor discretion.

—Sir Philip Sidney

At thislate hour, the streets of downtown Austin were dark and empty. To the north, the pinkish dome of
the Capitol reflected afaint glow from the lights set around the building; further north, the tower in the
center of the University of Texas campus was illuminated with orange floodlights to celebrate some
athletic victory. Thetdl office buildingsthat lined the downtown streets were walls of black glassand
stone picked out with random squares of yellow where ajanitor was cleaning or where somebody had
forgotten to turn out his officelights.

One of these squares of yellow was on the third floor of the XCorp Building, the black sted monoalith of
empty suites and unrented offices. More lights flared across an entire floor higher up, but Lisaand Nick
paid no attention to them.

"He's not being subtle about it, ishe?' Nick muttered. "I wonder if it'satrap.”

"If it wereatrap,” Lisapointed out, "1'd think they would have made it easier to come after them, don't
you? What isthe penalty for car theft?"

Nick'sgrin was distinctly lopsided. "L ess than for breaking and entering—ah, but we won't have to do
that!"

Thelobby was dark, but the double glass doors were unlocked, and no alarm sounded as Nick pushed
on the metd bar that opened the right-hand door. He glided into the lobby sidewise, as quietly asif he
had been in his stocking feet, and Lisafollowed him.

"Cardessjanitorsthey've got here," Nick whispered. "L eaving the doors open, turning on dl thelightson
diefloor where they're working. After I'm disbarred maybe I'll apply for ajob as head of security for
XCorp."

The light whisper moved ahead of Lisaas Nick did dong the north wall of the lobby. "Wherésthe
darwdl?'

"Downthishdl..."

A beam of light pierced the shadows and Lisa swallowed the end of her sentence. Nick froze where he
stood and Lisatried to shrink into the narrow crack between the hall door and the wall while two sets of
heavy footsteps came toward her, paused...



"Don't see anybody here. Maybe something tripped the door aarm by accident.”
"Better check it out anyway.”
"Okay, okay. Y ou take the north hall, 1* 11 take the south.”

Whilethe guardstalked, Lisafelt fingers on her wrist. She followed the light tug and Nick drew her down
the hall with agonizing downess, pausing ev- ery few steps. She could see nothing in the darkness, but
every time he paused she heard very faint metalic clicks.

"Hurry," she breathed. "One of them is coming down this..."

"I know." Nick moved afew feet down the hdl and stopped again. Thistime he breathed out along
satisfied sigh. "Door's unlocked," he reported. "Wait..."

Therewasacircle of light shining on the glass doors through which they had come. Lisadied severd
times while Nick dowly turned the knob and eased the office door open. They wereinside, the door not
yet shut, when she heard the guard walking down the hall. Theinside of the office was black as abroom
closet, but she could fedl every agonizing centimeter of progress as Nick closed the door without asingle
betraying click.

Outsde, there wererattling noises. The guard was trying the doors of the offices as he came aong.
"Lock it," shewhispered into the blackness.

Nick pushed the button just as the guard rattled another knob, masking the dight click of the lock
catching. A moment later the darkness of the office was diced by athin line of light and the door Nick
had just locked rattled with the guard's testing.

"That's funny," avoice mused, and then, "Jerry?Y ou got the master?'

Footsteps retreated up the hal, then paused. Nick cursed under his breath. "He must have seen that the
deadbolt wasn't locked. Damn! Well have to run—"

Lisacaught hishand. "No. They'll be sureto catch us—and Judith—"
"But if we stay here—"

Three minutes|ater the first security guard returned with the master key, opened the door and shone his
flashlight into an obvioudy empty office.

"Cardless. Why do thesefolksinsst on deadboltsif they won't use them? Probably doesn't even carry
diekey," he grumbled. "Serve himright if he can't get in tomorrow." He closed the door and akey
scraped in the lock and the unused deadbolt clicked home.

Nick, crouching uncomfortably in the crawl space above the ceding, sneezed explosively into his cupped
hand and used several words Lisa had never heard before.

"Do you learn alot of—er—colloquid Spanish from your clientsin Brownsville?'

If there had been light to see by, she felt sure Nick's glare would have shriveled her. "Lisa, thisisno time
for making light conversation! Don't you understand? He'slocked usin. We can't get out of here.”

"Of coursewe can," Lisawhispered back, "only not through that door. Well haveto go over the
partitions to the next office and let ourselves out that way. Nothing to it." Shelifted the ashestos ceiling
panel away from the meta grid on which they crouched and dipped down to stand on the desk benesth



thehole.

Some sweaty and dusty maneuvering followed; Lisa skinned her knee on araw edge of one of the metal
grids, Nick banged his head on alow partition, and they left atrail of asbestos dust behind them. But
eventudly they werein the next office over.

The deadbolt was locked.
"WElI try the next one?" Lisa suggested.
Three offices later, they found a door they could open.

They were a the stairwell when someone shouted behind them. Nick |et the heavy meta door swing
shut, grabbed Lisa by thewrigt, and raced up two flights of stairs.

The third-floor stairwell door was locked, and some-
Margaret Batt body was opening die door they'd come through two flights below.

They kept going up the narrow metal stairs. There was astabbing painin Lisas Sde and her legsfdt like
soft melted marshmallows, but if she didn't keep up with Nick shefelt sure hewould just tow her up the
garsby onearm.

The fourth-floor door was aso locked.

By the time they reached the top of thelast flight, Lisa'slegsfelt like marshmallows with hot wires running
through them. Please | et this door be open.

Nick put his hand on the door and it swung open before he even leaned on it. Lisastumbled into ablaze
of golden lights and amost collapsed onto the broad shelving bosom of awoman in green satin.

Gasping in shock and exhaustion, she ssammered out an gpology while she took in the scene. Womenin
long dresses and men in suits milled around alarge hadlway, opening onto aroom full of folding chairs.
"lI—I'm sorry we're late.” 1t looked like some kind of party; something haf officia, to judge from the
indtitutional surroundings. The large woman was haf smiling, looking uncertain. Maybe she didn't know
al the expected guests. Nick looked smooth enough for any occasion, bless his conservative stuffy soul
and hisexpensive dark suit; if only her dress had remained in its court form, al gauzy overskirtsand
dangling golden bells, perhaps they'd have been able to blend in with the crowd. They might aswell try it
anyway, therewasn't time for anything else, Lisacould hear die steps coming up the stairwell behind
them.

"So sorry," she breathed, "unavoidably detained—Iooking forward so much to this occasion, dear Mrs,,
um..." Lisamumbled afew unidentifiable syllables.

"l don't believe we have met before.” The woman's expression was setting into what looked like habitual
lines of frowning discontent. In amoment shewould cal the guards to throw them out; in amoment the
guards would be there anyway. Lisaglanced about the room. Where could they hide? Was there another
way out of here?

On one side of the hall was acard table laden with jugs of wine and plastic glasses; on die odier Side,
another card table held bowls of potato chips and some greenish paste in asmall cup. Most of the people
in the hallway were clustered around die wine table. Maybe they could go under the wine table—no, not

with everybody watching.



"Of course we have not met, dear lady.” Nick clicked hishedls, bowed, and kissed die woman's pudgy
hand. "The pleasure is entirely mine, and along awaited one. Had | but known what delightful company
wasin sorefor me..."

Lisawondered how long he could blather on like diat widiout saying anything.

"Oh!" said diewoman in green satin. Y ou must be Dr. Przheva sky?"

Nick bowed again and murmured something noncommittal.

"Aileen, dear, heré's Dr. Przhevalsky at last! Now we can begin!™ the woman called to her friend.

Nick bowed and kissed Aileen's hand as well. "Please accept my heartfelt apologies for keeping you
waiting, Mrs—Mrs—"

"Oh, how glly of me" their hostess giggled. "'I'm such alitde festherheed, that'swhat Alvin aways says, |
quite forgot to introduce myself. I'm Josephine Burrell." She paused with an arch smile. "Yes, those
Burrells—the Burrell Foundation for die Arts," she prompted as Nick said nothing and Lisa concentrated
on catching her breath. She heard the stairwell door opening behind her but did not dare to look round.

" am honored indeed,” said Nick. "Would you be so land asto introduce meto your friends?"

"Yo0o-hoo! Aileent Darby! Everybody, Hereis Dr. Georgy Przheval sky, our spesker for the evening!
And, ah, er—"

Mrs. Burrell looked at Lisaand shook her head dightly. Clearly her plansfor the evening, whatever they
had been, did not include a speaker who showed up in company with a bedraggled young woman in
someland of foreign costume.

"My invaluable secretary and assistant, Miss This-tlebottom,” Nick said into the silence.

"Miss, er, Thwigtlebott,” Mrs. Burrell mumbled before turning her attention back to Nick. Shelaida
pudgy hand on hisarm and smiled brilliantly at the people around them. " Stick a pity that Dr. Przhevalsky
was unavoidably detained, but as you see he has made every effort to get here before the end of our little
mesting, and perhaps now he would favor uswith afew words on the subject you're dl anxiousto hear
about."

As she escorted Nick towards the room full of chairs, Lisaglanced behind them. The two security guards
were gill sanding at the stairwell door, looking worried. A man in evening clothes detached himsalf from
the group near the wine table and went over to speak to them. Lisa caught afew murmured words.
"Guest of the evening— ate—unfamiliar with cusoms of this country—"

"Russan?' said one of the guards.

"Spies," sad the other. Both guards looked happy, as though aboring evening had been unexpectedly
spiced up.

The man in evening clothes raised both hands and murmured comforting phrases. Lisa hung back, as
closeto them as she dared, and gathered some useful information about Dr. Georgy Przhevasky and
what he was supposed to be doing here.

Nick wastaking his sweet time getting to the front of the room, stopping and shaking hands with people
and exchanging bland socid chitchat while Josephine Burrdl| tried to nudge him toward the spesker's
podium. Lisadithered through the crowd and managed to worm herself between Nick and Mrs. Burrell.



"Forgive me, please, but Dr. Przhevalsky and | dways go over his notes before a speech,” she
announced firmly. Shelifted Mrs. Burrdll's hand from Nick's coat deeve and gave her awide, square,
no-nonsense smile. "1 know you will understand. These great men are so absentminded—it is our
privilege to nourish and support their greatness, isit not?"

While Josephine Burrdl was preening hersdlf, Lisa pushed Nick into a corner where some heavy drapes
partialy shielded them from the gathering audience. He waslooking rather shaky. "Areyou Sck?' she
whispered. "Or did you drink some of the wine cooler?'Y ou look postively green.”

Nick shook hishead. "It'syou," he said in astrangled haf-whisper.

"Mée! I'vejust been finding out some things you needed to know," Lisasaid indignantly. ™Y ou ought to be
grateful to me, instead of whining because | happened to leave your Sde for amoment. Anyway, you
didn't need my help to flirt with that overstuffed satin whae."

Nick shook his head again. "Y our, urn, your dress. Pants. Whatever it is. What did you do?"

Lisalooked down and swallowed hard. It seemed die elf-dress responded better to need than to direct
commands. Her gauzy overskirts were back, the tunic's neckline had crept down to frame her neck and
shoulderswith aborder of gold-veined scarlet leaves, and little chains of golden bells swayed from alow,
broad girdle.

"We don't have timeto go into that now," she said, and wondered what she would say when they did
havetime. "Y ou're about to make a speech-want to know who you are?'

Nick nodded. His blue eyes were dightly glazed over, but he did seem to be making aserious effort to
focuson her.

"Okay. Your nameis Georgy Przhevadsky. You're origindly Russian, but you left the country last year
and now you're aprofessor of cartography at Texas Tech,” she said rapidly, "but that's not why you are
here. Y ou're so an amateur dramatist and these people have just been watching one of your plays at the
Zachary Scott Thesatre Center. | don't know why the reception in your honor is being held here instead of
at Zach Scott, but they're expecting you to say afew words explaining your play. | gather,” she added,
"mogt of them find your work terribly obscure.”

"Not nearly asobscure as| find it," Nick whispered it. "Did they happen to say what the play was
about?"

Lisashook her head. She hadn't been able to get any clue asto the nature of Dr. Przhevasky's dramatic
work. "'l don't think anybody understood it well enough to say.”

"Oh, well, if they don't know, how will they be ableto cdl mealiar?' Nick squeezed her arm. "Keep up
the good work, Thistlebottom. Y es, Mrs. Burrell, | wasjust coming—I quite agree with you, we must
not keep these good people waiting.” A hand over Mrs. Burrdl's be-ringed fingers, awarm smile that
illuminated Nick's eyes and made Mrs. Burrell flush. "May | cal you Josephine? Although we have just
met, | fedl very closein spirit to one who so obvioudy appreciates the degper meaning of my work. In
feet, Josephine," he went on briskly, now steering Mrs. Burrdll into the lecture room instead of being led
by her, "1 would so much like to hear your interpretation of this play. Perhaps| could persuade you to
say afew words before my talk begins—as a sort of introduction? It would help me so much to
understand what parts of my meaning |

have succeeded in communicating to American audiences. Of course you, with your obvioustaste and
insght, would hardly represent the average American playgoer, but perhaps as a patroness of the



thesatre..."

Lisadropped behind them, gagging dightly, and missed the rest of Nick's speech. It must have been
persuasive, for by the time she'd found her chair at the very front of the lecture room Mrs. Burrell was
holding the microphone and Nick was standing dightly behind her. She dropped into her chair with asigh
of relief asMrs. BurreU started talking.

Thefirg few minutes were entirely predictable; gushing referencesto their "honored guest,” and how
honored they fdlt that he could join the Group for the Improvement of Austin Thesetre following the
presentation of his celebrated but obscure work, "Four isFive."

"Dr. Przheva sky has asked meto begin by giving my own impressions of hiswork as staged &t the
Zachary Scott Thesatre Center,” Mrs. Burrdl said, "but as you know, | mysdlf was not privileged to
attend this evening, being too involved with the organizational problems of our little group. Therefore
can only wait, like the rest of you, for Dr. Przhevasky's dazzling interpretation of what | understand to
have been a very—very—meaningful experience for those who were so privileged.” She stepped avay
from the podium and gestured to Nick. "Dr. Przheva sky?*

Nick looked about as sick as Lisafelt. One hand fluttered at his chest; she wondered if he meant to fake
aheart attack. That would certainly get them out of thisroom, but then they'd have EM S to dedl with,
ambulances, paramedics—and meanwhile, what was happening to Judith? They had been delayed too
long dready. And the applause that followed Jose- phine Burrél'sintroduction was fading away into
scattered handclaps.

Nick stepped up to the microphone with al the dacrity of aman walking into the dentist's office. "Ladies
and gentlemen,” he began in aheavy accent that Lisa supposed he meant to sound Russian, " or—no—Ilet
me call you friends. Dear friends. For though | have never met you before, | feel adeep and true spirit of
kinship with al lovers of the arts, and especidly with those of you who have been so kind asto cometo
meet metonight, at such alate hour and at such persona inconvenience. Neffer before haf | been so
touched by the magnificent soul of the American people!” Nick spread hisarmswide and brought themin
to thump both fists on his chests. " This people, of whom the warm heart, the generosity, theimpulsive and
intuitive goodness are S0 well known throughout the civilized world, who haff giffen me awelcome so
warm and so unforgettable..."

Hewent onin that vein for longer than Lisacould have dreamed possible, but eventually he had to pause
for breath, and three hands shot into the air.

"Mr. Haskms!" Josephine Burrdl pointed at the nearest questioner and Mr. Haskins, askinny,
bespectacled man with adolescent zits and middle-aged receding hairline, stood up. "Dr. Przhevasky,
would you care to comment on how your academic work in cartography has affected your developments
adramatig?'

Nick looked pained. "Please! My friend, we are here to discuss Art—Spirit—the Universal Truths! Is
thisatimeto drag ouf spirits down to the petty level of maps and labels?’

"No!" roared asizeable portion of the audience.

"I only thought," struggled on the vadiant Haskins, “that the spirit of despair which informs your more
recent works might relate to the fact that your cartographic work has been superseded in favor of the

Zoragter dgorithm, which is so markedly superior—"

"A true artist dways knows despair!” Nick roared. "But atrue artist neffer, neffer givesin! My friend, if



you find despair in my works, it comes from the rotting worms within your own soul! My work is
intended to affirm the glories of the human spirit and itstriumph over adversty—"

"But what about the scene where the kindergarten is destroyed by anuclear accident?' someone called
out without waiting to be recognized by Mrs. Burrdll.

"And the three paralyzed veteranswith AIDS—"
"And the dead blackbird! What do you make of the dead blackbird in the pie?’

"Chernobyl—"
"AIDS—"

"A clearly ironic reference to the fal se naivete of American capitalist society as expressed in the nursery
rhyme—"

The playgoers shouted their conflicting theories at each other, dl but ignoring Nick. He looked over the
seething room with abenign smile. Just as Lisawas beginning to hope that they could sneak out
unobserved while the lovers of literature battled, a new element erupted into the room. These latecomers
were dressed in jeans and sweaters rather than se-quined evening gowns and tuxedos, and the young
man at the head of the group carried amegaphone which amplified hiswords so that he could easily
drown out the art lovers.

"PRZHEVALSKY, COLLABORATIONIST SWINE! WHAT ABOUT LEONID LYONSKY?'

Nick looked staggered by the sheer volume of the shouted question, aswell as by the sillence that fell
over the embattled lecture room.

"What about him?"*

Lisashook her head sadly. Up to now Nick's performance had been ahl but flawless. Now she sub-
tracted two points for brusgueness, and athird for letting the audience see that he was confused.

"IT WILL DO YOU NO GOOD TO PRETEND IGNORANCE," the young man with the megaphone
shouted.

"We have copies of your speeches!" screeched agirl behind him, jumping up and down and brandishing
asheaf of smudged typewritten papers.

"You made adea! Y ou denounced him to get your own visal" cried another.

"Quiet, please! Everybody be quiet! Thisisa serious discourtesy to our distinguished spesker!” Mrs.
Burrell pleaded unheard through the tumult. She turned to Lisa, wringing her hands. "Oh, | knew this
would happen! They were going to stage ariot outside the theatre when Dr. Przheval sky appeared, so
we moved the meeting here.”

Well, Lisathought, that explained that. And the tumult in the lecture room was certainly agood excuse
for her and Nick to dip away. "Can you get us out of here?' she whispered to Mrs. Hurrell whilethe
young man with the megaphone shouted more accusations.

Mrs. Burrdl glanced at Nick, now surrounded by protestors, and waved her handsfeebly. "Create a
diverson,” Lisasuggested. "Faint. Have a heart attack. Shout—"

Cometo think of it, there was no reason why she should depend upon Mrs. Burrdl| to do the heavy



work. "Firel" Lisashouted.
"Yes, firethe bastard!™* the girl carrying the papers agreed enthusiagticaly.
"No, | mean the room'son firel"

"Where?' Thegirl peered through glasses set with thick lenses. "I dont see any fire. Y ou must be
mistaken. Say, aren't you with him?"

"Certainly not," Lisareplied with dignity. It occurred to her that while Nick was wasting time ar- guing
with the rioters, she could get away on her own. With dl this commotion going on, the security guards
would never notice one girl dipping down to the third-floor offices. She edged towards the door while
the other girl followed.

"| saw you outside, before the speech started. Y ou're his assistant or something. Louie!” sheyelled over
the heads of the crowd. "Thisone'strying to get awvay!" She grabbed Lisaswrist.

"Don't beridiculous,” Lisasad. "l never saw Dr. Przhevasky beforein my life" Shejerked free and
stumbled backwards towards the door. Something soft and warm blocked her way.

"That, a least, istrue.”

Lisaturned to face a short, balding man with gray eyebrows and a pointed gray beard. Behind him stood
the two security guards she and Nick had evaded earlier, and behind them—

Oh, no! Lisas heart sank and she barely took in the man's next words.

"1," he announced, "am Dr. Georgy Przhevasky, and | have never seen thisyoung lady who claimsto be
my assstant. And who isthat man on the stage”?”

"Who, indeed," said Cliff Simmons, stepping forth between the two security guards. He was pde and his
hands were shaking and there was a strip of masking tape holding his glasses together, but he managed to
get out his prepared speech in one long desperate breath. "This young woman used to work asdie
receptionist for abusiness I've just bought. This afternoon she quit without notice and took abox of
extremely valuable rare bookswith her."

"l did not," Lisagasped. "Y ou stole the books! And | can prove—"

Cliffs browswent up and he favored Lisawith the sort of smile one givesto dightly retarded children. He
was back in his dement now, growing more confident by the minute. She wished she had an- other
coffeepot to throw a him. "Stole my own inventory? Y ou'll have to do better than that." He turned back
towards the guards. "Fortunately, | had aready removed some of the most valuable booksto my own
office for safekeeping. No doubt she and her accomplice broke in tonight hoping to complete their haul "

"Soundslikely," thefirst guard agreed while the second waded through the crowd, swinging hisarmsto
clear apath and ydlling for silence. He didn't get it, but most of theriotersand al of the art lovers
trampled each other to get out of the way of aman in uniform with apurpose. Only the young man with
the megaphone remained to block hispath. Y OU WONT RESCUE PRZHEVALSKYTHAT
EASLY!™

"Keep yer pantson, son,” the guard said, sweeping the boy out of hisway aseasily as Lisawould swat a
fly. "l an'trescuing him. I'm taking himin.”

The other guard took afirm grip on Lisa's elbow. While they were being hustled out of the lecture room,



Nick pointed out in vain that the security guards were not police officers, that he had never said he was
Przheva sky, and that he could think of any number of waysto sue them for this high-handed action.

"Andwhileyou'reharassng us" Lisajoinedin, "you'reletting thered criminds escgpe—asusud. This
man and hisfriends kidnapped my boss and they're holding her prisoner downdtairs." She had very little
hope that Judith and the Durandineswere il there. But the picture might be. And if she could get to the
picture—She wondered what these two security guards would make of the world behind that gate.

The man holding Lisasnorted and kindly advised her to think of a better sory.
"Hrehazard," Lisasad.
"What?" Suddenly she had the guards full attention.

"In Simmonss office. The coffee maker is overheating and | think the wiring's shot. Look, | got burned
when | tried to useiit earlier." Lisahed up her bandaged hand.

"Ah, so now you admit you were there!" one guard pounced on her words,
"Y eah? Thought | smelted something funny,” said the other man thoughtfully.
"How's the insurance on the building?'

"Never mind theinsurance. | don't want to try and evacuate al those screaming maniacs.” The second
guard jerked his head back towards the lecture room, where therea Dr. Przhevalsky was disappearing
under waves of rioters and thestre lovers shouting contradictory dogans. "Might aswell check it out on
our way down. Y ou got your key, Mr. SSimmons?"

"Y es, but—"
"Think you could have accidentally |€ft the coffee maker on? Think there's any problem with the wiring?!

Cliff Smmons shrugged elegantly. "1 hadn't noticed anything, no, but if you gentlemen wish to assure
yourselvesthat everythingisdl right in my office you certainly may do so. At the sametime,” he added
with adight smile, "you might want to look under the desk and behind the draperiesin case I'm
concedling any prisoners.”

The guards guffawed. Nick'sfacefell. Lisaknew what he wasthinking; if Smmonswasn't worried, then
Judith must have been transported somewhere else dready. She wished she could tell him not to worry,
that they could follow her and the Durandines, but she didn't want to remind Cliff of the book. If only it
was4iill therel

Clifford Simmons unlocked his office with aflourish and stood back to let the guards enter first. Since
each of them was holding a prisoner, Nick and Lisa had to go in with them.

The room was empty.Someone had cleaned up the broken glass and spilled coffee. But the rug still
squelched gently, the hot plate of the coffee maker sizzled away the last few drops of spilled coffee,
and—peering around the guard who held Nick, Lisa saw with aleap of her heart that the Niel sen book
was dtill open on Cliff Smmonssimmaculate desk. If only she could distract die guardslong enough to

gettoitl

"Ought to've turned that thing off when you left, Mr. Smmons, gr,” one of the guards reproved Cliff. He
let go of Nick to lumber over to the coffee maker. When he flicked the switch ablue spark legpt out to
bite him. "Short somewhere there. And getting it wet didn't help, Sir. Better replaceit. Tell you what, 111



take this one out to the stairs now, save you the trouble.”

The other guard let go of Lisato step out of hisway. She grabbed Nick's hand and dove towards the
desk, concentrating on the picture in the open book. Trees and astone arch and a stream trickling—it
was just paper, it wasn't going to work—

"Stop her!” Cliff Simmonss voice sounded shrill behind her. " She's going to get away, you haveto, have
to burble bubble gurgle gurgle splash. .."

The stream was louder now than hisvoice, and the sky under the arch was very blue. Lisafdl into the
picture, dizzy and whirling as before, conscious of nothing but that she mustn't let go of Nick'shand. The
circle of green turf swam up to meet her and she fell hard on her burnt hand and the red flames of pain
ran up her arm and blazed up dl around her. There was a sound asif the sky was being tornin two, and
aflash of darkness more intense than any light, and then she was sitting on the grass and Nick was
tumbling down beside her.

Clutched in hisfree hand was a crumpled piece of paper. As he hit the ground he let go of the paper and
it floated down between them.

It was the picture from the Nielsen book, one end of the passageway between the worlds. Somehow he
had torn it out as they passed through the picture, closing the gate against those behind them.

In thisworld it was |ate afternoon; the sun danted golden through the trees, the blue sky overhead was
clear and bright. There was no hint of the October night that Lisa had just seen through Clifford
Simmonss office windows, no sign of any passage remaining to the world from which they had come,

Lisastood up dowly, ignoring the protests from bruised legs and throbbing hand, and walked through the
ancient carved arch and back again. On both sdes she felt nothing but the springing turf under her fet,
saw nothing but forest and sky and acircle of green grass guarded by standing stones, heard nothing but
the murmur of the brook.

The Gate waswell and truly closed, and she and Nick—and Judith—were on the wrong side of it.
CHAPTER ELEVEN
Caritas, servant of the servants of God, to his cherished bishopsin France and Poitiers.

It has recently cometo our earsthat certain vile and detestable heres es have been revived from ancient
buria and spread by credulous folk who thereby undermine the faith of others.

Bishops and their officids must labor with dl their strength to uproot thoroughly from their parishesthe
pernicious belief in demons and phantasms of demons, commonly called the Wild Hunt or the Hunt of
Herluin, and that these demonsriding in the hours of night have the power to draw the dead, and the
souls of theliving, after them. For whoever believes that anything except God can have power over souls,
or can make the dead to rise, is beyond doubt an infidel; and whoever states this belief or offers prayers
to demons on this account or makes (o vile and horrible sin) sacrifices of animas or humans, he shal be
excommunicate.

Given a the Lateran, theides of April, thefourth year of our pontificate.

Thevillage of St.-Remy, perched between the forest and the barren cliffs of the river, had never had very
much in materid assets. afew houses, afew fieds cut into a crazy patchwork of strips and triangles as
marriages and inheritances divided and rejoined the peasants holdings, and a church with one reluctant
and ill-paid priest who congtantly complained of the hardships of doing servicein an dflord'sream.



Now it had even less. The priest had refused to return to a place so clearly marked as godless; he
preferred to stay in the Chrigtian lands on the other side of the river, under the protection of the
Durandines a the Remigius monastery. The good brothers had offered the sanctuary of their house to any
of the villagers who chose to stay. Some had accepted the offer; mogt, after the terror of the Wild Hunt's
vigtation wore off, returned to tend their fields. In that autumn when five years of poor crops had sent too
many families begging their way aong the roads, any fete seemed better than being landless—even the
chance that the Hunt might return again.

"You'refools," the priest had chided those who returned. " The Huntsman will have the soul from your
body. Tis God's visitation on those who chooseto till elf-owned lands.”

Serlo, the unofficid leader of the returning villagers, summed up their fegings when he commented, "Hunt
might come again, or might not. But therell be no food for winter unless usfinishesthe harvest, and
hunger will have soul from body as certain as Huntsman will."

In daylight hiswords made brave sense. But each afternoon, as the shadows lengthened, the few villagers
who'd returned to keep aclam to their lands felt the chill of the Hunt striking into their souls and
wondered whether they should not, after al, have accepted die monks offer of sanctuary at the
Remigius
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It was not much of alife, being an unpaid lay-brother or sster of the Durandines. hard work and cold
food, husbands and wives separated, children sent away as oblates to some distant monastery so that
family ties should not distract them from serving the Order. But it was Ufe, and life never seemed more
swest than on those bright afternoons of late summer when the air was aready crigp with fal and the blue
shadows reminded them of ghostly hounds and hunters. They tended to leave work early, gathering in

worried knotsin the square before the church and telling one another talesthat did little to relieve their
fears.

"Anybody seen Wao today?' one man asked.
"Hewent into forest with the pigs.”

The old wife LetseUna crossed hersdlf. "God send he conies back before dark. Wouldn't send one o
mineinto forest these days."

"What then? Let pigs starve?' Serlo demanded.

There was .no answer to that, so Letsdlina changed the subject. "If us stays here, should have some
guard againgt them coming back."

"Priest couldn't stop them. Neither could Lord Berengar.”

"Therewasaway. Inthe old days." LetselUna glanced around and lowered her voice, though everybody
in the square was gathered around her. "My granny's gran told her how it used to be, back before they
bound the Huntsman—and she had the tales from her gran, and on back to the Dark time. Didn't your
motherstell you to stay insde on Hallows Eve?"

Serlo spat inthe dudt. "Usdl staysingde, dl nightsdike.”

"Inthe Dark Timeit used to be just one night in the year,” LetseUna said, "because folk paid the
Huntsman proper respect in those days."



Serlo grunted and spat again. "1 know what you mean. And we're not having it here. Pagan ways."

The men and women gathered around them looked uneasily about, no man mesting his neighbor's eyes
for more than a second.

"Aye, you know too—al of you!" Serlo challenged them. "All right. If youredl afraid to say it, and you
too, you old witch, I'll say thewordsfor it. Letsdlinawants usto tie somebody in the woods for agift to
the Hounds, like the old songs from the Dark Timetell. Pagan ways. Church'd excommunicate anybody
astried it now, old woman I"

"Church can't sop t'Hunt any more," one man mumbled. "Priest run away, didn't un?'
"Maybe she'sright If us showed proper respect—"

"Could be no harm would cometo 'un.”

"If Wao doesn't come back afore dark—"

"Hewill." Serlo straightened his back and stared around the circle of white faces, staring each one down
inturn.”And who's to be our woods-gift, then? Well? Come on, speak up, don't be shy. | remember the
old tales, too. And for awoods-gift to be fair and acceptable to the Huntsman, he had to come of his
own will, or be chosen by the Huntsman."

"Like W4 o, ifn he doesn't come back."

"Hell come back," Serlo repested. "So tell menow. Youreal so fast to mumble over the old tales and
the old ways, now who wantsto prove them? Who wantsto give himsdlf to the Huntsman so that the rest
of thevillage can live free? Wd|?'

