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Prologue

“A woman that had for along time mourned the deed...”
—I1 SAMUEL 14:2

Christmas Eve, 1093

T HE fair-haired woman who paused in the doorway to the royd crypt wasthe Lady Alyce, Deryni
heiressto the Duchy of Corwyn and now the wife of Sir Kenneth Morgan, and mother of his son. Fondly
she watched as the black-cloaked Queen of Gwynedd touched awax spill to the torch set in a cresset on
asdewall, then used the sill to light avotive candle shielded in red glass.

The child deeping benesath the stone lid of the sepulcher on which she placed the votive light had been
gone more than ayear now, but Alyce knew that aday never passed when Richeldis of Gwynedd did
not remember this, the second-born of her four sons, and mourn hisloss. Blaine Emanud Hadane had
been only nine when he passed into the care of God' s holy angels.

Nor did it much matter now just how or why Prince Blaine had met his premature degth, though his
bravery had saved hisyounger sster from drowning. Gallant though his action had been, the chill he took
that day had been the death of him hardly aweek later, wheezing for breath and finally succumbing to the
ilinessthat gradudly filled hislungswith fluid and findly choked out hislife. Though theroya physcians
had done their best to save him, the boy’ s condition had been beyond their skill, either to cure him or
even much to ease his suffering. Only recently had his mother begun to smile again, and to emerge from
the profound depression she had suffered following the young prince' s death.

Bresthing a heavy sigh, the queen sank to her kneesto pray, head bowing over her hands, which were
folded on Blaine stomb. Alyce kndlt aswdll, quietly reaching behind her to pull abasket of greenery
closer. Earlier, she and another of the queen’ sladies had helped gather cuttings of what sparse winter
foliage theroya gardens had to offer, flora tributesintended not just for Prince Blaine but for severa
other notables buried herein the roya crypt, degping with Haldane princes and princesses.

“Please bring the basket, Alyce,” the queen said suddenly, getting to her feet and turning.

Risng wordlessy, Alyce brought the basket closer so that Richeldis could sdlect asingle white camellia
blossom, which she kissed and then laid on her son’ s tomb beside the votive candle. She then added a
sprig of winter holly, rich with berries, and a companion cutting of evergreen, tied with aribbon of
Haldane crimson.

“Seep gently, my son,” the queen murmured, bending briefly to touch her lipsto the cool marble.

As she took the basket and moved on to lay tributes at several other Haldane graves, Alyce paid her



own respects at another pair of tombs: the Lady Jessamy, wife of Sir Sef MacAthan, and Krispin her
son—who aso had been the son of the king, though Alyce doubted that Richeldis had ever learned of
this. The plan had been that Krispin, heir to the magic of his Deryni mother and the smilar magic of the
Haldanes, should grow to be a Deryni protector to the king’'s eldest son and heir, Prince Brion.

But the Deryni were feared in most of Gwynedd, and hated by many, especidly Gwynedd' sclergy. It
had been such fear and hatred that had led to young Krispin's murder, setting a naught al theking's
plans. One of those responsible had been a priest, the brother of abishop, the guilt of al the murderers
discovered and revealed by Alyce sown magic. Indl, three men had been executed.

Now it was Alyce' s son who was being groomed to assume the role meant for theill-fated Krispin:
another child of aDeryni mother. Y oung Alaric had turned two in September, and Prince Brionwasa
mature twelve-and-a-haf, but aready the two were bonding like brothers—and might have been
brothersin fact, if the king had had hisway.

But inthis, at least, Dond Haldane had found himsdlf thwarted before he could even attempt to carry out
hisintent. Alyce till found herself awed by the loyalty and love that had enabled her husband to forgive
the king for what he had tried to do, and to pledge their child to the king’' s service even before his birth,
S0 that Prince Brion should have his Deryni protector.

Never mind that the two-year-old Alaric would be in no position to do much protecting of anyone for
sometime. Fortunatdly, King Dond was yet hde and strong, and might expect to live many more years
before his own son came to the throne. In the meantime, God willing, Alaric would be given thetimeto
grow into hisresponghilities, and be ready to take them up when the time came.

“So many Haldanes,” the queen said softly, intruding on Alyce' sreflections as she turned to look at the
younger woman. “Thisiswherethey dl lie, and where| shal lie, one day.”

“True enough, madam,” Alyce replied lightly, “but, please God, not for many ayear.”

Behind them, arustling of fabric reminded Alyce of another waiting just a the doorway to the royd crypt:
Z0oé Morgan, her husband' s eldest daughter, beloved friend from Alyce s schoolgirl days, briefly the wife
of her late brother, but till and aways her sster of the heart—and now, by dint of marriage with Zo€'s
father, her stepdaughter aswell.

“Alyce, there sasquire clearing histhroat at the top of the Sair,” Zoé whispered, glancing over her
shoulder as she moved nearer.

“He sexpected,” Alyce whispered back. “He Il be here about the council meeting. Madam,” she caled,
rasing her voice dightly, “it' stimeto go.”

“Good heavens, dready?’ Richeldisturned in surprise, looking younger than her twenty-eight years. “I
will havetimeto change, won't 1?1 can’t go to the council looking like acrow, indl thisblack!”

Smiling, Zoé& moved alittle nearer, lifting abeckoning arm. “We have time, if you come now, madam. |
believeit’s Jamyl who's cometo remind us. He knows to bring the summons just that bit earlier than he'd
need to do.”

“Clever Jamyl,” Richddissaid with alow chuckle. “Heis precisely the kind of squirel like. He must have
gstersand lots of other female relatives. Now, if | could only persuade the king to give me earlier
reminderswhen I’m dressing for astate occasion. He does hate it when I’'m late.”

So saying, she passed afind, wistful caress along the top of her dead son’ stomb, then gathered her



skirtsto pass Alyce and follow Zoé up the stairs, where amounted escort and a carriage waited at the
foot of the cathedral stepsto take them back up to the castle.

Chapter 1

“For | was my father’ s son,
tender and only beloved in the sight of my mother.”

—PROVERBS 4:3

SEVERAL weeks|ater, on abitter cold morning early in January of the new year, asolitary figureina
heavy cloak and hood emerged from a side door of that same cathedral and made hisway into the

cemetery beyond.

Anicy deet wasknifing theair on this Feast of the Epiphany, dso called Twefth Night, unlike that other,
unspeakable Twelfth Night now four years past. Then, heavy snow had cast its pall over Gwynedd, the
city of Rhemuth, and the bleak burial ground adjoining the cathedral, where Bishop Oliver de Nore now
huddled in the lee of the apse and gazed unseeing at his brother’ s grave.

“Why, Sepp?’ the bishop whispered to the rain, tugging his oiled leather hood farther onto his head.

Inthe intervening years, he had learned far too much of his brother’ signoble death—and imagination
embellished such details as others had dared to tell him: how, on the word of a Deryni sorceress, the king
had condemned Father Septimus de Nore as an accessory to murder and ordered him flogged and
thrown headfirst down awdl intheroyd stable yard.

The doomed man had not gone easily to hisfate. Eyewitnesses said he had screamed asthey let him fal,
scrabbling frantically at the dimy sides of the well-shaft and abrading hands, elbows, and knees nearly to
the bone, but finally had drowned. The monks who took charge of hisfrozen body afterward, giving him
decent buria herein the cathedral grounds, had offered what reassurance they could, that the bishop's
brother had not suffered long; but raw imaginings of Sepp’ sfind moments were an dl-too-regular feature
of Oliver’ snightmares.

With ashudder and a shake of his head, the bishop turned his face from his brother’ s grave, swalowing
down the sour bilethat rosein histhroat. Though he very much doubted that Sepp had taken an active
part in any murder, it probably was true that he had turned a blind eye to the victim’ s fate—and had
Septimus de Nore not been a priest, the sentence meted out to him might have been fitting punishment for
one who had countenanced the heartless murder of achild.

But not just any child. The boy had been Deryni—which, so far as Oliver was concerned, al but justified
Sepp’ s actions. Some there were who had come to accept the presence of Deryni in Gwynedd, secretly
and not so secretly, dlowing them to coexist among decent humans, but Oliver was not one of them. The
king, however...

Jaws clenching in disapprovd, Oliver glanced up at the dark silhouette of Rhemuth Castle looming against
the sky beyond the cathedra . Despite civil and canon law that serioudy curtailed the rights of Deryni in
Gwynedd, Dona Haldane was known to turn ablind eyeto the letter of the law when it suited him, and
had kept more than one Deryni in hisemploy and even in hisfriendship during hislong reign. Some even
whispered that the dead boy had been Dond’ s bastard son, gotten on the Deryni wife of one of his
former ministers of state who, rather conveniently, had died very soon after the boy’ s birth. Since both
mother and son were now dead aswell, it served no useful purpose to dwell on that, but it could explain
why the king had dedlt so severely with those responsible for the boy’ s degth.



Not that many would dispute the sentence meted out to Sepp’ stwo lay accomplices, who probably had
been the ingtigators. The king had ordered them gelded and then hanged, for they had buggered the boy
quite vicioudy before throwing him into the well to drown. And Sepp, because it had been his suggestion
thusto dispose of the evidence of the others crime, had been stripped and flogged for his betraya of the
boy’ strugt, then flung down the selfsame well asthe victim, to share the fate he himsdlf had decreed.

There it might have ended, had Sepp been alayman like the others. But as a priest, Father Septimus de
Nore had been entitled to benefit of clergy—uwhich meant that his part in the matter ought to have been
heard in the archbishop’s court, not the king’ s—and that, Oliver could not forgive. Nor could he forgive
the woman who had uncovered his brother’ s guilt: a Deryni, and therefore to be despised. Though both
she and the king had been swiftly and justly declared excommunicate for their part in thetria and
execution of apriest by secular authority, both had been reingtated in the good graces of the Church with
unseemly hagte.

Oliver had witnessed the first such reconciliation—achieved by the threat of Interdict for the entire
kingdom, if the king did not capitulate. Oliver had been present on that Maundy night when the king
made hisforma act of submission before the archbishop: theritual declaration of contrition and
acceptance of the penitential scourging that preceded the lifting of his excommunication. Some variation
on thiseventua outcome had aways been aforegone conclusion, snce aking dared not long remain
adamant in his defiance of ecclesagtica prerogatives.

Less appropriately, the now-deceased archbishop had a so been persuaded to lift the excommunication
of the Deryni woman, but afew weeks later—and she had since been wed to one of the king'sloyal
supporters, and borne him a son.

“Staring a his grave won't bring him back, you know,” said alow voice behind Oliver. “ Y ou do this
every year, my lord.”

Grimacing against the rain, Bishop Oliver turned to cast a sour glance at Father Rodder Gillespie, his
secretary and generd factotum. Cassock-clad and huddled, like the bishop, in afur-lined cloak with oiled
hood and shoulder capelet, the younger man looked as miserable as Oliver felt, bedraggled and chilled to
the bone.

“I doit, dear Rodder, because my brother lies till in his grave and unavenged,” the bishop said bitterly,
“and because those responsible for his death still prosper. The king has many fine, strapping sons, and
the woman who denounced my brother will have her son presented at court later today. | was praying for
judtice”

“And | have been praying for your good health, as you stand in the rain like achild of no good sensel”
Rodder retorted, laying a proprietary arm around his superior’ s shoulders and drawing him toward the
open doorway of the passage that led away from the abbey churchyard. “Please, my lord. Y ou must
come inside and don dry clothes. The archbishop will be wanting to leave soon for court. He has already
been asking for you.”

Oliver cagt alat, longing glance a his brother’ sgrave, grimly signed himsdlf with the Cross, then let
himsdf beled ingde.

Chapter 2

“He shall serve among great men, and appear before princes; he will travel through strange countries; for
he hath tried the good and the evil among men.”



—ECCLESIASTICUS 39:3

“A LARIC Anthony Morgan, if you don’'t stop squirming and let Auntie Zoé put your shoeson, | shall
tell your father!”

Lady Alyce de Corwyn Morgan turned from her mirror to cast an exasperated glance at her firstborn,
both hands occupied with holding hanks of golden hair in place while amaid arranged her coiffure. Auntie
Z0é, actudly the child’ s haf-siter, did her best to keep astraight face as the wayward toddler glanced
guiltily from hismother’ sface to hersto the offending shoes, lower lip sarting to tremble.

“Don’t want those!” he declared, hugging two disreputable-looking bits of scuffed suede against the front
of aonce-clean shirt. “Want these!”

“Absolutdy not!” Zoé said emphaticaly, plucking the offending shoes from his grasp and tossing them
behind her as she held up anewer green one. “ Those are nearly worn through and outgrown—and

they’ d look utterly shabby with your lovely new tunic,” she added, indicating the small black tunic laid out
on the chest beside him. Embroidered over the left breast was a green Corwyn gryphon, its details
picked out in gold. A border of fleury-counter-fleury in metalic gold embellished it at throat, deeve-edge,
and hem.

“No!” said Alaric. “Don't like the green ones!”

“Alaric, love,” said Zoé, “we don't have timefor thistoday. Y ou know Papawill be very crossif you
make him late for court. The green shoes are lovely and soft—"

“NO!"

“Here now, what’ sthis about green shoes?’ asked a pleasant male voice from the doorway behind them,
as Zo€ sfather—and the boy’ s—came into the room, accompanied by the youngest of histhree
daughters, the flaxen-haired Alazais.

Though less colorfully dressed than the women, Sir Kenneth Morgan had a so donned formal court attire
for the occasion: an ankle-length robe of nubby turquoise wooal, its high neck and deeveslined with silver
fox, cinched at the waist with the white belt of hisknighthood. Alazaiswore arich brown damask, in
contrast to Zo& sgown of heavy rose silk. Alyce, asthe heiress of Corwyn, had chosen deep forest
green to complement the Furstdnaemeralds at her throat. All of them sported varying shades of blond
hair, though Kenneth’'s had gone more toward silver than sandy in the past severd years.

“He doesn't like the green shoes,” Alyce said, half-turning toward the newcomers as she set anarrow
slver fillet atop thefine veil her maid had just pinned in place. “He wants to wear those manky old tan
onesthat even the dogsignore.”

“Does he, indeed?” Kenneth asked, crouching between his son and his eldest daughter and taking up one
of the green shoes. “ Alaric, isthat true? Why, these are very fine shoes. | like them far better than mine.”

The boy’ srebellion shifted to curiosity, and he leaned forward to peer down at the pointed toe of one
turquoise shoe protruding from beneath the hem of hissire' srobe.

“I redlly do prefer yours,” Kenneth said, noting the boy’ sinterest. “Not that your shoeswould fit
me—and even if they did, the color would hardly suit thisrobe. Frankly, I’ d far rather be wearing my
comfortable old black ones.

“But sometimes, we have to do what someone e'se wants. Y our mother likes these better, and telsme
they are much more suitable for an important court like Twelfth Night. The queen will like them,



too—and your mother and Zoé and the other ladies of the court,” he added. “Women set great store by
such things, you know.”

The stream of adult patter utterly charmed away the boy’ s remaining resistance, so that he made no
objection as Kenneth got to his feet and picked him up, holding him close to breathe of the fresh scent of
his silver-gilt hair and kiss his cheek. As he braced the boy on his hip, he silently nodded for Zoéto
resume shoeing the child.

“My lord, you are entirely too indulgent,” Alyce murmured, though she smiled as she said it, and blew
him akiss.

“Wdl, heismy only son,” Kenneth replied. “And I’'m afraid | indulged my daughters, too,” he added,
with afond glance a Zoé and Alazais, both of whom obvioudy adored both their father and their
younger haf-brother. “It does't seem to have hurt them.”

Z0oé gave him aamile as shefinished fastening the shoes on Alaric sfeet, then let her father set him back
on the floor so she could pull his new tunic over his head; no one would know that the shirt underneeth
was less than clean. Then, while she hurriedly ran acomb through hissilky hair, Alyce fastened allittle
fur-lined green cloak around his shoulders, pinning it at the throat with a silver gryphon brooch.

“There, that’ s perfect. Now you look like aproper little future duke,” Alyce said, standing back to
ingpect him. “ Shal we dl go down to court?’

T HE great hdl wasfilling fast, though the dais at the far end was yet unoccupied, save by pages and
squires and other functionaries completing their preparations for court to come. A faint haze of wood
smoke hung on the air from the three grest fireplaces, leavened by the clean tang of pineresin fromthe
torches along the walls and under-laid by the aroma of damp wool and damp courtiers; for many of those
summoned to Twefth Night Court were obliged to travel from lodgings outside the castle precincts. Seet
and rain were still pummeling the darkened glass of the clerestory windows that overlooked the castle
gardensto theleft of the hall.

But dl within wasfetive and gay. High above, banners of most of the greet families of Gwynedd hung
from the hammer-beams and rafters, bright splashes of color against the oak and stone. Behind and
above the twin thrones set at the center of the dai's, agreat tapestry of the roya arms of Gwynedd
declared whose hdl thiswas, the Hadane lion gazing over dl with regd disdain. The buzz of conversation
from the gathering court set the place dive with anticipation.

“Ah, Kenneth, I'vefinaly found you,” said ahandsome man of about Kenneth’'s age, who had
materidized a hisright ebow.

Kenneth turned to regard Sir Jiri Redfearn, like himsdlf, one of the king’s most trusted aides. Jiri looked
relaxed and unruffled, and gave Alyce and the other two ladies agraceful inclination of his ginger head.

“Jri. Well met,” Kenneth said amiably, acknowledging the other man with anod.

“Theking desiresaword before court,” Jiri said. “He sin the withdrawing room. Perhaps the ladies
would care to warm themsalves by one of the fires—except for Lady Alyce and the boy. They're
summoned aswell.”

“Of course,” Kenneth replied. “ Do you know what thisis about?’

“I do, butitisn't for meto say,” Jiri answered, though he smiled dightly as he stood aside, indicating that



they should precede him. With aglance a hiswife, Kenneth took young Alaric' s free hand and headed
them around the daisto the lft, leaving Zoé and her Sister to wonder.

Though intended as an informa audience chamber for matters requiring discretion, and astaging area
before ceremonies of sate, the withdrawing room a so functioned asthe king' s preferred workroom
during the winter months—and clearly was serving al three functionstoday. Two liveried senior squires
were putting the find touchesto the king’ s court attire, fussing over the hang of a sweeping deeve, and
documentsin varying stages of preparation mostly covered the surface of atable drawn up before the
fireplace. A scribe and the king' s €l dest son were finishing the sedls on the documents that required them,
the young princein page slivery.

“Ah, thereyou are,” theking said, turning as Jiri admitted the three and then withdrew.

Dond Hadane had aged but little in the four years since placing the hand of Alyce de Corwyn in that of
Sir Kenneth Morgan, bestowing upon him the richest heiressin the kingdom. His carriage was il erect,
the clear grey eyes 4till steady and direct, with just a hint of good humor crinkling their corners, but the
once-sable hair now glimmered mostly siver againg the collar of hisrobe of Hadane crimson, and his
close-trimmed beard was nearly dl gone to grey—though even Kenneth was going grey, and he was
twenty yearsyounger.

“Y ou summoned us, Sire?’ Kenneth said, neck bending in an easy bow as Alyce dipped in curtsy. At her
prompting, little Alaric dso produced afair bow of hisown.

Not quite suppressing asmile, Dona nodded and dismissed the squires and scribe with an impatient
wave of his hand, though he signed for Prince Brion to carry on with hiswork. But for the vagaries of fate
and happensgtance, Alaric Morgan aso might have been his son—though perhapsit was aswell that
Dona Hadane had had no part in the getting of the boy. Fortunately, only he and the boy’ s parents knew
how very nearly it had been otherwise; and the pair’ s generous spirits and utter loyalty to their king had
ensured that the outcome was satisfactory for al concerned. The king now intended to reward that

loydty.

“One of the privileges of wearing acrown isthat | am not obliged to explain my actionsto my subjects”
Dond said, by way of preamble. “But given the extraordinary position in which wedl find oursdves, as
mentors to avery underage future Duke of Corwyn, | thought it wise to give you advance notice of a
decison | intend to announce a court this afternoon. The deed itsdlf isalready done; it only wants being
made public. Brion, would you please bring me that warrant concerning Lendour?’ he added, with a
glance at hisson and heir.

Quickly, the boy glanced over the rows of documents on the table and extracted one, which he brought
immediately to hissire. Dond gave it a perfunctory glance, then extended it toward Kenneth.

“| am today creating you Earl of Lendour for life, dejure uxoris,” he said, just as Kenneth's hand
touched it. “Not only isthisfitting reward for your many years of faithful service,” he added at thelooks
of surprise from both Kenneth and Alyce, * but you need sufficient rank to function as regent for afuture
duke. Besidesthat, | intend to use you for some important diplomatic work in the next few years, and
you'll be more effective asmy envoy if you' ve arank closer to those with whom you'll be dedling.”

“Sire, —had noidea...” Kenneth finaly managed to murmur, as Alyce beamed. “But | shal certainly
grive to be worthy of the trust you have shown mein this matter.”

Dond dlowed himsdf abroad grin. “Rarely have | seen you at alossfor words, Kenneth Morgan,” he
said. “It dso pleases me that, in so honoring you, | so dlow dear Alyceto enjoy at least apart of the
style to which she would have been entitled, had she been born male. But | would never wish that,” he



added. “ She makesfar too charming awoman.”

“Sire, you need not flatter me,” Alyce said happily, dipping an arm around Kenneth’ swaist. “Thisismy
lord husband’ sday.”

“And yours,” Dond corrected. “| would have preferred to make Kenneth duke for life, and you a
duchess, but that might be more than my other lords of state could stomach, to set asimple knight so far
above them. Even 0, there will bejedousy in somecircles.”

“True enough, Sire,” Kenneth agreed, sill stunned by the king’ s generosity.

“Thisdoes, of course, put you in the interesting position of being your son’'s vassal, when Alaric comes of
age,” theking added with ady grin, “but you can dwaysresgn thetitle at that time, if you wish—perhaps
retire to the country with your lovely wife. By then, you'll be older than | am now, but hopefully your
hedth will ill be good.”