Hewaited barely amoment before exploding into ashort barking laugh. "Thought as much. All right.
Let's get back to work—and if you spread any more of your poison, old witch, | can tell you who
t'Huntsman will choose next!"”

The threat should have cowed Letsdlina. Instead she was|ooking past Serlo, grinning in triumph. Serlo
spun and saw hisonly son, Wa o, emerging from the forest with the pigstrotting before him.
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Dangling from Wao's muscular arm was athin, ragged boy whose eyeswererolled up in terror.

"Look what | found on the path, Da," Walo cried. "It'sthat cutpurse who took our coins at the Remigius
far last year. Callshimsdf apeddier now, but I'd know that gallows face anywhere. Thought it wouldn't
befair to take dl thefan of thrashing him for myself so | brought ‘un back to let you have aturn.”

"Likeyou said, Serlo," Letsdinawnhispered, " sometimes the Huntsman chooses hiswoods-gift.”

They were scared; that was what frightened Giles worse than anything. He hadn't been serioudy worried
at first, not until they'd started to drag him into the forest and he/d seen how it scared them to go in there,
A thrashing was one thing; he'd been besaten before and lived. But the big one, the one they called Serlo,
hadn't laid afinger on him. Nor had he stopped the others from surrounding him, pushing and prodding
and kicking and forcing him back aong the forest path down which Walo had just dragged him.

"I'm sorry, lad," held said quietly. "Even athief doesn't deservethis. But | can't sop diem. They're
scared, y'see?" And he wouldn't meet Giles eyes, asthough he, not the boy, had been the onein the



wrong.
"Comeon, you," growled one of the men, lifting Giles by his shirt and dmost strangling him.

"Il leave quietlyl" he promised. "Gentle Sirs, theré's no need for this—I'm an honest peddier, Giles of the
Vine, ask anyone in the Rue de Fouarrein Paris, I'm not one to stay where I'm not wanted—"

"Honest peddier? An' where's your wares?'

"My pack iswhere he l€ft it, when he knocked me down without reason and hauled meinto your village,"
sad Giles, jerking his chin towards Walo. It was difficult to be offended and righteous when you were
being hauled by the neck of your shirt towards an unknown fate, but Giles managed it.

"He had a pack," Wal o acknowledged. "Prab'ly full of other men'sgoods.” He aimed a casua kick at
Giles as he spoke.

"Not so! I'm no thief!"

"Just alightfingers and a cutpurse," Wao growled. "Make your homein Paris, do you, and comedl the
way into Poitiersto steal from poor honest men?”

Giles indignant denials were drowned out by a chorus of accusations from the other villagers. It seemed
that by now, Haimo and Alcuin and haf adozen others distinctly remembered having their knives solen
or their purses cut at the Remigiusfair, and the rest had complaints of stolen chickens and missing pigs
and three-legged stool s that had unaccountably wandered off.

"Good srsand ladies, you wrong me," Giles protested. "1've not been in this part of the world sincethe
Remigiusfair, so how could | have taken aham and a chicken and astool just last month?"

"Ah, 0 you admit you were there!

Giles prudently shut his mouth and refused to speak again until they reached their destination: agresat
spreading oak, older than the village by centuries, that dominated abend in the forest path. Two of the
men, he saw now, carried ropes. It seemed a strange place for ahanging.

"Here's as good aplace asany,” Hamo decreed, "no need to go too far from the village. Want Huntsman
to know who made the offering, don't we?'

Asif in mocking answer, the cold music of asilver horn rang through the treetops. And suddenly the
villagers fear, their muttered hintsand talk of a"gift," al made senseto Giles. HEd never heard that
music before, and an hour earlier he would have laughed at those who stayed within doors at night for
fear of some old wives taes. Peasants might huddle inside their smoky huts and tell over old stories, but
afree-living man who made hisliving on the road had to be used to deeping in aditch when night fell.

But hahadn't guessed, from thetales, how that music could run like cold fire through nerves and muscle
and solid bone, so that al you wanted to do was run from it—run until your legs shook and your chest
ached, and gill run mindlessto theworld's end. Giles could no more stop himsdlf from struggling to get
free and run than he could have stopped bregthing. He lashed out wildly to bresk free of the men who
held him, kicked and scratched like agirl and butted his head against something solid that rang like the
great bell in the church of Our Lady in Paris. He went down into the blackness under that ringing sound
and struggled awake, afew minuteslater, to afirein his head and a stabbing pain in hisright wrist and the
sound of Haimo boasting how he'd knocked the thief unconscious with two good blows of his staff.

There was no morefight Ieft in him; he was so Sick and dizzy that Wa o had to hold him up while die



otherslashed him to the tree. The stupid oafe of peasants were pale and sweating with terror, but they
worked stolidly at their task, wrapping his body round with the cords that he'd thought were meant to
hang him. If only it werethat! Giles prayed for the horn to sound again in the hope that the peasants
would be frightened away before they'd finished tying him; then the knots were jerked tight, nearly cutting
into his skin over the ribs, and he prayed that the horn would never sound again. If he heard that music
again, unable as hewasto run or even to move, he thought he would surely go mad,

"Get the hands too," Walo decreed when the otherswould have run for shelter, leaving Gilesfreeto pick
at whatever knots he could reach. "Bein the nature of athief'sskill to undo knots."

Someone behind the tree grabbed both hiswrists and forced them around the trunk, and Giles screamed
on athin high note that hurt hisown ears. "Ah, mercyl Y ou've broken my hand—you've broken my hand
aready, don't hurt me morel™ White-hot stabs, like heated blades, ran from wrist to shoulder and back
again; it wasn't hard to weep and beg and scream when they tried to bind hisright hand.

"Oh, dl right, just the left hand," Walo decreed. "I doubt helll pick at those knots with a broken hand.
Gently, Haimo, no need to hurt him more than we must." He reached out to pat Giles on the shoulder;
Gilesflinched away from the gesture before recognizing itsintent. Y ou see, lad, we're not—even though
you did take my purse—"

"Did not," Giles protested, and got amouthful of knucklesfor histrouble.

"Cutpurse and thief though you be,” Wa o went on as though nothing had happened, "we don't mean to
hurt you more'n needful. Thisvillage been harried by the Wild Hunt twicein three days, y'see? We can't
haveit again. Letsdinasaysit's because we don't pay Huntsman his dues. So—you're the woods-gift. If
he takes you, maybe helll sparethevillage. | don't know if it makesyou fed better, to know you could be
saving therest of us?'

After apause he shrugged and said, "Wadll, anyway. If he don't take you, I'll be back in the morning to
cut you free, and well consider al debts canceled. | won't even thrash you for taking my purse. Or give
you over to our lord'sjustice. Last the night, and you're afree man.”

Hewaited again for Gilesto show some sign of gratitude for this ofler, then gave aheavy sigh and turned.
"Come on, then. Us better be getting on before it comes on dark.”

They walked, with dignity, until abend in the path carried them out of Giles sight; then he heard them
running, crashing through vines and over ditchesin their breathless haste to get back to the safety of the
cleared land around St.-Remy. He would have laughed, if thered been any impulse to merriment leftin
him.

For some time he hung against the ropes that bound him, too limp with fear and pain to think or noticethe
passing of time. Slowly it came to him that he had not heard the Huntsman's call since the peasants
departed. How long had it been? The trees around him blocked any view of the sun, but he fancied the
shadows were deeper and colder than they had been when he was bound to the tree.

Perhaps, after dl, the Huntsman would not take him. What had Wa o said?"'Last out the night, and
youreafreeman." Giles lips curved in amirthless grin. He was not minded to trust the peasants
graitude—or the Huntsman's mercy. His chances both of lagting out the night and of finding himself free
in the morning would be immeasurably improved if he could somehow wriggle free of these bonds.

Clever of him, to talk them into leaving one hand free. Giles strained to reach the knots until swest broke
out on hisforehead. The stupid louts weren't so dull after al; they'd taken care that all the knots were on
the other sde of hisbody. And when hisfingertips at last brushed the edges of the nearest knot, there



was no strength in them. When he yelped and cried about his broken hand held been putting it on abit to
impress the oafs, never thinking he had more than a sprain to swell up hiswrist. But something was not
working right, therein the clever junction of fingertips and thumb. All hisold skill and delicacy of touch
was there, but he could put no strength behind it to ease the tight ropes.

Gilestold himsdlf bracingly not to worry. When Haimo had firgt hit him the hand had been nothing but a
blazing center of pain and he'd been unableto fedl anything with it. Now the nerves had recovered; in
time, so would the strength.

The only question was, would he recover before dark? Giles could not keep from thinking about that
darkness, and the sweat dampened his pam and made hisfingers dick until he cursed the ropes and the
pessants and his own hand under his breath. Suddenly anoise deep in theforest made him stopin
mid-curse, suddenly erect and taut under the ropesthat held him fast, with acold chill of fear wrapping
him round like awinding-sheet. What was that? He strained his ears for the sound of the Huntsman's
death-music, was rewarded by distinctly human voicesraised in argument, and fell dack againgt his
bonds as he spied the gray robes of a pair of monks coming aong the path. Gray robes meant
Durandines, not an order Gilesfavored for begging—even the Cistercians were more generous—but at
least they were men of God. Merciful men, good men, lettered men, not subject to the superstitions of the
peasants, men who would not gpprove any sacrifice but that which Our Lord had made long ago.

"Good masters, of your mercy—" Giles cried out.

The two monks halted and turned towards him.

"What'sthat?' called aman coming up thetrail behind the two held first seen.
"Some boy, being punished belike—"

"Set upon by robberd™” Gilesinterrupted before ttie monks could pursue this thought. Almost without
forethought or cal culation the story poured out of his mouth, how he had been trudging towards the next
village when two grest hulking men legpt upon him from die bushes, took his peddier's pack and bound
him here that he might not raise the hue and cry againgt them.

Hewas hardly well begun on the pitiful tale when the main body of the travelers caught up with the two
monkswho'd paused to listen to him. Four more

Margaret Bait men in long gray hooded robes surrounded alady in some strange outlandish costume.
Thefair siweet shape of her breasts was outlined under atight, white tunic emblazoned with cabalistic
symbols—Giles saw an orange circle and a horned shape like a demon with a cow's head. Below the
tunic shewore heavy blue hosen that ran from ankle to waist and outlined her body most indecently. Her
ydlow hair fell loose over her shoulders and her eyes were wild and lost-looking, and the men on either
gdeof her held her amstightly asif they feared she would run from them a any moment.

"Moveon," snapped the man who'd first called out. He was thinner and dighter than the others but they
seemed to defer to him. "We've no time to waste on him.”

"At least cut meloose!" Gilescried.

A decisive shake of the gray-hooded head was his only answer. "No time. If you're not honest, you'd
likely delay us. If you are—well, I'll tell the villagers at St.-Remy of your plight; they can come and free
you if they choose."

Giles sagged down on the ropes that bound his body. He could not believe that help had come so close,



only to berefused. "Nol" Thistime hetold thetruth, or near as made no difference: how the villagers had
mistaken him for athief they'd seen last year and had bound him to thistree for awoods-gift to the
Huntsman. Surely these good men of religion would not leave him here as aliving sacrifice? Couldn't they
see how dark it was getting? Hadn't they heard that silvery music snaking through the afternoon air?

But the men were marching on now, dragging the lady with them. They passed right by Giles tree, andin
the depths of his misery he stared at the lady and felt amoment of sorrow for her condition—better
though it was than his own. Poor mad lady, with those wide staring eyesin her white face, her hair
disordered and her costume so indecent that she might as well be naked. No doubt she was some great
lord'swife, and these men were taking her to their monastery to be cured of her madness. Shewas as
lovely asthe picture of the Blessed Virgin in colored glassin the great church at Paris, and if she had her
wits about her she would likely be as sweet and merciful as Our Lady.

"I think you would help me," he said sadly, "if only you werein your senses.”

Her eyesrolled up in her head when he spoke and she dropped, limp as a stone going down into deep
water, dl but dragging down the two men who held her.

"Now what?" demanded the thin-lipped leader, striding back as he spoke.
"She'sfeinted.”
"Wesek, these elvenkind."

Giles stared dmost greedily at the lady's white face. An elf-queen! He'd heard tales of such folk, but
there were few of them to be seen in Paris, they were not well liked in the north. But aye, shewas every
bit asfair as hed imagined the venkind would be. Surdly she knew some magic that would free him!
She hadn't fainted; these monks might be fooled, but Giles, who knew every beggar and shammer and
fake cripplein Paris, could tell that she was peeping through her long eyel ashes and following the
arguments of the men above her.

"Water," she murmured weakly asthey began to discuss making alitter on which to drag or carry her.
"Please—I am so faint—if | might have alittle water, | think I could go on better.”

One of die monks went to the stream to get water, while the two who'd been guarding the lady lifted her
to her feet and propped her againgt the trunk of the treg, just inches from Giles, ignoring him asif he were
no more than a protrusion in the rough bark.

She moved her head and moaned for air, and they moved back but stood watching her ill, close enough
to grab her if shetried to run.

Judith found it easy enough to pretend that she was on the verge of fainting. It wasn't far from the truth: it
would have been agreet relief to let hersalf collgpse onto the ground. But feinting was aluxury she
couldn't afford.

In her nearly thirty years of privileged middle-class academic life, no one had ever laid hands on Judith
Templeton to force her into doing anything she didn't want to do. She'd started college too late for the
st-insand demondtrations of the sixties; the closest her life had ever cometo violence was thetime one
of her computer science professors had told another one that anybody who programmed in BASIC was
risking termindl brain damage.

Hitting the men who invaded her houseboat with an empty bottle had seemed like agood idea at the
time, the sort of thing people did dl the time on television, but somehow it hadn't worked out right in redl



life. The man she swung at had seemed to vanish before her eyes. Judith's academic training had taught
her that when something peculiar like that happened, you stopped right where you were and studied the
evidence very closgly until you understood what was going on.

Sheld been rubbing her eyes and trying to believe the evidence of her senses when the blanket went over
her head and arms. For afew minuteslife was nothing but a series of raw uninterpreted sensations:
jostling, bruising, the swaying as the men carried her off the boat, sick fear that they meant to throw her
into the water to drown in this blanket al tangled in the limestone ledges. It was dmost ardlief to be
pushed into the back seat of acar; that, at least, was something familiar. She wriggled about and got the
blanket off her heed—it smelled terrible, like awet sheep—and recognized Cliff Smmonss shiny dark
head. She'd been about to tell him off when one of the men in gray saw that she had her head free and
sad something urgently to the other one, who'd begun chanting in alanguage she did not know. Suddenly
Judith felt very tired, too tired to do anything but lie back against the car seat and watch languidly as Cliff
Simmons maneuvered hisBMW over the rocky road back to Austin. The ruts and rocks and
overhanging branches weren't doing hisfancy car any good, and that made Judith happy, only she
couldn't quite remember why she didn't like Simmons.

She'd been so tired that she protested mildly when the car stopped and they wanted her to get out and
climb stairs. But for some reason all three men were quite ingstent about it, and it didn't seem worth the
effort of arguing with them.

Just as Lisahad said, the book with the Kay Niel-sen illustrations was lying open on Clifford Smmonss
desk. While the men in gray robes argued with Simmons, Judith stared at the picture and wondered
mildly what had possessed Lisato spin such atale about walking through the picture into another world,
and why she had ever believed it. It was the kind of story that sounded quite wonderful in the lamplit
warmth of the houseboat, and quite improbable here with the blue-white glare of fluorescent office lights
garkly illuminating every expensve modern furnishing.

All the same, there were other things to support Lisa's story; the dark puddle of spilled coffee seeping
into the carpet, for one, and the glitter of broken glass here and there where somebody had failed to pick
up al the shards from the carafe. From the cloudy place where her will and consciousness rested Judith
tried to pay attention to those things, because for some reason it was important, now, to know whether
Lisahad been telling the truth; she couldn't remember just why.

Then the short argument finished with one of the monkstelling Cliff Smmons, ™Y ou will remain behind, to
stop those who might follow. Never fear; my master will know how to value your services" Heand his
companion took Judith's arms and walked towards the desk, chanting steadily, and the picture in the
book grew larger and brighter as they chanted, and Judith felt the center of her body Hiring and
swooping asif shewerein an elevator going down too fast and she knew exactly why it had been
important that Lisawastelling the truth after dl.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Amorsdeterralonhdana, Per vostotz 1o cors mi dol; E non puesc trobar mezina S non au vostre reclam
Ab atraic d'amor doussana Dinz vergier o sotz cortina Ab dezirada companha.

—Jaufre Rudd

(Love from adistant land,my whole heart aches for you; and | cannot find a cure unless| go at your call
following sweet love into the garden or behind the curtain with theonel long for.)

It was very bright and clear and crisp, this strange world with its circle of gray stones like guardians
around Judith and her captors. They had al Mien onto the bright green grass, and for amoment the



breath was knocked out of the man who'd been chanting and blessed silence reigned. If only she weren't
so frightened, Judith thought, she would have felt more awvake and dive than she had ever beenin her life.
All her senseswere sharp and clear and the beauty of the world around her was so vibrant and joyful that
she could hardly bear it. A bird'swings flashed overhead, atrill of music danced in the sunlit air, the
resinous scent of the forest outsde the circle of sones mingled with the fresh living smell of green growing
thingswithin the circle. Everything was beautiful, from the lofty arch of carved stone before her to the
sharp funtlike chip that dug into her right leg where she knelt on the grass.

Wéll, perhapsthe chip of stone was not absolutely beautiful. Judith reached down absently and extracted
it from dieturf: asmal sharp-edged crescent of gray stone, half buried in the springing grass, with one
sharp point up to catch her when shefél onit. Thetall sanding stoneto her left had amatching
crescent-shaped scar where the chip had been knocked loose, probably ages ago; the scarred place was
half-covered over with moss. But the broken edge of the stone chip was il sharp. How long did it take
stone to weather to an ageless smoothness? Longer than it took mossto grow, clearly. Judith thought
about that, very dowly and carefully, while the men who had brought her here picked themsalves up and
dusted themsalves off. Aslong as she could concentrate on something as comfortably academic asthe
different aging rates of stone and moss, she could avoid thinking about anything ese—like what these
men wanted of her, and why they had brought her here, and where in the world or out of it she might be,
and whether she could ever get home again, and—

It al rushed in on Judith a once, and shefelt Sck and dizzy. She moaned dightly; one of themenin gray
turned at the sound and hauled her to her feet. Before she could get her balance he pushed her ahead of
him with ahard thrust that sent her between two of the standing stones. Shefelt asif acloud of buzzing
gnats encircled her head immediately. Another man was waiting there to catch her, asour-faced ugly
fellow who grabbed her arm and twisted it againgt the direction of her sumbling fall; the pain brought
Judith up with agasp. She looked back at the arch through which she had come and saw, shimmering
likeavell over the grass and stones, theimage of Clifford Smmons officein the XCorp Building. If she
could just get back through that arch, would she tumble between the worlds again and find hersalf safe?

The man who'd shoved her through the arch followed and took Judith's other arm. "That's better,” he
sad. "Cursed dven stones! She almost recovered her will, Brother Alured; maintain the chant, if you
don't wish to deal with Lady Sybille and the Stone-maidens together.”

"Oneday," said the man who'd twisted her arm, "one day all these devil's circleswill fal, and there will be
no more elven magic to trouble our land.”

"Deo volente," murmured the other one, "but in the meantime, Brother Hugh, let us have the lady away
from the Stones before she remembers how to use her power." Helooked Judith contemptuously up and
down. "If sheremembers anything at al. She was easy enough to take; | hope she may not have lost her
witsin that terribleworld.”

"l will help her remember,”" said the one called Hugh with asmile that made Judith fedl very cold insde.
He had apimply chin, and his teeth were crooked, and he was quite young. Judith told hersdlf that she
had no need to be afraid of some pimple-faced adolescent. Her inner self was not convinced. How old
had Billy the Kid been?

The other man began his|ow-voiced monotonous chant again. The words swirled and spirded in Judith's
head and she began to fed the gray misty

Margaret BalJ
clouds replacing the sharp, joyful clarity sheld known when shefirg fell into thisworld. She hated this



vague confused fedling, and she hated being powerless even worse. They were dragging her down the
path that led away from the arch, and she couldn't even fight them. Judith's whole body tensed in
regjection; her hands squeezed into fists and the two sharp points of the crescent chip stung her palm and
it seemed to her that the gray clouds receded just alittle, just enough to let her keep some of her own will
and understanding through the fog of the chant. Not enough for her to fight her way free of these men, but
at least she could think her own thoughts while her body stumbled between her captors.

How had she acted before, when she'd been surprised and unable to fight against this—whatever it
was—some form of hypnotism? Judith unobtrusively did her right hand into the pocket of her jeanswhile
she concentrated on making her face blank, eyes wide and empty, moving passively where these men
wanted her to go. That was the hardest part. No one had ever laid hands on Judith against her will;
civilized people didn't do that sort of thing. She hated to fed diem touching her, wanted to pull away and
scream and shout and hurt them.

Andif shedid any of those things, they would know that this chant of Alured'swasno longer fogging her
brain asit was supposed to do, and what would they do then? Judith found that she wanted very much to
live. She wanted it even more than she wanted to keep the pride that was screaming inside her. Shelet
her head loll dightly to one side and made them support her down the path away from the circle of
stones, and as they made their dow progress she did her best to mark trees and stones and die direction
of the sun and anything ese that might help her find her way back to this place.

It shouldn't be too hard. The path turned and twisted, and she didn't dare let them see how intently she
was watching her surroundings, and but for one thing she would have been hopelessly lost before they'd
gone hahO amile. But—-praise the Blessed Virginl—however the path turned, it always came back to
follow the gurgling stream to thelr right.

Judith frowned. Praise the Blessed Virgin, indeed! That wasn't the way she usudly thought. Something
strange was happening to her in this place.

She ssumbled over atreeroot that lay danting across the path, bubbling out of dust like a cregture of
earth risng into the air, and the monk called Alured jerked her by the right arm to get her over the
obstacle without loss of time. For amoment Judith lost hold of the chip of rock sheld taken away from
the circle, and Alured's steedy chant sounded like sea-surf in her ears and the terrible gray hopeless
fedling swept over her like inexorable waves. She plunged her hand deep in her pocket again and as soon
asthetips of her fingers brushed the stone, shefelt safe again.

And that's alaughl she thought with the part of her mind that remained free of Alured's enchantment.
Here shewasin adifferent world, maybe a different universe, kidnapped by these total strangers, but
everything was al right as long as she could hold that sharp-edged crescent of gray stone.

All the same, it did make her fed better. Judith trudged on between her captors, trying Smultaneoudy to
look blankly witless and to keep note of their surroundings, and die effort of concentration this required
dowly drew her into atrance-like state in which she hardly felt tired or deepy or afraid; al shewasredly
conscious of was the sharp redity of the stone in her hand and the ever-changing, ever-same flow of
trees and brown needles and blue sky and gurgling water.

And then they rounded a corner and Judith drew in her breath in shock. There was a skinny black-haired
boy ahead of them, tied cruelly tight to atree and with marks of tears on hisfece. He begged the monks
to let him go; Judith haf listened to the story that spilled out of him and could hardly make any sense of it.
Peddlers and robbers and tlie hue and cry, and then talk of a Hunt—she could tell by the way he spoke
that the word would have been capitdized if he were writing—and awoods-gift, whatever that was. It
meant nothing to her, but the boy's terror was papable. And whatever was really going on, someone had



been too rough with him before they left him tied to that tree. He looked about thirteen, pale and grimy
and painfully thin, with dirty black hair felling over hisface and obscuring adark flush aong one
cheekbone that would probably develop into a bruise by tomorrow. And he was terrified.

She couldn't believe it when the monks took her arms again and set off without freeing the child. What
kind of cruel world wasthis, beyond the beauty shed seen initiadly? Judith dug her hedlsin againgt the pull
of Brother Alured's hands and the rock chip in her own hand stung her pdm painfully, dmost likea
warning: don' fight, they think you're hypnotized, don't make them think they haveto tie you up like that.

So shefeinted.

It wasn't avery good feint, she wasn't an actress, but the ssumbling fall seemed to've been good enough
to deceive the monks who, Judith decided, probably had little to do with women and rather expected
them to feint on the dightest provocation. They even propped her up againgt the tree the kid wastied to.

"I wish | could help," she whispered while they were fetching water for her, barely moving her lips, "but
they won't let me go ether.”

The boy's eyes widened and he strained againgt his bonds for amoment. "Y ou're not mad!"

"No. But—" Therewas hardly time to explain how she cameto be here, even if shed understood it
hersdf. "Their prisoner.”

"Get mefree, and I'll help you."
"How?'
"Canyou get aknife?

A double handful of cold water splashed into Judith's face. She jerked back reflexively and the
thin-lipped monk they called Hugh, the one who'd been waiting for them on thisside, laughed. "No
talking, my lady," he said with aderisive bow, "and we'd best be on our way here. Thisbegger brat is
none of your concern—you'd do better to worry about your own fete.”

No doubt he wasright. And as Brother Alured resumed die monotonous chant, Judith's fingers groped
for the sharp curved bit of rock that had mysterioudy given her comfort and strength so for. It cost her
very nearly dl her strength to give it up now; but it was the nearest thing to aknife she had. Just before
they jerked her away from the tree to resume the long march, she managed to brush her hand acrossthe
fingers of Giles free hand, transferring the crescent chip to him.

Once sheld given it up, the dull music of Alured's chant filled her head, sapping strength and will and
sense together. Judith fought back in the only way she knew and was relieved to find that she could
barely hold the gray mists away with her own counter-chants. While the monks chanted and Judith's
body stumbled on adong the forest path, she reviewed inside her head the programs she'd used to get
Aunt Penny's tangled finances into a computer. She had meant to write amanual for Lisa, so that she
could learn the system without Judith standing over her, but had never gotten around to it. Now she
organ- ized the pages and the corresponding flow of datain her head. The concentration required kept
her safely in there with the data flow diagrams, far away from the distant buzzing of Alured's chant: this
world of complex symbols, Judith thought, wasits own sort of magic. She even spotted two potentia
problems, waysthat Lisaor somebody el se could tie up the system by entering the wrong data, and
made amental note to fix those bugs when—if—she got back.

Shewas mildly irritated when asharp cry interrupted Alured's chanting and her own thoughts. The monk



who'd been holding her left arm let go suddenly, flailing hisarms about hisface asif he were having afit.
There was a humming sound al around them, almost like some land of machine, and dark specksin the
ar—

A red-hot needle sank into Judith's bare arm, and a cloud of beeswhirled before her eyes. She yelped
just like the first monk and began beeting the air in front of her, frantic to keep die buzzing, inging things
away from her eyes. Something grabbed her wrist and she twisted, ducked, and looked straight into
Gilesthe peddier's green eyes.

"Come on, will you!" he snapped "Beeswon't Say forever.” And he set off sraight into the green depths
of thefores, tugging Judith with him.

The stream would have been shelter againgt the bees, but not againgt the monks. They had only been
confused for amoment; now Judith could hear their heavy steps crashing through the underbrush at the
edge of die path. She and Giles splashed through the stream and clambered up the moist clay bank on
thefar sde. He was dowing; Judith snapped at him to hurry up and then saw that he wasn't using one
hand. She grabbed his arm and hoisted him bodily over thelip of the bank—so light; did nobody ever
give him adecent meal >—and they scrambled on, breathless, while shouts and splashes echoed behind
them. Something whirred past Judith's ear and buried itsalf harmlesdy in the dead leaves and brown pine
needles before them. The boy scooped it up in passing and laughed his thanks to the stupid monk who'd
thrown hisknife, asif thisweredl agame.

"Fool! Wewant her alivel" the one called Hugh shouted in athin high voice behind them. "If you were
any land of mage, Brother Alured, you'd whistle awind out of the north to becloud the sky..."Hie rest of
hiswordswerelost in the laboring of Judith's own tormented lungs. She barely heard Brother Alured
shouting back, "Are you mad? They grow stronger each...”

Thewords made no sense. But it sounded asif nobody would be throwing knives at them again. They
wanted her dive. For what? Judith found that she could, after dl, run alittle faster up the dippery,
leaf-covered dope. Her chest burned with gasping for air and her legs hurt, but they were dmost at the
top of thelong dow rise. Gileswas dowing again. She hauled him aong with her and put on onelast

desperate burst of speed.

Tonoavail. Just over the crest of the hill, awall of boulders blocked their way: great gray rounded
sonesrising out of the brown leaves, lichen-covered and immovable. Alone, Judith might possibly have
scrambled over the obstacle before the monks caught up with her; but the boy was exhausted, and with
only one hand he could not be expected to climb. Judith sighed and bent to pick up abroken branch.
The monkswere only afew feet away now; she noticed with grim amusement that Brother Hugh, who'd
been so free with his hands and threats when he thought her spelled into hel plessness, was hanging back
behind the other two now. She hefted the branch experimentally and saw that Giles, beside her, was
caressing die hilt of the monk'sknife asif it were along-lost friend.

"I hope you know how to use that thing," Judith said, "for | don't."

He gave her asidelong glance. "Of course not, my lady. 11l take care it doesn't touch you. Just don't get in
my way."

"Alured, cam them!" cdled Brother Hugh, still keeping well back. Judith swung the broken branch back
over her head and whacked Alured in the mouth with it before he had gathered breath for hisgray
mind-dulling chant.

After that, for afew hectic minutes, there was no timefor conversation on either sde. Judith swung her
branch vdiantly and without much skill; but the monks had not much skill in fighting either, and their long



robes impeded them, and Giles darted about with his knife, menacing and pricking and keeping them,
from getting close enough to grab anybody. As Judith got her breath back, she found to her shock that
she was dmost enjoying hersdf. Her lips had drawn back in atight hard grin and she laughed aoud every
time she got in agood blow on one of her attackers.

But it was agamethat could only have one ending. To protect their backs, they had to stay againgt the
wall of boulders. Judith saw, out of the corner of her eye, that Brother Hugh was dipping off to the left
while the other two kept her and the boy pinned againgt the rocks.

"Stop hirnl" she cried to Giles, and hisleft hand blurred in amovement too swift to follow. A glittering arc
of meta pierced theair; Hugh cried out and sat down abruptly, clutching his shoulder and looking more
surprised than hurt.

And now there were only two against two. But the odds were hardly equa. Gileswastired, and now he
didn't have aknife, and Judith could tdll that her own desperate swings of the branch were getting too
wild to do much good. She could hardly put any strength behind the branch now, her arms ached so.
One of the monks darted under her guard and grabbed the boy by his bad hand. He screamed on athin
high note that hurt Judith's ears. She brought her branch down square on the monk'swrist and there was
aloud cracking sound. He staggered back, holding hiswrist. But it was the branch that had broken.
Judith scooped up arock from the base of thewall and threw it at his face. She missed, but he backed

off anyway.

"Comeand get it," she taunted. There were more loose rocks ready to hand, nice small round ones. Why
hadn't she thought of this before? "What's the matter, surely you big strong men—aren't afraid—of a
woman and awounded kid—are you?' Each phrase was punctuated by awell-aimed rock, driving the
monks back almost to the low crest of the dope. Aslong as she could keep this up—

But, of course, she couldn't. She reached for another rock and felt only the smooth curve of the great
boulder behind her. As she scanned the ground from | eft to right, looking for another little cairn of
throwing rocks, the monks began moving closer like grest gray prowling cats.

"Get behind me," she ordered Giles. Not that she'd be much protection for him, when the monks made
their final rush; but it seemed they wanted her aive, while they didn't care whether or not they killed him.
Maybe she could dow them down—maybe—

"Oh, hell," Judith sighed. Therewas no red point in prolonging the fight; there was nobody to rescue
them. Therationa thing would beto give in now and save her strength. But if she did that, shehad a
nasty fedling the boy would be left dead. HEd come back and thrown ahoneycomb full of bees at the
monks to save her, when he could have run the other way and saved hisown skin. Shelifted a
medium-sized boulder with both hands and heaved it weakly at the monks. By sheer good luck it landed
on Brother Alured's sandaled foot and he gave apained yelp that interrupted his chant. "Can you
scramble over thewadll if | give you aboost?' she asked Giles.

"Areyou going to cast anilluson? My lady?'

"I'm not going to cast anything,” Judith said, "unless you can find me some more nice round rocks. No,
forget that." The two monks had backed off again while Alured nursed his bruised foot, but now they
were advancing again. "Just get over thewall. Maybe | can keep them busy long enough for you to get
away—and if you know anybody who might help us, you could send them to look for me."

"But if you'd just use your magic—" Giles protested.
Judith opened her mouth to tell Gilesto stop gibbering and get avay while he till had a chance, but



between one breath and the next a shimmering cloud of rainbow-stuff formed between her and the gray
semicircle of her attackers. She heard them crying out and retreating, but she couldn't see anything. No.
There was something large and scaled, with teeth aslong as Judith's arm, rearing out of the mist; and
more things thrashing beyond it, with long spiked tails and clawed legs. Judith couldn't quite see the things
clearly. She did not want to. Beside her, the boy was gazing openmouthed, his eyes shining asif held just
seen their sdvation.

"Don't lookl" Judith said sharply. Her knees were shaking and she had to lean back againgt the stone
wall. Just now, to judge from the roars and screams and crunching noises she heard, the—things—were
attacking the monks. But any minute, one of them would look thisway. Could they get over thewall, or
would those beasts notice them scrambling up the rocks and pick them off like fruit from atree?

Shewas afraid to risk it. Maybe, if they kept very ill in the shadow of the rocks, they could escape
notice. Shereached for Giles and held him againgt her. He was o thin, hardly more than a bundle of
bones covered with grubby skin.

"If we don't move," she whispered, "maybe they won't notice us."
There was a crashing noise very close at hand, and Judith squeezed Gilestightly and shut her own eyes.

"My lady, | beg pardon if | have affrighted you," said alight, young voice, quite unlike the voices of the
monks.

Judith opened her eyes and stared at the liquid brown eye and white muzzle of aswesting horse. "No,"
she said wildly. "Mad monks, human sacrifices, and dragons are quite enough for one day. | don't do
talking horses. Go away." Maybe she was dead already, or being munched up by one of the dragons,
andin shock and halucingting.

"Up here" the voice said with aripple of laughter. "On die horse.”

Judith looked again and saw soft leather boots, thigh-high and covered with an intricate tracery of gold
leaves and vines. Above that, aloose coat as blue as the summer sky, with more vines curling and twining
about every seam, so redl they seemed to be moving and growing as she watched. And above that, a
man with eyes as blue as the coat |ooked down with amusement crinkling hislids.

"Berengar, Count of the Garronais," he introduced himself casudly. "Can you mount?' he asked. "I fear
we haven't long before they seethrough my illuson.”

Even as he spoke, Judith heard Brother Alured's gravelly voice begin the strange words of hisincantation
again. The rainbow migts dulled to gray, then thinned until Judith could see the three monks through the
trand ucent shadowy shapes of the dragons.

"Cowardds!" Hugh was back on hisfeet, and in one
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and the blade wavered in wild circles, but he looked mad enough to run straight in among them. "Take
the df-lord, or well lose everythingl”

Berengar spat out a short phrase that sounded like acid in die mouth. The mists thickened and swirled
about the three of them and tongues of flame shot out towards the monks. Two of them hesitated, but
Hugh ran on as though he could not even see the fire, holding his blade before him. In the moments when
Berengar could have dodged the blow, he bent from his saddle to grasp Judith'sarm. He hauled her up
before him; shefdt asthough her arm had been pulled right off; in dow motion she saw the wicked sharp



blade coming at the two of them, then Berengar's arm dashed down across the path of the knife and
deflected the monk's aim. The horse snarled and snapped at the monk and he fell back, but there was
blood on hisknife now. Berengar hissed with pain and hisleft arm hung usdless at hissde. And hewas
using his other arm to hold Judith, not to control the horse. She got her left leg over the horse'sback ina
desperate scramble and clamped on with both knees. "Takethereins," she cried. "I can keep on!" She
didn't know whether she could or not, but if Berengar didn't get them out of there it wouldn't make any
difference. The monk was coming at them again, and the flames of Berengar'sillusion were pae as milk
now. "Wait!" she cried asthe horse wheded. "Giles!"

There was another clumsy scramble that ended with Giles across Judith's Iap, and Berengar speaking
words she had never heard that rang like bells, and adazzling of broken lights about them and awind
from nowhere. She heard Alured's chant dying away behind them, and a shout of frustrated rage and
hatred from the leader, and she should have been afraid but instead she laughed for joy to beriding this
wind into the heart of the storm. There was awhite horse under her and arescued child in her aamsand a
man with the face of ayoung god carrying her into unknown adventures. Thisiswhat | was born for. The
thought came from nowhere and she laughed again. But aready the rushing wind was dying, the horse's
hooves struck ordinary leaf-covered dirt, the sparkling mist of light and crystals that had surrounded them
was fading into the cam blue twilight of any autumn day.

"l am sorry," said the man who'd rescued her and Giles. "1 think | cannot carry us any farther just now.”
Hisvoice sounded very tired, asif he had been bearing the three of them up with no more than the force
of hiswill. "Perhaps, my lady, if you would lend your strength to mine?”

"|l—what do you want meto do?"

Berengar sighed. "No matter. We must dismount now; Fleurdevent istired too. And we must consider
what to do next."

Gilesdid off firg, landing on the ground with athump that hardly dimmed his grin. Ever sncetheillusory
dragons had appeared, held been as happy asakid in acandy store. Judith couldn't blame him; she'd felt
the same way hersdf for afew brief, exhilarating moments. Her own ungraceful landing knocked most of
that feding out of her. She didn't quite land on her bottom, like Giles, but it was anear thing. Berengar,
she noted, moved with afluid grace, like water shimmering over rocks. Only hisleft arm was tiff and
awkward.

"You're hurt!" She remembered the monk running towards him, the blade extended avkwardly, and
Berengar knocking it out of theway. "L et me see.”

"It'snot important.” But Judith could see that Berengar was white around the lips, and that hisface was
tense with the effort of holding back pain.

"If you're badly hurt," Judith said, careful now not
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to offend his pride, "the boy and | will have no oneto defend us. And—I don't know who you are, or
where you came from, but we did need your help, and we are grateful. So will—you—l et me tend that
cutr

Berengar laughed, unexpectedly; aslver ringing sound, as magicd as the horn she had heard earlier, but
joyful music rather than the cold frightening notes of the horn. " Spoken like atrue Queen of Elfhame. This
timel think | have found theright lady." He extended his arm as he spoke, and Judith carefully drew
asidethe cut edges of the blue deeve. Her bregth caught in her throat at the sight of what lay beneath.



Instead of the clean cut she'd expected to see, there was along festering wound that looked asif it had
been untreated for aweek. The edges of the raw flesh were seared and bubbled asif the blade had been
red-hot, and the skin peeled away in patches from the jagged line of the cut.

| wilU not be sick. | witt not be sick.

"l don't understand,” she said when she could speak again. "I thought you were wounded just now, in the
fight."

Berengar nodded. "Even s0."

"But—was the knife poisoned, do you think?' She knew of no poison that could destroy skin and flesh
asthis had done, but it was the best explanation she could think of. Maybe some kind of acid?

Berengar gave her astrangelook. "It wasiron. What need of any other poison?’
Judith shook her head in bewilderment.

"Will you work your hedling skills, my lady? In this age we have lost the art to cure such wounds, but
perhaps you know the old arts.”

"Well," Judith said aslightly as she could, "Girl Scout training didn't exactly cover mgjor surgery, but 111
dowhat | can."

There was abrook nearby, but what little she'd seen of thisworld did not incline her to trust the water. It
looked like aserioudy pre-industria culture; she had visons of pigs and ofla hegps and villages upstream
tossing whatever they didn't want into the convenient disposal system. She ripped Berengar's own ruined
deeveinto pieces and bound them about the wound. At least it would stay clean, and maybethe
wrapping would help the raw edges to draw together.

Both Berengar and Giles|ooked rather disappointed when shefinished. "Isthat al?' Giles demanded.

"What do you want?1'm not asurgeon!" She turned to Berengar. "But you'd better have that wound
looked at when we get—er, that is, where are we going?'

"That," said Berengar, "wasthe next question | wished to raise. It is not wise to linger in these woods
after nightfall.”

"I heard the Hunt—" Giles started, but Berengar hushed him with awave of his hand.

"Itisaso,” hesaid quietly, "not wiseto cal upon those who may be listening. Now. We aretoo for from
my keep for Fleurdevent to bear usdl three there, unless the elf-wind could somehow be caled to our
aid again." He and Giles both looked at Judith. When she said nothing, he continued.

"The village of St.-Remy wasthe closest shelter to the place where | found you, but we have traveled

some distance from there dready. In any case, it istoo close to the monastery of the Remigiusto bea
safe place for ustonight. I've no wish to involve my peasantsin awar with the Durandines—and | fear
that they do mean to force us of Elfhame to open war—but that is another matter, to be considered in
peace. All that matters now is that we cannot seek shelter at St.-Remy."

"Not to mention,” Giles put in, ostentatioudy rubbing the rope-marksthat lingered on hisbare arms,

"that it's the home of the peasant oafs who tied me to atree for awoods-gift for-—the oneswe don't
name."



Berengar's blue eyes|it with anger. "Isit 0?1 shal have aword with these serfs of mine, and | think
Bishop Rotrou will have somewhat to say aso. They could be excommunicate for such adeed! When
we have found shelter for the night, you must tell usthetale of your adventures." He bowed
ceremonioudy to Judith. "I fear there is only one safe place close enough for usto reach before
nightfall—the Stonemaidens." Helooked at Judith asif expecting her to approve his suggestion.

The Stonemaidens. The monk Hugh had used that name. " That was where we came into thisworld,"
Judith said. "Won't they belooking for usthere?'

Berengar's smilewas grim. "'l think... not tonight. Even the Brothers of the Order of Durand will not
brave the forest tonight, | think. No, they will have taken shelter at the village, or perchance returned to
the Remigius monastery. My concern was for you, my lady. Shall you object to spending the night in the

open?'
"You'reincharge," Judith said. "I don't know thisworld."

Berengar sghed. "Y ou il ingst upon that? Truly you are fair enough to be Sybille, and the Durandines
fought mightily to keep you astheir prize. But if you are not ready to trust me—"

"I'mtrugting you," Judith pointed out, "with my life. Which you just saved, | think. But I'm not your
missing df-queen, any morethan Lisawas."

Berengar looked startled, and drew breath to speak, but Judith didn't give him achance. "And redly,
Berengar, after hearing Lisas story, | do think you people need to exercise alittle more discrimination.

Y ou can't just keep collecting feir-haired young women out of our world in the hope that one of them will
turn out to be Sybille."

"Lisacametous," Berengar said, "we didn't take her. And it was the Durandine monks, not my people,
who forced you againgt your will into thisworld. But—I take your point." He sighed again. "It isvery
complicated, isit not? | am not used to thinking thishard."

"Apparently,” said Judith, "nobody in thisworld is. For goodness sake, let'sfind aplaceto rest for the
night, and you can tell me dl about it—I have afeding Lisaonly told me haf the story, if that. If we go
over die evidence carefully maybe we can think of some better way to find Sybille.”

Berengar laughed quietly to himsdf. "If you areindeed not Sybifie, you might passfor her inapinch. No
one outside of the ruling house of Poitiers has given me so many ordersin so short aspace of time.

Perhaps—"

He broke off and they all listened, frozen, to adiver of bright music that cut through the upper air. Three
notes of asilver horn, no more, but it was enough to remind Judith that she wasin astrange and deedly
place. The effect on Gileswas even worse. He legpt to Berengar's sde and tried to climb him like a
frightened child, asif the only safety in the world was to be found in die person of thistdl ef-lord. "Did
you hear that, didn't you hear that?* he demanded, amost stuttering in hisfright. "Why are you two
standing around talking? Gome on! We have to—have to—"

Berengar gently detached the boy's clinging grip but kept one thin grubby hand in his. " Softly, softly, little
peddler. If you knew anything of hunting, you should know that the running quarry is soonest Sghted. Let
you get up on Heurdevent with the lady—he is rested enough to bear you a short way—and | will walk
beside and guide you. We have time enough to reach the Stonemai dens before sunset, and | dare
promise you that even the Huntsman will not profanetheat circle.”

"I canwak too," Judith said quickly.



Berengar looked surprised but approving. " So? Good, we will make better speed if Fleurdevent does not
have too much to bear. | would not have thought to ask it of you; most gently bred ladieswould not set
foot to ground in our wildwood. Though | must admit,” he said, looking her over with aglance of even
warmer approval, "that you are dressed more sensibly for the exercise than most of our ladies. If you are
indeed not of the ef-land, who molded that robe so closdly to your shape?”

Judith felt her cheeks growing warm. Nobody in Texas thought twice about seeing awoman in tight
jeans. But from the way Berengar was|ooking at her, she could guessthat thisworld ran moreto loose,
enveloping robes and flowing draperies.

Theredly unsettling thing wasthat in other circumstances, if she hadn't been quite so tired and frightened,
Judith thought she might have quite enjoyed Berengar's attention. How Nick would have teased her!
Collecting another one, sster? Don't you have enough on your mind already?

She had, of course. "Er—we have, ah, mages who make a speciaty of such work," she said findly.
"Hadn't we better be getting on?'

They paced dowly down the broad path, one on each side of the white horse, occasionally talking across
the horse while Giles sat proud and straight with his knees gripping the saddle tightly. Judith thought that
perhaps he was pretending to be aknight. Fair enough, if it took his mind off then-problems. She hersdlf
was pretending that nothing unusual had happened, that it was the commonest tiling in theworld to be
walking at dusk through an enchanted wood. In particular, she was pretending that she was not listening
tensdy for acertain cold music that she had now heard twicein her life and that she knew she would
never forget.

Berengar'slight conversation helped the pretense to become redlity. They were only exchanging desultory
comments, but somehow each one gave her something new to think about and opened up anew
understanding of the world into which she had tumbled that afternoon.

"| gather that we seem dow and stupid to you," he said once. "But... things do not change very quickly
here, and the el venkind are accustomed to having some centuriesin which to think over each new thing.
Y our impatience makes me believe that you are, indeed, mortd. It is part of the terrible beauty of your
land; why you are so dangerous to us, even when you do not bear iron.”

"Our legends,” said Judith, "say that you are dangerous to us, not the other way around.”

"My experience, brief thoughit is, suggests otherwise." Berengar gave her along steady look acrossthe
white back of hishorse. It wastoo dim in this deep part of the wood for Judith to read his expression.
She knew what she would have thought about his comments and glances, in her own world; but here?
Don't get distracted] she commanded hersdlf. Y ou have to remember the main point of your situation.

And which main point was that? That she was lost in an alien world, with no ideahow to get home, with
abunch of mad monks chasing her and some-tiling worse hinted at by the silvery hunting music she had
heard, strolling through the woods with ahandsome but dightly dim df-lord and agrubby little street
urchin?"| takeit back," Judith muttered to hersdlf. "Let's go for the distraction.”

"Y our pardon?”’
"Nothing. | wastaking to mysdlf." Judith flashed
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Berengar her best amile. "Tell me more about the charms of your world.”



"Would that they could charm you, fair stranger! Alas, my enchantmentsfoil me, and | shall need to call
upon the Great Khan of the Eastern Horde to lend me his skystone, the one that gave him mastery over
half the morta world, only to protect me from one morta woman..."

He went on in that vein of nonsense for sometime, and Judith was grateful to him for it; he kept her
laughing, and surprised, and atogether too busy fending off his nonsensica flirtation to think about what
kind of hunters could worry an f-lord with Berengar's powers.

She was dmost sorry when she glimpsed an open space through the trees, and Berengar announced that
they had reached their destination. Then abend in the path gave her aclear view of the place he had
caled die Stonemaidens, and her heart skipped. Y es, thiswasit—the place where she had come into this
world—Dbut something was terribly wrong. The wavering image of the officein the XCorp building was
gone; shelooked through the arch and saw only the green turf, the standing stones at the back of the
circle and the forest behind them.

"Who has broken the Gate?' Berengar demanded. Fleurdevent halted abruptly and Giles did forward,
down the horse's neck, to land on the ground with his usua undignified thump.

Gilesignored their doubts and fairly hurled himsdf forward, through the arch and into the protected circle
of green turf. Nothing happened; no shimmer of air disturbed and worlds drawn too close for amoment,
no breath of the space between the worlds. He was il there on the other side.

A long cold musica note shrilled in the darkening sky and Judith found herself on thefar sde of the arch,
within the circle of standing stones, before she had quite decided to risk it. The bright clarity she had
sensed here before was till strong, but something was missing. It was like a power plant that had been
turned off, full of potentia but with nothing going on now.

Berengar followed more dowly, with Fleurdevent pacing behind him. Oncethey were dl inside, the white
horselost itsair of nervoustension, lowered its head and began placidly cropping the grass asif it werein
any common meadow.

"What'swrong?" Judith asked. She did not want to ask the next question, and she did not have to.
Berengar answered of himsdif.

"Thecirclewill ill protect us, can't you sense the power in the stones? But the gate between the worlds
has been closed. Who has been here?!

Judith shook her head in bewilderment. Her one hope of getting home again had rested in finding her way
back to this place. Now Berengar wastelling her that it would not work, that she couldn't go homethe
way she had come. But—perhaps it was not the same place, after al? She didn't know these woods, let
aonethisworld. They had come here by adifferent path; the monks had taken her aong the banks of a
stream, not straight through the woods.

Judith determinedly ignored the feint gurgling of a stream nearby and prowled the circle of stones, looking
for some sign that thiswas not the place where she had entered thisworld. Instead she found the proof
sheld been desperately hoping not to see, and with it, something that made her fed dizzy with fear and

hope.

The crescent-shaped chip in the stone was there where it had been that afternoon. And below i,
something smal and hard twinkled among the close-set blades of grass.

"Look!" She picked up her find and showed it to Berengar. He flinched away.



"Anevil thing."

"What? Oh—iron? Sorry." Judith's hand closed around the small object. "I forgot. Y ou see, | know this
particular thing. It's my brother's pocketknife, die one he dways usesto dit open letters. Nick must have
been here. | knew hewould comefor md"

"Then where" Berengar asked, "whereishe now?'

Around them, the woods were dark and empty and silent. And no matter how often Judith called Nick's
name, nothing answered her but the icy notes of aslver horn.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

You havedl heard of my lady Sybille, thefarest of dl the queens of Elfhame. Now thelord Joffroi of
Brittany was courting her, but she would not receive him as her true lover despite dl the love and honor
that he did as her faithful knight; so in hisanger he turned hishand againgt the lady and dl of Elfhame,
saying that when he was king of Elfhame and she asupplicant, he would show her more tendernessthan
she had given him. Therefore he conspired with amortal wizard's apprentice to do great treason against
the realm. And this song shows how the lady Sybille gave her life to save the redlm, but wastoo late to
keep the powers of the realm from departing the land; wherefore may dl ladiesmortal and elven
remember to give more mercy to their knights who love and honor them than did Syhilleto thelord
Joffroi!

—Troubadour's preface to the Ud of Joffroi and Syhille

Nick and Lisa had l&ft the circle of soneslong before Judith returned with Berengar and Giles. If they
had followed the broad path that led to the village of S.-Remy, and beyond that to the Remegius
monastery, the two parties would have met in the forest. Unfortunately, both Nick and Lisawere far too
intelligent to go charging into astronghold of their enemieswith no help and no definite plan.

At firg they didn't go anywhere; Lisaknelt on the springy green turf beside Nick and tried to persuade
him to open hiseyes.

"Mmmph," Nick mumbled. He had drawn his knees up and wrapped his arms about his head. Everything
he said was muffled. "Go away. Thisis not hgppening. | am not here.”

‘That," said Lisg, "isnot logical. | thought you were alawyer!™

Nick raised his head and gave her an exasperated look. "Precisdly. | am alawyer, not adamn hero of
one of Judith's damn fantasy novels. | dways thought those books were unredistic, and | wasright."

"How can you say that when you're here?' Lisacried.

"Not unreal,” Nick corrected her. "Unredigtic.” He got up dowly and carefully and looked around him.
"In those books Judith reads, the hero gets transported back into—oh, some aternate universe roughly
compatible with medieval England—and he takes about three pagesto say, 'Oh, herel amin an dternate
universe, let'sgo day some dragons.’ | dways thought any norma person would be more likely to curl up
inthefetd pogtion and refuseto move until dl theimpaossible suff went avay.”

"Then," Lisasad bracingly, "isn't it agood thing you're not norma!"

"l am aso not the hero," Nick told her. "What you want isaknight in shining armor. I'm astruggling
lawyer from adusty little Texastown, and | want to go back there. Now."



"What about Judith?"

"Yes. Well. Judith." Nick spoke dowly, asif he were trying desperately to remember hispast life. "Yes.
Let's get Judith and—go back? Please?"

Lisaremembered al too well the way she had felt when shefirst crossed between the worlds. Nick
needed time, and a practical problem to concentrate on—she had been, she supposed, lucky that she'd
had some immediate problemsto solve.

"| think they will have taken Judith to the Remigius—that's the nearest Durandine monastery.”
"Will they be there by now?"
Lisashook her head. "I don't know. We were delayed an awfully long time at XCorp. She might be.”

"Time," Nick said. He stared up at the brilliant blue of the sky and tried out the word on histongue
severd moretimes, asif he weretasting it for poison. "Hie sun was shining onthe sea,” hesaidina
conversationd tone that made Lisawonder if held decided to go mad rather than face the changein
worlds, "shining with al hismight; and thiswas odd, because it was the middle of the night.”

"Oh—Lewis Carroll!" Lisabelatedly recognized die poem. "Nick, isthisany time to quote poetry? If
you've stopped being scared, can't you be serious for amoment?”

"l haven't stopped being terrified,” Nick said. "I've just decided that the fetal position istoo cramping for
along-term solution. And | am being quite serious. Last thing | recall—|ast reasonable thing,” he
corrected himsetf, "it was quite late a night. Thislooks like nod-aftemdon. Have | somehow skipped
eighteen hours, OF what?"

"Oh!" Lisafet physicaly ill She had managed to
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put this problem out of her mind for alittle while. "Time seemsto run differently between the worlds."
"How differently? How long has it been since Judith passed through here, can you tell?"

Lisashook her head. "We were, what, half an hour behind them? | don't think such a short time span
would be very much different. But | don't know," she said miserably. "I just don't know. All | know is
that afew yearsin one world can be hundreds of yearsin the other.”

"Mmm. Like the old legends—wander into afairy hill and you're gone for seven years?'

"N-not necessarily." It could be alot more than seven years. It could be, for al practical purposes,
forever... To her horror, Lisafelt alump rising in her throat, almost choking her. She turned away from
Nick and stared into the dark green forest, fighting the urge to burst into tears. She had managed to
keep, calm for so long; couldn't she hold together alittle longer?

Nick's hand was warm on her cheek, forcing her to turn back to face him. She blinked away the tears
gathering in her eyes.

"Dont cry, Lisa" hesaid gently. "It'sonly an old story. It's not going to be that way. We are going to find
Judith and get home again, and it's not going to take any seven years." He pressed alarge white
handkerchief into her hand.

Lisablew her nose once and found that the urge to cry had passed. "Are you aways so well equipped?’



"A lot of people cry inlawyers offices,” Nick said. "My office, anyway. Corporate law is probably much
cadmer. Me, I'm usudly defending Arturo Ruis againgt seven simultaneous charges of drunk and
disorderly and hissister is explaining what a good boy he aways was. Now. About those dragons we're
going to day; do you have any idea how many of these—wheat did you cal them? Durandines>—how
many Durandiues are a this monastery?"

Lisatried to remember her glimpse of the Durandines that had accompanied Bishop Rotrou when he
cameto St.-Remy. "I saw, oh, maybe twenty a onetime. But that was just the ones who came with the
bishop; there may have been more at the monastery.”

"Doesn't make much difference," Nick said. "Asyou've aready seen, onelawyer isn't even amatch for
two monks, let alone twenty, or forty, or whatever were up againg thistime. I'm afraid you and Judith
didn't pick avery good hero to day your dragons. | can't even handle alittle thing like being transported
to animaginary world."

"Stop that," Lisasaid, suddenly furious. "I will not have you putting yourself down because two evil men
caught you off guard and used magic to overpower you. We cannot afford to have you indulgein die
luxury of depression. Y ou're doing much better than | did when | found mysdlf in adifferent world; you
talk about babbling, well, I literdly did, I'm lucky | wasn't locked up in an insane asylum, and | didn't
even have the excuse of surprise, | should have known what | was getting into. But now | don't havetime
to be upset about—about al that has been happening, and neither do you. | need you to use your brains.
Nobody's expecting you to rescue Judith with your bare hands; we have to think of some way to get her
out of there." Quicklyl she added, but only to herself; there was no point in adding to Nick's burdens.

"Point taken," said Nick with awry smile. "All right, I'm thinking, I'm thinking... Do you know how the
monastery islaid out? Where they might be keeping Judith? Is there awomen's section? Would she be
aone? Isthere any way we can reach her without aerting everybody in the monastery? Do they have
wals? Guards?'
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Lisashook her head unhappily to dl but the last two questions. "I'm sorry, I've never been there" she
gpologized, "but of course the buildings will bewalled, and of course therelll be a gatekeeper and a
watchman; only afool would leave arich place like amonastery unguarded.”

Nick looked at her with more careful attention than held given anything since hefirst cameinto the elven
world. Lisafdt hot and uncomfortable under his dow, measuring stare; it reminded her of theway held
first watched her, when he suspected her of unknown crimes, before they became dllies. Were they
alies? She hadn't stopped to consider the question lately—and from the ook of him, neither had Nick.

"Y ou seem to know quite alot about thisworld,” he said findly. "Of course? Only afool? How do you
cometo be so certain about the way things normaly run here? | thought you were only herefor aday.”

"l am," Lisasad, "not entirdly illiterate. It'sapreindudtrid, feudd culture. Apart from the dvenkind, it
seems quite Smilar to your twelfth-century France, and | am assuming it operates much the sameway."

"My twelfth-century France?'
"You sad that was where we were," Lisa pointed out.
"My exact phrase, as| recdl, was'medieva England'.”

"Lawyers. Lisaglared at him. "Do you want to quibble over phrases, or do you want to do something?



"I'd love to do something, I'm just trying to figure out what to do!" Nick snapped at her. "I thought we'd
agreed that it would do no good for usto go charging in blindly. Or do you think it would cheer Judith up
to have uslocked in adjoining cdlls? Thisis my sister we're talking about, remember. | want to get her out
of the Durandines hands, and I'm willing to try anything within reason to do so. Now do you think you
could apply your powers of reasoning to figuring out where, in amedieva universe complete with elves
and dragons, we're going to get some help?’

"Count Berengar," Lisasaid promptly, having come to the obvious solution while Nick was ranting at her.
Now that he was recovered enough to be acting bad-tempered and lawyerly again, shefelt camer. "The
elvenkind are no friendsto the Durandines; | think Berengar will be glad of an excuseto give them some
trouble. He can say that Judith is one of his serfs and that he wants her back. No, that won't work, they
know sheisn't from thisworld. Well, then, he can say—" She scowled at the sillent stones around diem.

"Let it wait," Nick advised her. "How do we find this Berengar?'

"Hiskeepisontheriver," Lisasad, "the Garron. If wefollow this path along the stream to St.-Remy and
then turn south along the river, we should come there. But St.-Remy isawfully closeto the Remigius.
And that way will taketoo long. Maybe... oh, | wish | knew this area better!" She stared at die green
circle of woods outside the ring of stone. The broad track leading to the village was clear enough to see.
There was another, narrower path that started off towards the south, in the generd direction of
Berengar's keep; but it turned and twisted and logt itsdlf in the gloom of the forest.

"By virtue of your previous day's experience,”" Nick said, "you're theloca expert. Which way do we go?'

Lisapointed at the broad path along the banks of the stream. "The only sensible way to go isthat way.
We know whereit leads, and the villagers may be 4$>!eto give usdirections.”

"If," said Nick grimly, "they don't turn usinto the
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monks as suspicious strangers. What about the other path?”

"I wish | could be sure. If it leads to Berengar's keep, it would be a much better way to take."

A flicker of light shimmered among thetrees. "L ook out!" Nick shouted. He dived for the ground and
tried to pull Lisawith him asthefirebal darted towards diem, but she broke free and stood in the center
of the circle of stones, hands clasped just below her breasts. The light grew into aglowing shape of fire
that turned Lisaslong loose hair into a burning halo and made her tired face dmost beautiful in the
reflected radiance. While she watched and Nick dowly, shamefacedly got to hisfeet, the fire-shape
danced in and out between the tops of the standing stones, whizzed round the circlein aspira and finaly
settled at the narrow opening of the second path.

"Zaharidl! Y ouweren't hurt?' Lisarushed towards diefire-thing asif she were greeting an old and dear
friend. Nick shook his bead dowly and followed her. He was beginning to wish he had obeyed hisfirst
impulse and remained in the fetd position.

'l was so afraid the Hounds would take you too,” Lisa babbled on. "Did you drive them away, then?"

The glowing shape dimmed from fiery red to a pae golden glow that shivered around the edges. Within
thelight Nick could now make out adender body aslong as hisarm, topped by asmal head with curling
hair and dwarfed by the great feathery arcs of wingsthat swirled behind it like atrain of light made

palpable.



"TTiedragon, | takeit, ison our Sde?" After hisdisgusting display of cowardice when they came through
the Gate, Nick would be damned if he would show tilis—thing—how he felt about conversing with a
transparent fire-shape.