The last comment seemed casudly made, but something in the king’ s dmost-wistful tone caused both
Kenneth and Alyce to exchange uneasy glances.

“Sire, isthere something we should know?” Kenneth asked cautioudy, keeping hisvoice low.
“Nay, | anwel enough,” the king replied, though Kenneth thought the denid came dl too quickly.

“The announcement will cause comment, of course,” the king went on, taking the warrant back from
Kenneth and returning it to Brion. “But it is something | have been considering for sometime. A few of
the council know; most do not. Come the spring, | haveit in mind that the three of you should journey to
Lendour, by dow stages, to take up your new holding and introduce your eventua successor to his
people.” He nodded toward the wide-eyed Alaric. “For that matter, perhaps you should travel onto
Coroth after that, make agrand circuit of it. The Corwyners should also meet their future duke.”

“They should, indeed,” Kenneth murmured, with a swift glance a hiswife and son. “Andisit your
intention that we should remain in Lendour?’

“Good Lord, no!” Dond replied. “I need you at my side, just as|’ Il have you at my side today.

“Now, for some further specifics.” Theking clasped his hands together and shifted his gaze to Alyce.
“Y ou are aware that, once he lived through the dangerous first few years of infancy, | have dways
intended to acknowledge young Alaric as heir of Lendour and Corwyn. | shal do that today, in the
context of knighting the Lendouri candidates. | believe there are two thisyear?’

“Yes, Sire. Yvesde Tremdan and Xander of Torrylin.”

“I have heard good report of them,” the king replied. “ Trained by Sir Jovett Chandos and hisfather, are
they not?”

“They are, Sire,” Kenneth confirmed.

“An excdlent young man, young Jovett,” Dona said with anod. “I’ ve been watching his progress. Y ou
might keep him in mind as a deputy when you are absent.”

He recdled himsdf and returned to more immediate concerns. “ But we were speaking of Lendour’ stwo
new knights-to-be. When thefirst oneiscaled, | shall ask Alyce and Alaric to accompany them forward;
Kenneth, you'll dready be with me.”



“Yes, Sre” both of them murmured.

The growing chatter of children’ s voices outside the door precluded further serious discussion as, with a
smile and ashake of hishead, Dona signed for Prince Brion to admit them.

“Wel play therest asit comes,” the king said to Kenneth and Alyce, as the door flew open to an influx
of crimson-clad royd children and ladies-in~waiting, followed by the queen. The two princesses, aged
eight and four, raced forward to give their sire ahug. Prince Nigdl, but amonth short of his seventh
birthday, held the hand of hisyounger brother—little Jathan, born but aweek after Alaric. A pair of
squires preceded the queen, bearing the king' s court mantle and the state crown of leaves and crosses
intertwined.

“Darling, they’ rewaiting for us,” the queen murmured, gathering her train closer to keep it from being
trampled by exuberant children. “1 do hope you won't be much longer.”

She broke into asmile at the sight of Kenneth and his family and, when the couple had made their
courtesiesto her, cameto greet Alyce with aquick hug. She then crouched down and held out her arms
to Alaric, who ran willingly to her embrace.

Richeldis of LIannedd had matured gracefully since her arrival at court as afresh-faced roya bride of not
yet fifteen, though frequent pregnancies had thickened her once-dender waist. Like theking, shewas
gowned in court crimson lined with sable, her dark hair dressed low on her neck and bound across the
brow with asmpler version of Dona’ s state crown. Laughing ddlightedly, she rose and turned toward
the king, one hand caressing young Alaric' ssilver-gilt hair.

“Dond, would you just look at thislittle man?’ she declared. “What a proper young gentleman helooks
today!”

“Aye, hedoes” the king agreed. With an impatient gesture, he signed for the squiresto bring his sate
robe and crown. “Let’s see whether he acts the gentleman at court.” He shrugged into the state robe and
et the crown on his own head.

“Alyce, | suggest that you take your charming son and join Sir Jovett and the two Lendour ladsto be
knighted today. Kenneth, you' re with me. And we shall hope that today’ s announcement meets with
more favor than the last one | made concerning the two of you.”

Chapter 3
“In hisdays shdl the righteous flourish, and abundance of peace, till the moon be no more.”
—PSALM 727

R ETURNING to the hdl, Alaric’ shand in hers, Alyce quickly found Zoé and Alazais, who were waiting
just beside the nearest of the fireplaces.

“Goodness,” Zoé sad. “What wasthat all about?’

“Nothing unpleasant,” Alyce assured her, though she decided to be vague, to preserve the e ement of
surprise that the king obvioudy intended. “1t’ sto do with recognizing Alaric asmy heir. There sto be
somekind of officia acknowledgment at court this afternoon.

“And spesking of court,” shewent on, searching the hdl, “we need to find my Lendour men. Theking
will be knighting two of my squirestoday, both of them with excellent prospects.” She glanced archly at



Alazais. “1 think we should introduce them to our Zaizie, don't you, Zoé?’

Z0oé chuckled softly at that, and Alazais blushed furioudy; but one of the reasons Kenneth had brought
his youngest daughter to court for the season was to expose her to eigible young men. Gelll, themiddie
daughter, had married the summer before, to aknight in the service of Jared Earl of Kierney, whom both
of them now served. Zoé was technically awidow, having been dl too briefly married to Alyce' sill-fated
brother Ahern, but marriage was once again on her mind.

“I think,” said Zo&, “that Zaizie would very much enjoy meeting your incipient knights. I'm sure they are
very worthy young men.”

“Over there,” said Alyce.

Her glance toward the deep window embrasures facing onto the castle gardens turned the gaze of both
younger women in that direction, where the king' s half-brother, Duke Richard, was assembling theyear’s
crop of boys soon to be made royal pages, al in clean white shirts and scarlet breeches, faces scrubbed
and hair mostly tidy. Asssting him were ahandful of senior pagesto be promoted to squire.

The knights-to-be, about adozen of them, were gathering farther back with their sponsors, having kept
vigil the night before. Each now wore the distinctive garb indicative of the status about to be conferred:
the white under-tunic, symbolic of purity; the black over-tunic, asreminder of the graveto which al
would eventualy succumb; and over al, the crimson mantle, betokening both the roya house to which
they owed alegiance and the blood each was prepared to shed in defense of that house.

They dl looked much dike, of course, thus uniformly arrayed, so Alyce sought out the red and white of
the Lendour banner rather than any individual—and spotted it in one of the niches toward the rear of the
hal. Cradling its staff in one green-clad arm was Sir Jovett Chandos, Alyce s childhood friend and a
sawart defender of her rightsin Lendour—and aso, of late, ayoung man of particular interest to Zoé
Morgan.

“Alyce, there's Jovett!” Zoé breathed.

“Oh, my goodness!” the younger Alazais whispered, eyes wide as saucers as she cast her gaze at the two
young candidates standing near Jovett.

Alycelaughed gently, setting her free hand under the younger girl’ s elbow as she began to press her and
Zoéinthedirection of thethree. Y oung Alaric looked up at dl of them in some bewilderment ashelet his
mother draw him aong.

“| seem to recdl asomewnheat different opinion two summers ago, when you came with usto Lendour,”
Alyceteased. “ Silly boys, | believe you cdled them.”

“I never!” Alazais began somewhat indignantly. “No, wait...Not Yves and Xander?’

“Thevery same” Alycereplied. “And I’'m told that both of them are now become quite excellent
swordsmen, well deserving of the accolade. Nor have | heard that either of them isyet spoken for,” she
added sotto voce, with awink at her youngest stepdaughter.

“Alyce, sopit!” Alazaishissed, blushing prettily.

Jovett had noticed their approach, and immediately called histwo chargesto attention, for Alyce was
Lady of Lendour, even if her sex denied her titleto the earldom in her own right. Tall and straight in his
court robe of emerad green, with his coppery hair deeked back in awarrior’ sknot, it was easy to see
how Sir Jovett Chandos had caught Zo€ sfancy; and his mind and soul were no less comely than his



appearance. As Alyce and her companions drew near, the two incipient knights sank to one knee and
bowed their heads, and Jovett dipped the Lendour banner in salute.

“Lady of Lendour!”

“Sir Jovett,” Alycereplied, smiling as she caught the billow of red and white silk inonearm and let him
take her other hand to salute it with akiss. He was Deryni like herself, though secretly so, and his
unspoken greeting flashed across the bond of their physical contact, even as hisfond glance brushed Zoé.

Y ou look well and happy, dear Alyce—and young Alaric has grown.

Sometimes by the day, it seems, came her grateful reply. Do be certain to admire his shoes, she added
mischievoudly.

“My lady,” he said doud, bending againin abow to include dl of them. “ And can thisredly be young
Master Alaric?’ he added, as he righted the Lendour banner. “Why, what handsome shoes you wear
today, my lord. Do you think they might fit me?’ He drew back the skirt of hislong court robeto reved
plain black bootswith dightly pointed toes, gold spurs affixed to the hedls.

The boy’ slook of bemusement went briefly calculating, then shifted to pleased recognition. “ Y ou're Sir
Jovett!” he declared, setting balled fists on both hips. “Y ou have abig spotted horse!”

“Spotted horse?” Alyce murmured, as she and Zoé exchanged puzzled glances.

Feigning wide-eyed surprise, Jovett crouched down to the boy’ slevel, handing off the banner to one of
the candidates as he did so.

“Why, | do, indeed, have a spotted horse, young master. And she now has a spotted foal. I’'m surprised
that you remember.”

“I'm not ababy!” Alaric said indignantly. “Mamawouldn’t let meridewith you. Shesaid | wasn't big
enough.”

With aglance up a Alyce and asuppressed smile, Jovett said, “Wdll, you' re much bigger now, so
perhaps the next time you' rein Cynfyn, your mamawill let you ride with me. But meanwhile, | should like
to present two more of your knights.” He straightened and jutted his chin toward the still-knedling pair.
“Or a least they’ |l beknightsin alittlewhile”

“Papatold meal about that,” Alaric said wisdly. “Theking hits them three timeswith hissword an’ says,
‘“You'reaknight.” An’ they get gold spursan’ awhite belt an’ asword, an’ then everybody says,
‘Hurrah!””

“Indeed, they do,” Jovett agreed, asthe boy’ s mother and his half-ssters did their best not to laugh.
(Both candidates had ducked their headsto cover their own grins.) “But he does’t hit them very
hard—and not with the sharp edge. It’' s done with the flat of the blade, like s0.”

A dagger suddenly appeared in hisright hand from a hidden wrist sheath, and he solemnly reached out to
tap Alaric lightly on the right shoulder, the left shoulder, and then on the top of the head. A look of awe
came over the boy’ sface, and he glanced firgt a his mother, then back at Jovett.

“Am | aknight now?’" he whispered.

“No, not yet,” Jovett replied with a chuckle, making the blade disappear again. “It hasto be done with a
sword; and it takes more than just the sword-touch to make a man aknight. But when you' re grown, you



will beaknight, | promiseyou. And though | should be ddlighted to confer that honor when the time
comes, | rather think it will be the king who knights you—or maybe Prince Brion.”

“But he sonly aboy,” Alaric said, confused.

“Wall, yes, but he' sgoing to be the king someday, just like hisfather. But before he can knight anyone
else, someone older will knight him—because only another knight can make aknight.”

“Oh,” said Alaric. “Could Papaknight me?’ he asked, twisting to look up at his mother.

“Wadll, he could, darling,” Alycereplied. “Heisaknight. But someday you' |l be aduke, and theking
usualy likesto knight dukes himself. However, when you are grown,” she added, a signs of incipient
rebellion on the upturned face, “ and you' re aknight, too, you will make knights—because dukes and
earls have the right to knight their own men. If you were aknight now, it would be your honor to knight
Yvesand Xander here”

Shejutted her chin toward the two candidates still knedling beyond Jovett, who both sauted the boy with
aright fist to the breast—and did their best to restrain grins of honest delight. Alaric gazed at them
gopraisngly for along moment, then drew himself to attention and gravely saluted them back.

“Waell done!” Jovett declared, chuckling as he clapped the boy on the shoulder in approvd. “My lady, he
aready has command presence.”

“Aye, hedoes,” shereplied, ruffling the boy’ s hair fondly. “But now, Alaric, you must give these young
gentlemen permission to rise. They' ve been knedling quite long enough, though I’ m sure they were happy
to do so. A nod or adight bow issufficient.”

Very soberly, the boy made the two candidates a very proper bow, also gesturing with both hands that
they should stand. Obediently the pair rose, dso bowing to Alyce and the two women with her. Alazais
flushed prettily as Alyce turned to motion her forward.

“My dear, permit me to make these gentlemen known to you: Y ves de Tremelan and Xander of Torrylin,
soon to be knights of Lendour. Gentlemen, my husband’ s youngest daughter, AlazaisMorgan. And |
believe you know hiseldest, Lady Zo&.”

Amid the murmured exchanges of courtesy, Alyce became aware of a heightened buzz of conversation
rippling through the hal and then agradua quieting. Simultaneoudy, those milling in the center of the hdll
began to drift to the sides, clearing a center aide and aso the space directly before the dais. Being
aready withdrawn into afar window embrasure, Alyce and her Lendour party had only to turn their
attention toward the daiswhere, very shortly, achamberlain came forth with his aff of office and rapped
smartly on the oak floor of the dais.

“My lords and ladies, pray, attend.”

Theroya family began to enter and assemblein their appointed places, not down the center aide,
because of theinclement wesather, but directly from the doorway to the lft of the dais, which led to the
withdrawing room behind.

First came the younger roya children and their attendants, followed by the queen’sladiesand theking's
household, including Sir Jiri Redfearn, Kenneth, and severd of the king's other ministers of state. Asthe
king and queen appeared, attended by Prince Brion in page' slivery, the chamberlain again rapped with
his staff of office and announced, “ Their Mgesties Dond Blaine Aidan Cinhil Haldane, King of
Gwynedd and Lord of the Purple March, and Richeldis his queen, and adso His Roya Highnessthe



Prince Brion, Prince of Meara”

Theroya couple proceeded to their thrones, but did not yet sit. Prince Brion stood attendance on his
mother. The two Archbishops MacCartney followed close behind—Desmond of Rhemuth and William
of Vaoret, both of them coped and mitred appropriate to the season—and were shown to chairs of state
to theright side of the dais. Before taking their seats, Archbishop William blessed the assembled
company, “In nomine Patris, et Filii, et Spiritus Sancti, Amen.”

Court began with the usua business peculiar to Twelfth Night Courts, with the king receiving adozen
new pagesinto roya service and promoting several senior pagesto squire. Prince Brion was among the
latter, having turned twelve the previous June, and proudly knelt before hisfather with three othersto

pledge hisongoing fiddlity.

After each of the new squires had received apair of blued-steel spurs and adagger from the king'sown
hand, they exchanged their smple pages’ tabards for the more elegant scarlet tunics of royd squires, with
the king' s cipher embroidered on the | eft breast. Prince Brion wasthefirst of the four to be so invested,
and stood thereafter at hisfather’ s elbow as duty squire for the remainder of the afternoon. Last of those
recaived as squire that afternoon, separate from the first four, was Jamyl Arilan, nephew of one of

Dond’s council lords, who previoudy had trained as page and squire a the court of 1llann King of
Llannedd, brother to Queen Richeldis.

“Magter Jamyl, you are most welcome,” Richddis said to him, as she helped him don the scarlet tunic of
aHadane squire. “My brother speaks highly of you. | wonder that he was willing to give you up.”

Jamyl smiled, apoised and confident young man of fifteen, and handsome as his uncle must have beenin
hisyouth.

“Theking your brother isaman not easly parted from what he wants, my lady, aswell you know,” Jamyl
replied, “but the king your husband can be very persuasive. And | am given to understand that my lord
uncle aso pled my cause” He nodded to Seisyll Arilan, standing behind and at the king' sright hand. “I
am honored now to be the second Arilan serving the Crown of Gwynedd.”

Richddisinclined her head in acknowledgment of the gracious reply, and glanced a Seaisyll, proudly
watching.

“Wethank you for your efforts, my Lord Seisyll,” shesaid. “I am certain that this new squire will be an
asset to our court.”

“That ismy fondest wish, Mgesty,” he replied with abow.

Next on the agenda was the dubbing of the season’ s new knights, some come from far afield to receive
the accolade from the king’ s own hand. M ost had been in training with Duke Richard, or at least had
served as squires at court for several years, and now, having achieved their mgjority, were deemed ready
to assume the duties and privileges of knighthood. All of the candidates had kept their vigil the night
before, following aritua bath and robing.

The court candidates came first, according to the usua custom, with each being brought before the king
by his sponsor, there to knedl and be invested with golden spurs. The candidate then received the sword
accolade from the king’ s hand or, in some cases, from the hand of hisfather or other older maereative
who was dso aknight, after which the queen girded each new knight with the white belt, symbolic of the
purity of his new voceation. After being presented with agoodly sword, the new knight then placed his
joined hands between those of the king and pledged hisfedlty to the Crown of Gwynedd.



Court candidates were somewhat sparse that year, though the half-dozen dubbed were of excellent
qudity. Jaska Callins and UIf Carey excelled a horsemanship. The twins Thomas and Geoffrey de Main,
whose swordsmanship was equaled by few others of their age, were so different in every other respect
that they might not have even been brothers. Trevor Udaut had been the king' s persona squire for the
past severd years, and would remainin royal service. Phares Donovan, the last of them, was akeen
archer, especially from horseback.

“Do you likethelooks of that one?’ Zoé whispered to Alazais, asthe queen girded Sir Phareswith the
white belt. “He svery wdl connected.”

“Z0o&, stopit!” Alazais hissed, with awide-eyed glance over her shoulder at the Lendour candidates.

“Well, heiswell connected, Zaizie,” Alyce agreed, dipping an arm around her youngest stepdaughter’s
waid. “Hisfather was castellan to the Earl of Marley.”

“And it doesn’t hurt that he was squire to Prince Brion,” Zoé added, “and is utterly devoted to him.
Hopefully, hewill dso proveto beafriend to Alaric,” she added more softly.

For answer, Alyce only dipped her arm through Zo€ s and briefly laid her head againgt the shoulder of
this, her sister of the heart, grateful that Zoé aso would dways be afriend to her son. Very shortly, she
knew, the king would make public hislatest decision regarding al of their fates. Kenneth’ s gppointment
as Earl of Lendour would greatly ease her position aswell as his, for she would share his rank—and
findly have agtatus at least somewhat commensurate with her station as mother of afuture duke.

For aDeryni like hersdf, of course, it was adouble-edged distinction, sinceit would thrust her into public
prominence again, when she had only just begun to live down the notoriety of using her powersto
unmask murderers at Twelfth Night four years ago. Already, she had seen the brother of one of the
murderers, scowling acrossthe hdl a her.

With luck, however, the new rank should help her keep Alaric safe until he was grown and could fulfill
the destiny for which he had been born. Toward what else had her life been preparing her, than to
support the House of Haldane in whatever way was needful ?

Next to be cdled forward were two candidates from Meara: Alun Meandry, son of the murdered former
roya governor of Ratharkin, and Arthen Talbot, youngest son of the present governor. Alun’sknighting
had a bittersweet qudity to it, for he had seen hisfather put to death at the end of arope by Mearan
rebels when he was too young to do anything to stop it. His reception of the accolade now affirmed his
determination to carry onin hisfather’ s footsteps, where he would serve among the knights sworn to the
service of the present roya governor.

The son of that roya governor, by contrast, was relaxed and amost informa. Presented by hisfather, Sir
Lucien Tabot, young Arthen knelt eagerly before the king, upturned face dight with joy. Behind him, Sir
Lucien carried agoodly sword with which his son would be invested, with the straps of apair of golden
spurslooped over the quillons.

“So, Lucien,” Dond said with asmile, risng with the Haldane sword cradled in hisarm. * How many sons
of yours have | knighted now, including young Arthen here? Three? Or isit four?’

“Arthenisthefourth, Sire,” Lucien replied, bowing. “Y ou knighted Caspar last Twelfth Night, and Julian
the year before. And Joriswasfirgt, of course.”

“Ah, of course. Wdll, they dl look incredibly likeyou. | can't keep them straight. The others are not with
you today?’



“Alas, no, Sire, but they send loya greetings and apologies for their absence. | fear that dl of them had
dutiesin Mearathat precluded their attendance. But they ook forward to having their brother join them
insavice”

“I'm surethey do,” theking replied, “though | imagine that the Mearanswill hardly be glad to have
another Tabot enforcing the king' s peace. Sir Alun,” he said to the just-knighted Alun Meandry,
“perhaps you would be so good asto invest your young comrade-in-arms with hisspurs. Lucien, | an
a so disgppointed to see that your lady is not with you thisyear,” the king went on, asthe grinning Alun
knelt to perform his office.

“Asam|, Sire,” the Mearan governor replied, “but the reason isahappy one. Our eldest daughter is
soon to present us with our first grandchild, so her mother has goneto Laasto be with her for thelying in.
When Y our Mgesty’ s children are of an age to present you with your own grandchildren, | know you
will understand.”

“Indeed, indeed,” Dona said, chuckling. “When you return home, then, | trust that you will give your
goodwife afull accounting of today’ s honors. And send me word when the child isborn.” He glanced
asdeat Sr Jiri Redfearn, standing duty behind the throne. “ Jiri, remind me to send an appropriate
chrigening gift.”

“Yes, Sire”
As Sir Alun rose, his spurring dutiesfulfilled, Dond’ s gaze flicked back to the still-knedling Arthen.

“So, young Master Tabot. Are you certain you would not prefer to receive the accolade from your
father?’

“With al due respect, Sire,” Lucien said, before the candidate could answer, “we could have stayed in
Ratharkin if my hand were sufficient.”

“Arthen?’ theking indsted. “Y our father isavery honored and puissant knight, else he would not be my
governor in Meara.”

“Aye, Sire, but you are my king,” young Tabot replied. “1 have dways dreamed of receiving the
accolade from your own hand. And | would lief swear you my fealty in person—for the bond between
vassdl and liegeisas hdlowed asthat of blood.”