"Nick, how can you be so rude!" Lisa snapped over her shoulder. "Imagine caling Zahariel adragon; ft
doesn't look at al like one. Haven't you ever seen adragon?”

"No," Nick said, "and neither have you. What isit, then?"

"My friend," said Lisa. "It saved me from the Hounds—don't you remember, I'm sure| told you that part
of the story. It—oh, don't beridiculous, Zaharid."

Nick remarked that he hadn't heard the fire-thing say anything.

"You can't hear it? Oh... well, it said that it was ill my debtor. It thinks | saved itslife in the stream, and
it says holding off the Hounds while | ran through the gate doesn't count as repayment because | would
have made it anyway. Oh, and it saystotell you it isan angd of fire, not adragon or afire-thing, and it
does wish the mortasin thisworld would stop calling it names. Who e se has been cdling you names,
Zaharie? Oh, well, you should have known better than to go near the Remigms; those Durandine monks
don't like any form of life they can't control. I'm not surprised they said the prayers against demons at
you..." Lisasvoicetrailed off and she cocked her head to one side, listening asintently asif she could
redlly hear avoiceingde the shape of fire. "It is? Good. Can you guide us? Yes, | know guiding uswon't
save alife and therefore doesn't constitute repayment of your debt. Y ou could just do it asafavor to a
friend. Oh, thank you, Zaharid!"

Thefire-thing glowed and expanded into a brilliant sphere. "Watch out, Lisal" Nick threw himself at her
and knocked them both flat on the ground just as the burning sphere whizzed over them.

Lisarolled over, pat out grass, and shoved Nick off her with asharp elbow. "What do you think you're
doing?" she demanded furioudly.

"Uh—saving your life." But he didn't fedl as cer- margaret Bdll tain of that as he had a minute ago. He
pointed at the glowing sphere of light, now poised over thetip of the stone arch. "That thing was going to
go right through you. Probably burn you to acrisp.”

"No such thing. It wanted to share energieswith us—and | need it, even if you don't." Lisaroseto her
feet and Nick stood with her, feding rather sheepish. It took al hiswill to stand there while the fire-thing
approached, shimmered, surrounded them...

Heforgot to breathe. It wasn't aburning fire; it waslike being immersed in air that bubbled like
champagne, Idee seeing theworld in alight that showed every detail in loving and joyful clarity. For a
long moment Nick felt asif he could understand and balance al the contradictory books and statutes and
legd decisons he had crammed into his head, measure human justice against human need and weakness
and find the perfect balance that always eluded him in practice. Tnen the sphere of cool fire shrank back
to atranducent envel ope about the feathery shape of Zahariel, and Nick felt dl the understanding and
wisdom and joy evading him again.

Helooked at Lisaand saw that there were tearsin her eyes, too. She held up her hand; the bandages
were gone, and smooth new skin had replaced the puny blisters Judith had treated.

"1—never fet anything like that,” Nick said. It wasthe closest he could come to confessing how totally
wrong he had been.



"Nor I," Lisasmiled, but her mouth was il tremulous. "I think | understand, now, why men and women
lock themsdlves away from the world to pray. It would be worth giving up the world to comethat close
to God."

lle?l

Lisalooked a him reprovingly. "Zaharid isan angel,” she pointed out. "Now we must go on.” TTieangd
rose before them, gliding smoothly up to the

-arch of branches that shaded the beginning of the narrow path. "It saysit will guide usto Berengar's
keep," shetold Nick, "and agood thing too, because even if we had chosen the right way through the
woods, | don't know what we would have done about the illusion-spells he sets about the place.”

"Thewhat?'
"Y ou'll sse when we get there," Lisainformed him impatiently. "Comeon.”

Zahariel was not the most reliable or steady of guides. The angel tended to become bored with the dow
pace of itsmortal companions and to take darting Sde-trips off to investigate anything interesting it saw
aong the way. In between sdetrips, it treated Nick and Lisato a dazzling tight show, whirling and
dancing above their heads like afiery winged acrobat—which was not, Nick thought, such abad
description. Both he and Lisatripped and walked into briars and suffered a number of smdl cuts and
scrapes before they |earned to keep their eyes on the path, not on Zaharid.

"All it'sredly good for," Nick complained after hed walked into a thorn bush while watching Zaharie
change colorsfrom fire-red to glowing aguamarine, "isto warn usif we stray too far in thewrong
direction.”

Lisagave him acool measuring glance. "And that'sworth quite alot, when weve got the maze of little
pathsin thisforest to contend with."

"Yes That'sfimny, don't you think?'
"Why?What did you expect, afreeway?'

"Well. That place where we came through—if it's agateway to other worlds, | should think it would be
rather important. And you claim this Berengar is an important man. Why isn't there at least a decent road
between his house and the gateway?" Lisasighed. "Mortas don't usualy go to the Places of Power, they
can't usethem. And elvenkind don't need aroad.”

"Y ou do seem to know alot about thisworld..."

"And another point,” Lisainterrupted him, "it's not agateway between the worlds. Not any more. Thanks
toyou."

"Me?1'm an innocent bystander!”

"l bet alot of your clients say that, too. If you didn't mean to close die gateway, why did you tear the
picture out of the book as we passed through?'

Nick looked bewildered. Lisastopped in front of him, reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out the
crumpled page from the Nielsen book. It was just a piece of paper with apretty picture on it now, with
no hint of the magic that had shimmered about it when it was being used as a gateway.



"l didn't evenredize | Had donethat,” Nick said. "I was surprised when the world started changing
around me. | do remember trying to hang on to Cliffs desk. | guess| grabbed the book by mistake.”

"And tore out the page,” Lisasaid, "and closed the gate. Which is another reason to find Count Berengar.
It takes elvenkind to open a gateway; mortals can't do it. We don't just need his help to rescue Judith,
Nick. We need his help to get usback again.”

That information shocked Nick into silence for quite some time. For the rest of their tramp through the
forest he did not speak. And when they emerged from the cool green shade of the forest to stand on the
steep banks of the river Garron, just before sunset, his mouth fell open and he was quite unable to speak
for afew minutes.

"Comeon," Lisasad. "It'sgetting late." She nudged Nick and he awoke with a start from his brief trance.

"l—yes. Sorry. It'sjust..." Nick made avague helpless gesture at die glory of sunset-tinged clouds and
gparkling mist thet filled the gorge, with agtiver thread of river Snging at the bottom of the cliff. "I never
saw anything like that before!™

"I know/" said Lisamore kindly. She supposed that after the dusty gray-green streets of Austin and the
hills covered with dry thorny scrub, the sharp sweet clarity of thisworld must come as a perpetua joyous
surpriseto Nick. "It is beautiful. But it's getting dark, and Nick, we do not want to be outside after dark.
Redlly. And Zaharid isimpatient; it isn't used to the concept of doing favors, and it seemsto get bored
eadly. Wedon't want it to fly off and leave us."

Nick looked up and down the long misty cliff once more. "Can't we find our own way from here? Didn't
you say Berengar's keep was on theriver?”

"llluson-spdlls,” Lisasaid patiently. "Remember?’Y ou're standing in one now."
"Youmean dl thisisn't red ?'

"Oh, yes. It'sred enough. But your desire to stand right here and watch the clouds changing color for the
rest of your life—that isn't redl. 1t's one of the traps die evenkind put out to deter casual visitors. |
can'ttell you how many mortas get this close to an efflord's keep only to stare a the rainbows until they
forget what they came for, and go home talking about the beautiful sightsthey saw on their day inthe
country."

"Why doesnt it affect you?"
"It does," Lisasaid. Oh, yes, it does; you'tt never know how much. "It'sjust that—"
"l suppose you had to fight it off when you were here before.”

"You could say that," Lisaagreed. "But mostlyjt's that—I want to go home," shesaid. "l redly do.” It
seemed to her that she'd been saying that all her life. But now, when it wasimpossiblefor her, she knew
how much she meant it. "And these first traps only catch people who don't really need to see an elflord.”
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"Doesn't seem asif they'd be much use againgt an army, then.” Nick tore his gaze away from the
enchanting, ever-changing vista of clouds and water, and followed Lisa aong the rocky path at the edge
of the cliff. Ahead of her, Zaharidl's flashing radiance made the sunset sky seem dim by comparison.

"You'd be surprised,” Lisacalled over her shoulder. "Many abaron haslost haf hisarmy, or more, in



one of thelonging-traps. The mercenaries, who'd follow anybody for the right pay; the small-holderswho
had to polish up grandfather's rusty armor and unhitch a plow-horse because they owe knight service
when thelord callsfor it; the allieswho aren't entirely surethey care to go to war against the elvenkind.
It's hard enough to keep an army together through along boring Sege asit is; even spdlsjust intensfy
the natura tendency to think of excusesto go home."

"Umm. | seeyour point. Evenin modern armies, | don't suppose very many of the soldiers are there
because they redlly want to fight a particular war. But..." Once again, Nick thought that Lisa seemed to
know alot about thisworld, more than one would expect her to pick up in the day and anight shed
spent here before.

"And another thing," Lisawent on hurriedly, "it's hard to keep your mind on besieging a castle that |ooks
just like apiece of tree-covered hillsde. The soldiers keep thinking, maybeit'sreally only ahill, maybe
thered keep is somewhere else, maybe they're wasting their time."

Nick looked dubioudly at the steep hill to his|eft.
"Y ou mean that could be the castle?"

"Exactly. And that could be an illusion st to keep you from walking through the open gate.” Lisa pointed
to one of the man-9ze boulders that swelled out of the hillsde at intervals.

Nick paused and reached out a hand to touch the rough, lichen-encrusted surface of the stone. "Very
convinangilluson.

"They usudly are," Lisasaid camly, "if you go at them dowly likethat. Y ou have to know that they are
illusons, and walk right through them asif they didn't exis."

Nick backed off afew paces and stared at the boulder. It looked very solid and redl indeed. "Well, if
you say S0..." Hetook three brisk pacesforward, aming at a point somewhere below the surface of the
stone, and ran his knee and forehead into solid rock.

"l only said it might beanilluson,” Lisapointed out as shewaked on. "This, on the other hand, redly is
anilluson.”

Nick's head hurt and hisknee was tiff and he had been following Lisawithout really looking where he
was going. Now he looked down and froze. An inch before hisright foot, the solid rock of the path fell
away into nothingness. Far, for below him he could see the silver thread of the river, and the jagged
rocksthat would bresk hisfaling body. He jerked back convulsively.

"Comeon! It'sgetting dark!"

Lisawas standing in the middle of the empty air. Nick looked, swallowed, looked again and closed his
eyes. If hedidn't seethe air beneath hisfeet, it wasn't quite so bad. He inched forward with an
agonizingly cautious shuffle, hands before him.

Coo! fingers clasped hisright hand, and he found it alittle easier to go on. ™Y ou can look now,” Lisas
voicesad, "were past that illuson.”

The ground was redl and solid now—at least, Nick corrected himsdlf, it looked real enough. The only
thing hewas sure of was Lisa, standing just before him and looking tired and impatient and thoroughly
human. "Lisa," hesaid, "'l think | loveyou." Hethrew hisarmsround her and hugged her. Thiswasred:



too thin, but awarm, breething, part of hisworld.
"Enough!™ Lisagasped. "Y ou're hurting me!™

"Sorry." Nick released her. "Y ou understand, after crossing that particular illusion, | fed like kissng the
ground-—only I'm not surethat'sred.”

"So you thought you'd loss meinstead? As a subdtitute for the ground? Thanks for the compliment!”

Lisaspun round and marched up the path, stiff-backed and radiating righteous indignation. Far ahead,
Zaharid was a golden glow againgt the degpening blue of the twilight. Nick followed, fevering his bruised
knee dightly and fedling just alittle happier than he had since thisterrifying adventure had begun.
Surprised, yes, but happy. The world wasfull of new and interesting possibilities. The path was broader
here; he limped up to Lisa's sde and took her hand. "1 meant it, Lisa."

"No, you didn't," shesaid flatly. "You'rejust logt, and scared, and you think I'm going to be able to solve
everything because | happen to know alittle more about how thisworld works than you do, and you
don't want to let me out of your sight. That's not love. That's just—finding me useful.”

Nick blinked alittle a this comprehensive rebutta . But after amoment, he stopped fedling bruised on his
own account and began to wonder what made Lisa so sure that she could only be useful, not lovable or
desrable. "l have afeding,” he said eventualy, "that I'm being tried for acrime somebody else
committed.”

"l don't know what you're talking about." Lisa pulled her hand free and marched on ahead of him. Nick
thought he heard afeint sniffle, though, and that increased hisfaith in hisguess.

"Maybe some other man, somewhere, pretended to love you because he wanted to use you," he
hazarded. "That doesn't makeit auniversa rule. Y ou shouldn't try mefor that crime; I'm not guilty. | have
an dibi. | was somewheredse a thetime. | didn't even know you then. So you and | can start fresh.”

Lisastopped and turned to face him, so suddenly that he almost bumped into her. "No."
"What do you mean, no?" Nick protested. "It was agood argument.”

"l can't. Start over. | made abad mistake last time. I'm not going to do that again.”

"Y ou can't spend your entire lifelocked in ashell because you're afraid of getting hurt!"

"Don't you see, don't you see?' Lisablazed at him. Asif it reponded to her fedings, the angdl Zaharie
whirred over her head infiery circles, letting off sparks that snapped and danced in the darkening air. "It's
not just aquestion of whether / get hurt. Last timealot of other people got hurt too. That'swhat | can't
risk again. |I—oh, what's the use? Y ou don't understand!"

"No," Nick agreed, "I don't. Maybeif you tried telling me about it—and | mean telling the truth, for a
change—maybe we could find something to do about it."

"It'stoo late." Lisawaked on for afew paces beside Nick, staring at shapes only she could seeinthe
thickening shadows. "Anyway, you didn't need to make that crack about telling the truth. When | told
you about thisworld before, you didn't believe me. | only spun you that story about drug dedlers and
mobsters because it was what you wanted to hear.”

"Oh, | didn't mean that,” Nick said. "But | do think | had some reason for not quite believing your first
gory."



"Y ou mean the inherent improbakility of traveling into another world?' Lisaamost smiled. "How did that
rock you walked into fed ? Highly probable? One hundred percent likely?"

"I mean,” Nick said, "that | had a sense you were leaving something out. Just as| did when Judith told me
about how you'd come to work at the Center. Gresat portions of your life are shrouded in mystery, Lisa,
and every time somebodly triesto find out more you panic or pick afight or change the subject.”

"Ah. So because | don't chooseto tell you my life story, what | do say must be untrue? Great reasoning.
No wonder you can't makeit asalawyer."

"Who says| can't makeit?"

"Well, | wouldn't call defending Arturo Ruiz from seven charges of drunk and disorderly exactly the
pinnacle of success."

"I suppose you'd have more respect for meif | were some buttoned-down corporate lawyer bent on
fleecing the public—" Nick stopped and shook his head. "Damniit, youre doing it again!™

"Doingwhet?"
"Picking afight to avoid talking about yoursdf.”

"Oh?/ thought,” Lisasaid, too sweetly, "that | was just trying to get usto aplace of safety before
darknessfdls. Which won't happen, Nick, if we stand here talking for hours and hours." She lengthened
her stride and moved ahead of him. Nick caught up with her essily.

"We can walk and talk at the sametime," he pointed out, "and changing the subject won't work, either.
Y our story just doesn't make sense, Lisa. There are too many unexplained gapsinit. To begin
with—why does neither Judith nor anybody else have the least ideawhere you came from before you
started working for the Center? To hear them tell it, you just appeared off the street one day, looking
confused and in need of help, and Miss Penny gave you ajob which you immediately filled likean
experienced executive secretary.”

"l was confused,” Lisasaid. "l had—some emotional problems. Which happen to be none of your damn
business. | wasreferred to the Center for counseling. It just so happened that | needed ajob morethan |
needed therapy; and Miss Penny needed someone to organize the place. Every litde oncein awhile,
Nick, people manage to help one another. | redize that in your highly successful legal practice you don't
see much of that sde of human nature, but there are afew of us out there who don't spend every
Saturday night shooting up the town and getting drunk.”

"Wrong order,” Nick said, "Arturo got drunk first and then sprayed the Wal-Mart with a shotgun full of
nails. It was closed, by the way, and no one was hurt. Please observe that your childish insults don't
bother me in the least; I'm not going to be distracted again. Who referred you to die Center?”

Lisashrugged. "Doesit matter?"

"It matters,” said Nick, "that you're being evasive about where you came from. Who referred you?
Where were you born? Why don't you have abirth certificate or a social security number? Or even a
driver'slicense?"

"Jdiought you had an explanation for diat. I'm anillegd dien, right? A refugee from El Sdvador or Sri
Lankaor whatever third world country isexporting illegdsthis year."

"| suppose there are some blondesin El Salvador..."



"I bleach my hair," Lisasaid, "so that | can passamong al you Anglos.”
"... but | can think of another explanation now."
Nick went on asif she hadn't spoken. "You see, Lisa

—or whatever your nameis—when | met you, | had no ideathat die United States was receiving
refugees from any place off die known map of dieworld. |

thought it had to be some place like Nicaragua
Despite your gppearance. But now... You know alot
|$bout thisworld, don't you? Y ou know about the
Mfvenkmd and the stlanding stones and you're aregu-
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impressive fand of generadl knowledge from agirl who's never driven acar or seen afootbal game.”

"Clearly my interests are more intellectua than yours."

"'Someone who tumbled through agateway from thisworld to mine," Nick mused aloud asthough Lisa
had not spoken, "would probably be quite confused, especidly at first. She might wind up in the State
Hospital, but these days they tend to encourage the harmlesdy insane to go out and seep on the streets.
Some charitable soul might refer her to a place that does free counsdling, though; | seem to remember
that was one of Aunt Penny's plansfor the Center, and | think she even got it on some semiofficid lists of
therapy centers before anybody found out the ‘counselors were crazier than most of their clients.”

"Ginevrahdped meagreat dedl," Lisasaid coldly.

"I'm sure she did,” Nick agreed, "and weren't you lucky you went to her? She'stoo fer out in her own
orbit even to noticelittle thingslike the feet that her client comes from another world. But somebody in
thisworld put two and two together, didn't they? No wonder they're al convinced you are Syhille. It's
the only explanation that makes sense.”

"l cantouchiron," Lisasaid. "The evenkind can't."

Nick shrugged. " So you say. But no one who was dlergic to iron would last aday in our world—not in
America, anyway. And I've only your word for it that the elves can't touch iron.”

"Check it out with Count Berengar,” Lisa suggested without breaking stride.

"I will But anyway—oh, there are plenty of explanations. Maybe it's not a problem when you change
worlds, maybe our iron is different, maybe you found away around it the same way you learned to spesk
amogt-perfect English.”

"Almogt?' Lisawas stung. "And whet, pray tell, iswrong with my speech?"

"Hardly anything,” Nick said soothingly, "but sometimesthe words are alittle stilted, as though you were
thinking in one language and trandating into another. Redly nothing that anybody would notice—except
for the other peculiaritiesin your behaviour.”

"Nobody esethinksI'm peculiar!”



"Y ou picked such agood placeto hide," Nick said. "Y ou blend right in with the other crackpots at the
Center."

"Likeyour Sster?'

"Judithisrdatively sane" Nick alowed. "But any grown woman who readsthose fairy taesfor adults
like Tolkien's books, and more than hdf believesthem...”

"Y es. Believing that there might be aworld in which magic works and eves are re—that's pretty crazy,
intit?'

Nick wasslent.

"And another thing," Lisawent onin her triumph, "you're wrong about me trandating my thoughtsinto
English. | don't know how it worked, but when | first came into your world, | found that my thoughts

came out of my mouth in the language of the people around me. It wasn't until somebody used some of
your peculiar concepts, like washing machine and freeway and touchdown, that | redized..."

For along moment, the only sound was the crunching of their shoes on the rocky path and the rushing of
the river Garron fer below the diflside path.

"l do," said Nick amost dreamily, "I do like a cooperative witness."
Lisastared straight ahead.

"Y ou wouldn't careto tell mealittle more?" he prodded. "Lisa? Are you there? Or should | just call you
Syhillenow?"

"l liked you better,” Lisasaid carefully, "when | first met you in Augtin, before you believed any part of
my dory."

"l—Huh? But | had the impression you couldn't sland me then.”

"That," said Lisa, "isabsolutely correct. Herewe are.” She made an abrupt left turn and walked into a
large boulder set between two tall green trees. The boulder shivered like mist around her, and through the

outlines of rocks and trees and cliffside Nick could see afantasy of gaily coloured towersand high
pointing turrets.

"Wait for mel" The rock seemed to be closing again behind her; he pushed forward and was held by
intangible nets, asfine and tangled as knots of human hair and as sticky as honey.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Imposito vino inebriabuntur mortales: et post-posito codo in terrain respicient. Ab eis vultus avertent
Sdera, et solitum cursum confundent. Arebunt segetes hisindignantibus, et humor convexi negabiture.

—from the prophecies of Merlin in Geoffrey of Monmouth's Historia Regum Britanniae.

(Mortas shdl be drunken on thewine that is given to them, and they shall neglect heaven to gaze at earth.
The stars shall avert their countenance, and the accustomed paths of the heavens shal be disordered. The
green corn shdl dry up in thefield, and the rains shal be forbidden to fall from heaven.)

It wasn't cold inside the circle of standing stones. Not really. Berengar had told her the nights were mild
at thistime of year, and he seemed to beright. But physical warmth wasn't everything, and Judith's
perfectly adequate T-shirt and jeans did nothing at



Margaret Bait al to keep out the primitive shiver of fear that ran through her whenever she let hersdf be
aware of the world outside this charmed circle. In here, Berengar had said, they would be safe from
whatever beasts prowled thisworld by night. And Judith trusted him; and beyond that, she could almost
fed the protective guardianship of the stones, like silent watchersin the night with invisible handslinked to
protect the three who huddled together in the center and the nervous white horse that stood beside them.

But she could sense other things too—things not quite invisible, like a gathering blacknessin the shadows,
like the glow of eyeswhere no light should have been, like something breathing and snuffling around the
circle of the stones. For what seemed to be hours she had lain till, haf her body protected from the dew
by Berengar's short cloak, telling hersdlf that the breathing noises were only the wind in the trees and that
the dight movements she sensed were only Fleurdevent shifting position on the grass behind them.

Then the urge to look had gotten the better of her. Both her companions were breathing dowly and
evenly; Judith sat up in one quick motion, stared between two of the silent stones at the edge of the
forest, and dared her imagination to do itswordt.

Two glowing red eyes regarded her steadily from the far side of the clearing. A moment later they were
joined by more red glowing spots, paired two and two and moving low to the ground, and where the
bright red spots were thickest Judith had afedling of transparent shapes squirming and pawing one
another. Which wasridiculous. She could not possibly see anything in this darkness.

All the same shewas seeing it. And die longer she looked at those things that weren't quite there, the
more red and solid they grew, and the quiet snuf- fling sounds they made became quicker and more
excited. Judith locked both arms around her knees and lowered her head and tried to suppressthe quiet
shivers running through her. We're sefein the circle. Berengar said so. Thereé's no point in waking him up
just because I'm afraid. Why she should trust him so utterly she did not know; but she did not doubt his
word for an ingtant, and not only because he himself had lain down on the grass and gone to deep asif he
werein hisown bed.

"Ahl the same, | wish those things would go away," she whispered to her knees.

There was agtir and arustle beside her, and two thin arms went around her body. "My lady? Y ou see
them too?"

"| thought you were adeep,” Judith whispered to Giles.

The boy'swhole body wriggled with something between a shudder and alaugh. "With them sniffing
round, looking for abreak in the circle?’

Judith thought of the chipped stone by which she'd recognized this place, and wished she hadn't. Surely a
flaw that tiny wouldn't congtitute a break by which those things could enter? But she didn't know this
world, or thelaws of thisworld; and in her own world, achange of one linein amassive piece of
software could cause the whole program to crash.

It was hardly acomforting anaogy.

"Never mind," she whispered to Giles. She sat up alittle straighter and pulled him into the circle of her
arms. It was comforting, in away, to have somebody €l se to comfort.

"You're not scared, areyou? | wish | wasthat brave."

"The count said we were safein here," Judith replied obliquely. She, too, wished she were that brave.
But it was alittle better to be comforting someone el se than to be arguing with her own fears.
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"Weve only to wait till morning, and—what else did he say before he went to deep?’

"Don't leave the circle, whatever you may see and hear.” Berengar sat up with the fluid grace that
characterized dl his movements.

"Wewokeyou. I'm sorry."

Berengar shrugged. Even that unlovely gesture looked graceful when he performed it. "I had rested long
enough. Dawn will come soon.”

"Oh, do you think s0?" Judith looked doubtfully at the velvety darkness above them. The pinpricks of
light that dotted it in swirling clusters meant nothing to her; even the sarswere different here. And she
could see no streaks of light through the trees that surrounded them.

"The old tales say that they are at their strongest just before dawn.” Berengar nodded towards the
prowling shapes without actudly looking at them.

"Theold tales," Judith repeated. "Y ou mean—you yoursdaf don't know, then?' She wanted Berengar to
say that she had misunderstood him, that these fluid, formless beasts were as common asroachesin
Texas and that every dflord knew a dozen ways to squash the pests. When he shook his head dowly,
shefdt asif she had been chested.

"Then how could you be so sure we were safe here?”

"No evil thing can come within one of the Places of Power," Berengar said smply. "It has dways been
S0, even now when so much of the power has been drained from our land. Hie Wild Hunt has not
roamed our land fregly sincelong before my time or that of any one living, but Since they have returned |
have seen enough to know that they are the worst of evils. They take souls either directly, by maiming
their victims and drawing them to ride after the Huntsman, or—worse—they make beasts of living men.
Thosewho set you in thewoodsfor agift to the

Huntsman were ignorant peasants, Giles, scared and cruel in the manner of frightened, ignorant men. But
it was an evil thing they did, and if it had worked and if they had continued, month after month, to
sacrificether own to the Dark God—uwell, | think that the Huntsman would be happy to have such
willing servants on earth.” Hefdl slent for amoment, and the heaviness of hisvoice kept Judith from
voicing any of the doubts or fearsthat plagued her.

"Also," hesaid, raising hishead, "1 think they like to be spoken of, and to be feared. So let us spesk of
other tilings until the dawn."

Judith nodded, then shivered involuntarily as one of the trand ucent shapes raised what might have been
itshead, to aredirectly at her withitsred eyes. "I'm sorry," she gpologized. "Y ou're right. We should
think of something else. Only—I've never been afraid of the dark—-but | do hope the dawn comes
soon!”

"Oh." Berengar sounded amused. "Would light help? That is easy enough. It will not eventire me.
Forgive me; | thought you left the circle dark because you wished to deep. | do tend to forget how
hmited you people are, with your dependence on flint and sted.” His hand moved inthe air, tracing a
pattern that came alive as he spoke with a soft greenish glow. Slowly the complex lines of the pattern
wavered, broadened, and dispersed inthe air, like drops of green dye disappearing in water; and asthe
green dye left the water tinged with color, so the pattern of light |eft the air around them stained with a



soft radiance in which Judith could see her companions quite clearly. Theforest around them was il
dark, and the shape-hounds still prowled round the boundaries of the circle, but now shefound it easier
to pretend that nothing was red except the Aree of them in the soft glow of the df-light.

"Isthat better? Good, now we shdl tell old tales until dawn,” Berengar said. Helooked at Judith. "And
perhaps we should begin with some newer stories. Y ou have not yet told us how you came here, my

lady."

"Don't cal methat,” said dudith. "I'm just acommoner like Giles here. A mortd. Y ou can be asrudeto
me as you would beto anyone dse.”

"I beg your pardon,” said Berengar rather stiffly, "alord of EIfhameistrained in courtesy. | am rudeto no
one"

"Doubtlessyou don't noticeit,” Judith said, patting him on the knee. "A lot of racists aren't realy aware of
their bigotry.”

"] do not understand these words."

"It takestime to grasp new concepts,” Judith said kindly. "Never mind, I'll be happy to raise your
consciousness aswe go aong.”

Berengar shook hishead dowly. "I think she'sinsulting me," he mumbled to himsdlf. "No morta woman
would dare. Perhaps sheis Syhille after al; who knows? She might have learned to handle iron without
hurt in that dreadful world. She says sheisn't Sybille. If sheis Sybille and she doesn't want meto
recognize her, 1'd better not; aLady of Elihame strong enough to touch iron without hurt could probably
turn meinto afrog without thinking twice. But if shesmorta, | mustn't let her get away with talking to me
like that; the otherswUI get ideas. Ow!" He clutched at hissilvery locks. "Woman, my head hurts.
Mortd or faerie, | have never known anyone so confusing asyou.”

Judith thought it might be best not to pursue that argument for the moment, especidly the part about
turning people into frogs. Instead she launched into her story, beginning with Lisa's appearance a her
houseboat on Lake Travis.

"So they only took you because Lisa came there?’

Berengar asked, almost absently. He rubbed his chin and stared into the greenish haze that surrounded
them. "And—what wasit, again, that their mage said about the Hounds?'

"That was... after we came through to thisworld," Judith said. She frowned, trying to remember. "After
Gilesthrew the bees nest at them—when we were running away. | wasn't listening properly—and ft
didn't make much sense anyway. Brother Hugh shouted something about making it rain.”

"Making clouds," Giles piped up. "He sad, 'If you were any kind of mage, you'd whistle awind out of the
north to becloud the sky, and then we'd have some help tracking the bitch.' " He mimicked Hugh's
scratchy voice so well that Judith would have thought the Durandine leader wasin the circle with them.

"And then Brother Alured said, 'Are you mad? They grow stronger each dark o* the moon, and it'sdll
thefull circle of us can do to hold them in check now/ And Hugh said, TTieyll obey me. I'm their raaster.’
And then—" Giles screwed up hisface. "Didn't hear no more. Too far avay."

"Hurt'smarvelous, Giles" Judith said warmly. "How ever did you remember dl that? | was so busy trying
to put onefoot in front of the other that | didn't have any ideawhat they were saying—not that it would
have made much sense to me anyway."



"Oh, it makes sense," Berengar said heavily. "1t makes perfect sense—and perfect doom. For the
dvenkind, anyway—you mortals may be spared, if youT| be content to live under Durandinerule.” ...
He scowled at their blank faces. "Don't you understand? The Durandines are the ones who brought fl»e

Wild Hunt—"

‘e« |terewas alow growl from die darkness outside yjfastone circle, risng from nowhere and growing
and stronger until it seemed to vibrate al around them. Berengar checked in midsentence and began
again, choosing hiswords more carefully.

"Those whom we don't name," he said, "were strong in thisworld before, or so the tales say. In the days
when al thisland was forest, they hunted here unchecked, and the tribes that wandered the land made
sacrifice of awoods-gift whenever they entered anew part of the forest.”