“Wadll, | cannot dispute that,” the king replied, smiling as he shifted the hilt of the great Haldane sword of
gate into hisright hand and lifted the blade before him. “ Arthen Tabot, son of Lucien.” The blade flashed
downward to lightly touch flat on the young man’ sright shoulder.

“In the name of the Father, and of the Son,” the blade shifted to the left shoulder, “and of the Holy
Spirit,” the blade lifted to rest on the crown of the young man’'s bowed heed, “ be thou agood and faithful
knight.” Dona lifted the blade to kiss the holy relic enclosed in the pomme, then reversed it to rest thetip
on the floor and offered hisright hand to the new knight. “Arise, Sir Arthen, and be invested with the
other symbols of your new rank.”

Only just contralling agrin, Sir Arthen got to hisfeet, bowing as the queen cameto gird him with the
white belt of hisknighthood, faintly blushing as she buckled it a hiswaist. Dona handed off the Haldane
sword to Kenneth to hold. When the queen was done, Arthen’ sfather presented him with asword,
which he dipped into the hangers at hiswaist before kneeling again to set his joined hands between those
of theking.



“I, Arthen Tabot, Knight, do become your liege man of life and limb and earthly worship; and faith and
truth will 1 bear unto you, to live and to die, againgt dl manner of folk, so help me God.”

The king then returned the oath, pledging justice and protection for the new knight' sloyalty, after which
the other Mearan knightsin the hal gave awhoop of affirmation and surged forward to congratul ate their
new brother. The brief commotion served to bring young Alaric’ s attention back to the head of the hall,
for he had begun to grow restive at his mother’ s Side as the ceremonies stretched on.

“Pay attention now, darling,” she whispered in his ear, as the space before the thrones again cleared and
the chamberlain rapped with his saff for attention.

Jovett was lining up the Lendour candidates and bidding their two sponsorsto fal into place behind them,
each bearing a sheathed sword with spurslooped over the quillons. The newly squired Jamyl Arilan had
been drafted to carry the Lendour banner when their turn should come around, and came smartly to
attention as the chamberlain cleared histhroat.

“Let the candidates from Lendour approach.”

At Jovett’ snod, Jamyl started forward with the Lendour banner, Jovett following with the two
candidates, their sponsors, and several more Lendour retainers. Y oung Alaric stood on histiptoesto see
them better, only restrained from following by his mother’ s hands on his shoulders.

“Your Mgesty,” Jovett said, making agraceful obeisance as his charges did the same and Jamy! dipped
the banner, “on behaf of the regency council of Lendour, | beg leave to present two candidates for
knighthood: the squires Y ves de Tremean and Xander of Torrylin.”

“And | amwell pleased to receive them,” the king responded, settling back dightly on histhrone. “I have
heard excdllent reports regarding the accomplishments of both Lendour’ s candidates. However, a
griking irregularity makes meloath to confer that honor.”

Chapter 4
“He made him lord of hishouse, and ruler of dl his substance.”
—PSALM 105:21

F OLLOWING on an ingtant of shocked silence, amurmur of question and consternation rippled
through the hall. Jovett stood stunned, as did Xander; young Y ves bore an expresson of blank
bewilderment, as did both sponsors. Alaric caught the tumult of the various reactions and looked up at
his mother for reassurance. Alyce felt the sharp glance of question from her heart-sster, but only dipped
her free hand around Zo€ s shoulders and dightly shook her head, sending a close-focused thought into
her mind, as Deryni sometimes could do with humans.

Don't worry.

Don't worry? Zoé returned, carefully shaping the wordsin her mind. Do you know what thisis about? s
thiswhy the king summoned you before court?

Somewhat, Alyce replied. Just wait and see.

“Sire, | don't understand,” Jovett said uncertainly, as he exchanged glances with histwo candidates and
their sponsors.

“Allow meto rephrase,” the king said. “And please reassure your candidates. This has nothing to do with



their suitability for knighthood.” He swept his gaze across the waiting courtiers and their ladies, then
nodded toward Kenneth.

“Sir Kenneth, my sword, if you please—and Lady Alyce, please atend, and bring the boy.”

Bracing hersdlf, head held high, Alyce kept her son’shand in hers and led him before the throne, pausing
before the first step of the daisto make her reverence. Y oung Alaric followed his mother’ s example with
agrave, courtly bow that brought asmileto theking' slips. At their approach, Jovett had moved his
knighting party to one Sde, where dl of them watched anxioudy.

“| seethat your young son flourishes, Sir Kenneth,” Dond said, settling the Haldane sword in the crook
of hisarm, itshilt in hisleft hand. “Y ou have performed your duty well, in providing an heir for Corwyn
and Lendour—though methinksit can have been no onerous duty, with so fair alady at your sde.” At his
nod toward Alyce, afaint snigger rippled through the watching court, but she only inclined her head
gracefully at the compliment.

“I am aso much pleased with the counsd that you have given with regard to the regency of your wife's
lands,” the king went on, “which, someday, will be your son’slands. Given histender age, however, it
seemsto me that those lands deserve a more tangible symbol of lordship, and sooner rather than later. In
addition, as | much desire to continue employing your talents on my own behdf, as| advancein years
and my own heir approaches his mgority, it seemsto mefitting that you possess amore gppropriate rank
by which you may speak in my name and his, in matters diplomatic.”

“Sire, | am yoursto command,” Kenneth murmured with ataut bow.

“Then | trust you will not object when | tell you that | have this day determined to creste you Earl of
Lendour for life, by right of your wife.” A collective gasp whispered through the hall, but the king only
flicked astedly glance out over the assembled court to silence it, and went on.

“Will you, then, accept this honor from my hand, and be my man for Lendour, and continue serving as
principa regent of Corwyn?’ He smiled and shrugged. “ It means that someday, your son will be your
feuda superior, when he takes up hisduca coronet—but by then, perhaps you will be ready to retireto
some quiet spot with your lovely wife, to enjoy the delights of grandchildren. It isapleasure | have not
yet tasted for mysdlf, but | am assured by my governor in Mearaand others who have them that the
experienceis atogether agreeable.”

Hisdroll smileand wink at Sir Lucien and severd of hissenior council lordswho did have grandchildren
was answered by gentle chuckles of honest amusement from most in the hall, and defused what might
have been an awkward moment regarding Kenneth’ s good fortune.

“But, enough of this” Dona said, rigng. “Kenneth, I'll thank you to knedl.” As Kenneth hadtily did so,
the king shifted the Haldane sword into his right hand and briskly touched it to Kenneth' sright shoulder,
left shoulder. “I creste you Earl of Lendour for life, with dl the rights, privileges, and responsibilities that
entails. Will you now do homage for your lands?’

“I'will, Sire, most gladly,” Kenneth replied, lifting hisjoined handsin an attitude of prayer.

Smiling faintly, the king handed the sword off to Prince Brion and took Kenneth' s hands between his
own, nodding for him to spesk.

“I, Kenneth Kai Morgan, do enter your homage and become your liege man for Lendour, reaffirming the
vows | made when your father knighted me. Faith and truth will | bear to you, and to your sons, and to
your house, in dl things, so help me God.”



“And | receive your homage most gladly, Kenneth Morgan Earl of Lendour, and pledge you my loyalty
and protection for so long as you keep faith with me.”

So saying, the king released Kenneth' s hands and dipped into a pocket within his deeve, producing a
gold signet, which he did onto Kenneth’ sl eft forefinger.

“Wear thisring asased of fiddity to the oaths you have sworn, and asymbol of your authority,” the king
sad, aso receiving from the queen ahammered silver circlet the width of two fingers, set with flat
cabochon garnets al around. “And receive this coronet as amark of my esteem and trust.”

He set the coronet on Kenneth’ s brow, then kissed him on both cheeks and nodded for him to rise.

“That’ s done, then. Y ou may stand, Earl of Lendour. And for your firgt officia act, if it isyour pleasure
and that of these young men, | give you leave to bestow the accolade on these, your knights of Lendour.”

Kenneth rose uncertainly at the king's gesture, looking both pleased and somewhat taken aback by this
further demondtration of royd favor.

“Sire, itisan honor | am right willing to confer in your name, but surely they would prefer to receiveit
from the hand of their king.”

“I should think that, given a choice, they would prefer to receive it from the hand of aloya and noble
knight who has many times saved the life of that king,” Donal countered, with ameasuring glance at the
two knedling candidates. “ And thisisfitting, sinceit isyou they should emulate, rather than awarrior no
longer in hisprime. Sir Jovett, isthis acceptable to Lendour’ s candidates?’

Jovett glanced at the Lendour sponsors, who clearly approved, then made a graceful bow, taking his cue
from Alyce' s unperturbed expression and the lightning thought she sent hisway.

“Sire, it haslong been the honor of Lendour’ s knightsto receive the accolade from Lendour’ s earl, when
that has been possible. When young Alaric attains hismgority and is himsalf aknight, such will be his
happy duty. But until that day arrives, | can think of few finer exemplarsfor our young knights than the
noblefather of their future earl.”

“Then, let it bedone,” the king replied, extending the hilt of the Haldane sword across hisforearm to
Kenneth. *Y ou may usethis”

Kenneth kndlt briefly to receiveit, reverently touching hislipsto the holy relic enclosed in the hilt, then
moved beside the throne and turned to face the candidates and assembled court, indicating that Alyce
and Alaric should stand to his other side. He occasiondlly had knighted men in the field before, but the hilt
of the Haldane sword in his fist made concrete just how different thiswas, and would be henceforth. As
thefirst candidate, Y ves de Tremelan, cameto kned before him, hisolder brother following with sword
and spurs, Kenneth leaned down to whisper to his son in asudden flash of ingpiration.

“Son, would you like to help Sir Jovett with the spurs?’

The boy grinned ddightedly, scurrying to Jovett’ s sideto receive one of the spurs. He watched with
grave attentiveness as Jovett affixed the first spur, then knelt to do the same with the second. The straps
and buckles were alittle stiff, the spurs being new and never worn, but the boy very nearly managed on
his own, so that Jovett only had to help him with the final adjustment.

Their whispered consultation brought a smile to the candidate’ slips, but he did not speak or turn to look.
When the two had finished, the pair of them stood to either side of the candidate and Alaric shyly dipped
his hand into Y ves slarge one as he gazed up expectantly at hisfather, obvioudy aware of the solemnity



of what was about to occur. Alyce, watching from Kenneth' s side, could only barely contain her smile
and her pride. Tearswere glistening in the candidate s eyes.

“Yvesde Tremean,” Kenneth declared, lowering the Ha dane blade to touch the young man' sright
shoulder, “in the name of the Father, and of the Son,” the blade arched to the left shoulder, “and of the
Holy Spirit,” theflat of the blade rested briefly on the bowed head, * be thou agood knight and true.” He
brought the blade to hislipsin sdute. “Arise, Sir Yves.”

He offered the new knight his hand and raised him up.

“And now, since |l am Earl of Lendour by the grace of my lady wife aswell asthe king' sfavor, perhapsit
would befitting that you be invested with the further symbols of your rank by the Lady of Lendour—if
Her Mgesty will dlow,” he added, with aglance at the queen.

“Most cartainly,” Richddisreplied, extending the strip of white lesther to Alyce, who nodded thanks and
moved closer to Yves. Y oung Alaric stayed beside Jovett, now under Jovett's hands, watching as his
mother girded the new-made knight with the white belt.

“SirYves, | gird you with this symbol of your unstained honor,” Alyce murmured, as sheleaned closeto
passthe belt around hiswaist. “ And | am very happy that you should have received this honor from my
own dear husband’ s hand.”

“Soam|, my lady,” he whispered, hastily knuckling at atear as she fastened the buckle.

When she had finished, he bowed over her hand and kissed it, then waited as his elder brother brought
forth the goodly sword to be presented, laying it into Alyce’ s hands with abow. At the king' s nod, she
gaveit into the kegping of Sir Y ves, who dipped it into its hangers and then sank to his knees uncertainly
between Kenneth and the king, glancing at both of them as he lifted joined hands.

“Sre” hesaid steadily, “1 am now prepared to offer my fedlty.”
“Heisyour knight, Lord Kenneth,” theking said quietly. “It isyou who should receive his oath.”

“It would be my honor and privilege, Sire,” Kenneth murmured. “But isthis acceptable to you, Sir Yves?
| know that you were expecting to give your oath to the king.”

“You are Earl of Lendour, my lord, and | am your knight,” Yves said steedily. “1 am pleased to giveit to
you.”

With an inclination of his head, Kenneth reversed the Haldane sword under the quillons and returned it
into the king's keeping, then took Sir Y ves' sjoined hands between his own. The young man met his gaze
geadily, hischinlifting as he spoke the ritual words.

“I, Yvesde Tremean, do become your liege man of life and limb and earthly worship. Faith and truth will
| bear unto you, to live and to die, againgt dl manner of folk, so help me God.”

“And |, for my part, will be afaithful liegeto you, Sir Yvesde Tremelan,” Kenneth answered, “giving
justice and protection so long as you keep faith with me. So help me God.”

Murmurs of approval surrounded the pair as Kenneth raised up the new knight, accompanied by young
Alaric’sjoyful jumping up and down, quickly curbed by alook from hisfather. The boy stood with his
mother as the knighting process was repesated with Xander initsfocus, Alaric again helping with the
spurs. He followed happily with his mother when all the Lendour contingent, save Kenneth, retired to the
rear of the hal for the next candidates to approach.



“Did | doit right, Mummy?’ the boy whispered, when they had gained the relative privacy of the rear
door.

“Youdidit very wel, indeed, darling,” Alyce replied, with an affectionate ruffling of the slver-blond hair.
“| was very, very proud of you.”

Chapter 5

“There be spiritsthat are created for vengeance.”
—ECCLESIASTICUS 39:28

SIR Kenneth Morgan’s ennobling as Earl of Lendour became the topic of many a conversationin the
hoursfollowing that year' s Twelfth Night Court. Not dl of the discussion wasfavorable.

“My lord, areyou ill?" Father Rodder asked in alow voice.

Jarred from hisintrospection, Bishop Oliver de Nore shook his head. Though normally awitty and
articulate table companion, he had been brooding over histrencher through the first several courses, and
had aready earned puzzled glances from his superiors, the Archbishops Desmond and William, seeted a
few places up the table on the other side.

“Nay, | amwell enough,” de Nore dlowed. “1 wasreflecting how well the Deryni witch continuesto
prosper. Her husband is now Earl of Lendour, and her half-breed son flourishes. It is clear that the king
dotes on this cursed family.”

“Sir Kenneth haslong been the king’ s good friend,” Father Rodder observed, “and has many times
saved theking'slife. Surely it isfitting that he should be rewarded for hisloyalty and service”

“The service of getting aDeryni brat on that Deryni witch?’ de Nore said bitterly. “ She denounced my
brother, Rodder! Her accusations betrayed him to his desth!”

Father Rodder contained asigh, for he wastiring of thisreiteration of old grievances. But since de Nore
was his superior, he tempered hisreply to diplomatic neutrdity.

“I cannot dispute thefacts,” he agreed quietly. “ She did, indeed, have apart in discovering the
involvement of Father Septimusin the....unfortunate incident. But sheisagreat heiress, evenif sheis
Deryni, with vastly important lands. Surely it is prudent to give those landsinto the keeping of aloya
human lord.”

“Aye, if it does not corrupt him, to consort with such asorceress,” de Nore conceded, albeit grudgingly.
But hiseyes narrowed every time his gaze glided in the direction of the pair, noting the eager adulation of
the smdl entourage come from Lendour and Corwyn for the Twelfth Night Court.

E LSEWHERE , somewhat later that night, others more kindly disposed toward Deryni were aso
asessing the day’ s events. Lord Seisyll Arilan, senior of King Donal’ s ministers of state and also senior
in an organization embodying everything Bishop Oliver de Nore had come to hate, was contemplating the
day’ s developments as he made his way to the gpartment he maintained within the castle precincts—one
of the more useful perquisites of his office as a crown counsdlor. He had left the door locked, but he
knew the measure had been little deterrent to the man he sensed waiting behind it.

“I thought I might find you here,” Saisyll said in alow voice, when he had closed the door behind him, for



he knew theidentity of hisvistor without having to look.

With afaint smile and thelift of ahand in acknowledgment, Michon de Courcy moved into the light from
thefire blazing on the hearth. His collar-length hair was gone grey, the neetly trimmed beard and
mustache the same, softening a narrow, aristocratic nose. The cut of histeal-blue robes had beenin
fashion a decade before. Though quite unalarming in appearance, he was reckoned as one of the most
accomplished Deryni of his generation, though he was careful never to reved thisto any of hishuman
associates.

“Sometimesit occurs to me to wonder whether you actualy detect me or if we have smply known one
another too long,” he said easlly.

Sasyll dlowed himsdlf alow chuckle. “Perhaps abit of both,” he conceded. “1 assume you have formed
an opinion about the events at today’ s court.”

“If you arereferring to Sir Kenneth Morgan’ s good fortune, | have some thoughts on the matter,” he
dlowed, amiling faintly. “1 daresay the Council will aso have afew thingsto say.”

“Then, we d better tell them, sothey can say it,” Seisyll said archly. “ Shal we?’ He gestured toward the
door to the corridor. “1 think most everyone has retired or |eft by now. | asked Jamyl to make the

necessary preparations.”

“Damned convenient, having him in the castle now,” Michon commented, as he opened the outer door a
crack to glance both ways aong the corridor, then opened it far enough to dip outside. Seisyll joined
him, aso scanning with his Deryni senses, then carefully closed the door behind them and locked it. As
they headed back the way Seisyll had come, Michon took hisarm: two ederly courtiers, gpparently the
worse for drink, should they encounter anyone.

But they did not. Traversing asuccession of shadowed corridors and torch-lit stairways, they findly
entered the passageway that led to King Dond’ slibrary, though Seisyll led them past that door and on to
the next.

A moment they paused there, Michon scanning beyond them while Seisyll probed beyond the door.
Then, with asoftly indrawn breath, Seisyll set his hand on the latch and gently pushed—at which the door
swung soundlessy inward. Faintly smiling, he eased the door wide enough to enter and dipped inside.

Theroom was dark save for the gentle glow of the fire, with the sound of heavy snoring rumbling in the
curtained recesses of a canopied bed. Ashe cast his sensesin that direction, ayouthful figurein Haldane
squire' slivery stepped from the shadows nearer the head of the bed, faint violet briefly flaring around the
head of young Jamyl Arilan, who held aforefinger to hislipsto caution slence,

Pleased and relieved, Seisyll sent acknowledgment and approval in the direction of his nephew, then
leaned back out the door long enough to beckon for Michon, who immediately entered and latched the
door behind him. As he did so, Jamyl cameto join them.

I’'m afraid | denied Lord Harkness the pleasures of hiswife's embrace, the younger man sent, but they’ ||
deep until morning, and have dreams to compensate. Amazing, the places a squire can go without raising
any eyebrows.

Just 0 long asthey don't stir until we' ve returned and gotten out of here, Seisyll replied, with anod
toward the bed. Michon, he sent to his companion, at the same time extending a beckoning hand.

Together they moved into the center of the room, where a Kheldish carpet concealed the sight but not



their awareness of amagica matrix laid out there more than a century before. With the ease of
long-accustomed practice, Seisyll moved behind Michon and set his hands on the other man’ s shoulders,
extending his senses even as Michon drew back his shields and accepted control.

A moment Saisyll spared to stabilize the balance between them, then closed his eyes and focused on the
pattern of the Transfer Portal beneath their feet, unique to thislocation, and shifted the energies. The
momentary quaver of vertigo was his only sign that anything had changed—except that, when he opened
his eyes, they were stlanding in aniche outside the secret meeting chamber of the Camberian Council, that
powerful and clandestine body indtituted by St. Camber himself to monitor the magica activities of Deryni
and safeguard against abuses of their power.

“I am impressed with young Jamy!’ s progress,” Michon said approvingly, as he deftly reengaged control
and shields and glanced over his shoulder at Seisyll, at the same time moving off the Portal. “He seemsto
have inherited the Arilan tdentsin full measure. My congratulations.”

“Coming from you, | count that ashigh praise,” Seisyll replied, asthe two of them headed toward the
pair of great bronze doors. “But you must take credit for at least apart of histraining. It'sapity that my
brother shows so little interest in the subtleties of politics”

“Aye, but at least his sonstake after their uncle,” Michon noted. “ And moving Jamyl to court wasa
master stroke.”

“I am certain hewill prove equa to the chalenge. Prince Brion is quite taken with him.”
“We shdl hopethat the liking continues once Brion isking,” Michon said dryly.

Beyond the great bronze doors, four more individuals were seated around a massive octagond table
crafted of ivory. The amethyst dome that crowned the chamber and arched above their heads |ooked
black at this hour, and seemed to swalow up most of the light from the crystal sphere hanging from the
dome's center. Three of the room’ s four occupants rose as the newcomers entered: Oisin Adair, who
bred fine horseflesh when he was not carrying out the Council’ s directives, and Dominy de Laney, wife
and consort of a prince of the Connait, who soon would be stepping down in favor of the fresh-faced
younger man coming to hisfeet at her sde. Rhydon Sasillion was il but five-and-twenty, but his
potentia had marked him out early asamage of great potentia, well worthy of the Council’ s notice.

Acrossthe table from the three sat Dominy’ s younger brother, Barrett, blinded as the ransom price for
thelives of severd dozen Deryni children when but a new-made knight of eighteen, hardly morethan a
child himsdlf. It was Michon who had taught him how to see again, utilizing hisformidable powersina
manner achieved by few of their race. Of late, he had taken up ascholar’ slife, and tonight wore the
emerald robes of ascholar of Nur Sayyid, the great R’ Kassan university.

“Greetingsto you, Barrett,” Michon said, clasping ahand to the blind man’s shoulder as he passed to
take his own seat. Seisyll made hisway to the chair beside Oisin, nearly opposite.

“Khoren will beadong shortly,” Oisin said, taking his seat again when the two older men had settled. He
was wearing fur-lined robes of a degp oxblood hue rather than the worn riding lesthers that were his
customary dttire. “1 delivered anew mare to his brother’ s sud farm afew days ago. He will plead
Twelfth Night obligationslike yoursalves, but | happen to know that he is also much occupied with arare
manuscript that hiswife found for him. Wereit not for thismeeting, | doubt he would surface for days.”

The comment produced an appreciative chuckle from both newcomers, for Prince Khoren Vastouni’s
appetite for obscure arcane knowledge was well known.



“Not another of Kitron’sworks?” Seisyll asked.

“No, earlier than that,” Qisin replied, “though he may have provided some of the margindia Thisoneis
atributed to a Caeriessan sage known only as Zefiryn, and | am given to understand that Soffrid
annotated it. If dl of thisistrue, itisamgor find.”

The comment elicited Sghs of wistful envy, and Michon leaned back in his chair with afeigned look of
vexation. “That sounds very like one I’ ve been tracking. Perhaps he will share.” He glanced around the
table. “What of Vivienne?’

“She sends her regrets” Dominy answered. “This pregnancy isproving difficult.”
“I trust sheisin no danger,” Seisyll said with some concern.

“No, but she has been more comfortable,” Dominy replied. “But thiswill pass. Shedid send mea
somewhat disturbing report concerning recent devel opments within the roya house of Torenth.”

“Isit Prince Nimur again?’ Michon muttered, as he took the document she handed him.

“And hisbrother Torval,” Barrett replied. “Moreto the point, Vivienne has concerns about their maternal
aunt, the very troublesome Princess Camille—or Mother Serafing, as she prefersto cal hersdlf, these
days. We can only give thanksto God that it was Camill€ s sster, and not Camille hersdf, who married
Torenth, eseit would be Camille wearing the consort’ s crown. Asit is, she availed hersdf of thetraining
to be had a Saint-Sasile and has | eft her mark on severa generations of Furstan nephews and collatera
cousins, and not altogether in keeping with the ethical preceptsto which we hold.”

Saisyll sat back in hischair and folded hisarms across his chest, looking irritated. “I am aware of the
background. What isit thistime?’

“Wdl,” Dominy said primly, “we have known for some time that the Princes Nimur and Torva are
regular vistorsto Saint-Sadile, where they have formed a particularly close relationship with their aunt.
She has other students, of course, but Nimur is regarded as being particularly gifted—and ambitious.”

“Yes, yes, thisisnothing new,” Michon said impatiently. “What has changed?’

“Thefocus of Prince Nimur’sinterest,” Barrett replied. “ Reliable rumor hasit that he intends to take up
the research that brought Lewys ap Norfal to no good end.”

Michon went very Hill, briefly averting hiseyes.

“Thereisworse, | fear,” Dominy said gently, after adight pause. “Prince Torva dsoisheavily involved,
of course—the two are al but inseparable—and he hasfar less good sense than his elder brother.”

“And why isthat worse?” Saisyll asked impatiently.

“Ah,” Barrett said. “That, | cantell you. Prince Torva has formed a close friendship with another of
Camille s students: avery accomplished and somewhat arrogant Cardosan caled Zachris Pomeroy. He,
inturn, isfoster brother to another of Camille’' s nephews. Hogan, the posthumous son of her brother
Marcus. All the Furstans are dangerous, of course, but Marcus was a so the senior male representative
of the Fedtillic linewhen he died, inheritor of dl the Fedtillic pretensionsto the crown of
Gwynedd—uwhich made his son Hogan the Fedtillic Pretender from birth.”

“Not that old lost cause?’ Michon said impatiently. “Lord, will they never letit go? It isnigh ontwo
hundred years since the Haldanes took it back from Hogan' s very distant ancestor Imre, and for very



good cause. And how many wars have been fought in an attempt to reassert the Festillic clam? How
many liveslogt?’

“Far too many,” Dominy said flatly. “ And everyone here can recite alitany of thefalen, from hisor her
own family. But the Festils dways were astubborn lot.”

“Aye, and they have long memories,” Oisin agreed. “ They never forget adight.”
“Of coursenot. They are Furstans,” Seisyll said.

Scowling, Michon passed the report acrossto him. “Wdll, thistime | fear that the Situation may require
somedirect intervention.” He glanced at the doors, then said, “Perhaps Khoren can shed somelight on
the question. And hereheisat last.”

Even as he spoke, the doors opened to admit their missing member: Prince Khoren Vastouni, brother of
the Sovereign Prince of Andelon. By hisforma robes of state, he appeared to have come directly from
his brother’ s Twelfth Night Court, though his disheveled hair suggested that he might have been puzzling
over his prized new manuscript. He had | eft behind his coronet.

“My heartfelt apologies, brethren,” he murmured, sweeping into the seat between Dominy and Barrett.
“My eldest niece chose tonight to present us with her chosen husband. It would be an understatement to
say that my esteemed brother was somewhat taken aback.”

A frown creased Dominy’ sfair brow. “Not Sofiana? Surely she cannot be old enough to marry!”

Khoren smply sighed and raised an eyebrow. “ That was certainly her father’ simpression. But as
incredible asit may sound, she will attain her maority on her next birthday, sx months hence. | know,”
he added, lifting both handsin deference to Dominy’ s scandaized expression. “ Fourteen isyoung to
marry, but Sofiana has dways known her mind. She aversthat she will have none other than Reyhan of
Jaca as her consort—and soon. The choice itsdf hardly comes as any surprise, of course. She and
Reyhan have been inseparable since childhood.”

“Heisof royd blood himsdf, as| recdl,” Seisyll murmured. “ Some cousin of the Prince of Jaca?’

“Aye, there was a daughter of my grandfather’ sline who married agrandson of aPrince of Jaca,”
Khoren replied. “Roya and Deryni blood on both sides, though through the femae lines. Still, asuitable
match. And they arefond of one another.”

“Hewas an early pupil of the Duc du Joux, was he not?’ Barrett asked. “And | seem to recall hearing
that he spent aterm or two at Nur Sayyid—though that was before | came. Still, histraining should
meatch well with Sofiana s”

“Thereisno doubt of his competence—or hers,” Michon said. “I take it that Mikhail gave his consent to
the union?’

“Aye, but they must wait for the forma betrotha until July, when she comes of age,” Khoren replied.
“The marriage will take place at next year’ s Twefth Night Court. She seemed happy enough with the
arrangement, asdid Reyhan.”

“I hope, then, that you will be certain she continues her studies during thislast year before her marriage,”
Michon said. “When | had her under my tutelage, she was one of my most promising pupils. | should hate
to think that she might fail to reach her full potential because of the distractions of marriage. After dl, itis
likely that she shdl rule Andelon oneday.”



“She understands that,” Khoren replied. “ And | have aready spoken with her about the importance of
completing her training.”

“I am happy to hear it,” Saisyll said. “ And speaking of pupils, Khoren, we were discussing some of the
more worrisome pupils of Camille Furstdna Her nephews, in particular, appear to be heading in
dangerous directions. And thereis another: a Zachris Pomeroy—"

“Zachris Pomeroy isone of theingigators of thisfolly,” Rhydon brokein, speaking for the first time.
Every head turned in hisdirection.
“You know him?’ Saisyll sad.

Rhydon inclined his head. “1t would be more accurate to say that we are acquainted; | would not regard
him as afriend. He holdslands bordering on my father’s estate. And as Master Barrett has said, heis
foster brother to Prince Hogan, who ismy friend.”

“Ah,” said Michon. “ And you do not like him, this Zachris Pomeroy.”

“Whether or not | like him has no bearing on the matter,” Rhydon replied. “What they are playing withis
dangerous.”

“Soitis” Michon agreed. “ Just how dangerous, you have no idea.”
Ashe glanced away, obvioudy troubled, Dominy gently laid ahand over one of Rhydon's.
“Rhydon, areyou involved in this?’ she asked gently.

He shook hishead. “I have done only as the Council bade me. Studying with Camille was away to make
the acquaintance of the Torenthi princes.”

“Then perhaps you know them well enough to warn them off thisfolly,” Michon said, “and to warn off
their friend Pomeroy aswell, evenif you do not like him. It can only goiill for any of them who take up
Lewysap Norfal’sline of research.”

Rhydon |ooked doubtful, resentment in the pae grey eyes. “ They are neither of theminclined to listen to
the opinions of others, my lord,” he murmured.

“Well, they would be advised to start listening,” Khoren muttered. “1 cannot speak for the Torenthi
princes, but | can tell you that Pomeroy’ s activities in the Cardosa area have begun to attract unwelcome
notice—and from the Church. | will grant you that Cardosais one of the few placesin Gwynedd where
Deryni may berelatively open, but that does not give license to abuse one' s powers—and Pomeroy, in
particular, has been entirely too open, of late. Flagrant, in fact. It can come to no good.”

Saisyll snorted derisively and leaned back in his chair. “Camille needsto rein himin hard. She, of al
people, iswell awvare what can happen.”

“Aye, sheis,” Khoren agreed, glancing at the others. “Y ou did know, | trust, that she was present when
Lewysap Norfd’ sfind experiment went awry?’

“Was she?” Dominy murmured, intrigued, as Oisin dso leaned forward expectantly and Rhydon raised
an eyebrow in surprise.

“Aye, shewas briefly one of his students—and had hoped to be hiswife aswell.”



“Surely you jest!” Barrett repeated, cocking his head intently. “ But she was a princess of Torenth before
shetook thevell.”

“And hewas of princely blood aswell,” Michon said impatiently, “of the line of the Dukes du Joux. She
was one-and-twenty, and very ambitious. But she lost heart when Lewys died—or at least | hope he
died, because any existence he might have retained would have been far worse than any death.”

“Did she not also set her cap for you for atime?’ Khoren asked gently. “ There were rumors for many
years afterward. | remember my parents discussing it, when they thought | was adeep.”

Michon quirked amirthless smile. “ She...made it clear that such amatch would be agreeable—though |
knew that her real motiveslay in her hunger for the powers| might help her unleash.” He glanced aside
wigtfully. “I1t was shortly after | married that shetook the vell and became Sister Serafina.”

“And eventualy surpassed most of her teachers” Seisyll reminded them, “and became hersdlf a
teacher—sometimes of dangerous students.”

“Unfortunately, that istrue,” Michon agreed. “And whileit is, indeed, worrying that the heirs of Torenth
may be putting themsalves at risk; it is perhaps of more concern that this Zachris Pomeroy may be putting
ideasinto Prince Hogan' s head. If Hogan should decide to assert his claim to Gwynedd, dender though
that might be, it could be disastrous right now, with Dona no longer fit enough to lead an army and
Prince Brion till too young. Best if we can delay that folly for at least adecade.”

“Thereis Duke Richard,” Oisin reminded him.

“Aye” said Saisyll, “he could lead an army. But whether or not he could assume the Haldane powers, |
have no idea. Presumably, Dond has made or is making provisionsfor Prince Brion to do so, in due
course, but the princeisyoung yet. Best if Prince Hogan can be discouraged indefinitely from exercising
his very dubious claim to Gwynedd' s crown, and spare Prince Brion the need to meet amagical

d,ﬂle,ge.”

“Then it gppears,” said Barrett, “that we must take stepsto do exactly that. Khoren, might it be feasible
for you to gpproach Camille about our concerns?’

“If you deem it necessary,” came Khoren' stersereply. “ Geographicaly, thetask logicaly falstome. |
must warn you, however, that she will seeit asmeddling. Sheis not asubject of Gwynedd. Nor are any
of her nephews.”

“No, but Zachris Pomeroy is,” Rhydon muttered.

“True enough,” Barrett agreed. “But | doubt Pomeroy knows anything of this Council—unless Camille
hastold him, of course. But | expect she may consider hersaf outside our jurisdiction.”

“Qur juridiction is not bound by geography or her pride,” Michon said darkly. “ Teachers have amora
respongbility to their students. They sometimes forget, in Torenth, that immoderate use of our powers
can have serious repercussions. Deryni in Torenth never faced the backlash we endured after the
Haldane restoration.”

“What are you proposing, then?” Dominy asked Michon, also glancing at the others.

“I would suggest that we authorize Khoren to approach her unofficialy, saying that Pomeroy’ slack of
moderation has cometo his attention, and it concerns him—and that it is her responsbility, as Pomeroy’s
teacher, torenhimin.”



“And the matter of her nephews?’ Qisin asked.

“He should mention that, too,” Michon replied, turning his gaze on Khoren. “Y ou need not elaborate on
how you have learned of any of this. Let her worry about that.”

“Andif sherefuses?’ Khoren sad.

Michon merdly folded his hands before him on theivory table and sat back dightly in hischair, smiling
fantly.

“You haveaplan,” Seisyll said.
Michon inclined his head. “| think we need not go into detailsjust now.”

Dominy rolled her eyes. “Y ou do love to be mysterious, don’t you, Michon? But God willing, we' |l not
need your plan. Khoren, are you willing to carry out Michon’s recommendations?’

“For dl thegood it islikely to do,” Khoren said darkly, “but | supposeit’ sworth atry. Meanwhile,” he
turned his attention to Michon and Saisyll, “1 hope you bring us happier news from the court of
Gwynedd. Please tell me there were no serious surprises.”

Saisyll smiled like acat with abowl of cream. “Nothing serioudy worrisome. Sir Kenneth Morgan is now
Earl of Lendour for life, dejure uxoris.”

“Ishe” Dominy said—a statement, not aquestion.
“That isavery interesting development,” said Qisin.

“The gppointment isalogicd extenson of Kenneth Morgan’s past loydlty to the crown,” Seisyll dlowed.
“And it was actudly avery shrewd move on Dond’ s part, sinceit puts Kenneth in astronger position to
safeguard Alyce and their son.”

Dominy snorted. “Y ou know | have my doubts about the value of a haf-breed Deryni,” she muttered.

“Well, a least we know heisn't Donal’ s son,” Barrett said reasonably. “ And asfor being half-breed, he
isonly two yearsold. Let’ sgive him time to grow, and see how he develops. At very least, he hasloya
parentswho will raise him to be loya—and God knows, Prince Brion will need loya men around him
when he eventually becomesking.”

“And Kenneth Morgan isasloya asthey come,” Khoren pointed out. “ As Earl of Lendour, hewill bea
strong bulwark to hold that part of Gwynedd against Torenthi incursons.”

“Sowe shdl hope,” said Seisyll. “For now, however, | think | prefer to keep our focus on the students of
Sigter Camille Furstédna, who are not loyd to the crown of Gwynedd, and who may well attempt to
overthrow it.”

Chapter 6

“Moreover, it isrequired in stewards,
that aman be found faithful .”

—I| CORINTHIANS 4:2

A Sthefedtivities of Y uletide wound down over the next week or so, winter promised to settlein with a
vengeance. The new Earl of Lendour kept Sir Jovett, histwo new knights, and the knights' sponsorsin



Rhemuth for afew days, while he drafted instructions to the regents of which he was now head, then sent
them back to Cynfyn to await hisarriva in the spring.

Alyce and their son and Zoé settled back into the usua domestic routine for Rhemuth Castlein winter,
though the heavy wesather curtailed much outdoor activity, and the short daylight hours hampered many
indoor pursuits. At least Zoé was there to share the tedium—and Alazais, for afew weeks, though she
returned to Morganhall as soon as the weather permitted.

February was grim, and early March little better. The several months after Twelfth Night were lways
lean, asfolk hunkered down to await the spring. Except for afew hours around noontime, close work
like reading, writing, and needlework must be done by precious candldight or rush-light. The children of
the court, including young Alaric, chafed at being kept indoors in the inclement weather, and the older
ones brooded over their books and ciphering. In the evenings, huddled beforefiresin the great hall,

musi ¢ and dancing became staples of evening entertainment for the adults and young people, for these
were pastimes that could be enjoyed by firelight and torchlight. Many a child was conceived during those
long, cold nights when Rhemuth lay wrapped in winter’ sthrall, though Alyce and Kenneth were not so
blessed.

Asthe winter wore on, the long nights, the forced inactivity, and the monotony of meals eked out from
dwindling supplies were beginning to pal on everyone. Thefighting men kept up their edge by arms
practice in the castle yard or, when the weather turned redly foul, by moving their exerciseinto the great
hal. By mid-March, the most hardened warriors were beginning to think even war preferableto the
inectivity of thewinter.

But spring came at last, dong with the celebrations of Easter. Shortly thereafter, as soon astravel
conditionswould dlow it, adeegation from Lendour arrived in Rhemuth to escort their new earl and his
family back to Cynfyn, Lendour’ s capital, where Kenneth Morgan would enter into possession of his
lands and present his son and heir to their people. His daughter Zoé traveled with them, asfemae
companion for Alyce and governessfor young Alaric, dong with two maids and severa grooms.

The king had dso given Kenneth the service of the newly knighted Sir Trevor Udaut as hisaide, for
Trevor'sfather was one of Corwyn'’ s regents. And the two knighted by Kenneth at Twelfth Night had
returned with the escort party: Sir Yvesde Tremelan and Sir Xander of Torrylin. But by far the most
congenid of the fighting men added to the new earl’ s party was the leader of the Lendour delegation, Sir
Jovett Chandos, who managed to spend most of thejourney at Zo€ s sde, and who, on the morning they
wereto arrivein Cynfyn, finaly summoned the courage to approach Kenneth on avery delicate matter.

“My lord, might we ride apart alittle?” he murmured, drawing aongside Kenneth, who was riding with
hiswife. “Thereisamatter | would discusswith you in private.”

“By al means, go,” Alyce said before Kenneth could reply. “I shdl ride on ahead with Zoé and the other
ladies” And be gentle with him, darling Kenneth, she added, only in hismind. | believe he meansto ask
for Zo& shand.

“WEe ll catch you up,” Kenneth agreed, reining back and indicating that Jovett should fal in besde him.
They waited for the rest to pass them by, then followed at the rear of the cavalcade, severd
horse-lengths behind the last baggage animals.

“So, what' s on your mind, Jovett?’ Kenneth asked amiably.
The young knight looked distinctly nervous, though his voice was steady as he spoke.

“My lord, | hopethat | am in your esteem, and that you have found no fault with my serviceto Lendour.



It has been my honor to serve your lady wife, and | am honored to be now in your service aswell.”
“And |, to haveyou in my service,” Kenneth replied, restraining a smile as he watched him sdelong.
“Thank you, my lord. I—ah...”

“Areyou looking for away to ask me for my daughter’ shand?’ Kenneth asked gently. “Y ou needn’t
look so0 surprised, son—or so gpprehensive. Alyce told me you might be asking—and my daughter has
made it quite clear to methat she holdsyou in grest affection.”

Jovett gaped briefly at thisrevelation, scarlet briefly washing his cheekswith high color.

“|l—am right pleased to hear it, sir,” he began. “1 had intended to ask for her when we came for Twelfth
Night. But when you were named earl...”

“Doesthat change your fedingsfor her?” Kenneth asked.
“No, gr, not a al!” Jovett blurted, faintly rattled. “But | am only aknight’s son, and now she...”

“Now, sheisthe daughter of an earl—an earl who would gtill be asmple knight, wereit not for hiswife's
rank,” Kenneth reminded the younger man. “1 know where | come from, Jovett. | am of no more lofty a
family than you are. Do you love her?”’

“With al my heart, my lord!” Jovett whispered. “And | promise you that | would do my utmost to make
for her aworthy and loving husband.”

“Thenit' ssettled,” Kenneth replied. “What more could afather ask, than that his children should be
happy? Besides that,” he added, “such amarriage would bring practica advantages that probably will not
have occurred to you.” He went on at Jovett’ slook of question. “1 am now Earl of Lendour, Jovett, but |
amasointheking' sdirect service. That meansthat | needswill be spending much of my time at court
with him and Prince Brion. Accordingly, | will need men in Lendour whom | can trust. Who better than
the husband of my own beloved daughter?’

Jovett |looked dumbfounded for amoment, then shyly averted his gaze. “My lord, | am honored by your
confidencein me,” hereplied, “but | am aso young. Surely there are others better qualif—"

“More experienced, perhaps, but few with more promise,” Kenneth said firmly. “And inexperience can
be remedied. | know you, Jovett. And | know that your father has been serving as one of Lendour’s
regents for many years—perhaps most of his career. | should like you to serve dongsde him, ashis
deputy and eventual successor. And in my absence, it will be entirely fitting that my son-in-law should
begin to speak in my behalf. A strong bond of loydty aready exists between our two families. Joining
them by marriage can only strengthen that bond.”

“Then—we have your consent, Sr?” Jovett managed to murmur.

“Of courseyou do, with dl my blessngd” Kenneth replied. “Now, go to my daughter and tell her your
news—though thiswill set her and my wife dl awitter for the rest of the journey, and then for weeks
theresfter. Go, go! ' Tisawoman's prerogative.”

With awhoop of sheer ddlight, Jovett set hedsto his mount and galloped up to the head of the column,
where Zoé was riding with Alyce and the two maids. Kenneth himsdlf followed at a more sedate pace,
findly faling in besde ayoung knight with little Alaric up on the saddle before him.

“Papal” said the boy, reaching out one arm toward hissire.



“Hello, son. Trevor, I'll take him with me now,” he said to the younger man, reaching acrossto swing
Alaric onto his own mount.

Ddighted, the boy settled happily againgt hisfather’ s chest and sat alittle prouder. He had even managed
to Stay clean since setting out that morning. As Kenneth dowly worked them toward the head of the
column, the two chatted happily.

The party approached Cynfyn just before dusk, with a glorious scarlet sunset in their wake. Perhaps haf
an hour before, they had stopped briefly for Alyce to wash her face and hands and tidy her hair before
she and Kenneth donned coronets for their entry into the town. Jovett had moved to the head of the
column with Sir Xander and Sir Y ves, unfurling the Lendour banner before them.

Jovett’ sfather, Sir Pedur Chandos, met them just outside the town gates, aong with the seneschd, Sir
Deinol Hartmann, half adozen other mounted knights, and a contingent of the town elders afoot.

“Welcome back to Castle Cynfyn, Lady Alyce,” Sir Deinol said, bowing in hissaddle. “And welcometo
the new Lord of Lendour and hisheir.” With anod, he sent forth a page standing at his stirrup, who bore
alargering of keysupon ascarlet cushion. “ Sir Kenneth, it ismy honor to offer you the keysto His
Magesty’scadtle of Cynfyn.”