Giles shuddered and Berengar put one hand out to ruffle the boy's black curls. "No more," he said, and
Giles tense shoulders relaxed. "Never on my land, boy, not while | am till Count of the Garronais. We
speak of apast so distant that not the oldest elven scholar in Y sremembersit, nor do the scrolls of
learning there record it. That timelives only in the memories of the peasants and in the tales they tell
round the fire on winter nights. Thetde as| had it from my mortd nurse was that long ago, when the
Church and the Elvenkind were new-met, men and elves worked together to bind the One Who Rides.
They could not banish him entirely, but they made him a shadow on this earth, without power to do more
than frighten. And even that power was not entirely his, for mortal men might say the prayers taught by
the church, and the elvenkind might call upon the powers of the Stones, and so they might be protected
againg that one."

"But those things are more than shadows," Judith protested, "and Lisasaid they can kill, not just frighten.”

"Now they can," Berengar said grimly. "For many ages the power of the Stones grew wesker in the
Land, and the One Who Rides showed himsalf more and more often—but still without any corporesl
exigence. It has been amystery to me how his beasts got claws and teeth, but now | think the mystery
unravels somewhat. Elfhameistoo weak now to hold the binding, and the other half of the bargainis
undone. What the Church bound, the Church can unbind. Yes!" Hisfist crashed down into hispam.
"Why did | not seeit before? Oh, | have been blind—blind! Where the One who Rides |ooses his hunt,
the peasants flee from the land, and who takes over the deserted lands? So often, and so conveniently,
the lands have been sold to the Order of Saint Durandl Indeed, Master Map was right when he said that
wherever those accursed monks go, they either find a desert or make one! He spoke only out of the
promptings of malice, but hiswords were more true than he knew. They have unbound the One Who
Rides, and the fools think to control him with no more than weak morta magics of spellsand chantsand
cantripd”

"| takeit," Judith said, "you don't think they candoiit.”

"Not for long, no. All the strength of Church and Elfhame together bardly sufficed for thefirst binding at
the Stones of Jura. If we could still call upon the Stones, perhaps die One Who Rides might be bound
again; but their power waslogt at the time when the Lady Sybille left us. Now—" Berengar spread his
handswide. "Saint Durand hated heretics, infidels, and dl beingsthat did not acknowledge the Church.
The Order which he founded has maintained die tradition of hatred, but most of al their enmity is directed
at the dvenkind. They professto fear for human kind if powers magica are held anywhere but in the
caloused, ink-gtained hands of some grubby monk who spends haf his short life plowing like a peasant
and the other half copying prayers—asif amorta man would ever havetime, in his miserable Jfe span,
to begin to understand the higher arts, even had he talent to use them!”

"Weredly must talk serioudy about your racism,” Judith said.



"What? Oh—my gpologies, Lady Judith. | forget that you are mortd; in truth you are fair enough to be
sbtothe Lady Alianorahersdf."

"Yes, and I'm cute when I'm mad—oh, never mind; it would take too long to explain. | don't know why,
Berengar, but | think there's hope for you. Maybe you can learn not to be such amae chauvinist pigina
few hundred years."

"If you areredly Syhille," said Berengar, "and you wish to turn meinto apig, by al meansdo so, if only
you will afterwards restore the power of the Stones and bind those who watch us even now."

"I didn't mean—" Judith Sighed again. "Skip it. I'm not Sybille. Honest. But you're an ef-lord, and you
keep telling me how superior your people are. Why don't you go to the Stones and seeif you can do
anything about this menace? In feet, why don't you get al your people together there? Maybe together
you could do something.”

"Likewhat?"

"I don't know! There's got to be some aternative to sitting on your hands and waiting for the Durandines
to exterminate you, though. At least you could go down fighting.”

"It'sno good,” Berengar said again. "Do you think nobody'stried to revive the power of the Stones?
They werefdling even before the Catastrophe; since Syhille vanished, they have been dead to everything
our wisest mages could attempt.”

"That'strue," Gilesinterjected. "It says so in the song.”
"What, urchin! Do you know the ballad of Sybille and Joffiroi?"

Gilesthrew his bony shoulders back and stuck out his scrawny chest. "I know al the balladsin the
world," he boasted. "Didn't | used to sing ‘em on holy days, tlceep the crowd happy while my master...
um... wel, anyway, | know the story."

"While your master cut afew purses here and there?' Berengar teased. "No matter, lad. Whatever your
past was, you're under my protection now. While I hold the Garronais, you have a place with me, for the
sarvice you have doneto thislady. | fear," he added, "that is not much reward, as matters stand now. But
itisdl | havetogive”

"Giles, would you sing the ballad now?" Judith asked. Perhapsit would distract Berengar from his
gloomy thoughts. And in any case, she needed dl the evidence she could get. Berengar was so sure their
case was hopeless. Perhaps the human viewpoint on Lady Syhille's story would give her afresh angle.

Gileswriggled and complained that he/d never been able to sing properly since his voice broke, but
eventualy Judith persuaded him into performing. His singing voice was a sweet husky tenor, quite
adequate to the demands of a street ballad. Unfortunately, the song itsdlf told Judith little that was new to
her. It was basically the same story Lisa had told her, about thelord of Elfhame who had sought to draw
the power of the stones unto himself, the mortal wizard's gpprentice who had helped him, Lady Syhille's
discovery of the evil pact and the price shed paid to stop them. In the song, of course, al three died at
the end; Berengar explained that Alianora had only recently formed the theory that Syhbille had been
forced through a gate to another world by the violence of the final shattering.

"Apart from that,” Judith mused, "the only differences from the elven part of the story are matters of
emphasis. Didn't you say that the power of the Stones was growing weaker even before Sybill€stime?!

"So | have aways beentold.”



"But that would only affect Elfhame. And this ballad was composed by a mortd; perhapsthat explains
why he doesnt mentionit.”

"The ballad was composed long after the Catastro- phe," Berengar said dryly, "so | wouldn't waste too
much energy bunting in it for cluesif | were you. Hie poor mortal who made it up probably changed the
story to fit the rhymes he could find. Can't blame him though; it's hard for mortas to be happy as poets or
muscians. They should stick to things they've got anatura talent for, like fighting or sowing crops.”

Judith closed her mouth firmly on the argument that was trying to get out. It was useless, redly, to argue
about things as hard to measure as musical taent; and they had more important things to think about.
"The only other thing | noticed about the song," she said when she had control of her temper again, "was
just amatter of emphasis. Y our version of the story ismaostly about Joflirol of Brittany trying to get the
power of the Stonesfor himsdlf, and failing, and destroying the Stones themselvesin the process.”

Berengar shrugged. "What dseisthereto say? It wasthe greatest single disaster that has befdlen
Elfhame; it may bethe end of usdl, now that the Durandines have brought the One Who Ridesinto being
again. Do you mindif | prefer not to think about the detail s?*

"Yes, | do. One of those detailsjust might have a clue that will save us. Unfortunately,” Judith admitted,
"the only oneI've noticed isjust ametter of the different viewpoint. | guess because amortal composed
it, he saw Alun's side of the story as being nearly asimportant as Joflroi's.”

"Who?'

"The apprentice,” Judith said with exaggerated restraint. " The wizard's gpprentice. The mortal boy who
wasto have helped Joffroi. In case you didn't notice, nearly haf the Song of Syhilleis about how Joffroi
lured the boy into cooperating by making him false promises of sharing the power of Elfhame with
mortals”

"Aye'tiss0," Gileschimed in eagerly. "There's even a separate song about him—popular with the
crowds, it was, before my voice broke | aways brought in agood hatful of coppersfor 'Alun's Lament'.”
He sang afew verses haf under his breath, coughed, apologized, and explained that ‘Alun’'s Lament’ was
traditiondly sung only by ayoung boy whose voice had not yet broken.

"Why?" Judith asked.

Giles shrugged.

"Well, never mind. Let me hear that last verse again,” she requested.
"Morta turned to mortal'sfoe,

Elven power to mortal woe,

Too late | know my love betrayed, too late | see the charm unmade.”

Berengar snorted. "Tripe! It could be any one of adozen of those sentimenta mortal ballads about some
girl nourishing atragic lovefor an ef-lord. Probably came from one of them in the first case—nothing to
do with Syhille and Joffroi."

"Yes, itid" Gilesargued. "Jugt ligento the last verse:
Elven lady, evenlord



Make and mar the ancient ward.
Lady, end the ancient strife,
A morta payswith mortd life."

"Y ou see? That's about Sybille and Joffroi—and about how Alun repented and paid with hislifefor his
partintheplot.”

"Oh, well, maybe s0." Berengar dismissed this point without even looking up. "1 supposeit may be asyou
say. Mortas do tend to overrate their part in great matters. Isit important?”

"Not unless—" Judith paused, frowning. "Berengar. Why did Joffroi need amere mortal to help him
concentrate the power of the Stones?”’

"Nobody knows. Joflroi didn't say, and where heis
S

Margaret Batt now—" Berengar smiled grimly to let Judith know thiswas supposed to be ajest—"he
can hardly tdl us™"

"Mmm. Maybe you've got it backwards, Berengar. It's not that mortals overrate their part; it'sthat you
elvenkind are such unconscious racists you don't even see uswhen we're standing right in front of you."

"l seeyou," Berengar pointed out. "l like seeing you. | should like to see much, much more of you when
we have the time and opportunity. Did you know that unions between mortas and elves are not unlawful ?
The Church has been dithering abouit it for five hundred years now. They won't bless us, but you wouldn't
be excommunicated for your involvement with me.”

"Wonderful. Now do | fdl into your arms with glad cries of joy? Or do | wait for you to crook your little
finger first? Berengar, don't ook so confused. It'sal right, | know you're asexist racist bigot and not
terribly bright, but | like you anyway. But let's not discussit now, okay? | am thinking."

Berengar shook his head and turned to Gilesfor enlightenment. "Y ou're mortal. What did | do?'

"Don't ask me," said Giles. He wastoo ddighted a meeting hisfirgt dflord, being rescued by hisfirgt
eflord, and now being asked for advice by hishero. Hetruly hadn't found anything offensivein
Berengar's manner. "She'sawoman,” he hazarded at last. ™Y ou never know about women, do you, my
lord."

Berengar'sface cleared and be nodded. "That must beit.”
"What must beit?' Judith was not even looking a him.
"Y oureawoman."

"Mm-hm. I've noticed. Y ou have too. That's nice, and | assure you, Berengar, | fully intend to do
something about it when we have the time, but would you just shut up and let me think for aminute?!

"On the other hand," Berengar said, "athough the Church has no forma objection, these involvements
with mortals generaly don't work out well. Look at Alianora—two mortal marriagesin arow, and
neither of them successful. Louiswas bad enough, but Henry was a disaster.”

"What?' Thistime he had rather more of Judith's attention. " Alianora? Asin—we cal her Eleanor, |



think. Eleanor of Aqttitaine? The one that married Henry the Second of England? Richard Coeur de
Lion's mother?"

"He wasn't even long of England when she married him," Berengar said, "which only addsto die mystery
of why shewould lower hersdf. At least Louiswas aking, but the Plantagenet—impossible!" He threw
up hishands. "At least the children favored her. We do need more children in Elfhame, even half-bloods.”

"Mm-hmm. There does seem to be alot of correspondence between our worlds; | dways suspected
Richard Coeur de Lion wasafairy. But | do wish you wouldn't keep talking about these people asif they
were dill dive. It'srather confusing.”

"They are. Wdl, not Henry, naturdly. But Alianorais, believe me, very much aive." Berengar seemed to
pale dightly, but perhapsit was the ef-light that made him look strained and gpprehensive.

"Oh. Not that much correspondence. In my world they've been dead for nine hundred years." Judith
frowned and muttered some figures. "Eight hundred? Twelfth century means e even-something; oh, never
mind; Berengar, you're distracting me again. | think I've got it. When wasthe last time the Church and the
lords of Elfhame worked together on anything magica ?'

"The binding of the One Who Rides, | suppose," Berengar said. "They haven't needed to since—anyway,
it would probably be considered heresy for a priest to actualy work with us. Even if we would have
him."

"Y ou don't do anything with mortass, do you?'
Berengar sghed. "1 can think of something I'd like to do with at least one morta—"
"Wait till we have privacy. And get serious for amoment.”

"l am serious. My world is doomed, thereisno savation. The differencein our life spanswon't matter if
neither of uslives past the next dark of the moon. Can you think of a better way to passthe time?’

"Y es. How about saving the world? No, don't laugh, listen to me, Berengar! | may be amere mortal, but
| am used to thinking about things, and there's only one explanation for what you've told me so far.”
Judith raised one hand and ticked off the points on her outspread fingers. "Firgt, the last time mortals and
elvenkind worked magic together was so far back in history that even the elven scholars a Ysdon't have
records of it—but it was done at the Stones of Jura. Second, since that time, but before the catastrophe,
Elfhame was suffering from losing the power of the Stones. Third, the catastrophe was precipitated by
something unauthorized that Lord Joflroi of Brittany tried to do at the Stones, for which he needed the aid
of amorta wizard. And finally, none of the venkind, working aone, have been able to bring the power
of the Stones back to your realm.”

"They weren't working alone," Berengar objected, "all the best mages of Elfhame have shared their
waning strength on... Ohh." Heféell silent on one long-drawn bregth, and his eyes sparkled like
sun-dazzled sea. "My lady. My very intdligent lady. The power of the Stones can only be drawn back by
mortas and evenkind working together. That was what Joffroi wastrying to do, not to bind the power
unto himsdf. That waswhy he needed amortal wizard'said. That was why the strength of the Stones
was dwindling in Elfhame before the catastrophe. Why did we never seeit? Y ou are brilliant!" He took
Judith's hand and kissed her fingertips, one by one, and she decided not to say anything about
UNCONSCIiouS racism.

"Not so brilliant," said Judith as cdmly as she could, "but used to thinking things out rationdly. Mortas
arerather good a dull plodding logic." And dl thelogic in theworld couldn't keep her from feding short



of bresth and flushed and dizzy when Berengar kissed her fingers. She had theillusion that arosy glow
was replacing the dim greenish sphere of the dl-light.

No illusion; the sky above them was pink with dawn, and the shadowy figures that had prowled about
the boundaries of the circledl night had vanished as slently asthey came. Judith withdrew her hand from
Berengar's and stood up. Her kneestrembled dightly, but that might have been from sitting so long on the
damp grass.

"Weneed to go."

"Yes." Berengar shifted position dightly and Judith redlized that he couldn't stand up because Giles, a
some point in the long discussion, had fallen adegp again on the dflord's knee. She helped Berengar lift
tUe degping boy gently. Giles mumbled something that trailed off into a snore and flung out one hand,
amogt hitting Berengar in the face, but he wastoo tired to wake up. "Feurdevent isrested, and soam |,
but | think we'd best not use the ef-wind again unless necessary. We should be back at my keep before
nightfall. Alianorawill be coming therein afew days, with her counsellorsfrom Poitiers. | had hoped that
she might meet the Lady Sybille there; Instead, she will find what may be of as much worth to Elfhame as
the Lady hersdf. If your inaghtis
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correct, you have done us great service, Judith, and Elfhame will be indebted to you."

"Wait aminute.” Judith felt unsteady, and hungry, and the thought of being taken to a safe place where
there was food and proper beds was very appeding. But something about Berengar's calm, restful
discussion of hisplans made her feel uneasy. "Y ou mean we're just going to go back to your—your
keep, and st there, and hope that your friends show up some time soon? And then what?"

Berengar looked gtartled. "Why, the council of the reelm will have to discusswhat isto be done. It's not
something to be lightly undertaken—"

Judith nodded. "L ook, Berengar. | don't know how Alianoras counselors operate, but | do know that it
can take the Austin City Council three years to decide to pave one pothole. And there wasn't much of a
moon last night. Didn't you say—that is, didn't one of the Durandine monks say that die One Who Rides
and his beasts get stronger with each dark of the moon? 1 don't think we havetimeto St in anice safe
castle and wait while the lords of Elfhame put it to the vote."

"Wedon't vote," Berengar corrected her. "Decisions are arrived at by common consent.”
Judith groaned. "Even worse. We definitely don't havetimeto wait for a consensus.”

"Wadl, what el'se would you propose? Do you think we should just set off for the Stones of Juraand test
this half-baked notion of yours, by oursalves, without any proper planning or discusson?”

Judith blinked. "Why—yes. | supposethat isexactly what | think—at least, if the dternativeis having the
motion tied up in committee for God knows how long." Berengar started to ask a question and she hagtily
amended her words. "I mean, if we go back to your keep and wait for your friends, it seemsthat we
might have to wait avery long time for them to decide what to do. And if those—things—are getting
sronger dl thetime, | don't think we should wait a al. Do you?"

"When you put it like that, no." Berengar seemed dightly dazed. "Y ou areright, of course. It isjust that
we of Elfhame usudly do not move so quickly. We are used to having time enough to think out what is
best. But—you'reright,” he repeated. "The One Who Rides may not give any of usthat much time."



Somehow, with the deeping boy in hisarms, he managed to sketch the outline of acourtly bow. "I had
not guessed it would be so helpful to take counsdl from atimebound one. Y our people are dwaysin such
haste to accomplish dl that you may in your short life spans. It's part of what makes you so dangeroudy
attractiveto us, that terrible doomed beauty of mortdity. But in this case, morta sight is clearer then even
wisdom."

Now that he had been nudged into action, Berengar was as quick and competent as Judith could have
wished. "The Stones of Juraare lessthan aday'srideto the east. You and | can try our fortune there
tonight, and if we foil we can aways return to ask the advice of the council.” He hoisted the deepy Giles
up on the saddle and walked beside him, holding the boy up with hisgood arm.

Despite the golden light now dancing in tile tree-tops, Judith felt ashiver of fear when they stepped out of
the protected circle of the stones. But nothing happened; nothing, that is, except that she saw a path
where amoment ago she had seen only leaves and thick choking undergrowth of thorny vines. At first
glance the path seemed too narrow for even one person, but by the time they reached the edge of the
forest it was wide and straight enough for two people waking and athird on ahorse, and Judith could
not quite cal to mind how it had looked before.

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

A certain rugtic belonging to the village, going to see hisfriend, who resided in the neighbouring hamlet,
was returning, alittle intoxicated, late at night; when, behold, he heard, asit were, the voice of snging and
revelling on an adjacent hillock, which | have often seen, and which isdistant from the village only afew
furlongs. Wondering who could be thus disturbing the silence of midnight with noisy mirth, he was ancious
to investigate the matter more closely; and perceiving in the sde of the hill an open door, he approached,
and, looking in, he beheld ahouse, spacious and lighted up, filled with men and women, who were
seated, asit were, at a solemn banquet.

—Higtory of William of Newburgh
Berengar was not there.

Hie sentry who'd grudgingly allowed Nick to pass through the bespelled net, on Lisasword that he was
afriend, seemed rather pleased to be able to disappoint the two grubby mortals. Or so Nick thought.
Just at that moment, staring bemused at the silver-haired guardian of the gates, he was not quite sure of
anything. Zahariel had disappeared when they reached Berengar's keep; presumably he considered his
debt to Lisadischarged. And gpparently angels didn't bother with trivial small talk like saying goodbye.

"| think I want to go home now," he murmured to Lisawhen, following the sentry's directions, they
moved on down a pebbled path that wound between thick flowery hedges to reach the pleasure garden
behind the castle. Some of the count's friends were gathered there, the man—no, the elf—had said; if die
mortals did not wish to rest and take refreshment in the kitchens, they might aswell join the party and ask
therefor what help they might get.

“Why now?

"I'm not used to feeling short.Or clumsy.Or grubby.” And thetdl, bondesdy fluid sentry, with his cap of
slver hair and his cool danted eyes, was presumably not the most important of the elvenkind.

't can see why mortals and elvenkind don't get dong.”

"At least now you should aso be able to see that I'm amere human like yourself."



"If Berengar thought you might have cloaked yoursdlf in morta disguise,” Nick retorted, "who am | to
argue? Besides, you just admitted—"

"Hush!"

There was aflower-covered arch before them, and beyond the arch, a space of dark green grass set
about with stone benches and tables. Over each table hung a delicate globe of tangled silken threads that
shone with their own soft silver-blue light, and the trand ucent polished stone of the tabletops caught the
blue lights and held their reflections deep below the surface. Men and women stood in small groups
around the tables, talking in high bright voices that danced and rang like clusters of silver bells, and
somewherein die background the song of aflute rippled through the darkening garden.

"All right,” Nick said fiercely under hisbreeth. "It's the elvenworld equivaent of those society typesin the
thestre club, that'sal. I'm alawyer. | can convinceajury. | canwork thiscrowd.” And, with Lisaat his
sde, he strode under the flowered arch and into the blue-lit dusk of Elfhame.

The qudity of theair wasthefirgt thing that shook him. It was as different, thisside of thearch, asa
tropical breezeisfrom ablue norther; soft and dear and calm and holding agentle light that came from no
particular place. Inthat light everything, near and far, smal and large, stood forth with perfect clarity. The
sculptured bells of tiny white flowersin the dark grass at hisfeet were as clear and bright to Nick asthe
slvery profile of the dflady nearest the arch, who turned to gaze at him with wide dark eyesand
delicately arched brows. When her head moved, ten thousand silver ringlets danced like ahalo of spun
moonlight, and each of them gave off afaint ringing sound.

"Atilkatett of her horses mane, Hung fifty sliver bellsand nine" Nick murmured, when hed meant to
say something quite different.

"Oh, no, mortal man," the dflady corrected him with asilvery laugh, “that song is about the Lady of
Elfhame. Y ou must not flatter me so!”

He wanted to move closer, to seeif shewasred, but something tangled around hisfeet like the nets that
had caught him at the door. Theair grew thick and heavy and pressed down al around him, making him

fed, not bound exactly, but asif it would be unimaginably hard to move. He glanced at Lisaand saw that
shewas quite till, asthough the same heavy air were holding her in place too.

"Just likeamorta," said an flord who stood alittle gpart from the nearest group, "can't tell the
difference between young Vidle and the Queen hersdlf! Who et these two within the bounds of
Blfliame?"

"Make them pay aforfeit for trespassing!” suggested the ddlicate flady who had first noticed Nick. "l do
love games—athough it's hard to find any that mortas play well!" Her tinkling laugh was bice the music
of her slver ringlets, light and gay and filled with subtle, unnerving discords.

"Dont play with them, Vidle" the dflord contradicted her suggestion. "1 don't like your games. Just let
them go. Think you Alianorawill be pleased to find you toying with mortals when she arrives here?"

"Why not? If you recal, Y rthan, she has done more than toy with them!" Vielle snapped.

"Aye, but not even Alianorawould admit them to grave councils of theredm." The dflord Y rthan turned
dightly towards Nick and Lisa; the slvery glow of one of the lighted netsfell across hisface, degpening
the shadows and showing lines of fatigue. "Tliat is not to say that | would have approved her decision.
We can hardly afford to waste our scanty resources on opening Gates and chasing down feint trails that
lead nowhere. But it's done now, and the least we can do isto pretend that we take her quest serioudly. |



don't know how these two wandered in here, but die usua measureswill suffice. Well put them out on
the mountain and tel them it was all a pretty dream. Now!"

On the snap of thelast word, Y rthan raised his right hand and brought it down sharply in agesture that
cut the dusky air, and Nick felt the invisible weights that had pressed around him flowing away like water
running out of apool.

"Wait aminutel” How long did he have before they threw him out. "We didn't just wander in here—
Margaret Batt we came through that Gate you spoke of. Y ou owe us ahearing.”
"Q’Ve’?l

"Isthere not justicein thisworld? How do you normaly settle disputes between mortals and e ven-kind?!
Nick turned to Lisafor confirmation and she nodded dightly. He was on theright track. "Men of this
world came through your Gate and took my sister away. We are friends of Lord Berengar's, and came
hereto ask hisaid in rescuing her."

"Men, you say?'
"Monks of the Order of Saint Durand,” Lisaamplified.

Y rthan relaxed dightly. "Then it isan aflair between mortals and morta's, and not a matter of the
evenkind."

"If your people had not opened the Gate," Nick argued, "my sister would not have been taken."

"l dways knew it was amistake. Alianorashould have consulted mefirst!” Y rthan muttered. "Oh, very
wdl."

"Youll hep?

"My boy, we have grave matters of Sate to consder here. Y ou can hardly expect the high councillors of
Elfliame to abandon their ddliberations on amortal chase. If your Sster isagood daughter of your mortal
Church, then shewill cometo no harm in ahouse of holy men. If sheisaheretic, then she should have
thought of that before she got herself involved with the Durandines, who are hardly noted for tolerance.
And besides" Y rthan added with fineirrelevance, "it was not by our counsdl that this troublesome Gate
was opened. Y ou may wait, if you will, for the Queen of EHhame to arrive, and when we have finished
our own business you may put your caseto her for judgment. Or you may wait for Lord Berengar to
return, and if you aretruly, asyou say.

friends of his, then perhaps he will be minded to help you. Y ou may go now."
"| can't believe you people are so irresponsible!™ Nick began.

"They are," Lisasaid. Shetook hishand. "Let's find some place quiet to wait. It won't do us any good to
argue with them.”

"I will giveyou apath to the kitchens," Y rthan announced. He gestured again and spoke directly into the
high dark-green hedges that surrounded the garden. The rows of small shining leaves parted and Nick
saw anarrow path guarded on both sides by flowering shrubswith long sharp thorns. "1 _"

"Comeon, Nick. It'll be worseif we make them angry!" Lisawhispered. Shetugged at hishand. Nick
stepped onto the narrow path and turned to say one last thing to Y rthan; but the hedge had silently closed



behind them, and the glossy dark |leaves and the long intertwined twigs and the waxen flowers grew as
solidly together asif they had not been moved in ahundred years. They seemed to be moving dightly as
he watched. He followed Lisa down the narrow path, and behind them the hedge continuoudy grew
back together so that they could not take even one step back the way they had come.

"What now?"

"Wewait. For Berengar."

"In the kitchen? Who tells usif he gets home? Where do we deep?”’

"l don't know," Lisasaid. "Last time | was here| wasin the celebrity suite. They thought | was..."

"Oh. Yeah." Bits of thewild story he had dismissed came back to Nick. "As Syhille, youd beaVIP,
right? Ummm... Want to try being Syhille now?"

"If I were Syhille," Lisapointed out, "we wouldn't need Berengar's help.”

There didn't seem to be any answer to that. Rather glumly, Nick followed Lisato an eight-sided stone
building where fires blazed and a swesaty woman in a blue dress gave them atray of something that
looked like fruit and roasted birds and honey cakes. All the dishes tasted rather like unsalted oatmedl.
Nick thought it must be hisfatigue, but Lisa mumbled something about the weakening bonds of Elfhame
andfdlingillusons Hefdl adegp while shewastrying to explain.

He woke before dawn, with a stiff neck and acramp in oneleg, in agreasy corner behind one of the
large fireplaces. Thefire was amost out. Someone had pillowed hishead on arall of rags.

Lisawas gtting on the large table, knees drawn up, hands clasped around her legs, watching him as
dlently asacat. Her eyeslooked unnaturally largein her pinched face. Nick wondered if she had dept at
al.

"Berengar's. hack?' Even as he whispered the hope-nil question, he knew he was kidding himself. There
were snoring bodies on the kitchen floor, and al die fires were banked. Nick might not know much about
medieva higtory, but he felt reasonably sure that if the lord of the manor had returned people would be
running about and shouting and roasting cockantrices and garnishing peacocks and—whatever.

Lisashook her head. "Not yet"

"We can't wait any longer." Nick uncoiled himself from the greasy floor, feding new aches and pains pop
out of hisjoints as he straightened. Damn, he was getting old. "I shouldn't have waited thislong.”
Seegping, while who knew what was happening to Judith?

"You weretired. We needed help." Lisatwisted her hands together, and Nick redlized she was under as
much strain ashewas. "It seemed like agood idea at thetime. Now...."

Nick nodded. "I know we need help. But | can't St here and wait forever, | haveto find Judith. Even if
itsjugme..."

"Just us," Lisacorrected.
"Y ou're coming with me?'

"Yes. But fird, let'stry and find some of the evenkind. They might know when Berengar will be back. If
the hedge will let us back there.”



"Andif they'rewilling to teke thetrouble.”
"Wewill haveto explain,” Lisasad. "Slowly. And very politdy.”

There was a path open before them when they | eft the degping kitchen; Nick was not entirely sureit was
the same path they'd followed the night before. But it was the only way to go, between the dark shining
leaves and the thorny branches and the waxen white flowers.

"They don't understand about time," Lisasaid as she waked. "The e venkind live so much longer than we
do, five or sx hundred years usudly. And even then, they don't die exactly, unlessthey are unlucky
enough to runinto aniron blade. They just get bored because they've seen everything so many times, and
one day they ride away towards the ocean and are never seen again. To them, it must seem asif we are
awaysin ahurry—and that we don't live long enough to understand anything properly—and that we
couldn't understand anyway, not being equipped with superior el ven senses and skills.”

"And yet you cameto them for help.”

"Berengar is—different,” Lisasaid. "Y oung. He hasn't seen everything yet. HeEs rash, willing to take risks,
impatient—and he seemsto be arather nice guy, too."

"Wall. | only met him that once," Lisa pointed out.

Nick sighed. "Must we continue thisgame? Y ou've
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dready admitted that you came from thisworld originaly.”

"Yes, but not—" Lisahit her lip and waked on, alittle fester; the outflung flowers on the hedge brushed
againg her face and the tips of the sharp branches could hardly retract fast enough to keep from hurting
her. "Thereisnot,” shesaid at last, "agreat ded of sociad intercourse, in the ordinary way, between
mortals and the e venldnd. | should think that much would have been clear to you by now."

"Sybille" said Nick softly, "is of the elvenldnd."

Lisawhirled and stopped, so suddenly that Nick almost bumped into her. "For thelast timel" she
shouted, and her angry voice made the hedge quiver dightly and draw back al around them. "Takea
good look at me! Do | ook elven? Do | act like those conceited snobs? Have you noticed me casting
illusons?'

"I don't know what you are," Nick shouted back, nose to nose with her. "I've seen you walk through a
rock that | could have sworn was solid, and I've seen you find a bridge that |ooked tike thin air to me,
and Judith aways said you could lock drawers by looking a them cross-eyed, and—" He swallowed
down arisng lump in histhroat. "1 don't know what you are, Lisa, and | don't care. All | want isto find
my Sster—"

"My friend," Lisainterpolated quietly.

"—and all you've done so far isto lead me miles out of the way, to beg help from some people who don't
seem much inclined to giveit. | think 1'd do better on my own. And diefirst step isto get out of here.”
Nick turned at right angles to the way the path had been growing and kicked at the hedge. To his
surprise, the flowering bushes parted before him and their long thorns turned away from hisbody. He



started down the new way that had opened and prayed this wasn't an example of elven humor, to send
him wandering through an endless maze.

"Wait! Nick, wait!" Lisaran after him. Heignored her and plodded on.

"Thisiswhat they want you to do," she said. "Damn you, don't you understand? Berengar would fed
bound in honor to help us, I know hewould, he's not like the rest of them. But if they can annoy you into
going away of your own will before he returns, then hell never know we were here and they can go on
with their superior lives without troubling about us. Nick, don't leave the keep now, not this way!
Nick—Nick!"

It wasn't amaze, or an elven joke. Nick'slast step parted the hedge; before him were rocks and running
water and the sky growing tight to the east. And dong the clfisde path, still blue-shadowed and half in
the world of night, asilver-haired boy on a gleaming horse came towards them. Behind him two more
horsesfollowed, al pae slvery white, without saddles or bridles or leading-ropes, delicately picking their
way aong the stony path. "Isthisyour Berengar?'

"No." Lisabarely spared the boy aglance. "I never saw him before.”

"Greetings, lady!" the boy cdled. "I am Lord Berengar's page. He regrets that he was not here to receive
you, and sends these mountsthat | may take you to him at once." He looked down at the path as he
spoke, and Nick felt alittle warmer to the evenldnd; evidently their children were as shy asmortals. And
thisboy was only achild, for al hisforma speech and fine clothes. . "How did you—how did Berengar
know we were waiting for him?" Lisa demanded.

The boy looked up, but did not meet her eyes; Instead he addressed the tall flowering hedge behind . "It
isnot for you to question the venkind," heloftily. "What do mortals know of our ways of sending
messages? | have been in realmsthat would chill the flesh from your bones, woman. It is nothing to meto
bear you across the fece of theworld, if soit be my lord'swill. Now will you mount, or shal | return and
tell my lord that the mortals are too craven to save one of their own if it needs elven help to do so?"

"I'mwith you," Nick said ingtantly. He stepped out of the arch in the hedge, dragging Lisawith him. The
open archway closed behind him, one instant aseamless green wall of leaves and thorns, the next melting
into alichen-encrusted boulder like dl the othersin the hillsde. Hefelt amoment's misgiving asthe siivery
horses moved forward, a sense of wrong-ness. Probably, he thought, it was just that one tended to forget
how very large horses were. Nick hadn't ridden since he was a boy, and he had no ideawhat Lisa's skills
were. "But | should warn you—I'm not used to riding. | don't know if | can control your master's horse."

"No need.” The boy sounded amused. "In fact, it will not be possible. These horses cannot be mastered.”

"Then how—7" Nick bit back his question. Presumably Berengar would not have sent unbroken, wild
horsesto carry acouple of clumsy mortalsto him. Or would he? He had only Lisas opinion that
Berengar could be trusted, and he had seen the brittle elvish sense of humor for himsdlf.

"They will bear you of their own accord to the place where you must go," the boy answered the
ungpoken question. "If you will lift up thelady, | will assst you to mount in your turn.”

"Nick?" Lisawhigpered. "Nick, | don't likethis."

It was, Nick reminded himself, the first concrete offer of help they had received in thisworld—and from
what held seen so far, it might well be the last one. 1t would not do to offend their only dly by
complaining that he wanted a nice high Western-style saddle and a bridle on any horse he rode.



"Berengar isyour friend," Nick said. He lifted Lisa onto the back of the first horse, and she sat asif sheld
been riding bareback in the circusfor half her life.

"Bravo!" the boy applauded. "Now you—"
He leaned down, reaching ahand to Nick, and Nick looked for the first time straight into the page's eyes.
Therewas nothing there.

The perfectly carved face and the silver hair framed two dark empty holes. No, not empty—there were
sarswheding in that darkness, and clouds, and a cold wind from nowhere—

Nick cried out incoherently, dizzy, and tried to pull free, but the boy was stronger than any mortal man. A
tug that stretched his bones and muscles drew him up from the solid ground; he turned and twisted in the
air, fighting nothing, and felt the cold Banks of a ghostly horse between his knees, and the wind that held
sensed in die boy's eyes howled around his head.

When he looked down, the cliffside path and the forest and the peaked hills that conceded Berengar's
keep werefar, far below, dwindling into a child's toys that might be scattered in the wind that bore three
of them onward.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

And many such have been taken away by the sayd Spirits, for afortnight or month together, being
carryed by them in chariots through the Air, over Hills, and Dales, Rocks and Precipices, till at last they
have been found lying in some Meddow or Mountain bereaved of their sences, and commonly of one of
their Membersto boot.

—Scofs Discoverie of Witchcraft

Clouds surrounded the path of the Wild Hunt, and there were neither sun nor moon to light them in that
rush through the sky; only cdlammy air hanging on them like grave-clothes, and laughter and wild cries
from things behind them that he dared not look at, and the haunting notes of a silver horn urging the horse
that carried him to greater speed.

Lisarode beside Nick, but they could not speak over the hellish noises that surrounded them. He looked
a her once, and then looked away; agirl with adeformed hip, pae asice, wasriding besde them, and
when she turned her head Nick saw that haf of her throat was torn out.

At first Nick was afraid he would fell off the horse that was carrying him into the sky. Then, when he saw
the company they kept, hetried to throw himsdf off; and after that he was afraid he would never be able
to get off the horse, by felling or any other way. Wasthiswhat Lisahad been so afraid of ? Hetried to
remember agtory held only hdf listened to at thetime, thinking it afantasy like the onesin Judith's gaudy
paperback books. She'd spoken of people maimed and killed by hunting hounds that came only out of
the darkness, and of their bodies being taken to ride forever with the huntsman who was the master of
those hounds. She had said nothing of living people being carried away by the Wild Hunt; nothing, a
least, that he remembered.

But here they were, speeding through the misty air, surrounded by shrieking things out of nightmare. The
only logica conclusion, Nick decided, was that they were no longer dive, and that thiswas Eternity.

Just as he decided this, the light from the rising sun pierced the gray miststhat surrounded them. The
Huntsman blew one long felling phrase on his horn, something sweet and piercing that embodied dl the
songs of retreat and death in battle that Nick had ever heard, and the ground came up to meet them too



quickly. The horse's hooves hit rocks and dirt, ajar ran up Nick's spineto his head, he dithered
backwards and found that the limestone plateau was every bit as hard asit looked, and felling off his
horse was quite as easy asheld dwaysimagined it would be.

When he sat up, rubbing his head, the Hunt had become as trand ucent as raindrops against the light; and
when he blinked and looked again, they were no longer there at al. Therewasonly Lisa, rumpled and
grubby and reassuringly mortal-looking despite her gaudy gold and scarlet dress; the gown had split
where sheld come down hard on one elbow, and there was blood on the scraped skin.

"What happened? Where are we?'

Lisashook her head. She scowled at the torn deeve and as Nick watched, the edges clung together and
dowly fused themselvesinto a seamlesswhole. Only the gold embroidered vine that danced down from
shoulder to cuff was not quite right; there were two places, now, where the curlicued path of the vinewas
broken. It was chilly on thiswindswept plain, but that was not why Nick shivered. Not so mortal, after

"Wasthat die Wild Hunt?"

"Wedon't," said Lisacarefully, asthough she had to think hard to bring out each individua word, "we do
not usualy spesk the name doud.”

"Why not, for God's sake?'
"Do you come when you'e caled?
"Sometimes—oh."

Lisanodded and stood up, as dowly and carefully as she had spoken. Nick watched how she moved
and decided that probably nothing was broken. She might be sore and bruised in afew placesif sheldd
falen off her horse as ungracefully as he had, but that wasn't the problem. It wasthe fedling of having
been whisked into another reslm, aworld beyond time and understanding, that | eft you fedling asif
something might break if you moved too fast, Nick could sympathize; hed felt that way when they
tumbled through the picturein Cliff Smmons office and landed on the green grass of thisworld. Now,
though, after that rough passage, and the further strangeness of Elfhame within thisworld aready strange,
he felt amost beyond shock. Perhaps later it would catch up with him.

Lisawas standing on tiptoes, amost sniffing the air in her concentration. Nick stood up too, and bresthed
deeply. Therewas sdt in thewind, and ahint of flowers, and something e se he could not name. It
troubled him, that something else; eusive, not quite a scent or ataste, more like atrembling of theair
about them. Whatever it was, it made him want to go away, very quickly.

"Do you know wherewe are?' he demanded.
Lisanodded. "Somewhere close to the Stones of Jura”

That name, at least, Nick remembered from Lisas fantastical story. Near here, then, was another circle
of standing stones, once the center of dl power in Elfhame; and in that circle, too long ago even for even
memories, there had been adisaster that killed mortals and elves alike and that | eft the power of Elfhame
dowly bleeding out of the land.

"I think | canfind it," Lisaadded. "It will takeawhile..."

"Then why bother?' said Nick. 7 want to find Judith. We don't redly have time for Sghtseeing.”



His objectionswere practical, but the prickling feding on the back of his neck and the trembling he
sensed in the air had nothing to do with good sense and necessary decisions. He wanted to get off this
barren, naked plateau. And he felt quite sure, without knowing how he knew, that whatever direction the
Stones of Jurawerein, he wanted to go the other way.

Lisaswallowed. Shewas very pde, and her fair hair hung down in tangled points around her face.
"Because," shesad amost inaudibly, "because | have been running away from this place for avery long
time now, and because | think there must be areason that we have been brought here now. And because
if the evil that | brought into this land can be corrected, then Judith will be safe; and if it can't, then
nobody will ever be safe again. Those who brought us are not supposed to be able to take living people,
ever, evenin theold tales. When | first came here they were stronger than ever before, and now they are
even stronger. Today the sun stopped them, but not at first light. Do you want to live in aworld where
those things hunt fredy by day?*

"l don't even want to livein aworld where they get out once ayear on Halloween," Nick said. He
thought for aminute. "For that matter, | don't want to liveinthisworld at al."

The shadow of asmile crossed Lisasface. "Neither do 1. And since the Gate is closed behind us, and
the venkind have littleinterest in helping mortals out of morta troubles, | think we had best goto the

Stonesfor shelter, and—whatever else we may find there. Besides," she added practicdly, "itisavery
long walk from here to the Remigms monastery. | d-don't think we could get therein timeto do Judith

much good.”

Only on those last sensible words did Nick redlize how much Lisas voice was trembling, and that she
must be fedling the compulsion to run away as strongly as he was—perhaps worse, since she was of this
world. Hetook her hand; the palm was damp with sweet, and he could fed the smoothness of the new
skin where Zaharid had hedled her burn. She took burns and scrapes like any mortal, and she was just
asscared ashewas, if he closed his eyesfor aminute, he could pretend shewas agirl from hisown
world who needed help, nothing more.

"It'seader with my eyesclosed,” he said doud, and Lisas fingers shook within his grasp.
"Youfed it too?'
"Fed what?'

Lisasghed and withdrew her hand. Nick looked at her again. It didn't hurt. She looked pale and tired
and dirty enough to be anormal person who'd been dragged through too many adventures, rather than a
mysterious e f-queen who'd disappeared eons ago, who could walk through stones and mend dresses by
scowling at them. And despite her bedraggled state, he till liked looking at her.

"We must have been talking about different things" shesaid at last. "1 think | can find the Stonesfrom
here. We should go thisway, | think."

She pointed inland and Nick squinted out over the barren, salty hillswith their covering of low paegrass.
He could see avery long way from this high plateau. "Theres nothing there," he objected. "Remember
Berengar's castle?!

"Oh. Moreillusons. And | supposeto the elvenkind it's no trouble to see through elven illusons.”

"I'm not elven!" Lisasnapped. "And for your information, | can't see through them any better than you. In
die case of Berengar's castle, | had been there before, so | knew that the gap in the path and the rock
wereillusons. Andinthiscase..."
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"Theillusonshere" Lisasad, "are more powerful; they were set by masters of evenkind in the days
when their power was strong in the land. And there's something € se, something new, worse than the
dvenillusons..."

"Something that makes you afraid, without knowing why," Nick said, "that whimpers a you without
making a sound, that makes your eyes want to look away and your legs want to run—"

"Yes. | don't know what it is; but we haveto gointoit. When | close my eyes, | can tdll what direction it
iscoming from; can you?'

Nick covered hisface for amoment. It was hard to make himsaf concentrate on the feint sensations of
distaste and fear, but it seemed to him that they | Were dl around him. "No."

"Probably ... just aswdl," Lisasaid, and now her ce was definitely shaking. "If I'm to walk blind, need
your help to guide me; dl theselittle hum- mocks and tufts of sat-grassarered enough, and I'll fell down
with every other step if | don't have help. And, Nick... I'm afraid.”

So am L That would probably be the least helpful thing he could say. "1t will bedl right,” said Nick. He
took Lisa's hand again. "Lead on."

The Remigius monastery was so far from the Stones of Jurathat all Brother Alured's skill could bring
forth only the faintest image of the travelers who stumbled and fdlt their way towards that oldest and
greatest of the stone circles. Even that image, hardly more than a pattern of ripples upon the white liquid
in the scrying-bowl, shook and al but dissolved when Hugh's raging disturbed his concentration.

"Why did the Hounds take them so far? | told you to have them brought here, to the Remigius, that our
escaped df-queen might know their livesforfeit for herdl™

"I have less control over the Hounds than at firgt," Brother Alured replied, "and—"

"Fool! Keep to your chant! We arelosing her!" Furious steps paced up and down behind Alured's back,
while he repeated the words of the finding-spell and dared neither ook behind him nor answer Hugh's
increasingly unanswerable questions.

"And where may Syhille be, now that you fools have let her dip?' The footsteps paused, and Brother
Alured could fed the angry eyes behind him, looking over his shoulder at theimage of Lisastumbling
forward with her eyes closed. "Pah! Much use your finding-spell is. It shows us only that one, who has
proved hersdf to be morta—"

"No. She has proved that she can touch cold iron without harm." This spesker's voice was full and calm,
the voice of aman used to the reverence of those about him. Even Hugh, half-mad as he was, paused
momentarily.

"It'sthe samething," he snarled at last, and fell to pacing again.

"Isit? The dvenkind sought Sybill€strall among the stars, and this girl answered their cal. We sent out a
finding-spell dong the sametrail, and what do we see? The same girl. Sybille was the strongest of the
elvenkind in her day. If she could cross between the worlds and cloak hersdf in mortal seeming, if she
could live uncounted yearsin that world of iron-demons, perhaps she could aso find someway to
tolerate the touch of iron upon her person.” The man who spoke bent over Brother Alured and gazed
intently on the trembling image in the bowl, careful not to touch the mage-monk or to disturb hislabored
chanting. "The evenkind called, and this girl answered. We sought, and found this girl. We sent the



Houndsfor her, and they carried her to the coast of Brittany—and now | believe she seeks the Stones of
Jura, which we know are guarded by such spellsthat none but the elvenkind can see them truly from
outsdethecircleitsdf."

The spesker straightened to hisfull height and bent a piercing glance on the monks assembled in the
chapter house. "If Syhille hastruly returned to our world, then thisis she, and we were al wrong to
dismiss her so quickly before. Forget the other woman; thisis the one we want.”

"Can we reach them before they find the Stones, and capture her again?"

"I do not think we should take therisk," the leader of the Durandines replied. "True, that was our first
plan, but that was when we thought Sybille would be weakened from her long stay in the world of the
iron-demons. | nstead—She has escaped us twice; somehow she made us think that she was of no
account, probably by use of her demonic elven spells; and now sheisvery near to the Stones. | think that
sheistoo dangerousto leave dive."

Judith and Berengar and Gilestraveled nearly as quickly to the Stones of Juraasdid Nick and Lisa, but
they did not start so soon. Berengar was ashamed of his own weskness. A true dflord of the old days,
he thought, would have been able to raise the df-wind twice in two days without making such a pother
about it—even if anight without deep or food intervened; even if the ache of hisiron-inflicted wound had
grown through the night into such athrobbing torment that he could think of little else. A tough old count
like Y rthan would probably be able to manage it even now. Y rthan was dways hinting that Berengar was
young and untried, too young to be trusted with the rule of his own lands dong the Garron; and now, in
thefirst red trid, Y rthan had been proved entirely right. Berengar had plunged into battle without thinking
of anything but the need to save the very fair lady he saw s0 sorely beset. Now, tired from die previous
day's exertions and troubled by hiswound, he wasin no caseto save hislady or hisreadm. He could not
even summon up enough power to take Fleurdevant more than an inch above the leaf-covered trail they
followed. That scrawny boy, Gilesthe peddier, would probably be more use to her than anything he
could do.

The cycle of sdlf-recrimations and doubts and crushing despair occupied him so thoroughly that for some
time he did little more than plod aong beside Fleurdevent, too depressed even to lift his head and ook at
Judith perched on hishorse in those amazing tight blue nether garments she till wore. In thefirst hour of
their travelsthey exchanged no more than half" a dozen sentences, al thoroughly practica: "Mind that
branch."

"l think thetrail leadsthisway."

"L ook out for thorn-serpents under these rocks.” Even Giles, who'd begun the day by skipping happily
ahead of Heurdevent with a high sense of adventure, grew ill and forgot to whistle in the gpalling
miasmaof Berengar's depression.

"Enough,” said Judith when, for the third timein arow, Berengar had absently missed abend in the trail
to go plodding off among crackling leaves and thorny underbrush.

Heraised hishead and looked a her with dull eyesthat hardly saw her. "Y ou aretired? | am sorry—"

"I'mtired,” said Judith, "of riding beside azombie. What's wrong? | thought you had discovered the
secret of the Hounds. | thought we were going to save the world from the blessed brothers of the blessed
Durand.”

"Sainted,” Berengar corrected. "Whatever. What's eating you, Berengar?* She had to prod for awhile
longer before Berengar could be brought to confess hisfailure, and then sheirritated both



men—Berengar by her refusa to take hisfailure serioudy,Giles by her genera lack of respect for so
important a personage as the elven Count of the Garronais.

"Wadll, for pity's sake, of course you can't do magic when you're tired and hurt and hungry!" Judith said
briskly. "I'm ravenous mysdaf—would have mentioned it earlier, but | thought maybe you elven folk
supped on adrop of dew from the grass and wouldn't want to be bothered with such coarse mortal
concerns. | can't do much about your wound, but surely we can find something to eat and rest for an
hour; then, if yourefeding up to it, you can try to raise the ef-wind again. And if not, welll make better |
speed for the rest and the food—and to tell the truth,? JBerengar, 1'd be just as happy if | never had to
travel * i your peculiar fashion again.”

Berengar smiled wanly at what he regarded as |udith'slittle jest, but recovered enough to admit "* at
there might be afarmhouse at the northern of the forest.

"Not my lands, though," he said glumly. "Under amorta lord. Haimar of Odo."
"What difference doesthat make?"'
"Y ou'll see when we get there.”

Thirty minutes later Judith came down from the top of the sonewall that bordered the stout farmhouse,
somewhat hampered by Gilestrying to climb her shoulders. Berengar stood in the gateway, pale and
shaking with the effort of kegping the farmer's dogs confused by hisillusions.

"Y ou'd better come on down now," he said. "1 don't know how much longer | can hold them." But he
had enough energy | eft to spare an gppreciative glance a Judith as she wriggled down from stone to
stone and findly legpt to the ground. "Very practica garments, those," he said. "Wish our court ladies
would take up something like—no, Black-spotl™

The white mastiff with black spots on its muzzle whimpered and began chasing itstail again, apparently
under theillusion that it was hunting a particularly juicy rabbit. The other two dogsworried a stick with
great enthusiasm. When Judith looked sideways at the stick she could just seetheillusion of amesty
soup bone dancing around it like aghostly hao.

"Who'sthere? Be off, you worthless beggars, or 111—"

The stocky man in patched brown garments stopped at the kitchen door, mouth haf open. "Oh, no," he
sadfindly. "lsn't it bad enough I've got haf the mortal beggarsin Poitiers showing up here with their
hands out, but now I'veto ded with atattered elfling aswell? Let my dogsloose, you—"

"Man," Berengar sngpped, "I am Count of the Garronaidl”

"Oh, aye? And | suppose your dancing-girl thereis Alianora of Poitiers? And what's the boy? Court
jester?

The stocky man stepped back haf a pace before the flash of light in Berengar's eyes, but the distraction
had |et the black and white magtiff free of theillusion thet itstail was arabbit. Berengar kicked the dog
just before it sank itsteeth into hisleg, the farmer retreated another pace and began shouting for the
scullion to bring hisiron turnspits, and Giles dipped between the two men and began talking rapidly,

"Sir, you miscal us sadly, and your good lady will not thank you for turning away peddlersfrom the Land
Beyond the Stars with marvellous goods to trade the like of which she has never seen before..."

"And you with no packd!" the farmer sneered. " Show me these fine goods, then, or I'll set the dogson all



three of you and see which can jump highest.”

Gilesrolled hiseyes at Judith. She stuck a hand into her hip pocket and pulled out whatever she found
there, praying that it wasn't just used chewing gum and bent hairpins.

An hour later, they left the farmstead with aloaf of bread and severd thick dices of ham to supplement
the medl they'd just had of fresh-baked bread and milk warm from the cow. Judith's quick search of her
back pockets had yielded adollar and seventy-five centsin change, two hairpins and ablack plastic
comb with severa teeth missing, two crumpled but unused tissues and a packet of matches from Cisco's
Bakery. The former had rejected the money as obvioudy faked and not very well done at that, but his
wife had seized upon the comb and spent the better part of an hour working it through her hair while
Berengar, Giles and Judith ate steadily through the food she put out on the table. Hie tissues, Straightened
out between her work-roughened pams, had been marvelled at and admired by all the women of the
household as the softest, finest faery weaving | they'd ever been privileged to touch. Judith had prudently
reserved the matches, thinking that in the next few days they might need another miracle out of her back
pocket. And in leaving, to pay for the poultice of herbs and lard with which the farmwife dressed
Berengar's wound, the bedraggled Count of the Garronais had laid an illusion over the wife's headdress
that would cast the glow of youthful beauty over her facefor at least aweek.

"Seethere, Ivo," sheld told her husband as they were leaving, "and you always say the elvenfolk can't do
aught of useto morta men!”

"Hmmph. And what good's a pretty picture? Say thisdflord castsillusion of agood harvest over tfidds,
will that fill my barns?' Ivo demanded. But he gave over grumbling long enough to loss hiswoman with
her newly spring-fresh face, so Berengar did not fed entirdy useless. And after an hour'snap inthe
shelter of farmer Ivo's barn, while Feurdevent munched hisnil of the farmer's oats, he pronounced
himsdlf fit enough to raise the ef-wind that should bring them amost to the Stones of Jura. "Almogt?!

"There are strong spells about the Stones," Berengar said. "lllusions set by the first lords of Faerie, and
snce the Catastrophe, another ring of protections—something like the spells about my keep, but where
those just make people forget what they came for, these make you want to run away and hide." He
gazed soberly at Judith. "It isafrightening place—worse, in some ways, than those who watched uslast
night. Areyou sure you wish to essay this?'

"I don't see that we have much other choice,” Judith said dowly. "There wasn't much of amoon last night.
Tonight, or tomorrow night at best, it'll be dark... Do you think that we can do it?"

"I don't know. It's not been tried before—mortals and e venkind working together at the Stones. For one
thing..." Berengar thought better of what he'd been going to say: that most morta s couldn't be tempted
within aleague of the place, even if an df had been willing to guide them.

"Wha?'

"Oh, nothing," Berengar lied. "'l wasjust thinking. We might need amortal mage, and astronger elf-lord,
to raise the Stonesto their full power. But if we can have any result at al—even aflicker of
success—waell, then, maybe that will help our world get through the next moon-dark. And maybe, with
that evidence, | can go to the Council and persuade them to link our lords with morta magesto raisethe
Stonesagain.”

There was too much of 'maybe’ and 'perhaps,’ in that to please Judith. But, as she'd said, what other
choice did they have? She wanted to get home. Berengar wanted to stop the Wild Hunt before it ravaged
hisentireworld. And al Judith's previous experiences with faculty meetings and computer stlandards
councils had |eft her very, very wary of leaving anything she redlly wanted to accomplish in the hands of a



committee.

"Areyou ready?" Berengar had mounted Heurdevent while shetried to talk hersdf out of thisjourney.
He reached ahand down to her and lifted her up behind him as easily asif she'd been no more weight
than Giles. The boy sprang up behind. Judith wondered for amoment if shewasthe only personin this
world who couldn't mount a bareback horse from the ground. Just one more reason to go home, to a
world where she had skillsthat counted for something...

Then Berengar spoke the words that brought the elf-wind whistling about her ears, and she wrapped her
arms around him and |leaned her face against his broad back and told herself it was no worse, redlly, than
riding amotorcycle, and probably much less dangerous.

And after dl, the anticipation was worse than the redlity. Asthey mounted into the clouds, Judith
remembered the wild dation of her first rideon
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Fleurdevent, and she forgot to be afraid. They rode through thunder and crackling rain and deet that
stung her face, then broke into sunlight and danced in the blue and yellow of the clear Sky. Fleurdevent
arched hisneck and curvetted in the air, Giles shouted with delight and Judith laughed aoud. For afew
enchanted momentsit didn't matter that she had lost the way home and that she was trapped on a
besieged and dying world, or that the man before her was not quite human, or that the speed and
freedom she enjoyed were his gift and nothing she could command on her own. All that mattered was
sun-dazzle and sky and the high thin crystaline music that wove a hauntingly sweet song through the
upper reaches of the sky.

"What wasthat music?' she called when they began to descend again, through mist and clouds, with the
sound of the sealoud somewhere ahead and to the | ft.

"The music of the spheres” Berengar's voice wasfeint. "\We went too high. But you took such joy init."

Heurdevent's hoofs rang out a harsher tune on the rocks where they came back to earth. "' thank you,"
Judith said gravely. The air wastoo thick here; shefdt asthough it must choke her. The mist had
followed them down to the ground, too, so that she could see nothing beyond the foggy circle of grass
and stones where they stood, and that troubled her; she had a sense of vague, inimical creatures watching
at adistance, large shape ess things much more frightening than the hounds of the Wild Hunt. She could
dill hear the piercing sweetness of the spheres snging in her memory, though, and aslong as she
remembered that melody she felt alittle safer. "If—whatever happens now, | am glad to have that to
remember. | hopeit did not cost too much of your strength.”

Berengar leapt down from Fleurdevent's back and stood feeing her. He was very pale. "No. Not that.
This place drains me—can't you fedl it?" Judith nodded. "Which way do we go?' Berengar closed his
eyesfor amoment and then pointed into the mist, and at once Judith knew that the large shapes she
feared were not around them in acircle; they were concentrated in the direction to which he pointed, and
they did not toant anybody coming closer. She swallowed and tried to force down theirrationa fear that
rosewithin her. "All right. But | think—Is Fleurdevent to stay here? Perhaps Giles had better stay to
watch the horse?' The kid was hurt dready, and held had as rough a night and morning asthe rest of
them. There didn't seem to be much point in dragging him to face whatever lay aheed.

Gilesthought differently. "No. Old FHowery doesn't need watching, do you, old felow?' He gave
Heurdevent afriendly dap on the flank. Berengar winced visibly a Giles shortening of the horse's name.
"I'm coming with you."



"Giles, you can't help us now," Judith protested, "and it's dangerous—"

"How do you know | can't? Y ou don't know what's up ahead. Neither does he. And anyway—" Giles
street-gparrow cockinessfaded. "l ain't staying here alone."

"Very well." Berengar stepped between Giles and Judith and took their hands. "Only, from here on, you
must be guided by me. There areillusions set between us and the Stones, and there are a so some very
red dangers, mortd sight cannot distinguish between them.”

"What about—" Judith hesitated. The fear that rolled towards her from the direction of the Stoneswas
amost palpable, staining the air she breathed like an oil sh'ck spreading its desth over the waves. Would
it grow stronger if she named it?

"Those who have been here since the Catastrophe,” Berengar said, "tell usthat al you can do about the
feding of repulsonistoignoreit.”

At firg, asthey advanced into the clammy mit, Judith found this about as easy asignoring the sound of
squeding brakes or the dentist's drill or any other shrill warning of immediate danger. Then it got even
worse. Her eyestold her that Berengar was glowing green and eight feet tal, and only hisfirm hold on
her hand and his reassuring voice promised her that nothing had redlly changed; and after that, there was
theilluson of aswampy lakefilled with hissng snakes, and cleverly placed in themidst of dl theillusory
snakes, one real and very annoyed snake of akind Judith had never seen before. She had just been
admiring its gaudy colors and the artistic way the spellcaster had made it seem to writhe lazily in the mud,
when one of those lazy writhing coils lashed out asfast as awhip and wrapped around Judith'swast. She
screamed and Berengar gripped the squeezing coilsin both hands and the pressure kept tightening until
she had no breath to scream. Then, suddenly, the coil around her relaxed and the snake, or whatever it
had been, dithered away into the mud and the mist.

Judith started to thank Berengar, but he shook his head. "Not me. | acted like afool—when | saw it
attacking you, | could not think. The strangledrakes are like shifting sands; the more you struggle against
them, the more they use your own strength against you until you are crushed in their coils. Giles saved
you. | don't know how he guessed that the strangledrakes cannot abide heat; maybe it wasin one of
those street baladshe sings."

Giles grinned and produced the remains of Judith's pack of matches.

"|—oh, good God," Judith said faintly. "Giles, in my own world | would have to talk to you about playing
with matches, but here—How did you get those, anyway? And how did you know what to do with
them?'

Giles reminded her that shed lit one of the matchesto impress farmer Ivo, and neatly evaded the question
of how the matchbook had been transferred from Judith's pocket to the loose bag of hisdeeve.

When they set their faces towards the Stones again, the spell of aversion was worse than ever, acrushing
weight of despair and grief and guilt that was amost pal pable.

‘That means we're getting closer,” said Berengar. He did not seem overjoyed at the prospect.
"Good!"
llemn

"What's wrong now?'



"Do you have afeding that we are not done? Even | can't seevery far inthismist, and what | do seeis
so mixed inwithilluson that | cannot make much of it; but | keep dunking that | hear footsteps or
VOiCes."

"Another illuson-trap?

"l hope s0," said Berengar. The three of them clasped hands and moved on, but now Judith found that
worrying about people she couldn't quite see or hear, somewhere out in the mist beyond their vision, was
nearly as bad astrying to ignore the waves of aversion and fear that oozed out all around the Stones.
Except it wasn't quite fear, she reflected. More like—

"Guilt," she said aloud. "Remorse, repentance—and it will never do any good, becauseit can never be
undone, and the world will go down in chaos."