The page cast a curious look at young Alaric as he came forward and bowed, offering up his charge, and
Alaric gazed down with smilar interest. But as Kenneth laid agloved hand on the keysin acceptance,
Alaric reeched out as one with hissre and firmly grasped thering, lifting it dightly and looking up a his
father in question.

“Thank you, Alaric. And thank you, my lord seneschal,” Kenneth replied with asmile, nodding for Alaric
to put the keys back. “ And my son and | are most pleased to return the keys of Cynfyn into your good
keeping. | am even more pleased to present to you your future lord, Alaric Anthony Morgan,” he went
on, asAlaric dutifully replaced the keys.

Thewaiting knights saluted with bowed heads and fists to hearts, eyeing both father and son with obvious
approva, before Sir Deinol whedled around to fall in beside Kenneth.

“Cynfyn isready to receive you, my lord—and my lady. Long have we awaited the return of Lendour’s
heir.”

Their reception into Cynfyn town and then through the gate to the lower ward was enthusiastic, with
cheering townsfolk lining the street and casting flowers before them asthey rode. Severa of thewomen
thrust bunches of posiesinto Alyce' s hands as she and Kenneth passed, and others |ooped flower
garlands around the necks of their horses. One small boy darted out to offer Alaric acrudely carved
figure of ahorse, which gift dicited adelighted grin and an unprompted thank you.

That night, at the banquet prepared for their welcome, Kenneth and Alyce made moreforma
presentation of their son to the assembled nobles, then received the renewed fedlty of al the Lendour
knightswho had not sworn before. A little later, Kenneth announced the betrotha of his daughter Zoéto
Sir Jovett Chandos, to aroar of approva that fairly shook the rafters of the hall.

“My wifeand | thank you for this evidence of your welcome of thismatch,” Kenneth said, when the
cheering had died down. “ Asthe father of three daughters, only one of whom iswed, | must confess my
ddlight that a second—and the eldest!'—is now to be wed aswdll. | shall miss her, of course—as shal
my wife, for the two are dearest friends aswell asbeing related in...complicated ways.” He drew both
women closer and laid an arm around each one' s shoulders, signing for Jovett to join them on Zo€'s
other sde.



“This brings usto asomewhat ddlicate matter, onethat | know will have occurred to at least afew of
you. Most of you will be aware that, but for crud fortune, Zoé would have been your countess, by
marriage to my dear wife slate brother Ahern—and in fact, the two exchanged vows as Ahern lay on his
deathbed.” He paused to draw his daughter closer and gently kissthe top of her head.

“Ahern’suntimely desth was atragedy for dl of us, but life goeson. | am now your earl; and very
happily, my daughter has cometo care for your Jovett Chandos, whom she had known for some years
as Alyce s childhood friend aswell as ayoung knight of rising prominence here in Lendour—and Jovett,
likewise, has given his heart to her. So | count mysdf fortunate that | shall be acquiring a son known and
respected by you dl, and who can help to look after Lendour’ sinterests when | must be in Rhemuth with
theking.

“Meanwhile, | congratulate Sir Deinol and Sir Pedur and the rest of Lendour’ sregents herein Cynfyn for
training up such afine cadre of young knightsto carry Lendour’ sinterests forward. | am confident that
Jovett will continue to be an asset to their numbers—and would, even if he were not to become my
son-in-law, for heisagood and honorable man. And when my son isof an ageto comeinto his
inheritance—by which time | hopeto retireto aquiet life in the country!—I know that he, too, will follow
in the footsteps of hisillustrious ancestors, and in the traditions that al of you have helped to uphold while
youwaited for him.”

The response of Lendour’ s nobility, both then and in the days to come, only underlined their approva,
both of their new lord and his heir and aso of this new dliance with one of Lendour’ s premier families.
Though tradition would have had Zoé marry from her father’ s manor at Morganhdl, among her Morgan
kin, it was agreed that the wedding should take place in Cynfyn, among Jovett' s people, where Kenneth
also waslord, since the pair would make their home there. The date was set for Michaelmas, to be
Alaric sthird birthday, following the family’ svist to Coroth, for Kenneth and Alyce must first present
their son to hisfuture Corwyn subjects.

Given this schedule, they lingered hardly aweek in Cynfyn, while Kenneth held thefirst of hismanoria
courts and generd audiences, met with the regency council to agree upon generd strategiesfor the
coming months, and generally acquainted himsalf with the running of the county, Jovett and Trevor & his
sde. While they worked, Alyce and Zoé began planning awedding.

“The castle chapel isthelogical placeto holdit,” Alyce said as she closed the chapel door behind them
and leaned againgt it. Beside her, Zoé was carrying a basket of flowers and sweet herbsfor the two
grave dabs before the altar steps. Alaric had aready wandered ahead and was exploring the south wall,
where a painted wooden statue of St. Michael gazed down serenely from awall niche, wingsfurled
around him like amantle, gauntleted hands at rest on the hilt of asword worked in gold and silver. The
last time the two women had visited Cynfyn, it had been to bury Ahern, and Alaric had not yet been
born.

“I had forgotten the stillness and the beauty of this place,” Zoé murmured.

“Aye” Alycereplied, “but 'tisaterrible beauty, consdering who liesburied here. | would certainly
understand if you’ d prefer adifferent venue. Perhapsit isn't the best idea, to begin anew marriage while
standing on the grave of one' sfirst husband.”

Zoéglanced away briefly, looking wistful, then dipped an arm around Alyce swais.

“That’slong past now,” she whispered. “| try not to think abouit it. | did love him, but he was never really
my husband except in name. Therewasn't timefor more.” She brightened and lifted her chin bravely. “I
do know that he would have wanted me to be happy.”



She picked up astem of lavender and breathed in its sweet perfume, then shifted her gaze to the grave
dabsbeforethedtar. 1 try to put it from my mind that heliesin that grave yonder. For me, | shall aways
remember him as he was on that day he rode off to Meara, eager and excited to finally be doing what he
was born to do, when life was smpler for dl of us.”

“Aye, itwas,” Alyce murmured. “And if Ahern had lived, he would now be Duke of Corwyn, with your
son to succeed him rather than mine—which would be smpler for me, I'll grant you—and for Alaric. But
then your son would be facing what Alaric will face, intimesto come.”

Zoé glanced a Alaric, who had wandered closer to the end of the chapel, then back at Alyce, ady smile
curving her lips.

“Alyce, if I'm marrying Jovett, my children will dl befacing what Alaricisfacing, won't they? After dl,
they’Il dso be haf-Deryni.”

Chuckling, Alyce only shook her head.

“Beglad that very few people know about Jovett,” shereplied. “ And we must do our utmost to ensure
that no one finds out, mustn’'t we?’ She glanced at her son, who now was attempting to climb the dtar

rail next to the statue of St. Michad. “ Alaric, darling, please don't do that!” she called, as sheand Zoé
garted in that direction. “Come and help me and Auntie Zoé with these flowers, would you?’

Stopping in midclimb, the boy obediently siwung hisleg back down and cameto join his mother and
gger.

“Mama, can | have aflower for Saint Michag 7’ he asked.

“Yes, of courseyou can,” shereplied, holding the basket down to hislevel. “What kind do you think
he'dlike?’

“Maybearose,” he sad, garting to finger through the blooms. “Thisbig red oneis—ow! It hashig,
sharp thorng!”

Zoé cocked her head at him and reached for his hand. “Gracious, did you stab yourself?’

Somewhat indignantly, the boy pulled back his hand and sucked briefly at afinger, then reached for the
sameflower again.

“Alaric, you just saw that that one hasthorns,” his mother said reasonably. “ How about this peony? See
what afluffy head it has?’

“No, want therose!” the boy said firmly, though histouch was more careful as he picked it up. “Saint
Micheel likesroses! Thethornsare sharp like his sword!”

“I can't arguethat,” Alyce murmured, as he took off & arun toward the statue of the saint. “Zoé, did we
just hear what | think we heard?’

“That he made the connection between the sharpness of swords and of rose thorns?” Zoé answered. “|
believe hedid. And not yet three.”

Alyceonly rolled her eyes heavenward as she knelt down beside the graves of her father and brother,
taking flowers from the basket. “ Dear God, what we both have to look forward to,” she murmured, and
laid ahandful of lavender and rosemary on the grave of Keryell of Lendour. “Here srosemary for
remembrance, Papa,” she said. “And roses from your grandson, who aready knows about sharp thorns



and sharp swords.” She sighed as shelaid three white roses amid the fragrant herbs. “1 wish you could
have known him.”

As she bowed her head in abrief prayer, Zoé quietly took more flowers from the basket and laid them
on Ahern’sgrave.

“Dear Ahern,” she whispered. “Wish mejoy, dear heart.”

Chapter 7

“Without counsdl purposes are disappointed:
but in the multitude of counsdlorsthey are established.”

—PROVERBS 15:22

T HEY left for Coroth two days later, arriving just before Midsummer. Jovett accompanied them, to
continue learning his new duties as Kenneth' s officid liaison.

A duca honor guard met them in the long, danting light of late afternoon as they wound their way down
from the foothills above the city, and escorted them into the city through the &t. Matthew Gate. From
there, growing crowds watched them ride past the cathedral and on up to the castleitsdlf, increasingly
enthusiadtic as the identity of the party became known.

It had been seven years Snce Alyce slast vist to Coroth: atime remembered with wistful sadness, since
it had been there that she bore her sister’ sbody for burid, laying her to rest among the remains of most
of Corwyn's past dukes and ducal wives. Zoé had accompanied her on that journey; Kenneth had been
present in the king' s party, but with no inkling that he would one day be the father of Corwyn’ s heir.
Now Lendour’ s banner rode beside that of Corwyn, announcing the arriva both of Lendour’ s new lord,
who was dso one of Corwyn'’ sregents, and of Corwyn’ syoung heir. Alaric perched happily on the
saddlein front of hisfather, smiling and waving in response to the crowd.

By thetime they rodeinto the castle yard, most of the regents of Corwyn had gathered on the great hall
stepsto greet them. Sir James of Tenddl, the hereditary chancellor, welcomed them on behdf of his
felow regents and made perfunctory introductions. All of the nameswere familiar, from years of
correspondence with the regents; now faces could be attached to some of those names. The most
memorable was Sir Laurenz Udaut, whose resemblance to his son Trevor was unmistakable. It was he
who, with his son, conducted the gueststo their gpartments and offered them refreshment. Since no
formal arrangements had been st for the evening of their arrival, the weary newcomersthen retired early,
to ready themsdvesfor busnessin the morning.

The next morning wastime for Kenneth to make the more formal acquaintance of the regents of Corwyn.
A middle-aged courtier identifying himsdlf as Sir Crescence de Naverie conducted Kenneth and his
immediate family down to the great hdl to break their fadt, chatting of inconsequentidsto the adults while
they ate and watching young Alaric sidelong as the boy tucked into buttered bread smeared with honey,
acoldleg of chicken, which he brandished like aclub until curbed by alook from his mother, and acup
of small beer. After that, they repaired to the airy tower chamber where the dukes of Corwyn had long
carried out the business of the duchy.

Alyce remembered the chamber only vaguely. She had visited Coroth perhaps half adozentimesasa
child, and once to bring Marie' s body home. Though she had met the Corwyn regents on that occasion,
she remembered little of it, for Ahern then had been the heir, and both of them besides had been
mourning the degth of their sgter.



A lighter atmosphere prevailed today as Crescence conducted her and Kenneth to a pair of high-backed
chairs set before the round council table. Zoé and Jovett followed with Alaric in tow, shushing him ashe
tried to swing from their arms. A watchful Trevor Udaut brought up the rear of the little procession.

The council memberswere aready assembled—eight of them—and had risen as Kenneth and Alyce
entered. Most of the faces |ooked vaguely familiar to Alyce, from the brief introductions of the night
before, but she could assign namesto only afew. At least the bishop was easy to identify by hispurple
cassock. And Sir Laurenz Udaut nodded and smiled faintly at her look of recognition.

“My lord, my lady...” Crescence murmured, inviting the two of themto git.

Kenneth waited until Alyce had settled into her chair before himsalf taking his seet to her right, nodding to
the council to aso be seated. While they did so, Kenneth took Alaric onto hislap, and Zoé, Jovett, and
Trevor Udaut grouped themselves behind them.

“My lords,” Crescence said again, thistime addressing the council as he settled a Kenneth’ sright, “I
present to you Alyce Lady de Corwyn, mother of our future duke, and her husband, Sir Kenneth
Morgan, whom the king has created Earl of Lendour for life. Sir Kenneth—or, more properly, Lord
Kenneth—is now, by these | etters patent, premier regent of Corwyn, in right of hisson.”

Crescence laid a document on the table before them, with the pendant seal of scarlet wax affixed to its
bottom, and inclined his head. Asit was passed aong to the grey-haired man sitting at the opposite side
of the table, Crescence said to Kenneth, “My lord, my lady, these are your regentsfor Corwyn. May |
present them to you?’

Kenneth quirked awry grin that swept the table.

“Thank you, Sir Crescence. And gentlemen, please allow meto point out that | may be the father of your
future duke, and one of hisregents, but | am only newly become an earl. Until afew weeksago, | wasa
sampleknight like many of you. Perhaps we would al be more comfortableif you each introduce
yourselves, and tell me briefly of your responsibilities. | regret that | cannot yet attach namesto dl of your
faces. We need to remedy that.”

A brief murmur of agreement whispered among them, and then the dark-clad man seated to the left of
Kenneth and Alyce dightly raised one hand.

“I'll begin, then, my lord. Sir Miles Chopard, secretary to this council.”

“Thank you, Sir Miles.” Kenneth nodded in acknowledgment, then flicked his gaze expectantly to the
man beyond.

“Michad O'Hynn, Earl Derry,” the next man said. “ Counsd to the duchy. And thisismy son Seamus.”
Heindicated a somewhat younger man than Kenneth, sested dightly behind and to hisleft, with curly
brown hair and bright blue eyes.

“My lords,” Kenneth replied, inclining his head.

“Sioda Kushannan, Earl of Airnis,” said the next man, grey-haired and distinguished looking in the robes
of ascholar of Grecotha. “1 served Duke Stiofan, your lady wife' s grandfather. That was avery long time
ago,” he added, smiling.

“Then, | shal welcome your experience,” Kenneth replied. “And you, my lord?’
The dender, dark-haired man seated beyond Earl Siodafolded his hands with fagtidious care, pursing his



lipsappraisngly.

“Lord Rathold, my lord, counsdl to the duchy. And my colleagueisthe Bishop of Coroth,” he added,
opening a hand toward the slver-haired cleric a hisleft ebow.

“EsméHarris, my lord,” the bishop said, inclining hishead. “I shdl pray that God grants you wisdomin
your new edtate.”

“The bishop speaksfor al of us, my lord,” said James of Tendd, seated directly across from Kenneth
and Alyce. “I am, asyou know, the hereditary chancellor. In the absence of aduke, | suppose you might
say that | stand in the king's stead in Corwyn. My son Robert serves as my aide, and will eventually
succeed me.” He nodded toward the younger man at hisleft elbow, who smiled and inclined his head.

“My lord.”

To Sir Robert’ sleft, Trevor' sfather smiled and shifted in hischair.

“Sir Laurenz Udaut, my lord. Specia counsd.”

Kenneth nodded and shifted his gaze to the priest seated at Udaut’ sleft. “ And you, Father?”
The priest inclined his head. “ Tivadan, my lord. Chancellor of the Exchequer.”

“A vita function,” Kenneth said with asmile. “ And you must be...?” he said to the man between Tivadan
and Sir Crescence.

“Hamilton, my lord. Senescha of Coroth Castle. | bid you welcome.”
“Wel met, Lord Hamilton,” Kenneth said. “I look forward to working with al of you.”

“And we with you, my lord,” said the chancellor. “ And we are honored to meet our future duke &t last,”
he added, jutting his chin toward Alaric, who had listened gravely from his seat on hisfather’slap. “He
looksasturdy lad.”

Kenneth smiled faintly. “It is certainly my intention that he should become the man you would wish,
eventually to govern Corwyn. | trust that Lord Kushannan will ensurethat helearns of hisillustrious
great-grandsire and other things pertaining to hisillustrious ancestry.” He glanced at Alyce. “Did you
know Duke Stiofan?’ he said tentatively.

Alyce smiled and shook her head. “Alas, he died before | was born, my lord. But on many awinter’s
night my mother told tales of him to me and Ahern and Marie, when we were very smdl. And Alaric
bears his second name, Anthony.” She brushed afond hand against her son’s cheek. “ Speaking of
whom, perhaps Zoé& and | should take this young man elsewhere, now that proper introductions have
been made, so that you gentlemen can accomplish something useful in what remains of the morning.”

Asshemadetorise, Trevor Udaut pulled back her chair and the other men cameto their feet. Kenneth
eased Alaric to thefloor to put the boy’ s hand in his mother’s.

“Mamal” Alaric whispered, loud enough for dl of them to hear. “ Do we have to go now?’

“I think it’ sbest, darling,” she replied, crouching down to hislevel to look him in the eyes. “ Pgpaand
these good gentlemen have work to do. Besides that, | wanted to show you where your Grandmama
Stevana played when shewas agirl.”

The boy’ slower lip Sarted to quiver in apout, but a Zo& sadditiona cgoling, he let himsdf be led from



the room.

L ATER that evening, asthey lay abed, Kenneth acquainted Alyce with the progress of the day’s
meseting, and pronounced himsalf well stisfied.

“The king has chosen his Corwyn regentswell,” he said. “Having met them now, | fed far less daunted
than | did before, about having the duchy run from adistance. If you had been dlowed to rulein your
own right, of course, we' d be here most of the year, which would make things much easier. But given the
redities of the Situation, I’ m quite confident that we can manage.”

“Wall, there have been regents since my grandfather died, after dl,” Alyce pointed out, “and that was
eight years ago. My father was never Duke of Corwyn; only Earl of Lendour. And sadly, Ahern only
ever got to govern Lendour, and then only for afew months.” She sighed wistfully. “He would have made
awonderful duke”

“And you would have made awonderful duchess,” Kenneth said, kissing her on the nose. “And you are
the duchess, in dl but name.”

She smiled and snuggled closer to hisside, taking up theinvitation his lips had begun.

B EGINNING the next morning, they settled into what was to become their regular routine for the next
few weeks. After breaking their fast in the castl€ sgreat hal, where they made apoint of chatting with
whichever courtiers were present for business later in the morning, Kenneth, hisaides, and hisfuture
son-in-law adjourned to the council chamber, where they would spend the day hammering out the
business of the duchy with its regents. Often Alyce would accompany him, dtting at his Sde as advisor
and sounding board, but on that first day, she and Zoé rode down to the cathedra with Alaric in tow,
attended by amaid, Sir Trevor, and Sir Xander of Torrylin, who had accompanied them from Lendour.
It was market day, and the cathedral square was crowded with the stalls and goods wagons of local
farmersand craftsmen.

“Oh, Alyce, look!” Zoé whispered, as they paused on the cathedra steps while Xander engaged apair
of local men to look after their horses. “Do | see sllks on offer over there?’ she asked, pointing toward a
digant gtal wherelengths of shimmering silksand damask glistened in the morning sunlight.

“Soit would appear,” Alycereplied. “I told you that traders from farther east passregularly through
Corwyn'’ s port. After we' ve been ingde, | thought we might try to find some lengths of silk for your
wedding gown. Xander,” she said abit louder, “you and Mdissamay wait here. Fedl freeto browse at
this edge of the market, if youwish.” She did not include Trevor in the order, knowing hewould bea
discreet shadow for necessary protection.

“Ah, so that’ swhy you wanted to come down here so early,” Zoé said, as she and Alyce continued up
the steps, Alaric between them and Trevor dutifully following. “Y ou’ d mentioned eastern silks on theride
from Cynfyn, but | hadn’t expected such prompt attention to the mission.”

“Well, | can’'t have you disgracing the family when you wak down the aide to meet Jovett, can |7’ Alyce
sad brightly. “Whether you' re my heart-sster or my daughter, it’'s my responsibility to make certain

you' rewell turned out. Besides,” she added with ady wink, “you helped mewith my bridd finery, as|
recal.”



“True enough,” Zoé agreed. “Oh, Alyce.” She sighed asthey reached the west door and paused to gaze
up a the carving above the tympanum, depicting the Last Judgement. “ The last time we walked through
thisdoor, it wasto bury poor Marie. We have shared some sad times, haven’'t we?’

Alyce nodded, remembering the cathedrd aide sirewn with the flowers that should have conveyed Marie
to her bridal bed, and instead had lined the way to her tomb.

“Aye, both of us,” she murmured. The memory of her brother Ahern on that occasion brought unbidden
theimage of asimilar sad journey to bring her brother hometo rest a Cynfyn: Ahern, who briefly had
aso been Zo€ s hushand.

“But that’ sal behind usnow,” Alyce went on brightly, forcing asmileto her lips asthey continued into
the church. “And we ve shared joys aswell. God willing, you shall soon be wed to your Jovett. The past
isasitis. Wemust look to the future with hope.”

Just insde the doors, they paused to bless themsalves with holy water from astoup carved like a
seashdl, and Alaric stretched up to gravely dip hisfingersin the water and copy what his mother did.

“Mummy,” he whispered, tugging urgently a her skirt asthey started down the Sde aidethat led to the
crypt entrance. “Does God live here?’

“Yes, Hedoes, darling,” Alyce answered distractedly.

“Oh,” said Alaric. Then, “ God must havelots of houses”

Alyce and Zoé exchanged glances, and Zoérolled her eyes.

“He syour son,” Zoé whispered under her breath.

Alyce controlled asmile and hugged Alaric to her Sde asthey continued waking.

“Yes, | suppose He does. God is awayswith us.”

Alaric stopped dead in histracks and looked up at his mother with wide, apprehensive eyes.
“Is God with usright now?" he whispered.

“Yes...”

The boy looked around surreptitioudy and took his mother’ s hand, pressing closer to her leg ashe
craned at the shadowed sde aides, lit by flickering candlelight.

“Why | don't see anybody?’
“Well, God doesn’'t have abody like you and me,” his mother began.
“No body?" Alaric whispered.

“But that doesn’t mean Heisn't there,” Alyce went on. “There arelots of thingsyou can't see, but that
doesn’'t mean they aren't there. Can you see the wind?’

Alaric shook hishead.
“But you can see what it does, can’'t you?’

The boy’ s brow furrowed as he considered the question. “1 can see thingsmoving,” he said tentetively. “I



can seethetrees...”
“Of courseyou can,” shereplied. “And would you agreethat it’ s the wind that makes the trees move?’

Sowly he nodded, though he looked dubious. Then: “Mummy, that' ssilly,” he said indignantly. “God
isn't made of wind.”

So saying, he pulled away from her and ran on ahead to disappear into the open stairwell that led down
to the crypt. Following, Alyce and Zoé saw him standing halfway down itslength, silver-gilt head thrown
back and small fists set stubbornly on his hips as he inspected the stone vaulting above their heads and
the sea of tombs beyond. Soon he was wandering among the tombs and craning his neck for a better
look at the effigiesthat crowned some of them. Alyce only exchanged glances with Zog, rolling her eyes
heavenward.

“Wadl,” said Zoé&, *you wouldn't have wanted a dull-witted child, would you? And not yet three, either.
Good heavens, you don't suppose he' |l want to be a priest?’

Alyce chuckled mirthlesdy. “My kind can’t be priests, remember? Besides, he’ sgoing to be aduke.”

“Some duke,” Zoé replied, smiling, then glanced around, sobering, for they were nearing Mari€ stomb,
flanked by those of her mother and her grandmother.

“They never put an effigy onit,” Alyce murmured, running a hand acrossthe surface of thetomb’s
aabagter lid, then bending for a closer ook at the lettering incised around the base.

“Areyou surethisishers?” Zoé replied, crouching down beside her.

Glancing over her shoulder firgt, Alyce briefly conjured handfireto light the I ettering, confirming that it
was, indeed, her sister’ stomb, then extinguished the light and rose. At the head of the tomb, adried flora
wreath paid mute tribute to the maid who lay within.

“I wonder who |eft the flowers,” Zoé breathed.

Faintly smiling, Alyce reached out to touch one of the sear blooms.
“It would have been S&” she said softly.

“How do you know?’

“Father Paschd told me, thelast time | saw him. He said that Sé comes every year, around the
anniversary of her degth, to lay awreath and spend anight in vigil. He loved her very much. These would
be nearly ayear old. | wonder if he'll comewhilewe re ill here.”

“Do you ever hear from him?’ Zoé asked.

“Only when there'sneed,” Alycereplied. She rested both hands lightly on the edge of the tomb’s
dabagter lid. “He seemsto show up a important milestonesin my life, like my wedding, Alaric’s
christening.” She shook her head gently. “ Sometimes | wonder what it would have been like if we had
wed—not that | regret any part of my marriage with Kenneth. The king did offer to give him my hand in
place of Mari€'s, after Marie died. But | love him like abrother, Zoé. | never could have married him.
Stll, wewould have been quite amatch in power. And now, with his Anviler training... The knights at
Incus Domini are very fortunate to have him.”

“Aye, they are,” Zoé agreed. Sighing, she reached out to adjust the dried wreath, then bent closer and



moved it dightly aside, her bresth catching as she ran her fingertips over the smpleinscription: Marie
Stephaniade Corwyn, 1071-1089.

“Dear God, it doesn't seem fair, doesit?’ she asked.

Alyce dipped an arm around Zo& swaist and hugged her briefly. “Lifeisrardy fair, I'm afrad—though
maybe a bit of what we' re doing can change that for the future. Besides, sometimes things do happen as
they’ re meant to do. Y ou’ re happy about marrying Jovett, aren’t you?’

“Of course”

“Then, let’ s see about those slks in the market square, shal we?’

Chapter 8

“There are two ways of teaching and power,
one of Light and one of Darkness.”

—EPISTLE OF BARNABAS 18:1

T HE two women did not find what they sought on that day, but on the next market day, aweek hence,
they returned to the scene of their earlier searches, thistime leaving Alaricin the care of hisnurseand a
senior squire of whom hewas fond. Sir Trevor and afreckled, carrot-topped younger squire named
Sylvan accompanied them on this occasion, the latter charged with safeguarding alarge empty basket,
which they hoped to fill with treasures.

“Z08é look at this” Alyce said, lifting folds of afine summer gauze and then measuring off lengthsfrom
nose to extended arm. “What do you think? The quality is excellent, and there appears to be enough for
avery generous undershift.”

Zoéfingered some of the fabric and checked the weave, nodding thoughtfully. “ Aye, it could be smocked
around the neck with a pale shade to match the over-gown—whatever that turns out to be. Or,” she
added with agrin, “it would make avery fine shirt for Jovett.”

“It would, indeed,” Alyce agreed. “But will there betime?’

“Beg pardon, my lady,” the squire Sylvan said quietly, right at her elbow, “but aren’t those royd signds
flying from that ship just entering the harbor?’

“What'sthat?” Alyce said distractedly. As she and Zoé turned to look, Trevor was aso gazing in that
direction, trying to make out the pennons fluttering from the ship’s mast.

“Wdl spotted, Sylvan,” Trevor said, shading his eyes against the summer glare. “1tisn't one of theking's
own ships, but she' s definitely on officia business. | wonder what they want.”

“Perhagps you' d better find out,” Alyce said. “They may smply have dispatches to be ddlivered—which
we can do. Or if they’ ve come to see my husband, they’ | need horses to take them up to the castle
mount.” At Trevor’slook of indecision, Alyce sighed and touched hisforearm in reassurance. “We' Il be
finewith Magter Sylvan to look after usfor afew minutes.”

“If you'resure...” Trevor said doubtfully.

“Trevor, go!” Alyce ordered gernly. “ Sylvan isvery nearly aknight—and if our arms masters here at
Coroth have been doing their job properly, I’ m certain he' s perfectly capable of guarding two women



while they shop for wedding finery.”

As Trevor dipped hischinin reluctant agreement and headed off to do her bidding, Alyce gave Sylvan a
sdelong look and awink.

“You are cgpable, aren’'t you, Sylvan?’ she said teasingly.
The squire grinned and blushed and stood alittle straighter, bracing his shoulders. “Oh, yes, my lady!”

Alyce gave him alittle nod and asmile, dipping her arm through Zoé€' s. * Excdllent. We promiseto stay
cose”

T HE pair did stay closeto their young guardian, and managed to find and purchase severd items of
wedding finery by the time Trevor returned, perhaps haf an hour later.

“It'sLord Michon, carrying dispatches from the crown council,” hetold Alyce, when he had assured
himself that she and Zoé had come to no harm. “ There' sa horsemaster with him caled Oisin Adair.
Apparently they’ ve been commissioned to |ook for a suitable horse for Prince Brion’s coming of age next
summer. They’re on their way to vist stud farmsin R’ Kass and the Forcinn.”

“That'ssplendid,” Zoé said with asmile. “It soundslike Prince Brion finaly will acquire the horse of his
dreams. Wasn't it Master Oisin who procured those LIanner ponies for the princes, afew years back?’

Trevor inclined hishead. “I believeit was, my lady.”

“I remember him,” Alyce agreed. “He stayed at Rhemuth for several days after delivering the ponies. The
gueen and her ladies found his company quite amusing. As| recal, one of the junior maids-of-honor was
quite taken with him. Will they be staying over?’

Trevor shook his head. “No, my lady. They aren’t even coming ashore. Lord Michon said he didn’t wish
to undermine Lord Kenneth’ s authority by any appearance that the king is checking on him. I’ ve sent the
dispatches up with the captain of the harbor guard. The ship sailswith the tide, bound for one of the
Trdian ports”

Alyce gave aresgned shrug. “Waell, it was very kind of them to serve as couriers. | hopethey find a
splendid mount for the prince.”

T HE erstwhile“couriers’ did, indeed, sail with thetide, though not immediately to look at horses, for
they were under orders from the Camberian Council aswell asthe King of Gwynedd. Ther ship made
landfal that evening at the Trdian port of Tortufia, acrossthe Straits from the Hort of Orsal’ s summer
residence at Horthanthy. There Oisin secured lodgings for their party at alocd inn and, over quitea
passable med in theinn’ staproom, gave the four men of their escort detailed ingtructions regarding the
procurement of livery mounts and provisionsfor the journey inland to R’ Kass.

“| expect that may take you aday or two,” Michon added, as Oisin refilled cups al around from aleather
jack of de. “In the meantime, Master Oisin and | have other businessin the area, o if you finish before
we do, your timeisyour own until we return. We Il meet here.” During the voyage from Coroth, he and
Oisin had dready contrived to take the men aside individually, so that later, none would be ableto
summon up any redl curiosity over their superiors “other business.”



Asfor that other business, Michon had aready seen to their further travel arrangements. The next day’s
dawning saw the pair of them boarding a Tralian merchantman bound for the Torenthi port of Furstanan,
at the mouth of the River Beldour. It was early afternoon when they caught their first sight of the Abbey
of Saint-Sasile, its golden domes and cupolas shimmering in the summer sun.

“A pity we couldn’'t have arranged to arrive just at dusk,” Michon said to Qisin, astheir ship glided into
the anchorage and they tied up to abuoy. “Have you ever seen the lights of Saint-Sasile?”’

Oisin shook his heed. “ Sadly, no. My foreign trading usualy takes me much farther south. I’ ve traveled
into Torenth severa times, but dways by land, and farther upriver.”

“Ah, wel, then, you may bein for atreat when weleave,” Michon said, with asiddong glanceand agrin
at hiscompanion. “Thisis Saturday, yes?’

“Youknowitis”

“Then, we'rein luck. Saint-Sasile is a double abbey, as you may be aware, and al Deryni. Tothe
outside world, their work is perpetud prayer for the salvation of souls, though they also function asan
exclusve school for training high-level Deryni. On the eve of every Sabbath and mgor feast day, thetwo
housesjoin for Great Vespers and lift souls and voicesin prayer—which aso raises the shields around
the abbey asavisble manifestation of their devotion. It sasight you'll not soon forget, once you' ve seen
it”

B UT firg, they must meet with the formidable Mother Serafina, once known as Princess Camille
Furgténa of Torenth. A pinnace came to take them ashore, landing them on one of the many busy quays
bristling into the wide Furstanan estuary. An hour later, they were climbing the last of the wide stone
stepsthat spiraled up to the abbey gate.

Theair had been ill and close asthey came ashore, even oppressive, but it freshened considerably as
they made their ascent. Even o, both men were sweeating and winded from their exertions by the time
they reached the broad esplanade before the gatehouse.

“What if shewon't seeus?’ Oisin muttered, as he and Michon paused to catch their breath and Michon
mopped at his brow with a square of fine linen.

“Shelll seeus” Michon sad flatly.

With a show of conviction he was not certain he actualy felt, Michon drew another deep bregth to fortify
himsdlf, stuffed his square of linen into adeeve, then approached the gatehouse to pull at the chain that
would summon a doorkeeper.

Far beyond, they heard the distant jangle of the bell. The heavy gate set into the gatehouse arch was
studded with metal bosses the size of aman’ sfist, each incised with adeep-cut spiral, but it was not only
timber and iron that guarded the Abbey of Saint-Sasile. They could fed the tight-leashed power brooding
beyond the gate, rich and potent.

After along moment, one of the metal bossesin the wicket gate irised open to reved one bright black
eye, which darted from one to the other of the men in frank appraisa.

“God give grace, my sons,” said avoice of indeterminate gender. “What isit you seek?’

Bowing dightly, right hand to breast, Michon said, “We come seeking audience with the sster and



teacher known as Serafina It isamatter of some urgency.”

Hefdt the feather brush of shiddstesting a his own, quickly withdrawn, and then the iron boss irised
back down with afaint dither of meta leaves closing. A scraping of timber againgt meta told of aheavy
gate bar being shifted, after which the wicket gate svung silently inward. The gatekeeper who stepped
from behind the gate wore the stark black robes and ragged beard of Eastern orthodoxy, with hislong
hair tied back under the cylindrica black hat and veil of amonk.

“Thereisno urgency within thesewadls,” the man said codlly, his gaze again sweeping the pair of them.
“You are not Torenthi, are you.”

“With al respect for your office, Reverend Father, that does not change the urgency of our need.”
“She does not see foreigners,” the monk retorted. “ And sheis properly addressed as Mother Serafina.”

Michon bowed again, hand on heart and eyes averted. “| stand corrected, Reverend Father. When last
sheand | spoke, many years ago, she was still known by another name.”

“And yet you knew to find her here,” the monk replied. “ Surely you must be aware that the woman you
knew has been long dead to the world.”

“Pray tell her that it isMichon de Courcy who desires audience,” Michon said evenly, “and that it would
behoove her to hear what | haveto say.”

The monk’ sdark eyes narrowed in warning, powerful shiedsflaring briefly visble around hishead like a
golden auredle.

“Thisisnot aplacein which it would be wise to threaten, outlander.”

“Nor would | presumeto do so, good Father,” Michon said mildly. “But | do fed certain that Mother

Serafinawill wish to see me—if you will be so good asto convey my request to her. Give her this” he
added, removing his Sgnet and extending it to the man. At the sametime, helet hisown shields briefly

engulf thering, to amplify itspsychic Sgnature.

The monk hesitated for an ingtant, his eyes not leaving Michon’s; but then he took thering and closed it in
his hand, stepped back to close the door in their faces. They heard the bar drop, the sound of retreating
footsteps, then only the faint murmur of chanting in the distant background. Oisin exhded along sigh that
he had not redlized he had been holding and glanced a Michon.

“So, wasthat ayesor ano?’ he asked softly.

“Oh, most certainly ayes,” Michon replied with atiny smile. “Whether or not the monk recognized my
name, heis certainly aware that we are well-shielded Deryni—and if not Torenthi, then we must be that
gredt rarity in Torenth: Deryni from Gwynedd, inquiring at a Torenthi monastery. That done should
ensure that he ddlivers the message—and she will well remember me.”

His confidence proved well-founded. Within aquarter hour, they were admitted to the outer precincts of
the monastery and given into the charge of two black-clad monks who looked much like the first, one of
whom slently handed back Michon’ sring and signed that the pair should follow. The men did not offer
names, but their shields were seamless and amost undetectable, betokening both discipline and power.
Minutes |ater, the visitors were ushered through the wrought-bronze gate of atiny courtyard enclosing a
miniature garden with atinkling fountain in the center. Beyond the garden, with its western doorway
opening thereon, lay agraceful jewd of achape whose golden dome seemed to glow in the afternoon
un.



“Y ou may make your ablutionsthere, before entering the hagios,” thetaller of the two monks said, with a
gpoarse gesture toward the fountain. “Mother Serafinawill join you shortly insde.”

Michon inclined his head in agreement, right hand to breast, and received a clipped nod in return. The
monks then withdrew and pulled the gate dmost closed. As Michon and Oisin moved to the fountain and
began to wash hands and faces, Oisin glanced casualy in the direction of the gate.

They're il there, you know, he sent, tight-focused.

Of course. And there will be others nearby aswell. They are wary of us—but they aso know that
anyonewith ashied like oursisnot likely to attempt any kind of psychic mischief herein the monastic
precincts, in the midst of dl these Deryni. Areyou ready?

Oisin merdly dried hisface and hands on an edge of his cloak and smiled, following as Michon led the
way to the chapel door.

Very gently they pushed it open far enough to enter, pausing just insde to probe with Deryni sensesand
totakeit dl in. It was dim and much cooler inside the tiny chapel—octagona in plan, unlike most
churchesin the West, with askylight high in the center of the domed ceiling that showed adistant circle of
blue sky. Againgt the eastern wall, afair-sized icon of the Holy Trinity presided over the sacred space,
attended by a painted depiction of Archangel Raphadl. A three-branched golden candelabrum burned
honey-scented candles at the feet of theicons, the candldight lending asemblance of life to the painted
eyes. Toleft and right, icons of Auriel and Michaegl stood guard at their stations north and south, painted
larger than aman, each beneath a high, narrow window that admitted air but little light. A votive light of
the appropriate color, green or red, burned at each icon’ sfeet. These depictions aswell seemed more
than mere paintings.

Briefly they turned to survey the wall through which they had entered, where Archange Gabriel and a
heavy icon of the Blessed Virgin presided from the west, the |atter encased in gold and jewels except for
her face and that of the Holy Child displayed on her lap. A votivein blue glass burned at their feet, likea
captive sapphire. On asmadll table in the center of the chamber, an earthen bow! of sand supported many
dender tapers of honey-colored beeswax, their shafts bristling like the spines of some strange sea
cregture in the bluish light that filtered down from the ceiling sheft.

“What on earthisthis place?’ Oisin whispered close beside Michon'sear. “ A chapel or aritua
chamber?’

“Perhaps both,” Michon murmured, dightly lifting ahand for silence as he turned his atention to asmdll
door softly opening in the painted wall to the right of the eastern display, which had been invisble when
closed. “ And perhaps none of thisiswhally of thisearth.”

They dmost could not see the two black-clad figures that dipped through the briefly opened doorway,
sensed mostly by their movement and the brighter blur of averted faces within the close-shadowed frame
of flat-topped caps and wai st-length monastic veils fastened close benegth the chin. Neither man stirred
asthe pair moved before the eastern icons and reverenced them with a deep bow and a sweep of right
hands from brow to floor to right shoulder and | eft.

Turning in their places, the pair then repeated their salute to south, west, and north, finishing in the east
once again, after which the taller one retreated to the door by which they had entered and stood with her
back against it, hands pioudy folded beneath her veil and face averted. Asthe shorter one started to turn
toward the visitors, Michon set ahand on Oisin’sforearm and sent, Wait here. Say and do nothing.

So saying, he moved into the center of the chamber, with the table between him and the woman, and



slently indined hishead.

Hewould not have known her, had he met her outside this place. The Princess Camille Furstdnawhom
he remembered had possessed the charm and vivacity of youth, and a self-assurance that comes of royal
blood, but nothing of physical appearance to suggest that maturity might bring anything approaching
beauty. The passage of time had not given her that, but age and her vocation had made Mother Serafina
adgtriking woman. Though still dender of form and smal in stature, her erect carriage and the flat cap
beneath her vell added at least ahandspan to her height and gave her aphysica authority to match her
psychic presence. The eyes, at least by candldight, were il the same: dark and intense, unwavering in
their scrutiny; and the shields behind the eyes were adamantine, as they had been for aslong as Michon
had known her.

“Y ou indicated that you wished to spesk to me on amatter of some urgency,” shefindly said, her voice
low and measured, just as he remembered.

“I did,” hesaid, again inclining hishead, “and | do. And | thank you for seeing us”

“Itisnot usudly done,” shereplied, favoring him with anod of acknowledgment, “but | was curiousto
know what would bring you to me after al these years—though | can guess.”

“Canyou?’ hereturned, the question also a statement.

Sheinhaed deeply and let out aquiet Sgh, lifting her chin alittle defiantly. He could see only her face; the
hands were clasped close benegath the veil over her shoulders and upper body.

“Wadl, | am quite certain that you have not cometo ask for training,” she said breezily, afaint smile
curling the corners of her mouth as she glanced a him sidelong. “But | would venture to guess that you
have come to ask about the training that | am providing to certain others.”

Heinclined his head in agreement. “ That would be an accurate reading of my intentions,” he said
neutrly.

Her eyes at once went dark and dangerous. “How dare you!” she breathed, amost inaudibly. “Whom |
chooseto train, and how, ismy business, not yours—or the Camberian Council’ gl”

“Inthat, you are much mistaken,” hereplied, in the samelow tone. “I trust | need not remind you of what
happened to Lewys ap Norfal, when he entertained smilarly dangerous notions regarding his powers.
Train your nephews, if you must; they are subjects of Torenth, and the concern of her king. If they perish
through ther fally, that will Smply mean somewhat fewer Furgtansto threaten my king! But if you persst
intraining that twit Zachris Pomeroy, he becomes a potentid threat to my king—and heis not a subject
of Torenth!”

She sniffed in derison and lifted her chin defiantly. “What arrogance, to presumethat whet | teachis
fally!”

“Camille, you were there when Lewysfailed,” he began.

“Camilleisdead!” sheinterjected coldly. “Mother Serafinahas far surpassed the girl who oncewas. Y ou
will address me by my proper name and rank.”

“Asyouwish,” he murmured. “But consider thisawarning. If one of your sudents goesastray in
Gwynedd, the Council will take avery dim view of your actions. And next time, it may not bean old
friend who comescdling.”



“We did not part asfriends, Michon de Courcy. Do not presume to play on my emotions.”
Michon had cocked his head at this declaration, and held up ahand to stay further such revelations.

“How time can dter our memories,” he murmured. “But | shal not cause further offense by bringing up
bygones. Just remember what | have said.”

Her jaw went stedly, and her eyes narrowed. “L et the past be past, Michon,” she said softly. “ Consider
that you trest now with astranger.”

“Yes, | can seethat,” hereplied. Clagping his hands behind him, heinclined hishead in cool leave-taking.
“Should | ask ablessing before | go? 1 am given to understand that such is expected.”

Her lip curled infaint disdain. “I shal pray for you, Michon, as| pray for al who arein need of
enlightenment. But | think you would not thank me for what blessing | might give you.”

Helifted his chin and braced his shoulders, then gave her another nod, thistime in the nature of a
dismissa and farewdl. “Then it gppears there is nothing more to be said. Forgive me for wasting your
time”

With that, he turned on his hedl and strode briskly toward the outer door, where Oisin quickly opened it
for him and followed him outside. Their escort monks were waiting beyond the gate to the little

courtyard, and fell in behind them asthey retraced their steps to the monastery gatehouse. The sound of
the gate closing behind them held anote of findlity.

The pair did not speak until they were well down the steps leading back to the harbor. Behind them, in
the lowering twilight, adeep-throated bell began summoning the inhabitants of Saint-Sasle for the Grest
Office of Sabbath Eve.