Berengar gave her areproachful 1ook. ™Y ou have captured the feding of the Stones very well. Now
would you mind not talking about it? It's hard enough to ignore without putting it into words." He sighed,
and Judith saw that his forehead was damp with ;sweat. "If Sybille set these spells of aversion about
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the place-4br it was not so, they say, before the Catastrophe-then she was a master mage jrirmore
power than any of the e venfond now hold, and we shdl never be able to undo what she has done-

"l think," said Judith, "that unreasoning despair must be apart of the spell, too. If you haveto think like
that, I'd prefer that you didnt talk about it terengar looked amused, the way he usudly did when he
noticed that amortal was contradicting him. That, Judith thought, was a big g»p«ovement on despair. If it
would keep his mind oS the debihtatmg eflecte of the spell, she would be happy to contradict or insult
him every few stepsfor the «* «erterf the journey. She wondered what he would think of the Equal
Rights Amendment; if she could explain the concept, his probable reactions should give her plenty of

openingstoinsult him.
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

The holy Durand was strenuous in discipline, and most severe to correct the failings of delinquents;
wherefore was he much in demand to preach againgt the hereticsin the South, where by the might of his
words certain virgins who most obstinately adhered to the heresies of the Cathars and Bogomils were
burned by the townsfolk rising in anger against them. Also he sent many good knightsto perishin the
body, that their souls might be saved, in wars againgt the heathen Wends of the Bdltic regions and against
the accursed Saracens of Outremer. But most of al was he zed ous against the accursed demons called
Elvenkind, againgt whose luxurious ways and sinful ddights he raised up his Order. And in thefifty-third
year of Alianora called Queen of the Middle Realm he went alone upon amission to end the power of
the evenkind that they might acknowledge the strength of the One Way, and from that mission he never
returned; wherefore we may know mat Our Lord in pitifulness and mercy brought the blessed man
directly to hisbasom.

—Lifeof Saint Durand asrecorded in the annds of the Remigius Monastery
Margaret Batt

Therest of the journey was uneventful, if one didn't count such minor problemsasawailing voice off to
the right, the appearance of afiery chasm opening underfoot, and two more lazy strangledrakes who
hissed and oozed off when Giles waved lighted matches a them. The only rea problem waswalking
through the layers of invisible guilt and despair and repentance that lay deeper and deeper about them the



closer they got. By the time Judith could make out the shapes of stlanding stonesin the mist, she knew
that everything bad that had ever happened to those she loved, from the death of her puppy when she
was four to Nick's disappearance at die Stone-maidens, was eternaly and irrevocably her fault, and that
nothing she could ever do would make up for the one unidentified mistake that had doomed her and
everyone she loved. She could barely remember that there was some reason why they had come here;
head down, she pushed through waves of sorrow as palpable as cold seatides, hardly aware of what she
was doing. Berengar was holding her hand and talking steadily. She wanted to tell him to shut up; the
sounds of the language he used grated on the inside of her head like the screech of tortured metd. But
she couldn't even summon up the energy to snap a him until, between one step and the next, the waves
of misery receded and she fell forward onto blessedly smple, plain, unadorned stony ground,

Berengar drew bregth for another of those long grinding throat-stinging phrases.

"Stop," Judith begged. "Please stop. | don't know what you're saying, but it hurts my ears—and—were
here.” All around them the stones reared into the sky like sentinels, and insde this greet circle—at least
three times bigger than that enclosed by the Stonemai dens—the mist and theillusions had vanished. The
pale grassthat grew in knots and tufts was blessedly redl and clear to see, and when Judith lifted her
head she could see blue sky overhead and hear abird singing. It seemed forever since she had seenthe
sun, but she knew from looking at the sky that up above them was the golden and blue glory here they
had flown on the ef-wind with Heurdevent

"Why, soweare," said Berengar, blinking and looking about him like one awakened from adream. "And
yet it seemed to me that we would never come here—that we werein aspird that would never end.” His
voice sounded rusty, asif it was difficult to shift over from the magical language he had been using to fight
theillusonsinto whatever he normally spoke; Judith had decided some time ago that none of them were
speaking English, and had aso decided not to worry over the implications of that. Shewas just grateful
that she could talk to Berengar and the other peoplein thisworld. And now she was passionately grateful
that they had reached the sanctuary of the Stones. Whatever evil had beaten at them outside, it could not
touch them now.

Giles had thrown himself on the ground beside her, panting as though he'd just run al the way from
Poitou. While he gasped in the coal, clean air of the circle, and while Berengar looked about him
dazedly, Judith sat up and ran fingers through her tangled hair and wondered what would happen next.
Shedid not fed nearly as concerned about it as she had afew 1 minutes earlier; the cam blessing of
these silent | stones seeped into the ground and the air and even f into her bones. The stones were part of
the earth, and so was she; al things came right in the end; dl things rested in the end. Judith bresthed
deeply, and listened to the bird singing overhead, and felt the aching sadness within her dissolving and
vanishing like ripples dying out over aquiet pool.

Only one thing disturbed the symmetry of the circle; apair of stones, astdl asthe rest but some- what
rougher, leaned against each other asif they were about to step into the circle, hand in hand. Judith fdt a
flicker of disquiet whenever shelooked at those two rough pillars, and so she very sensibly looked the
other way, at the bluish stones behind Berengar's head.

"What do we do now?"' she said when at last she felt that she had drunk her fill of the peace and quiet
that filled this place like an unspoken blessing. She stood and laid one hand on the nearest stone. She
could dmogt fed the power humming through it; but something stopped it, abreak in the circle—perhaps
the disturbing asymmetry of those two leaning stones on the far side. Judith hoped it was not that. She did
not think the three of them could shift one of the ones an inch, let done manhandling two such greet
pillars back into place. Besides, there was no place visible for those two stones; the circle of stones
seemed to march on without a break behind them. Or maybe that was another illusion.



Berengar sghed and stood up. "'l am not sure. By mysdlf, | could barely bring the three of usthrough the
illusion-traps and. .. the other things... that guarded this place. | do not know if | would have madeit if
you had not been with me."

"Thenit didn't tire you out too much—jprotecting us?'

Berengar shook his head. "No, you lend me strength—or strength of will, at least. We of the evenkind
aretoo much inclined, when difficulties present themselves, to turn away and hope that matterswill be
easer on another day. Y ou see, there dwaysis another day; why suffer to no end? But how could | turn
away, when you and Giles were so stubbornly determined to fight through to the circle?"

"Urn. | thought it was the other way," Judith confessed. "1 would have run for my life back thereif you
hadn't been holding my hand; or sat on the ground, convinced it was useless, and waited for a
strangledrake to take me."

" wonder," Berengar said dowly, "I wonder just how far the other elven lords came—those who tried
beforeto lift the curse on the Stones. Many have returned, speaking of theillusion-traps and the crushing
fedingsthat get worse the closer you come. | do not recall that anyone has ever mentioned thet it gets
better once you are actudly inthecirde." A dow smile, thistime quite unforced, began to spread over his
face. "'l begin to suspect, my lady—my very fair and brave lady—that we are the first to have comethis
far sncethe Catastrophe.” He gave her avigorous one-armed hug. "Lady Judith, | salute you. With your
help, | have done what no lord of Elfhame has attempted in dl these dreary years.”

Being so closeto Berengar was dizzying; and now there was no ef-wind, no glory of sun and sarsand
clouds whesdling about them, to explain the way shefdlt.

"All the same," Judith said some moments later, wriggling free of Berengar's arm and trying not to took at
Giles, "dl the same, we haven't succeeded yet.”

"No. Perhaps..." Berengar rubbed his chin and scowled at the silent stones. "Thereisaritefor cdling the
power of the Stones. | haveread it inthe scrollsat Ys."

"Marvelous. What did the scrolls say about it?!
"That since the Catastrophe it hasn't worked.”
"Oh. Great."

"But," Berengar said chearfully, "'l strongly suspect that the scrolls didn't say everything. The others
who've tried to raise the Stones probably never got thisfar, or they would have mentioned it. Instead,
111 wager they stood a good safe distance away from die Stones—about where we | eft
Heurdevent—and tried from there. We have two things hel ping usthat they didn't have."
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"Wereinthecircle" Judith agreed. "Maybe that's necessary? In any casg, it should be easier to do magic
here than out in the mist, with al the Stones protections battering on us.”

"Exactly. And" Berengar beamed at her, "they did not have the wit to invite mortal aid in their endeavor.
Y ou may be the key that unlocks the Stonesto us.”

"Um. Yes. Ah—what exactly do we do now?"

"We must find the keystone and link hands about...." Berengar fdll silent. Judith followed the direction of



his gaze. He was |ooking at the largest of the smooth bluish stones; at its base, rather, where something
disturbed the smooth perfection of the turf.

"What's the matter?'
Berengar shook his head. 'The Durandines were before us. They have chained the Stones. Lookl"

"But aren't we going to unlock the power... Oh." Judith began to make sense of theirregular line of
bumps and rounded curvesthat lay about the base of the keystone. "Y ou weren't speaking
metaphoricaly, wereyou?' She kndt and lifted theiron chain free of the grassthat had grown over it.
Each link was asthick as her wrist, and the ends of the chain were joined by amassive padlock, aslarge
as abook, square and heavy and uncompromisingly solid. It was a mean-looking lock, the sort that said
Y ou won't get the better of me, the sort of lock that made one think of prisoners wasting away in
dungeons until their bones dipped free of theiron bondsthat held diem to thewall. Judith did not liketo
touch it; she didn't even want to think of the effect thisweight of iron could have on Berengar, whose
elven flesh was scarred from a single brushing touch of ablade.

"We don't haveto touch it?" she suggested, knowing as she said so that there would be something wrong
with the suggestion.

Berengar shook his head. "So much iron—it will leach away the power even aswedraw it to us. And |
misdoubt me the rite will not succeed even so far; | cannot stand near that chain with awhole mind.”

"We could try another stone?"

Again Berengar shook his head. "No other would do. Thisisthe keystone of the Stones power. Asan
arch has akeystone which is necessary to keep die other stones each in its place, so acircle of power
hasits keystone which holds the powers of the earth within the reach of evenlcind.”

"How can you tell that it'sthisone?' Giles wanted to know.
"| dare not approach. But you may. Can't you fed it?"

Judith laid her cheek against the weethered surface of the stone and thought that she could indeed fedl
something. It was dmost like ahumming in the earth, vibrating through the stone and into her body. "Yes.
The power isinit—it'sadmog dive. Giles, do stop fiddling with that chain and help me think of something
to do!"

Gileswas dumped on the ground, picking idly at tike massive padlock. Judith couldn't bear to watch him.
She stared out over die fog-enshrouded plain that surrounded diem. Now that Berengar had pointed out
the chain, every lump and hummock in the grassy expanse seemed to take on its own menacing secrets.
A ripplein the grass could be a strangledrake waiting to catch diem as they departed, the rounded
mound just outside the circle could be...

"Berengar,” shesaid quietiy, "l think | know what happened to him."
"Who?'

"The man who set this chain about the keystone.”" Judith pointed, unwilling to step outside die
protec-litkra of die circle. Berengar joined her and looked [<bwn where she pointed. Now daat she
knew what she was |ooking at, it was perfectly clear to Judith: the white rounded curve of bone, the
empty eye-sockets filled with grass, the shreds of agray robe blending with mud and dead grass.

"Aye," Berengar said softly. "Poor mortal. The Stones have their own power, and they would take their



own revenge on the one who attempted to chain them." He shivered, and Judith remembered the crushing
weight of despair that had beaten them down just before they stumbled into the circle. For the mortal
man who put a chain about the keystone of Jura, the Stones might have been no refuge from that despair.

"I wonder if putting the chain on killed him, or if hejust couldn't find the will to move once histask was
accomplished?"

"WEelIl never know, "Berengar said, "/wonder..."
"Wha?'

"Saint Dtirand is sad to have met amartyr's desth combating evil, by which he meant the evenkind, but
thetales of his death are vague and contradictory, and the Durandines have no relics of hisbody. |
wonder..." he said again. "It would explain why no one knew that the Stones had been chained,” He
grimaced and ground his good fist into the surface of the stone. "Had | known, we might have brought a
morta smith with us... there are enough skilled metalworkers among my own serfdl”

"My lady?" Gilestugged at Judith's pantsleg.

"Not now, Giles!" Judith snapped. Berengar was going into his Doom and Despair mode again, and she
had to find some way to stop him; she couldn't take time to amuse the boy now.

"Thank you." Giles squatted on the ground again, happily fiddling with theiron chain. Judith remembered
the flickering touch of fingers across her hip md patted her pocket. Last tune held abstracted the
matches, thistime it was her hairpin hed taken. Oh, well, whatever made him happy—

"Therel" Giles grunted with satisfaction and stood up, staggering dightly under the weight of theiron
chain. Theends of die chain trailed free, and the padlock lay open on the grass.

"Giled" Judith'sirritation vanished; she stooped down and hugged Giles. "How did you do it?
Y ou—you—"

"Picked thelock," Giles supplied while she kissed his cheek. "Gentlefolk," he said with atouch of scorn.
"Don' think. Wasn't nothing to it, not for me astrained with Jacquesthe Finger."

Judith took the chain in both hands and heaved it out into the misty grass. It fell acrossthe dead saint's
boneswith agrim clank. The padlock followed. Theiron was only afew feet away now, but at least it
was out of the circle, and she could see the color coming back into Berengar's face.

"Right," hesaid. "l am ashamed. Once again, amorta hasled the way. Link hands about the stone.”

Asquickly asthat, he was back in command of the situation. "Natura born management materia,” Judith
murmured, but she did as he said. The bumming of the keystone was stronger now, amost asif it felt
grateful to befreed of itsiron bonds. When Berengar began speaking in that strange grating language,
Judith fet aseries of sharp, dmogt painful breaksin the humming noise. Giles squeaked in surprise and
jumped back, breaking the contact.

"It stung me!" he gpologized.
"No matter,” Berengar said. "WewiD try again.”

Thistime Giles held his place, but the jolts that went through the stone were fainter, and after afew
seconds even the humming died away.



Berengar drew adeep bresth and shook hishead. "I can't do it. Maybe if you two |learned the words and
sad them with me?*

"You haven't felled entirdy," Judith said. "L ook, themigt islighter now. And | can dmost see..."

She squinted into the white fog. There were outlines of running figures, men on foot, and men on
horseback chasing them; she could seethe dull glint of armor and hear the whistling sound of an ugly
iron-studded ball on a chain as one of the men on horseback swung his weapon through the air. She
gripped Berengar'sarm. "What isthat?'

Even as she spoke, the figures drew close enough for her to make out their features through the clinging
migt. "Nick!" Judith ran out of the circle, and the fog engulfed her.

They'd had hard walking through the fog and illusions. Lisa, with her eyes closed, kept tripping over the
low hummocks of salty grass. Nick tried to hold her hand and guide her as best he could, but he had
problems of hisown: he kept seeing things that weren't there. At least, he knew the sheet of flamesthat
rose before him wasn't redlly there, because Lisawaked right through it without asinged hair; and he
didn't redly believein the nest of snakesthat turned into dithering rainbows when he stared hard at them;
but he was never quite sure about another, larger snake that flicked itstongue at them and then, just as
Lisawas about to step on it, turned and oozed off into thefog asif in search of better-tasting quarry.

All theselittle distractions kept Nick from guiding Lisaaswell as he should. She stumbled and fell severd
times; once he was shielding his face from something that croaked like afrog and flew on long bat-wings,
and another time he was staring at the rainbow snakes. And al the while, the weight of fear and sorrow
and desol ation that emanated from the Stones pressed heavier and heavier on both of them, so that it
hardly seemed worth their while to speak. Nick was not even sure why they went on; except that having
concentrated al hiswill in the effort to put onefoot in front of the other, he was not able to change what
remained of hismind.

Besides, Lisawould have gone on without him, and it wasworse for her; he could tell that by looking at
her. Her legs were scratched and scraped from fells, and there were tears running down from her closed
eyes, but she kept stcumbling ahead with one hand before her and the other clasping Nick'sfingers, nicea
degpwalker caught in an endless nightmare.

Why don't you leave her here? jeered the soft, smothering voices that came from the Stones. Y ou re no
good to her. You let them take Judith, and you can't help Lisas—you're no good to anybody. Everything
you have done has been a mistake and it istoo late now to makeit right.

Nick admitted the indictment, pled guilty and waited for sentencing, but thetrid went onand onin his
head, and he had forgotten whatever words of law he might have used to defend himsdlf. All he knew
wasthat if he withdrew hishand from Lisascold fingers, she would be left donein the nightmare; and
nobody should beleft done here.

He never knew, afterwards, how long it took them to reach the Stones. It felt like days. Tlieachein his
legs and the blister that was growing insde the worn spot on his sneakerstold him that he'd been walking
for half aday at least. And yet he had the feding that if he looked back over his shoulder, if there were
anything to mark the spot where the Wild Hunt had dropped them, if he could see through the fog, he
would seethat they had not come haf amile.

So he didn't look back.

He was bitterly tired, though, and he would have suggested to Lisathat they stop and rest if heldd thought
shewould have listened to him. He was relieved when she came to an abrupt hat, head up, sniffing the



ar again asthough she could caich the scent of the Stones in the muffling fog that surrounded them.

"Yes" Nick said. "It's about timefor arest." He started to st down on alow hummock of grassand
rocks, but Lisatugged at his hand.

"Not here, youidiot! If you it down, you'll start wondering what's the point in going on, and then youll
begin to wonder why you should get up again, and then you'll stay here until you rot.”

"How do you know that?"

Lisaopened her eyes and pointed over to the left. Nick followed the direction of her finger and saw that
one of the low mounds he'd taken for grass-covered rocks was actua ly composed of long yellowish
bones. And under the grass, he saw the rounded outline of askull.

"Oh." Heswdlowed." That'ser, that's not anilluson?"

"I can hear the man's death,” Lisasaid. "He sat down to rest. He must have been mortd; his spiritis
lingering. | think it wants the bones to be taken away for aMass, and for buria in consecrated ground.”

Nick looked suspicioudy at thelow mound of grass where held been about to Sit.
"It'sdl right,” Lisasaid. "That onesjust grass... | think."

"But it'snot agood ideato stop.”

"No..."

"Thenwhy," asked Nick with the flickering remnants of hisreason, "why are we standing here?" Not that
he cared very much about the answer; he wastoo tired to care. But whatever wasleft of hismind ill
noticed incongruities.

"| thought | heard something.” Lisalifted her shouldersafraction of aninch and let them sag down again,
asif even shrugging wastoo much effort. "Men cdling. .. Probably another illuson.”

Nick was about to agree, and wondering whether it was worth the trouble to open his mouth, when he
felt ashiver under hisfedt, asif the ground were stirring. Another, sharper jolt followed thefirst, and Nick
had theillusion that he could see rents and fissures opening in the white wall of fog behind Lisas head.
And past those trembling cracks, there was aflickering image of tal stones standing against a blue sky.

"Lookl" He grabbed Lisas arm and pointed. "Is—isthat the place?’

Even as he spoke, the image faded back into fog. But "now it seemed to Nick that the mist was alittle
thinner, and that he could see the redl bulk of the stones, bluish-gray shapes that stood unmoving no
meatter how the gauzy mist swirled about them.

"Therethey ard”

The shout came from behind them, the way they had come. Nick looked over his shoulder and saw a
steel-clad man on horseback bearing down on them. Bushy dark eyebrows snarled together above a
facefull of hatred; the ground shook under the weight of his mailed horse. Behind them came more
armed men, facdlessin the mit, but al heading directly for Nick and Lisawith deadly intent.

Nick turned and ran into the thinning fog, heading straight for the place where held glimpsed that vision of
the stones, dragging Lisawith him. How far? The stones had seemed close enough, but he could fed the
pounding of hoofs just behind them. Theillusons were thinner now, even Nick could seetheir nature. He



and Lisaran through awaterfall and across a chasm and stepped on aredl, squirming scaled serpent with
clawed legs, and kept on running. Behind them, a horse's hoof landed on the serpent’s body. It screamed
thinly, like atrapped rabbit, but only for amoment. Nick thought he could smell the sweat of their
pursuers, he dared not pause to look over his shoulder. The tufts of long
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saw-toothed blades cutting through his pants and the trickles of blood running down hislegs. He didn't
want to think of how the blades would be cutting Lisa's bare legs. She was sobbing for breath now; she
could not go much farther. Something whizzed past Nick's head and he caught a bare glimpse of an ugly
spiked ball on the end of achain. The rider was coming up beside Lisanow; he amed at her and Nick
jerked her bodily out of the way of aswing that would have split her head in two.

Another flicker of light troubled the air, and Nick glimpsed the stones rising clear and tall like apromise
of sanctuary. Too far away; the black-browed man on the horse would cut them off if they kept running.

Nick did not havetimeto think, but for oncein hislife hisbody did what he needed it to without planning
or taking notes or preparing in advance. With one thrust he pushed Lisa ahead of him, towardsthe
stones, and in the same motion he launched himsdlf toward the horseslegs. He curled in aball ashefdll
and wrapped hisarms about his head and for amoment he thought it was going to work, that he would
pass under the horse like a circus acrobat and come up unharmed on the other side. Then something
struck the side of his head and the world exploded into a blackness of stars, very peaceful except for the
painin his head; the last thing he saw was another illusion, but one that et him go out smiling. It was good
to see Judith again, even if he knew she couldn't redly be there.

"What do we do now?" Lisaasked.

"l seem," said Judith dmost inaudibly, "to have been asking that question for quitealong time. And |
think wevedl run out of answers.”

They were sitting in the center of the Stones of

Jura. Nick's head was cradled in Lisas lap; thefeint rise and fal of his chest showed that he till lived, but
the side of his head was a bloody concave mass of crushed and splintered bone. Judith had seen him fell,
and shed given up hope then; it was Lisa, tears running down her face, who'd insisted that they drag him
into the circle of the Stoneswhile Berengar'sillusions held the monks at bay.

All around them bluish-gray stones, smooth and polished with centuries of sun and wind and rain, kept
watch; beyond the stones, theillusions that Berengar was throwing at the armed Durandine monks
crackled and spat like burning ice. The bones of men who'd died in die traps of the Stonesrose again
and fought the Durandines, the little strangledrakes grew wings of fire and screeched defiance, the horses
reared and snorted at the smells of fresh blood and old bones. The monks shouted and turned on each
other, unableto tell friend from foe or redity from nightmare, until the call to retreat drew them back.
Berengar leaned againgt the tallest stone, the one he had named the keystone, and tried to catch his
bresth.

"Will they be back?'

"Maybe. Probably. | don't know." Berengar made an exhausted gesture. "1 did not think die Durandines
were such doughty fighters. Their leader Hugh—Dbefore, he seemed to prefer hanging back and leaving
the fighting to others, what has turned him into such awarrior?'

"It wasn't Hugh," Lisasaid. With one hand she kept smoothing the dark hair that fell over Nick's
forehead, and there were tears running down her face, but she spoke asif she had not noticed them. "



got agood look at the man in front. It was your friend. Bishop Rotrou.”

"Rotroul But—" Berengar'singtinctive gesture of denia was checked dmaost before he had begun.
"Then... that explansmuch,” hesaid, "that | had

IB- wondered over. The Durandines keep the identity of their leader secret, ostensibly so that no king or
baron can interfere with their right to free eections; now | see another advantage. | had aways supposed
that the leader of the Order must himself be a member of the Order; and at the sametime, | wondered
that akindly and tolerant man like Rotrou should be so friendly with the Durandines, even to tolerating
one of their number as his principa clerk. Now | understand. Hugh was useful to him to carry messages,
for no one would wonder at the bishop's clerk visiting fellows of his own order; and Rotrou, as a secret
Durandine, must have been most useful to them in their dedlings with the world." He sighed and seemed
to brace himself againgt an invisible pressure. "In that case, they will most certainly be back; Rotrouisa
fighting bishop of the old type, and not one to be frightened off by ghosts and shadows."

"And you can't keep thisup forever,” Judith said. His face had gone from paeto greenish; the df-bright
hair was darkened and dampened with sweat, and from the awkward way he held hisleft arm she could
guessthat the iron-wound was paining him rather badly.

Berengar managed an exhausted smile. "My lady, | will continueto castillusonsaslong as| may, but it
would bewdl if we could bring other aid. Even thelittle attempt we made a wakening the Stones has
roused them dightly; without them | could not have accomplished even so much as| have done.”

"Y ou want to try again? Y ou were saying—if | could learn the words you were saying, would that help?"*

"Yes, But | do not know if we should take thetime." Berengar smiled again, and Judith felt her heart
aching for him. It wasn't fair for aman to be so tired and despairing, to see hisworld going down about
him, and till to smile at her so sweetly.

"It will not be necessary,” Lisasad. Very gently, shelowered Nick's head to the ground. She frowned at
the sght of hisface turned sideways againgt the rough grass. One of the deeves of her gown was hanging
loose where the bishop's mace had dashed downward. She pulled it off, ignoring Berengar's and Judith's
shocked gasps at the sight of her bruised and torn shoulder, and made apillow of it for Nick's head.
Then she turned to Berengar and met hiseyes, biting her chin dightly. "It will not be necessary to teach
Judith thewords of therite," she said again. "1 know them."

Berengar nodded dowly. "Then—you are Syhille, despite your mortal seeming? But wewill ill need the
aid of amorta to raise the stones, will we not?"

"You haveit," said Lisa. Therewere till tearsin her eyes, but her voice was dmost gay, asif shewere
shedding an intolerable burden. "I keep telling you people I'm not Sybille; one of these days you're going
to haveto bdieveme.”

"Then—who are you, who move between the worlds and know our ancient magic?' Berengar
demanded.

Lisasmiled through her tears. "'l should have thought you'd have guessed,” she said. "'l wasthewizard's
gpprentice, of course. And dl thisismy fault; soif | can help now to redeemit, | will do whatever
pleasesyou.”

"Thewizard's gpprentice,” Berengar said dowly. "The morta boy—"

"That," said Lisg, "isone of the many errorsthat have crept into the story; | suppose because nobody



could credit that a mere woman could be taught so much of magecraft asto be any use at al to agresat
eflord like Joffroi of Brittany." Her voice hardened. "Indeed, we would al have been better off if | had
been aboy; maybe then | would not have been so beglamored by Joflroi's promises. But my father had
only one plain, sickly girl-child, and what was agreat wizard to do with adaughter too dull and plain to
be well married, and no son to carry on his craft? He made me his apprentice, and in his pride he taught
me more than any apprentice should know. It was rather ascanda at the time; strange how it should
have been forgotten in the tales that remain. | suppose that is because the chronicles are mostly written by
the dvenldnd, and you think the details of morta lives are hardily worth recording—we have such short
livesanyway, like mayflies" Therewaslittle humor in her dry laugh. "Isn't that Strange, my lord Berengar,
when here | am, amere mortd, and yet | have lived longer than any of your elven lords? It seemed to me
only the blink of an eyethat I'd been out of thisworld, and yet | came back to find that everyone | knew
was long dead and that even my great sinful story had been al but forgotten.”

"We of the evenldnd have made many mistakesin our dedlingswith mortas™ Berengar said quietly.
"Modtly, | think, we underestimate your kind. That isone error | shal not make again.”

"Don't worry," Lisasaid, "it's nothing compared to my mistake. None of your errors stripped the world
of magic and loosed the Wild Hunt upon men. / have the honor of having made the worst mistake of all
thisworld'shigory."

"And that was?' Berengar prompted, as Lisa stared out beyond the blue pillars that surrounded them.

"Haven't you guessed? | told you that my training in magecraft was ascanda and awonder in Poitou;
even the elvenldnd were interested, for once, in morta doings, for it was said that there'd never been a
morta with such talent as | showed for magecraft—and | only agirl, and an apprentice! Oh, my father
boasted mightily, and many were the days when an elven lord dined at our table and conversed with us,
amog asif wewere hisequals, on the arts of magic. One of them,”" Lisasaid, "one of them was Joffroi of

Brittany. And he was the only one who seemed to see me. The others saw, | don't know, auseful toal, a
rarity, an oddity—amorta freak, agirl with the talent and skillsto be awizard. Joffroi also saw atoal,”
shesaid, "but he knew that the tool had aface, and hands, and fedlings. He talked to me about something
other than magecraft; he pretended a concern about the bitterness between eves and mortals;, he had
grand plansto end therift." Shelaughed again. "He and | wereto join in marriage and magecraft, so he
had it, and were to do something at the Stones of Jurathat would free their power in the earth so thet all
might partake of it, dvesand mortasdike."

"And you believed him? I do not think," said Berengar, "that was such aterrible mistake. It was anoble
dream, even if the man who made it wasabar."

"No," Lisasad flatly. "I should have known he never meant to do it; there was evidence enough in the
kind of questions he asked of my father and me, and | was warned by other elven lordsthat Joflroi had a
bad name—oh, for dedlings with women, mortal and elven, and for hislust after power. | didn't want to
hear thewarnings. | loved him, and | wanted him to beaman | should love, and | refused to see anything
d"

"Until you cameto the Stones of Jura," Berengar said.

"Yes. Eventhen| let him persuade me. | knew what we were doing; | knew that the words and signswe
made between us were drawing dl the power of die Stonesinto asingle stream, something that one
man—or one eflord—could hold between histwo hands. He told me that was the only way to do it, that
he would take the power of the Stones only so that he could give it back again to mortalsand
*eftvenltind equaly. | wanted to believe him. Then



Syhilleinterrupted us—and hetried to kill her. Y our people had more than illusion in those days,
Berengar; the df-fire he threw burned with real heat." Lisa pushed the long loose hair back from her face.
There was awhite scar on theleft Sde of her forehead. " Sybille defended herself well enough, but—I
was between them, and he knew | had no defense; he didn't mind if | waskilled. And we had begun the
rite, and al the power of the Stoneswas rushing past us like astream, and | knew that he had used me
and lied to me and that | was afool who'd given over theworld to him, and I—I just wanted it to stop,
don't you see? And to get away. | was so ashamed. | don't know what | did, or how it worked; | threw
mysdlf into the stream of power and it carried me away."

"Y ou wanted everything to stop,” said Berengar, "and it did. Y ou wanted to be someplace far away, and
the Stones sent you out of thisworld. And—now | know what we've al been wading through to come to
mis place, what has kept both mortals and e venkind away. | thought the aversion we felt was aspell set
by Syhbille. But it wasjust the Stones reflecting the last things you felt, guilt and shame and total misery.”

Lisanodded. "And cowardice. | didn't know what had happened here, and even if | had known how to
come back, | think | would have been afraid to faceit. But | swear to you, Berengar, | did not know it
wasthisbad! | never dreamed that al the power of the Stones had gone out of the land!”

"| believeyou," Berengar said. "And—it has not gone out of theland, | think. I think it became bound to
you, rather than to Lord Joflroi, when you stepped out of theritual he had devised.”

Lisalooked at her empty hands. "To me? But—"
"Y ou have been most amazingly lucky," Berengar said, "in thisworld and in thet other one.”

Judith spoke for thefirst timein along while; her voice was rough with the tears she had not shed for
Nick. "Drawers," she said ungteadily, "that lock by themselves, and silver butterflies coming out of
nowhere—"

"Angdsof fire," Berengar added, "and a mortal woman who can change the form of an f-dress. |
should have suspected; but | thought you were Syhille. Whereis Sybille, then? And Joffi-oi?"