“Did that go asbadly asit sounded?” Qisin findly summoned the courage to ask.
Michon uttered a breathless grunt meant to be an ironic laugh.
“It certainly did not go well,” hereplied.

By the time they reboarded their ship and were under sail, heading back across the straits toward distant
Tralia, aghostly glow had begun to flicker above the spires and domes of Saint-Sasile.

Chapter 9

“Can amaid forget her ornaments, or abride her attire?’
—JEREMIAH 2:32

T HOUGH Michon’svisit to Saint-Sasile had been less than satisfactory, hisand Oisin’s onward journey
into R’ Kass yielded far more positive results. In the course of visitsto anumber of that land’ s most
prominent breeders of fine horseflesh, Oisin identified half adozen promising two-year-olds of suitable
lineage and temperament for Prince Brion' sfirst adult mount. For each of these animals he left Szeable
deposits and indructionsfor their care and training in the coming year, promising to return in the spring to
meake hisfind sdection.

“Intruth, they aredl fineanimas,” hetold Michon asthey rode back to Tortufiato take ship for their
return to Rhemuth. “If al of them develop according to their promise, | shall probably take the lot of them
in the spring and keep whatever ones the king does not choose. | have no doubt that | shal find buyers



for asmany as| careto sell on; and afew may even end up a my own facility at Haut Emeraud.”

“I think that neither the king nor Prince Brion will have cause to complain,” Michon assured his younger
companion. “The Council, das, will beless pleased. | wish we could take them better news.”

But if the completion of their summer missions had met with mixed results, the same could not be said for
that of the new head of Corwyn’sregency council. Looking back on that first summer at Coroth, the stay
of Lord Kenneth Morgan and his countess at the Corwyn capital could only be counted as a success.
Though the Duchy of Corwyn had been formally in abeyance for nearly thirty years, waiting for amae
heir to come of age, Ma colm Hadane and then King Dond had chosen well intheir selection of a
caretaker council to administer these important lands, so vita to the security of Gwynedd' s eastern
border with Torenth.

Corwyn’'soriginslay in the turbulent erajust before the Fedtillic Interregnum, when King St. Bearand
Haldane was consolidating his kingdom after pushing back the Moorish sealords. In 826, soon after the
overthrow of the Haldane line, the new King Festil of Gwynedd arranged the marriage of his son and
heir, Prince Festil Augustus, to the Princess Briona, only child of the last Prince of Mooryn, in the south,
thus bringing Mooryn directly under the crown of Gwynedd asits suzerain. Corwyn and Carthmoor,
subsidiary princedoms of Mooryn, became semi-autonomous duchies, with Carthmoor settled on Prince
Fedtil and his bride. Corwyn was given to Sieur Dominic du Joux, son and heir of Lord Richard du Joux,
who had fought and died for Festil in the conquest of Gwynedd. Dominic’ s mother had been the Princess
Tayce Fursténa, afirst cousin of King Festil. Hence Dominic was Deryni, like al the Festils, and became
Corwyn'sfirst duke.

With the accession of Prince Festil Augustus as Festil 11 in 839, the Duchy of Carthmoor became an
appanage of the Crown of Gwynedd, usualy reserved for younger sons or brothers of Gwynedd' skings.
Corwyn, however, retained its semi-autonomous status dl through the Festillic Interregnum and into the
Hadane Restoration, until the reign of King Cluim Hadane, and the repulson of Duchad Mor’ sinvason
force by Cluim'’ s brother Jashan.

At that time, Jernian of Corwyn, fifth duke and a comrade-in-arms of the new king, bound himsdlf in
personal vassa age to the Crown of Gwynedd. Both he and his son Stiofan had fought for Gwynedd in
the Great War of 1025; and Stiofan Anthony, Alyce' s grandfather, had ruled Corwyn with justice and
compassion for more than forty years: a benevolent and popular ruler in along line of highly competent
dukes. Geography made Corwyn an important buffer with Torenth, and the loyadlty of itsdukesavita
aspect of Gwynedd' s eastern security.

With theloya Kenneth Morgan now guiding Corwyn' s destiny, as caretaker for hisyoung son,

Corwyn’ sregents could findly breathe a collective sigh of rdief, knowing their sole custodianship would
soon be eased. His visitsto Coroth would aways be too short for their liking, but they could appreciate
the sengitive work that Earl Kenneth sometimes carried out for the king, and the trust placed in him by the
Crown, which would dso serve Corwyn'’ sinterests. This present vist might only last amonth, but it was
long enough for Kenneth to begin acquiring amore intimate knowledge of the state of the duchy and the
men charged with its care; long enough for them to begin knowing him and the child who one day would
be their duke.

Alyce, for her part, continued to St in on meetings of the regency council occasiondly, and gave her
opinion when asked. But mostly she spent her time reacquainting herself with her ancestral home and
showing it off to Zoé& and her son.



T HEY lingered in Coroth until the end of August—Iong enough to see the harvest mostly in, and for
Kenneth to have established an easy working relationship with the other Corwyn regents. Severa times,
he went off on patrols dong the border with Torenth, taking Jovett and Trevor with him and acquainting
himsdlf with the politica pulse of the area.

Accompanied by various hogts from the regency council, he dso visited most of the mgjor holdingsin
Corwyn proper. Laurenz Udaut proved particularly helpful and friendly inthisregard, asdid Earl Derry
and his son. Bishop Harris remained a oof, though at least he was not obstructive; but Earl Siodatook
very much to heart his promise to begin teaching Alaric about hisduca heritage. Many an afternoon
found the pair Stting under ashady treein the castle gardens, often with one of the stable hounds at their
feet, where the old man regaed his young charge with tales of Corwyn’ shistory and itsillustrious dukes.
By thetime the family prepared to head back to Cynfyn for the wedding of Zoé and Sir Jovett Chandos,
Kenneth was confident that the duchy wasin good hands.

They wereto leavefor Cynfyn on thefirst day of September, following afina court and banquet of
leave-taking on the afternoon before. At the court preceding that banquet, young Alaric, now hardly a
month short of histhird birthday, was allowed to st on the dais on astool between his parents and
personally receive the loyalty of hisfuture subjects. On that day aswell, Kenneth knighted several senior
Corwyn sguires whose attendance at the next Twelfth Night Court would have presented afinancia
hardship. Alaric wore aminiature coronet provided by Earl Sioda, and asmpletunic displaying the
Corwyn arms, and comported himsalf commendably as future duke, even holding hisfather’ s sharp
sword between accolades.

One of the new knights, ablond, mop-headed young man by name of Llion Farquahar, had made himsalf
young Alaric’ s persona favorite by serving asthe boy’ s dmost-constant companion through the weeks
of their stay, freeing up Alyce senergiesto St in on council meetings or sometimesto ride with Zoéin the
surrounding countryside or along the sandy beaches to the west of the harbor. Sometimes this respite
smply alowed her and Zoé to stitch quietly on wedding attire with Mdissa and other women of the
court, without the distraction of asmall boy’ s endless questions and restless poking into everything.

Every morning, the squire Llion would take the boy in charge and touch on some facet of his education as
Corwyn'’ sfuture duke, imparting random elements of court etiquette and smple herddry, even arting
him on very basic sword drills, using adirk for asword. Even moreto Alaric’ sliking, sometimesLlion
would put him up in the saddle of a sedate, retired warhorse and walk beside him for hours.

For him, young Alaric fumbled hisfather’ s sword into Sir Xander’ s hands and darted down from his
stool of state to help Jovett buckle on the spurs, and gave Sir Llion an unabashed hug, once the accolade
had been bestowed and the white belt girt around hiswaist by Alyce.

But the lazy days of that summer ended the next day when the party departed for Cynfyn. Zoé and Joveit
were charged with excitement about their upcoming nuptias, and Kenneth and Alyce well pleased with
theway their time at Coroth had passed; but Alaric wept when forced to say good-bye to hisfavorite
knight, and withdrew into asulk the farther they got from Coroth. Skirting Tendd lands asthey made
their way upriver, heading back toward Cynfyn, they stopped thefirst night a Pladda, acomfortable
manor nestled in acurve of theriver.

“Y ou know, you could ask Sir Llion whether he'd like to join our household,” Alyce said to her husband
the next morning, when Alaric only picked listlesdy at his breakfast, cranky and dispirited. “ Alaric doted
on him—and more important, he respected him, and minded when Llion told him to do something he
redlly didn’t want to do. Also, thetimeisnot that far away when he should begin spending time with
other men and boys, rather than with the women. Since he' Il need a companion anyway, and someoneto
be his governor, why not choose one he likes?’



Kenneth nodded. “He seems a bright-enough young man—and | liked what | saw of him on the practice
fidd. We could give him atry, | suppose. If he'd want to live so far from home, that is.”

“Dear Kenneth, | think he would welcome the chance,” Alyce replied. “Hisfamily hasalong tradition of
service to my house, but | believe they have fallen on hard timesin the past generation or so—and heis
not the eldest son. He'll inherit nothing. He would benefit greatly from exposure at court, from being a
part of our court. And you yoursdlf have said that he shows promise.”

“Thenwe shdl seeif such serviceisagreeableto him. I'll send Trevor back to fetch him.”

“Thank you, darling! | know it will be agood match.”

W HETHER or not it was agood match, it certainly improved young Alaric’ s spirits. They did not tell
him why Trevor was being sent back to Coroth; only that he had amission for Kenneth. But when, two
dayslater, Trevor and Llion joined the column at Dellard’ s Landing, where they had stopped to water
the horses, Alaric’ sfacelit with undisguised joy.

“Sir Llion!” he crowed, pdting across the muddy riverbank to fling his arms around the young man's
knees. “Llion, Llion!”

Sir Llion scooped him up in ahug as Kenneth and Alyce approached, grinning as he nodded respect to
the pair of them.

“I would knedl, m’lord, m'lady, but | seem to have an armful of duca heir.”

Alycelaughed and set her hand happily on Kenneth’sarm. *’ Tis quite clear that you are most welcome,
Sir Llion. By your presence, may we assume that you are willing to take on this young bundle of
exuberance?’

“I amthethird of six, my lady, and the youngest isbut afew years older than Alaric,” Llion replied,
amiling. “Our mother died bearing him, so | have dways hel ped with the younger ones. Besdes’—he
jostled Alaric on his hip—"young Master Alaric and | get on very well, don’'t we, old chap?’

“Will you take meriding, Llion?" Alaric asked, grinning into the face of his mentor.

“If your parents agree, of course | shdl takeyou riding,” Llion replied. “I’ ve even brought your favorite
mount.” He glanced back at arawboned chestnut standing hipshot with Trevor and amuch finer steed.

“I hope you don’t mind, my lord. Having no horse of my own, | took the liberty of seconding old
Cockleburr. Lord Hamilton said it would be dl right. Heisn't much to look at, but he' s sound enough for
work like this—and | figured he' d be little missed at Coroth. Besides that, your son likeshim. Do we
camp herefor the night, ir, or do we carry on for awhile?’

Kenneth smiled and briefly clagped ahand to Llion’'s shoulder. “We have afew more milesto go, but |
see no reason why Alaric shouldn’t ride with you and Cockleburr. And we' Il see about getting you a
better mount at Cynfyn.”

“But Papa, | like Cockleburr!” Alaric began.

“Which iswhy he shall become your horse, once you' ve learned to ride him properly,” Kenneth replied,
watching the boy’ seyeslight with joy. “But you must do as Sir Llion asks,” he added. “I’'m putting you in
hischarge”



“Oh, yes, Papal Thank you, Papal”

“And | thank you aswell, my lord,” Llion murmured, gratitude in his eyes as he nodded to Kenneth.
“Y ou have given me hope of ared future. | shdl do my best to be worthy of your trust.”

Kenneth only nodded in turn before following after Alyce, who was aready mounting up again with Zoé.

They reached Cynfyn on schedule, pleased to find that al had been made ready in their absence. Zoé' s
ssters had traveled to Cynfyn for the occasion, the unmarried Alazais with Kenneth’ stwo sisters and
Gelll with her husband, dong with their aunt NestaMcL ain, the Sster of their departed mother, and, to
everyone ssurprise, Vera Countess of Kierney, with her young son Duncan, but afew months younger
than Alaric.

“I wouldn't have dreamed of missing this,” Veratold Alyce and Zog, the first time they had amoment of
privacy, as the two boys played happily with toy knightsin theladies solar. “Fortunately, Aunt Nesta
was determined to come and see Zoé married. We dll traveled together from Kierney and Culdi,
collecting Morgan aunts and Ssters aswe came. All of them would have preferred that the wedding be
held at Morganhall, of course, but now that Kenneth is an earl, everyone was curious to see the seet of
hisnew estate.”

“For dl practica purposes,” Alycesaid, “it’s apt to end up being Zoé and Jovett’ s new edtate, for dl the
time Kenneth and | will be spending here.” She cast out with her mind to be certain they could not be
overheard, then leaned closer to the other two women. “What news of theking, Vera?’ sheaskedina
low voice. “And how fares Prince Brion? The letters we' ve received over the summer only had to do
with matters of Sate”

“Both are wdll, from what Jared has mentioned,” Verareplied. “ And the queen writes occasiondly. She
saysthat sheis much involved with hel ping the king make plans for Prince Brion’ s coming-of-age next
summer. It's expected that Donal will summon al hislordsto attend him and swear fedlty to the prince, in
support of the succession. Which meansthat Jared and | shall be traveling to Rhemuth for the affair,
aong with Kevin and Duncan—unless, of course, | am near another lying-in,” she added.

“Isthere hope of that?’ Alyce asked quietly.

Verashrugged. “ Thereis aways hope—and it would be ahappy reason to missthe celebration.” She
looked away briefly, then smiled. “Did | tell you that Jared is having the most beautiful little chapel builtin
the garden a Culdi, asamemoria to our dear Alicia?’

“What awonderful thing to do,” Alyce murmured, sorrowing anew over the child Verahad lost earlier in
theyear. “ And Jared isalovely man, to have thought of it.”

“Aye, heis” Veragmiled brightly. “And we aretrying for another child, believe me.”

“And thetrying is pleasant enough, I’'m sure,” Alyce replied with an arched eyebrow. “ As our dear Zoé
will soon discover.”

Zoéblushed furioudy, but she was aso smiling shyly. “We shdl certainly do our best,” she said.

Toincreasing burgts of giggles, their subsequent conversation drifted into ever more explicit discussion of
the upcoming nuptias, and what Zoé might expect on her wedding night.

Chapter 10



“Give your daughtersto husbands,
that they may bear sons and daughters.”

—JEREMIAH 29:6

T HE wedding of Lady Zoé& Morgan with Sir Jovett Chandos took place the following day at noonin the
castle chapdl, atended by the two extended families and most of Lendour’ sregents. Not invited but very
wel come nonethel ess were two surprise guests from the convent school of Notre Dame de

I’ Arc-en-Ciel, Our Lady of the Rainbow, where Zoé and Alyce had met. The appearance of Sgtersiris
Cerysand Iris Jessi|de at the door to the chamber where the bride was dressing produced a squeal of
sheer ddight from the bride and an astonished smile from Alyce, who had been brushing Zo€ slong
whesgten hair.

“We ve brought agift for the bride,” said Sister Iris Cerys, mischief crinkling at the outer corners of her
eyes as she and her companion paused in the doorway, smiling faces framed by the
rainbow-embroidered bands edging their pale blue vells. Iris Cerys had shared aroom with Alycefor a
time, before Zoé, and the dightly older Iris Jessilde had been one of thefirst to make Alyce and her sster
welcome at the convent school. Shewas dso Deryni.

“Y ou lived under the protection of Our Lady of the Rainbow while you studied at Arc-en-Cidl,” Ster
Iris Jessilde said to Z0é, “ so we thought you might wish to be married according to the custom of our
house”

With that she produced afragrant brida wreath fashioned of rosesin dl the colors of the rainbow, very
like those worn at their old convent school, both by postulants wedding a celestial bridegroom and by
former sudents giving themsalvesin morta marriage.

“We wanted to bring you arainbow canopy aswell,” Iris Cerys chimed in, “but Reverend Mother said it
wastoo far to bring one al the way to Cynfyn. Since she'd just given us permission to attend, we
decided we wouldn't presstheissue.”

“No, no, thisiswonderful!” Zoé assured them, ddlightedly taking the wreath and inhaing of its perfume.
“But how did you even know?’

Iris Jessi|de’ s smile spoke of feigned innocence and atouch of feminine conspiracy. “Desar child, we are
not so cut off a Arc-en-Ciel that news does not reach us from the outside world,” she said. *Y our father
wrote to Mother Judianato inform her of the upcoming marriage of one of our former pupils. When she
read the | etter out in chapter, it was suggested that at least afew of usought to travel hereto witnessit.”

“I never thought it would be dlowed,” Iris Ceryschimed in. “It isn't often that we' re given leaveto
venture outside the abbey walls, but the two of you left quite an impression on our
community—especialy consdering that neither of you ever even consdered therdligiouslife. It wasa
unanimous recommendation. | only wish thet dl of the sisters could have come dong.”

“Good heavens, | don’'t know wherel would have put al of them,” Alyce said with alaugh. “But I'm
very glad you came. Did you only just arrive?’

“No, we stayed two dayswith afamily inthevillage,” said Iris Jesside. “Lord Kenneth arranged it—and
the goodwife has alovely garden. Hence, the magnificence of your bridal wreeth. ’ Tis the perfect
complement to your gown,” she added, smiling as she cast an approving gaze over Zo€ s sgpphire silk.
“But then, blue dways did suit you, evenif the convent did not.”

Zoé returned the smile as she helped Alyce set the wreath on her wheaten hair. “ 1t suited very well, while



| wasthere” shesaid. “And if | had not cometo Arc-en-Cidl, | would never have met you and
Cerys—and Alyce.”

“—who haslent you the wearing of the Furstanaemerdds, | see,” Iris Cerys said with ady amile, jutting
her chinin thedirection of the necklace of blue-greenfire a Zo& sthroat. “I remember when shewore
them for her own marriage.”

“And her mother’ s bracelet!” Zoé replied, brandishing the opa and sapphire bangle on onewrig, then
hugging Alyce close. “Oh, it'swonderful to have both of you here,” she continued, beaming at the pair of
them. “Thank you so much for coming!”

A BRIDAL wreath was not the only gift the two sisters of the Rainbow had brought to Zoé Morgan for
her wedding day. When the wedding guests had assembled in the little chapel, the pair accompanied the
priest to the dtar steps, Iris Cerys nodding reassurance to the nervous bridegroom as she and Iris
Jesslde spread a small rainbow carpet on the knedler where Zoé and Jovett would recite their vows.
Withdrawing then to the side of the chapel, they sweetly sang the traditiond Ave Vierge Dorée as Zoé
Morgan waked down the aide with her father. The song brought back fond memories both for her and
for Alyce, who followed and stood as witnessfor the bride.

After the nuptial mass, when bride and groom had made their vows and received the Sacrament, knedling
then on the rainbow carpet for the bridal blessing, Jovett led his bride to the Lady dtar, so that the
radiant Zoé might offer up her brida wreseth at the feet of the Blessed Virgin—except that, before they
turned to leave, Jovett plucked one perfect white rose from the wreath and touched it to hislips.

“Thisshould be Ahern’s” he whispered, gazing into her eyesashe gaveit into her hands. “Let’slay it on
his grave before we leave.”

She could not speak to thank him for the gesture, but she managed to nod before they turned to go. Their
steps took them back to the dtar steps, and the grave dabs at their fest—Ahern and hisfather, Kerydll,
both of them Earls of Lendour in turn. There Zoé and Jovett stood amoment with heads bowed in tribute
to Zo& sfirst husband, then bent together to lay the rose on the incised letters of Ahern’sname. Asthey
passed on up the aide and into the little porch of the chapd, they stood aside to |et the other guests pass
into the yard, and Zoé turned in the circle of Jovett’sarm to press her forehead againg his.

“You loved him, too, didn’t you?" she whispered into his shoulder.

“I did,” Jovett replied. “He and Sé were the closest friends of my youth.” He sighed gently. “I had hoped
Sémight be here, but...”

“I know hewould wish usjoy,” shereplied, gazing up into his eyes as the guests dipped past them, giving
them their moment of privacy. “And thank you for what you did with the rose.”

“It seemed right,” hereplied, tracing theline of her jaw with hisfingertips and lifting a strand of whesten
hair. “What went before...smply was not meant to be.”

“No,” sheagreed quietly. “But it does no good to grieve over apast that cannot be changed. What
meatters now isthat we have cometo love one another.”

He answered the sweet and tender kiss she offered with a passion that startled them both. Jovett was
grinning sheepishly asthey drew apart.

“Dearest wife,” he murmured, “1 think we had best join our wedding guests, lest we scanddize your late



beloved—though | like to think he would approve, given the circumstances.”

“I know hewould,” Zoé agreed, brushing her fingertipstenderly across hislips. Then, with awistful smile,
shetouched her fingertipsto her own lips and turned to glance back into the chapel where her first love
dept, gently blowing him their mutud kiss.

“Good-bye, dearest Ahern. Sleep gently.”
Hand in hand, then, the two of them departed the chapd to join their wedding guests.

T HE wedding feast was held in the hall of Cynfyn Castle, asfedtive an affair as had ever occurred within
thosewalls. To honor his daughter and her new husband, Kenneth invited them to preside from the high
table, but Jovett inssted that he and his bride could not usurp that honor, and would only shareit with the
cadtl€ srightful lord and lady.

“Whilel have just become your goodson, my lord, thisistill your hall. Best if we underline that you shall
always take precedence here.”

Kenneth was smiling dightly as he nodded. “Well spoken. But you are till the guests of honor here
tonight, so you shdl st a my right hand. | trust you'll not object to that?’

“I shdl try waysto carry out your wishes, my lord,” Jovett said with adight bow and asmile—and
obediently led hisbridein to take their places at the high table, Kenneth and Alycefollowing in the
coronets of their rank.