Lisaseyes did towards the two bluestone pillars that seemed out of place. "I don't know," she said. 'That
is—I'm not sure—oh, | don't want to think about it! Do you think we can raise the Stones, Berengar?
Perhaps, if you'reright, if I bound the power to me, perhaps| can unbind it. Perhaps| can undo
everything, after dl.”

"Wecantry," Berengar said.

He and Lisa stood on opposite sides of the keystone and reached out their hands to make acircle. Judith
opened her mouth to tell them it wouldn't work, that they would need her or Gilesto completethecircle;
then she saw that their fingertips were touching on both sides of the pillar, but whether it had shrunk or
they had grown she could not quite tell. The words they spoke fitted together like sweet chords of music,
asif Lisasvoice complemented the saw-edged words of Berengar's ritual and made them whole again.
And asther voicesintertwined, Judith felt the humming in the ground and saw the mist around them
thinning.

Nick was il bresthing shallowly. If Lisaand Berengar raised the Stones, could they heal him? Shedid
not dare ask for fear of disturbing their concentration. Giles was huddled beside her, shivering; the
wonders of the day had findly become too much for alittle street urchin from Paris. Judith put her arm
around the boy and they knelt together beside Nick's unconscious body, two mortals watching an
ef-lord and agirl who wasno longer quite mortal asthey tried to raise forces neither of them fully
understood.



Three times Berengar's voice fatered, and each time the humming died away, and on the third time his
left arm dropped and he lost touch with Lisasfingertips and a shock trembled through the earth.

"I'm sorry," he said. He was swesting again, and there were two bright red spots high on his chegkbones.
If eves could have infections and araging fever, Judith thought, that was Berengar's trouble. " Perhaps
leter ..."

Helooked out into the mist. Judith had heard it too. There might be no later. Thejingle of horses gear
and therattle of mail sounded on every side of tile tonecircle. All Lisas and Berengar's efforts had
served only enough to lift the spells of illusion and repulsion about the Stones|ong enough for the monks
of the Durandines to come closer.

"Il havetotry again."

"Nol" Judith took his hand. "It'stoo dangerous. Don't you see, every timeyou and Lisatry to raisedie
Stones, theillusionslift for amoment; and the monkscomecl oser.And. . . otherthings/Perhapssheld been
imagining the panting noise of shadowy things dinking close to the ground. But she did not think so. "We
cant affordto try again.”

Berengar shook his head. "Y ou mean, we cannot afford to fail again." He glared a hiswounded arm and
gpat out crackling phrasesin the Old Tongue. "That | should be so weak, now, when for the first time
there are others dependent on me! If only we had another of the evenkind to lend me strength!”

Helooked around the circle, and Judith thought that each of them weighed like another stone on his soul.
Nick, wounded and near to death; Giles, looking up at Berengar with worship and fear mingled; Lisa, the
bedraggled girl from another time and place, with her own bitter self-mocking strength to add to

Berengar's, and hersdlf, bright enough to get them here but not clever enough to find away out of the
refuge that had turned into atrap. Four mortals, al of them dependent now on Berengar. "Do you hate
us?' Judith asked. "For bringing you into thistrgp?'

Berengar smiled. "We are not trapped while hope isleft, my dear lady. | will rest amoment and essay to
raise the Stones once more." He squeezed her hand. "And even if | fail, you and the others should stand
in no danger from Rotrou. The Durandines hate heretics, infidels, and the elvenkind. They have no quarre
with mortalswho are good daughters of Mother Church. Y ou must make a cross of something, and hold
it before you, and—"

"And beg for mercy, and watch while they hack you down, or while the Wild Hunt takes you?

"Oh, it need not cometo that," said Berengar. "After dl, if they enter thecircle, Lisaand | will havefailed,
and if wefailed to raise the Stones, then we are no danger to Rotrou's dreams of power. Asfor the One
Who Rides, he must know that | have no soul to take."

Judith thought that Rotrou would not wish to leave any of them diveto identify him asthe leader of the
Durandines; and even if he wereinclined to mercy, the Huntsman was there dso in the mist that shut out
sunand light.

Berengar leaned on the keystone and breathed dowly and deeply. With each breath he seemed to stand
alittle straighter, and his eyes sparkled. But hisface was so pd e that Judith imagined he was growing
trangparent, that she could see the weethered blue-gray surface of the stone through his white face. She
dared not interrupt his concentration by asking what price he was paying for the strength that he seemed
to breathe out of the air. What difference did it make? He would tell her that no price was too great. But
shefdt that he was consuming his own substance so that He might put forth one last effort to save them



al, when he might yet have been able to use his elven powersto save himsdf; and she would have wexpt,
but she had no tears | eft.

Lisamoved to stand beside her. "It may not be so bad asyou thinic," shesaid in alow voice, not to
break Berengar's concentration. "The—other ones you spoke of ? They brought me here—me and Nick.
| don't know why; but they did us no harm. They wanted me to come back to the Stones. | think they
may mean usnoill.”

Judith's head moved in aviolent gesture of negation, but she stopped herself before she spoke. Lisahad
seen the work of the Hounds; she had only seen their shadows and felt the fear and hopel essness that
emanated from them. Lisahad more right than she to judge what they wanted.

Anyway, she thought, what difference did it make whether they were killed by a ghost-hound's teeth or
the bishop's mace? Dead was dead. In afew minutes, as soon as Berengar tried and failed again, it
would al be over for her, and she would no longer care that she could not go home again or that this
world, which might have been so lovely, wasto be given over entirely to the grim rule of the Durandines.

Judith stared at the blue pillar of the keystone, and blinked her eyes, and told hersdlf that it wasfoolish to
cry now when it was nearly over one way or the other. Then she blinked again, and rubbed her eyes, and
tried not to begin hoping that what she imagined she saw meant some hope for them. The mist around the
keystone was glowing with al the colors of sunrise, pink and lavender and opal escent reds and oranges.
Had Berengar waked the stones after dl, and were they coming from their long degp now?

"Look!" shetried to say, but the word came out as an inelegant croak. She pointed, and the others
turned their heads and stared as the sunrise glow moved, rose higher, and became a sparkle of light too
bright to look at. The point of flame swooped above the keystone and darted down into their midst, and
Judith, who would have been entranced by it a any other time, swallowed hard over her disappointment.

Thelight grew and diffused until Judith could see, bathed in aflickering cloak of fire, the form of adender
being with golden arms and legs and long streamers of golden hair and trailing wings of fire, with aface of
such unearthly purity and beauty that it al but stopped her breath for amoment.

"Zaharid!" Lisawaskndlt to theleve of the fire-gprite, holding out her hands asif shewelcomed an old
friend; Judith could never imagine calling the creature behind that face friend. It was young-old, flawless,
untouched by mortdity; beside it, Berengar, who could bleed and suffer and make jokes in the face of
desth, seemed as human as she was hersdif.

Lisacocked her head asif she could hear some-dung in the dancing music that sparkled, bright and clear
and heartless, around die fire-sprite's aurora of light. "What? No. No. No," she repeated athird time, so
fiercely that Judith knew she must have been tempted by whatever the orite offered. "I thank you,
but—thisis my trouble, you see, that | made along time ago. | will not leave my friends now.

"It owesmealife,” she said to the others. "It has helped me since then, but it keeps saying the debt is not
paid until it can save my Meinitsturn; goparently it's been waiting for meto get into serious enough
trouble to make it worthwhile to reappear.”

"An angd," said Berengar dowly. He dropped to one knee beside Lisaand bowed his head in the blaze
of coal firethat lit the entire circle now. "An angd of fire... | haveread of such things, your Church
gpesks of them, but | know no one who has seen one before. And it will save you now?"

"No," said Lisa, cdmer now, "I don't go without my friends," shetold Zaharid, "Can't you save usanr

/ owe you one Ufe, not many. Thefire-angd's thought was so clear that Judith thought she could hear it



ingde her head; or maybe shewasjust filling in the blanks to match Lisas half of the conversation.

"WEell, then, one of these can go. It's not their fault; they were drawn in after me." Lisaturned to
Berengar. "You aremost at risk if the Durandines break through.”

"I am aknight of the Middle Realm and Count of the Garronais," said Berengar, "and | do not abandon
my people.”

"Judith?"

Judith shook her head. "Wherewould | go in thisworld?' She had lost Nick. If the Stones could not be
raised, shewould lose her chance of going home, and she would aso lose Berengar, which should have
been trivid beside die other things, but somehow was not. Life was sweet, the damp sdty mist she
breathed was very swest to taste, but—"Where would | go?"' she repeated.

Gilesdid not even spesk; he just clung to Judith's arm and tried to burrow into her Iap. Judith tried to
detach him, but he shook his head and would not be parted from her. And one lagt, insane, pointless
hope came to Judith then.

"If none of uswill gowith Zahariel," she breethed, "could he—"
"It," Lisacorrected her. "Angds have no gender.”

"Could it repay its debt in another way?' She looked at the fire-angd's beautiful, impossible presence,
then at her brother with his crushed head pillowed on the torn deeve of Lisasgreen gown. Lisawas
ligening again.

"It saysit can restore one life as payment of its debt,” she reported, and sprang to her feet.

]Then—"

"No! Come with me, Zahariel!" Lisathrust hersetf between Nick and the fire-sprite, and Judith gasped
with horror. After dl this, was Lisagoing to betray them, to save hersdf and leave Nick to die with them?
Even asLisaran acrossthe grassto die far sde of the circle, Judith began making excusesfor her. What
was the point of healing Nick, if they could neither raise die Stones nor escape the Durandines? At leest,
if Zahariel took Lisaaway, one of them would live; wasn't that better than nothing?

But they were not leaving the circle. Lisa paused between the two stones that stood out of place and
rested her hand on the nearest one. "'l think it isthisone," she said softly.

Zaharid circled die gone at the height of aman's head, and the humming that came from his
fire-feathered wings was so high and sweet that Judith wanted to cover her ears, but at the sametime she
wanted to listen to it forever. The fire-music was the direct opposite of the silver hunting horn she had
heard in the forest; where that music brought fear and acold heart, this made her fee more divethan
ever before, asif al that had passed before she heard the fire-angel had been only awaking dream. The
very air seemed clear and bright where Zahariel passed; and the pillar—

The pillar of blue stone seemed to be quivering at the edges, asif the molecules of the stone were
separating to release something long held within. The surface of the stone acquired flesh tones, began to
show the rough modeling of asculptor'sfirst attempt at shaping aface. It was not quite clear yet, but it
was going to be the head of ayoung man.

"No!" Lisaghrieked. "No! | made amistake! Not that onel"



Margaret Bal

Zaharid's high sweet humming cameto adiscordant, jangling hat that left Judith feding asthough her
nerves and muscles had been forcibly separated. She had been so intensdly aware, living in and through
the music, that there was nothing to shelter her from the discord. She staggered and fell back against
Berengar, who barely managed to hold her up. Shelooked into hisface and saw that the changein the
music had hurt him too.

Gileshad very sensbly curled himsdlf into aball and wastrying to melt into the earth.

And Zaharid was circling the other pillar now, sSinging it into life, Snging the soneinto living, breathing
softness until shapel ess stone became awoman's face and the perfect folds of along sweeping gown,
until the face took on the shimmering paetints of even flesh and the folds of cloth glowed with green and
lavender and hints of silver spray, until die cold perfection of the face awoke and the eyesasblue as
Berengar's looked out on the world and the gown trembled.

Zaharid's song ended on a high triumphant note and he soard skyward, vanishing into the mist even as
Syhille, Lady of Elfliame, stepped forth from the stone that had imprisoned her. "Who," she demanded of
theworld at large, "dlowed these mortalswithin the circle?!

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Estivant nunc Diyades, colle sub umbroso produnt Oreades, cetu glorioso, Satyrorum concio psalit cum
tripudio Tempe per amena.

His dludens conduit, cum iocundi meminit Veris, filomena.
—Ms. of Benedictbeuern

(The dryads are out for the summer; the mountain nymphs are free of Their shady hill; the satyrsare
playing and dancing their way to the valey. And to their dancing, remembering joy, Sngsthe nightingde.)

Before any of them could answer, Sybille's eyesfixed on Lisa "You. Morta. Now | remember. You
were congpiring to steal the power of the Stones. And | stopped you—I—" Sybifie frowned. "I cannot
quite remember. How came these others here? And what have you done with Lord Joflroi ?!

Lisalooked at the other pillar, and Sybille turned her head afraction of an inch to sudy the profile of a
young man, beautiful and cold as any angel—and now Judith knew exactly what that meant, and in
Joflroi's case it wastrue. Asit was of Sybille. These two representatives of the older evenkind had a
cold unhuman purity thet repelled her.

Findly Sybille gave ashort, satisfied nod. "It iswell," she said. "And now—can you think of any reason
why | should not do the sameto you, child?!

Berengar started forward. "Over my dead body!" He raised his good arm in awarding gesture, and the
greenish glow of the df-light encircled Lisalike atranducent wall.

"If youingst." Sybillelooked at the df-light and it died away, leaving Lisasomehow more vulnerable than
she had been amoment before.

"My lady," Lisasaid, "before you act, you should know that the world is not asit was. Many years have
passed since the events you remember as happening only afew moments before, and Elfhame needs
your aid far more than it needs any gestures of vengeance.”



In afew sentences she sketched the history of thisworld since the Catastrophe, the lingering desth of the
elven powers, the growth of the Durandine order, the appearance of the Wild Hunt and the desperate
decison of Alianorato send forth into another world for Syhillein the hope that she might be abletoraise
the Stones. As Lisas story became clear, Sybille seemed to age imperceptibly. Her eyes closed for a
moment and she was as still as the stone from which she had been freed.

"So," shesad at last. "I dare not punish you as you deserve, mortal, because you think that the Stones
can only beraised by the joint work of mortal and elvenkind. And if your taleisto be believed, you are
the only mortd living who knowstherite in its entirety—so many hundreds of years having passed. A
very convenient story for you."

"The lady speskstruth,” Berengar said. "I, Berengar of Garron, deventh count of the Garronais, will so
atet—"

"Beventh?'

Syhille looked into Berengar's eyesfor along moment. "Yes. You are of the Garronais. | knew a
Berengar once; he might not have been entirely ashamed to reckon you as his descendant. My
Berengar,” she said, seeming almost subdued for thefirst time since she had been freed from the stone,
"my Berengar was dso a Count of the Garronais. Ttie ninth count.”

"My grandsire" Berengar said softly.

"Yes..." For amoment Sybille seemed gentler, lost in dreams; then she shook her head and her
high-piled braids of moonbeam hair quivered and she was again the great lady giving ordersto her
regrettably incompetent underlings. "Well, then, if that part of thetaleistrue, | supposeitdl is andif die
current Count of the Garronaisis almost aswesk asamorta, unable to heal himsdf of an iron-wound or
to restore afew broken bonesin amortd's head, then | suppose | must do hiswork for him. Mortd girl,
isit redly necessary for meto touch your handsin tliisrite?"

"So Lord Joffroi believed,” Lisasaid, "and if you recal, hisrite had every chance of succeeding—"

Syhille cut her off with an imperious nod. "1 recal. It is not, however, necessary for usto have acozy
chat over the matter, asif | were one of your ale-drinking, gossiping morta friends. Y ou will speak when
addressed and will confine your answersto the matter on which | question you. Also, do not look at me;
you have grown presumptuous during your stay in this other world." She glanced at Judith. " Apparently
the mortas of your world do not know their place. This boy isthe only one who behaves appropriately.”

Giles had uncurled from abdl long enough to see

Syhille emerging from the stone; ever since he had been face down on the grass, quivering dightly when
she spoke.

Lisarolled her eyes at Judith as she accompanied Syhille to the keystone.

Judith braced hersdf, expecting something like what had gone before; the chanting of strange syllables,
the flickering of clear sght through the miststhat surrounded the Stones, the shouts of the armed monks
asthey caught sight of their goal. But instead of the prolonged rite that Lisaand Berengar had strained to
complete, what actudly happened was clear and Smple. The words of the Old Tongue in Syhbille's mouth
were like clean bright blades, not the jagged rusty sounds that Berengar had made of them. The words
with which Lisaanswered were like light dancing on die swords. There was a perfect match between
morta and elvenkind, between sound and sense, and for three breaths Judith actudly imagined that she
knew what they were singing and that it was the only story shewould ever want to hear again. Then the



humming of the Stones entered the song, beginning with the low bass rumble of the shifting earth and
ending with Zaharid's high notes of fire and air, and in between those two there was a birdsong asliquid
astrickling water and the mists dissolved, between one bresth and the next, leaving dl the actorsin the
drama suspended where they stood.

For just that moment al stood till, the pae trand ucent shapes of the Hounds and the glittering mailed
figures of the mounted monks. Then Bishop Rotrou gave ashout of victory and drove forward into the
circle, spurs gtriking blood from his horse's sdes, the wicked morningstar swinging from itschain. Sybille
held up one hand dmost before the horse's foam-flecked nose, long fingers outspread in afen, and spoke
asngleword that rang dully, like acracked bell. The horse and the bishop were till and the morningstar
hovered at the high point of its arc and the ringing sound went on and on, growing louder and louder, until
the Stones of Jurajoined in and the earth trembled under the Snging stones. When it stopped, sharp asa
broken stone, the bishop and the horse and the mailed men behind him remained frozen for one breath
more; then there was nothing but their shapesin dust, and the soft air that now blew fredly through the
circle picked up the dust and tirred it into little troubled dust-devilsthat fell one by one, limply, into the
earth from which they had sprung.

Judith let out one long-held breath and felt the sighing of the others around her.

"So that isthe high Earth Magic," Berengar said shakily. "My lady Sybille, | think that the mortals of this
world wereright to hate and fear usin your day."

"The man willed death,” Sybille said, as casudly asif she were explaining the unimportance of abroken
earthenware pot. "1 did no more than turn his own will back upon him."

She looked at the shapes beyond the circle, and for the first time Judith saw what had assembled behind
the Durandmes, what even now longed to get into the circle of stones where they stood. The shadowy
forms of red-eyed hunting hounds pressed againgt invisible boundaries. Beyond them was an army of the
dead, from skeletonsto fresh-lolled, bleeding bodies, and beyond that, a dark shape of arider at whom
Judith could not quite look. Not directly. She knew that asilver hunting horn hung from his saddle, and
that his eyeswere very old within ayoung face; but she knew that without exactly seeing it, and she did
not want to see any more.

Thelittle group of mortals drew together in the center of the Stones, with Nick's unconscious body
behind them and Berengar before them. Onerider, not the Dark One, broke free from the massed army
of the dead and spurred towards the circle, and Judith heard a sob from Berengar's throat as he looked
at the pageboy with hiselven-feir hair and his dark pools of empty eyes.

"Kieran?"'

"My lord who was," the boy called, "I bear greetings from my lord who is. Herluin the Huntsman seeks
right of passage.”

Berengar turned to Syhille. "Do you know of what he speaks?’

"Do you know how these came here?' shereplied. "They were driven out of our land long before my
day. Who brought them back?'

"The monks of Durand chained my new lord to thisearth,” the boy Kieran caled across die clear bright
air, "and asthey are now free, so would he be free."

"Don't!" Berengar caught Syhille by the arm as she moved forward. "My lady, you must not leave the
circle. They seek to have you, and with you goes dl our hope.”



"One does not say must to the Lady of Elfhame.” Sybille shook hersdlf free and paced forward until she
stood by the keystone. "Herluin,” she caled to the dark figure of shadow behind hisarmy. "Herluin, there
isno freedom for you in thisworld. The Stones are awake again/'

The shadow huntsman set the silver horn to hislipsand blew along, intricate, sinking phrase of melody.
While the music lasted, Judith thought that it answered dl things, when it ended, she knew no more than
before. But Sybille was amiling asthough ariddie had been answered. " Then pass, Herluin, and ride the
skies as a shadow again, without power to do good or ill to mortal men or elvenkind. Pass freely and do
not return.”

On her words, the shadow-tide of hounds and horses and dead poured through the gaps between the
goneslikeariver inflood filling the valey; but thisriver filled nothing and went nowhere. Somewherein
the center of the circle the trand ucent shapes thinned out until they were the barest wisps of shadows,
scarcely more than the memory of ashape sketched againgt the blue sky; and then they were gone; but
there were aways more to take their place. Only the boy once called Kieran lingered at the edge of the
flowing pack, reaching forward as though he would take Berengar's hands, but that shadow could not
touch flesh.

"Must you go?' Berengar entreated him.

"Do you want meto roam forever, finding peace only in taking others to become like me?' The boy's
slver hair gleamed asif it werered, flashing in die sun as he shook his head. "Dear lord who was, | am
dead, and so are these others. Let usfind rest now, and let Herluin and his hounds be shadows of the sky
asthey were before.”

The last of the tranducent tide of shadows was pouring through the center of the circle now. Kieran
turned away and ran into the sunlight there. "Wait for me—oh, wait!" he caled, and then he was gone,
and there was nothing but afew dried leaves rustling and floating in the soft breeze.

"| thought s0," said Syhille with satisfaction. "If arenegade mage of the Durandines used his powersto
bind the Huntsman into living flesh, that need not mean that Herluin welcomed the binding. Asfleshon
earth, the Hounds could not help but ravage; that was their nature. As shadows of the sky, they will again
do no more than frighten morta men; alittle fear isgood for mortas. Itisdl perfectly logica.”

Judith looked at Berengar's ravaged face and entertained brief fantasies of hitting Sybille, whose perfect
face showed no hint that her logical understanding made any room for loss and grief and other weakening
emotions.

"And now," Sybille went on, "these others aso should return to their place.” She frowned at the group of
mortals. "The child may stay; | cantdll that heisof thisworld. Besides, heisthe only one of you mortas
with proper manners. Y ou," she pointed at Judith, "should go back to your place, and this one with you,”
The pointed toe of her shoeindicated

Nick. "Lady, hewill dieif you do not help him," Lisa protested.

"And what isthat to me?" Sybillesleft hand moved dightly, and Judith remembered how Bishop Rotrou
and dl hisarmed monks had crumbled into dust. Lisadid not move.

"It wasat my bidding,” she sad, staring into theice crystals of Syhilleseyes, "that Zaharie freed you
from the stone. Y ou owe mealife."

Syhillelaughed without amusement. "It was your folly that imprisoned mein diefirst place. And havel
not saved you and your friends already? If—oh, never mind, never mind." The white hand that could dedl



out ingtant death waved Lisainto silence. "1 see you are minded to argue, child, and | am too old for
arguments. L et you take your lover back whole and sound, but at aprice.”

"Whatever itis" Lisasad, "l will gladly pay it."

"Will you?' Sybille laughed again as she knelt beside Nick and laid her long fingers over the depression in
hisskull. "The pricel ask, mortal girl, isthat you go back to the world of the iron-demons with these two
whom you dragged into my world, and trouble me no more. | may have lived these hundreds of years as
agone," she said, "but thereisan aching in my bonesthat | did not fed before, and I am much too old
for such disturbances as turbulent mortaslike you bring into my life. There, are you satisfied now?"

Nick moaned and stirred and his eyelids fluttered. Lisa knelt beside him and took his hands.
"What happened? Where—where did the army go?"
"Hush," Lisawhispered, "rest. I'll explain everything soon."”

Judith dearly wanted to hear that explanation, but there was no timeto linger. Where Sybillesfingers
traced an arch in the center of the circle, there was atroubling of the air, and when she looked into the
bright center Judith had a sense of sunlight reflecting off metal, machines buzzing about their tasks and
impatient, hot, angry people with aterrible sense of haste about dl they did.

It seemed impossibly foreign to her.

"Frg," SybiUesad, "fird, | think, | will send Joffroi of Brittany where he can work no more treasonous
plots against the Middle Realm." She spoke directly at the other pillar, in three clear, sharp, rising notes,
and with each word the form of the young man imprisoned in stone grew more and more distinct: taking
on shape, taking on color, moving and drawing breath. He stared out at Sybille with angry eyes, but he
was dill partidly of the stone, and he could not move out of the pillar.

"Jofiroi of Brittany." Sybille was as arrogant and unpleasant as ever; but now there was something new in
her voice, something that made Judith want to drop to her knees and bow her head. Thiswas not just a
spoiled, petulant dven lady; thiswas the Queen of the Middle Realm judging one of her subjects, and her
voice carried an authority that could not be denied.

"Joffroi of Brittany," Sybille repested, "you have committed high treason against the Queen's person and
againg die Lords of Elfhame and againgt the very fabric of the Middle Realm. Imprisoned in stoneyou
could do no further harm, but | dare not return you to that state lor fear some ignorant person—"she
glanced at Lisahere, but Lisadid not notice her look—"might free you at some later date to do more
damage to the realm. Y ou may choose death or perpetua exile. Which shadl it be?' And she gestured
toward die archway where ahot, dusty street full of cars shimmered with the reflection of sun on meta
hoods and fenders and bumpers.

"Exile, by your leave, my gracious queen.”

"No!" Berengar started forward; Sybille waved him back with one long-fingered white hand. "My lady, if
you intend to send him to that other world, you know it isno exile, but death for our land—and degth by
torture, surrounded by so much iron. Y ou must not—"

"Peace, child-lord,” Sybille snapped.

"Little man, little man, one does not say must to princes,” Judith, quoted under her breath, thinking that
Syhillewas not so different from mortas as she had first seemed. She and that first Elizabeth of England
might have dedlt well together.



"| can so transform your nature, Joflroi of Brittany, that iron will have no more power to wound your flesh
than it has over any mortal body. But the price of that transformation will be your own mortality. Y ou
may yet retain some of your elven powers, but not in their full strength, and what powers you have will
work differently in that other world; how so, | cannot now say. Y ou would be as a child among us, but as
aprincein their world which knows not the elvenldnd. Say now, will you die here a L ord of Elvendom,

or liveafew years as a prince anong mortals?"

"Exile were sweseter to me than degth,” Jofiroi replied. His voice was low and controlled, but the fury that
raged behind his eyes made Judith fed weak at the knees.

"So beit." Syhille spoke just one more of those sharp, clear snging words, and die shell of the stone
pillar crumbled away and Joflroi of Brittany walked free upon the earth of the Middle Realm for the last
time. Judith thought that Sybille till held some compulsion over him, for helooked neither to left nor to
right, but walked straight through the arch of shimmering air and faded to nothingness.

"Now you, mortas,”" Sybillesad.
Nick was standing, abeit unsteadily. Helooked at Lisa. "Do you wish to come back to our world?!

"Her wishes are of no account,” Sybille said, "she has given her word to leave the Middle Realm, in
exchangefor your heding.”

Nick looked straight a Sybille. "And if | do not chooseto buy my Lifeat such aprice?’
"Your wishesads0," said Syhille, "are of no interest to me. The bargain has been struck. Begone!”

Nick seemed asif hewould linger till, but Lisatugged him towardsthe arch. "Nick, for once, sheis
right. Thisisnot my home. Everyone | knew islong dead. | want to go home,” she said, staring into the
image of adusty street in Texas, "I want to go home!" And she and Nick passed through the arch and
faded.

"Y ou, morta—hurry!" Sybille commanded Judith. "Do you think it is easy to open a Gate, especidly with
no door on the other sde? Nor do | wish all the demons of your world to come pouring through to spoil
ours. Enough trouble seemsto have come through from thislast ill-conceived Opening.” She gave
Berengar anicy look, but he was not watching her. He had taken Judith's hand and was looking at her
with theintengity of an eflord who hasjust discovered how short time can be.

"Must you go with them?"
"l don't belong in thisworld,” Judith said dowly.
"You bdong withme."

"Y ou—can't know that. Not so soon.” Wasit only yesterday that hed come out of nowhereto ride
down her enemies? It seemed alifetime ago. The shiny, busy world beyond Sybille's Gate—was that
redly home?

"If you stay now, you stay forever, mortal woman!" Sybille called. "Y ou, at least, have not deserved
exile—but | do not mean to spend my time playing doorkeeper for mortals.”

"Dont ligten to her," Berengar said. "Only stay alittle while longer. The power of the Stonesisback in
the earth; can't you fed it? Thisworld will begin anew. Thisisour springtime, my lady, and | would share
it withyou. If after alittle while you still wish to go back to your world of iron-demons, a Gate will be
made for you. Only give usten or twenty years—"



It had been the wrong thing to say, and he knew it a once. Judith withdrew cold fingersfrom his. ""Ten
or twenty years," she repeated unsteadily. "Berengar, that ismy life."

"Surely, even in your world, mortals are not so short-lived?”

"Berengar, look at me. I'm aimost thirty. My body has dready started to age. In ten years some of this
blonde hair will be gray, and I'll be getting thick around the waist, and my teeth won't be so good,” Judith
sad brutdly. "In twenty years I'll have wrinkles. And you'l gill be abright young man beginning to learn
hisway around theworld. Y ou said it yourself, Berengar. These matches between mortas and el venkind
never work out well."

"I will not accept that," Berengar said. "1 wil not accept it"

"'the Gateisclosing,” Sybille said. Judith tore herself away with one last backward glance, and stepped
through the bright arch of air and into a city street just one block from the New Age Center. Horns
blared, tires screeched, and five Texas drivers|leaned out their windows to curse the crazy people who
werewalking out of thin air, one after another. Judith reached the safety of the curb and turned for one
last look at the world she had lost. For amoment it hovered there, green and cool above the smoky
sreet; then it was gone asif it had never been.

But it had left its mark on their own world, Judith thought—or might yet. For Jofiroi of Brittany was
somewhere aoroad in thisworld, now, an angry df-lord with uncertain powers that he would surely not
usefor well. They would have to find him—or, she thought uneasily, would he make it hisbusinessto find
them?

When she caught up with Nick and Lisa, on the steps of the Center, she decided not to trouble them with
her speculations. Not that it would have mattered. Nick was playing hisinvdidismfor al it was worth,
reclining on the broad shady porch of the Center with his head in Lisa's|ap while she told them the parts
of the story that he had missed.

"S0, you see," shefinished, "there's no more magic about me, if there ever was. No more drawers that
lock by themsdlves and dresses that change length to suit my moods. It was only abit of the power of the
Stonesthat clung to me and that | didn't even know how to use, and now it has been returned to the
Stoneswhereit belongs.”

"Pity," said Nick lazily. "A wife who could ater her dresses by squinting at them would be agreat help to
arigng young lawyer with aregrettably smdl practice.”

"A what? But—"

"I know, | know," Nick said. Herolled over and kissed Lisas hand. "Y ou don't even like me. Never
mind; well work it out. Y ou'll haveto marry mefirg, though.”

"And just why—"

"Because," Nick said, "even if your magic is gone and the Durandines aren't going to send any more hit
men after you, there are afew minor problems remaining in thisworld. Y ou're till an undocumented
dien. Marrying mewill help to regularize your position; well work on cregting you a paper history after
thet."

Judith rather thought that neither of them had noticed the cloud of green and silver butterfliesthat rose
from Lisas hair and circled above them in the gentle October sunshine. Shefiled that with her growing list
of things not to trouble the children about, and went on into the Center to tell Aunt Penny that everything



was as much back to normal as she could expect.