It was amodest feast by the standards of the court at Rhemuith, but for the bride and groom, it wasa
taste of the trestment usually accorded only to royaty. After thefirst course, young Alaric enticed his
younger cousin Duncan into severa forays undernesth the cloths covering the high table, eventualy
eliciting Kenneth’ s sharp order for Sir Llion to take both boysin charge and divert them to other pursuits
in the garden, so that the adults could enjoy their meal in peace.

Thank you, Alyce mouthed to the young knight, also pointing at her plate. I'll save you aplate.

His cheery wave conveyed both understanding and gratitude as he gathered up several more of the
younger children and led them out into the castle yard, like amother hen parading her chicks.

“We ghall haveto see about finding Llion awife,” Kenneth murmured to Alyce, as hetucked into his
meal again. “ Such skill with smadl boys meritsafew sonsof hisown.”

“What, and lose his serviceswith our own?” Alycereplied. “Heisyoung yet. Therewill be plenty of time
inafew years—and when our Alaric has gained some maturity.”

“You'reright,” Kenneth agreed. “I had not thought of that. But do keep the prospect in mind.”
“I shall indeed.”

It was something of an hour later, when the wedding supper was well underway and atroupe of players
were offering entertainment, that Kenneth drew hiswife s attention to adark-clad figure standing quietly
in the shadows at the far end of the hall.

“Look who hasfinally made an appearance.”

“It'sS§” Alyce murmured, touching ahand to her husband’sarm. “He did come for Jovett’ swedding.”



“I told you he would—at least for the feast,” Kenneth replied, though he smiled ashe said it. “Heisa
good friend of thisfamily, Alyce.”

“Heis” sheagreed. “Pray, excuse me.”
“Of course”

As she gtarted toward him, he moved farther into the shadows just inside the doorway, laying ahand
across his heart and inclining his head in wordless greeting as she joined him. He was leaner than when
last she had seen him, at her son’ s christening, shedding weight from aframe dready lean and fit, and
further refining the high cheekbones, the narrow, aristocratic nose. The close-clipped beard and
mustache underlined the new refinement, made him look more lethal. His eyeswere ill the same gartling
blue, but with a harder edge.

Only the white belt of his knighthood relieved the stark smplicity of the ankle-length black robe he wore,
fastened at the shoulder in the Eastern manner. A few strands of silver threaded the chestnut hair at the
templesand in the braid deeked back and clubbed at the nape of the neck in an intricate warrior’ sknot.

“S&” she breathed, only the shhh sound redlly audible.
“My lady.” Heinclined hishead again.
“Kenneth said you would come, but | wasn't sure,” shereplied. “Y ou have been long slent.”

Hedlowed himsdlf afaint amile, atendril of histhought caressng her mind in something of theold
friendship they had shared since childhood.

“I could not miss Jovett’ swedding,” hesaid.
“Were you there, or did you only just arrive?’ she asked softly. “I did not see you in the chapdl.”

Another faint smile curled at the corners of his mouth. Y ou were otherwise occupied, and | did not
mean to be seen. | have learned agreat deal sincewe last met. But did you redlly think | would not
come?’

“No,” shereplied, affection lighting her eyes. “Y ou have never, ever falled me.”

“Nor shdl I, whilel live,” hereplied, taking her handsto kissfirst one, then the other. Ashedid so,
turning his own hands dightly upward, she caught aglimpse of indigo now marking theinsdes of his
wrigs. the thumb-szed crosses denoting afully vowed Knight of the Anvil.

“Youdidit,” she breathed, holding fast to one of his hands when he would have drawn back, and turning
hiswrist more toward the light. “ So, it’ strue, what they say about the Anvillers.”

He smiled and averted his hands, though he closed her handsin his as he gazed into her eyes.
“And what do they say about the Anvillers?” he murmured.

“That after making find profession, they are marked at wrists, ankles, and side, asareminder of Christ’s
holy wounds,” shereplied.

Heinclined his head in agreement. *’ Tistrue, though propriety constrains me from showing you the others
just now.”

“Why, Sir S&” she murmured with raised eyebrows, then sobered. “Isit permitted to ask why it is



done?’

“You may ask—and I'll even answer,” he added, to forestal the beginning of her surprise. “Fina vows
are solemn, and cannot be rescinded. Nor may we ever deny what we are, if asked. These permanent
marks remind us of that.” He smiled amirthless smile. “It kegps us honest.”

“Morethanthat, | think,” she murmured, smiling alittle herself. “The Anvillersare held to be
incorruptible. Has it ever happened, that one did not keep faith?’

“Not in living memory.”
He glanced around—they seemed to beinsde abubble, for dl the attention anyone paid them—then
returned his gazeto hers.

“| cannot stay,” he murmured. “How is my godson?’

She amiled. “He flourishes, he grows stronger and more clever with each passing day. Would you like to
sehim?

“| watched him playing in the garden with the other boys,” Séreplied. “ That young knight who has charge
of him: You havealoyd retainer inthat one, Alyce. Cherish him.”

She laughed lightly. “’ Twas Alaric himsalf who chose Llion. The two are devoted to one another. Other
than you and Jovett, | cannot think of a better mentor and guardian in these early years.”

“Indl humility, | shal take that as the compliment | am certain you intended.” He lifted one of her hands
tokissit again, then firmly put it from him. “1 must go now.”

“So soon?’ she protested. “Kenneth would love to seeyou, I'm sure.”

He shook his head, faintly amused. “It will be enough for him that you saw me. Bewdl, Alyce, and know
that | will dwayscomeif you areinneed.”

With that, he was gone, dmost asif he had smply disappeared, though her mind knew that it was but
one of the skills he had learned from the Anvillers: the art of stealth. She was smiling faintly as she made
her way back to her husband’ s sde and took his hand as she settled beside him.

“Ishewd|?” Kenneth asked softly, searching her eyes.

“Aye, heis. A most remarkable manisour Sir S

A LITTLE later, when the wedding feast had ended and dusk was settling onto the hills around Cynfyn,
the women of the brida party sang the bride to her bridal chamber, led by Alyce, Vera, and the bride's
gders. The various aunties and the two sisters from Arc-en-Ciel brought up the rear.

Inside, the marriage bed had been readied by Alyce' s maids, the bedding made fragrant with herbs, the
slken coverlet turned back and the pillows strewn with rose petals. It was the castle€' s best chamber, lent
to the happy couple by Alyce and Kenneth for the wedding night.

When Z0é had been divested of her bridd finery and dressed in anew undershift of fine white linen, her
wheaten hair loose on her shoulders, the women tucked her up beneath the canopy embroidered with the
arms of Lendour and al of them left her save for Alyce, asthe strains of another bridal song drifted
gradudly closer, sung by mae voices as the groom’ sfriends sang him to his bride.



“They’re coming,” Zoé&whispered, eyeswide as she reached out to take Alyce' shand. “ Oh, Alyce, | am
s0 happy. Everything has been so beautiful. Thank you so much!”

“’Tisno more than you deserve, sweet sigter,” Alyce murmured, leaning down to kiss her lightly on the
forehead. “Now take your joy of one another, and forget about anything else.”

Zoé only nodded, though impulsively she seized Alyce shand again and briefly drew it nearer to pressit
to her cheek before rdeasing it. Alyce, as she withdrew to the door, blew her heart-sister another kiss,
then set her hand on the door latch as the song outside finished and there came a soft rap at the door.

Wordlessly she opened it and stepped aside to admit the eager bridegroom, robed in red and
accompanied by hisfather and Kenneth, who led Jovett to the marriage bed and helped him dide
benesth the bedcl othes beside hiswaiting bride. Behind them came the priest who had conducted the
wedding ceremony, carrying asmall slver bowl of water with a sprig of evergreen protruding fromits
edge. Beyond him, other men of the party stood in the corridor and into the stairwell, softly singing the
fina refrain of their song.

In the stillness that followed, the priest came into the room to pronounce afind blessing and sprinkle bed,
bride, and groom with holy water. He then withdrew with Kenneth and Sir Pedur as the men and women
joinedinathird bridal song, this one weaving the harmonies of the surrounding hills and gradudly dying
away asthe singers dispersed.

Sweetly moved, Alyce dipped her hand into Kenneth’' s asthey followed the others back into the hall and
Alyce made certain of the accommodeationsfor those staying the night within the castle walls. It seemed
to take avery long time. Kenneth, when he had finally seen off thelast of his eldest daughter’ swedding
guests and bidden his other two daughters afond good night, drew Alyce with him back up the sairsand
then—suddenly—into a shadowed acove, where he enfolded her in a crushing kisswhose heat quickly
gtirred both of them to passion.

“Wife, | have just one question,” he whispered, when they surfaced for air.

“And what question isthat?’ she managed to breathe. One of his hands was tracing gooseflesh dong the
base of her throat; the other hand did down the small of her back to press her closer to his body, where
his manhood stirred hard againgt her thigh.

“Jugt this,” he murmured, nibbling at her earlobe. “Whereis our chamber, now that you' ve given our old
oneto my daughter and her randy new husband?’

She sarted to giggle at that, but he quickly stifled the sound with his mouth, hiskissleaving her
weak-kneed.

“Aye, my lord, don’t do that, or we shal never get there!” she gasped.

“D’you think I’d take you right here, under the stair, hmmm?” he purred, not relenting as he nuzzled
down the sde of her neck and aong the curve of her breast.

“Ah, my lord, if it were only that, | should not mind,” she assured him breathlesdy, “but the gown was
expensive, and the floor is none too clean, and—and hard. Not to mention that some of our wedding
guests might il be abroad.”

“Then, whereisour room?’ he demanded, his embrace beginning to lift her right off her feet. “ Show me,
or | will take you right herel”

For answer, she wrapped her arms around his neck and drew his mouth down to hers again, thistime



sending her mind into hiswith the information he desired. Next morning, neither of them would be ableto
recd| precisaly how they had gotten from there to the room and the bed made ready for them.

Chapter 11

“And somethere be, which shdl have no memorid,;
who are perished, as though they had never been;
and are become as though they had never been born;
and their children after them.”

—ECCLESIASTICUS 44:9

T HE family guests who had come from afar to see Zoéwed lingered a Cynfyn for another fortnight, for
they had arranged to travel back asfar as Rhemuth with Kenneth and his household and guard escort,
snceit was very nearly timeto return to court for the winter season. Though Earl Jared had remained in
Culdi to attend to business, he had sent his own Kierney escort of a dozen knightswith hiswife and son
and hisaunt NestaMcLain, who was aso Kenneth’ s sister-in-law. Included in that party were Kenneth's
daughter Gelll and her young husband, who was one of Jared’ sknights. Kenneth’ stwo ssters, asingle
maid, and the two knights of their far more modest household had joined the party when it passed near
Morganhall, and were traveling back in the same manner.

His daughter Alazaiswasto have returned to court with her father and ssepmother to stay through
Twelfth Night, but in the days since the wedding she had spent agreeat ded of time with the two ssters
from Arc-en-Cid, who aso wereto travel asfar as Rhemuth with the Earl of Lendour’ s party. Two days
before they wereto leave for the capital, she announced that she would prefer to spend the next year
studying at the convent schooal.

“Zoé and Alyce studied there, Papa,” she said reasonably. “ The finishing would do me good. | did enjoy
being at court last season, but it was also...abit intimidating. And | am not at adl certain that | am yet

ready to wed.”

They were seated before the fireplace in the castl€' s best gpartment, reclaimed from Zoé and Jovett after
the wedding night. The weather had turned in the past week, and Alyce had mulled wine, anticipating a
welcome evening of domestic blisswith her husband, but those plans had been suspended when
Kenneth’ s youngest daughter came knocking at their door. Alaric was long abed in the room he now
shared with Sr Llion.

Kenneth passed a cup of mulled wineto Alazais and took asip of hisown.
“Y ou aren't thinking to teke the vell, are you?’
“Good heavens, no, Papal | do intend to marry. At least, | think | do. Just not yet.”

“A year a Arc-en-Ciel would teach her some useful skills,” Alyce pointed out, settling on astool beside
her husband. “1t did me no harm, nor Zoé—and ’'tisless than aday’ sride from Rhemuth, or from
Morganhal.”

Smiling faintly, Kenneth motioned for Alazaisto come and St on hisknee, setting aside hiswineto dip an
arm around her waist and hug her close.

“’Tiswell that | am no longer obliged to subsist on theincome of asmple knight,” he murmured, kissng
the point of her shoulder. “Thank God that both your Ssters are now safely married—and if you go to
Arc-en-Ciel for ayear, that delays having to provide another dowry right away.”



“But you shal go with my blessing, if that iswhat you want,” hewent on, smiling. “1 am certain you will
enjoy your time spent ‘under therainbow,” and only wish | could accompany you to see you enrolled.”
He kissed her again, then set her back on her feet. “But the king summons me, so | cannot. Perhaps
Alycewould consent to go with you.” He looked a Alycein question with araised eyebrow, and she
nodded.

“I should be delighted and honored,” she said with asmile. “And | should like to take Alaric with me, if |
may. | would love for Mother Judianato meet him; and the Ssters and the students will adore him. All of
them dote on smadll children.”

“That iseasly enough arranged,” Kenneth agreed. “ Trevor and Llion will accompany you—and Mdlissa,
of course, and asmall escort to see dl of you safely home. I [l take Xander with me.” He picked up his
wine again and took adeep draught. “Happily, thisvisit will be under far less stressful circumstances than
gpplied during your last stay at Arc-en-Cid—though | certainly cannot fault the arrangements made for
our wedding night.” Hisgrin had an ement of mischief. “It cannot have been the usuad donething for a
convent.”

“Indeed, not!” Alyce replied, suppressing her own smile. “But I'm certain we shdl have alovely vist—all
of us,” she added, laying ahand across one of Alazais's. “Y our auntswill wish to attend, | expect. And
perhaps we can prevail upon Geill and her husband to stop there as well—and Vera and young Duncan,
of course, though it remainsto be seen whether Arc-en-Cid can withstand an invasion by two smdll
boys.”

“I seem to recall that they managed well enough with severa young princes, when | came with the king to
witness Sdter Iris Jesslde sfind professon,” Kenneth said. “ And they were smilarly invaded for our
wedding.”

Alycerolled her eyes and rose, ready to retire. “ They have not reckoned with Alaric Morgan and
Duncan McLain,” shesaid archly, “but I’'m certain we shall manage.” She gave Alazaisafond amile.
“You' d best go and tell the Sitersthat you have your father’ s permission to go with them, my dear—and
inform Geill and Veraof the dight adjustment to our travel plans. If they’reto join us, Verawill probably
wish to send ahead to Culdi, derting Jared thet they’ | be afew dayslater in arriving home.”

T HEIR leave-taking from Zoé and her new husband was tearful on the part of the women, and stoic on
Kenneth's part, but the journey itself at least began according to plan. They numbered about thirty in al.
Traveing directly westward dong the Malling River valey, and taking accommodation aong the way,
they made excellent progress until they approached the village of Hallowdale, not far from the larger
market town of Mallingford. There they stumbled upon the final moments of an incident often rumored to
occur, but never witnessed firsthand by any in the company.

Sir Trevor wasin thelead, riding besde a squire carrying Kenneth' sbanner of Lendour. Kenneth himsaif
was farther back aong the caval cade, chatting with Sir Thomas, the senior of the Kierney knights.
Xander and another of his own knights rode directly behind Trevor and the banner, with another knight
and four men-at-arms interspersed among Jared’ s knights and the women. Alaric was perched in front of
Llion, hispreferred place of travel, and Gelll’ s young husband, Sir Walter, had taken up little Duncan in
front of him, leaving Alyceto ride with her stepdaughter and Vera, just ahead of Kenneth’ saunt, histwo
sgters, and the two from Arc-en-Ciel, al of whom rode astride. The rest of the knights brought up the
rear, with Kenneth among them.



They had seen the first smudges of smoke nearly an hour before they finaly came upon its source. Those
who bothered to speculate Smply assumed that it was someone' s house dight, or perhaps stubble being
burned off in adistant field. They had seen the latter the afternoon before, al acrossthe fields of a

prosperous farm by which they passed.

But thiswas no burning of fields or ahousefire. By the time they rode into the outskirts of Hallowdale,
some of the knights shifting forward toward the head of the cava cade, smoke was billowing upward in a
dense black plume, oddly duggishinthe dtill air. Asthey approached the town square, a breeze from off
the river suddenly gusted back a sickly-sweet whiff of burnt flesh.

In astomach-churning flash of prescience, Alyce knew what lay in the square ahead, and what had
caused her son suddenly to turn hisfaceinto Llion's chest with awhimper. It was animpresson
confirmed al too graphicaly by her own glimpse of asmall crowd ahead, surrounding a blackened stake
upthrust in their midst, which still gave off greasy tendrils of smoke. Her horrified glance back at Sister
Iris Jessilde made it clear that the Deryni sister had aso sensed the horror, and was drawing reinin
shock. Simultaneoudly, Sir Trevor stood in histirrups and raised a gloved fist in emphatic order to halt.

“What the devil 7 Kenneth muttered under his bregth, as he kneed his mount out of line and gigged it
hard dong the procession past Alyce and his son, the Kierney captain right behind him, to pull up sharply
next to Trevor and the bannerbearer. Behind him, he could hear growing consternation as the others also
began to redlize what had happened here at Hallowdale. In the square ahead, severa dozen men and
women were turning to regard them warily, even defiantly. The smoking stake told its own story.

“Dear, sweet Jesu,” Kenneth whispered, dowly signing himsdlf with the Cross. And then, turning to the
Kierney captain: “ Sir Thomas, leave me haf your men and turn the column around. Get the women and
children out of here. Wait at the outskirts of the town. Trevor, Xander, men of Lendour, you' rewith
m”

Asthough the move had been rehearsed, Sir Thomas and haf adozen of the Kierney men turned the
column and fell back, bearing the women and children and baggage anima s with them as Trevor and
Xander formed up the rest behind Kenneth and his Lendouri men-at-arms. As Kenneth pressed his
mount forward, his hard gaze searched the upturned faces of the folk who reluctantly parted before
him—defiant faces a firgt, but gradudly giving way to histight-jawed scrutiny, guiltily averting their eyes.
Without being told, hisknights fanned out behind him to line the eastern edge of the square, hdting with
hands on swordhilts.

With Trevor a hissde and Xander and his bannerbearer following behind him, Kenneth dowly rode dl
the way around the remains of the pyre, the clip-clop of the horses’ stedl-shod hooves the only sound
savefor thefaint jingle of harness and the whuffles of the waiting knights' tight-reined steeds. He forced
himself to look closdaly a what was still chained to the stake in the center of the burned-out pyre, and
realized that there had been two victims of thistown’s hatred. One, by its Size, could only have been a
child.

“Whoisin charge here?’ he demanded, completing his circuit and turning his horse to confront the
villagers, searching the faces that now would not meet his gaze.

“| am the Earl of Lendour. | asked who wasin charge,” he repeated, histone sharper now. By what
possible authority has this been done?”’

Slence

“Y ou have usurped the king’ s High Jugtice. | want to know by what authority. Speek, or | shdl have
every man-jack of you flogged until you do—and the women aswell, if | do not get an answer! Y ou did



not spare them”—he jerked agloved hand toward the evidence before him—"and | shal not spare you,
if I do not receive an immediate explanation.”

“They was Deryni,” said a sullen voice from the back of the crowd.
“What?" Kenneth turned his horse in the direction of the voice. “Who spoke?’

“They was Deryni,” the voice repested, as a bandy-legged man with an enormous beard moved clear of
the others and gazed up a him defiantly. “ And we carried out God' sjustice. The Deryni be an accursed
race, an' those transgressed againgt Hislaw.”

He gestured toward the pyre and spat, an eloquent gesture of contempt. Aghast, Kenneth kneed his
horse closer to stare down at the man, aware of Trevor half a horse-length behind.

“And who decided that God' s law had been transgressed?’ he demanded. “ Tell me! Who?’

“Th' priests,” another man sneered. “Who d'yethink? Th’ bishop’s preachers come last week, an’ told
uswhat to look for. They was Deryni, dl right,” he said belligerently, jutting hischin in the direction of the
stakes.

For amoment Kenneth merely sat there, numb with shock, trying to fathom the kind of hatred that could
have made good men commit such evil. The reference to bishops preachers raised strong suspicions
about who might have been behind this latest incident of hatred against Deryni—there had long been
rumorsthat Bishop Oliver de Nore s followers sometimes burned Deryni in the region—but he had never
thought to come across an incident firsthand. Being married to a Deryni wife, and one for whom de Nore
held a particular hatred, he dared not undertake an immediate investigation of wayward preacherson his
own, or chalengetheir bishop, but he would certainly report thisto the king.

“I cannot accept that aloving God had thisin mind for even the most notorious sinners,” hefindly sad
coldly, sweeping them with hishard gaze.

“The holy Scriptures say that Snnerswill burnin hell,” anew spesker made bold to say.

“Perhaps after the Find Judgement!” Kenneth snapped. “But it was not your place to pronounce that
judgement, nor to administer punishment.”

“That isn't what the priest said!” another voice shouted.
“Wha?’

“We knew what to do,” the first man sneered. “ The woman thought she was better’ n us, an’” conjured up
poisonsan’ cast spells on innocent folk, an’ worked her evil magic so her man could get what was nay
hisl Wededtwi’ him, too.” Hisdy glance over his shoulder drew Kenneth'’ s attention to the body
hanging from an upper window of anearby building, and hisjaw dropped.

“ And what of the child?’ he demanded. “What of the innocent child?’

“Shewere abad seed! An’ how could she be otherwise, with twa sich parents?” one of the women
blurted. “Now she cannafollow her mam’ sevil example.”

Now well and truly disgusted, Kenneth briefly closed his eyes, schooling himself to forbearance—for he
knew how close he was to sngpping—that he must not mete out judgement on hisown, in the heat of his
anger and outrage, without taking more digpassionate counsdl.



“Y ou have done aterrible, wicked thing,” hefinaly said, hisvoicelow and deadly. “All of you will
answer to God for it in the Hereefter, and to the king in this life—for be certain that | shal report to him
what | have seen. In the meantime, you will take what is|eft of those wretched souls and give them
decent burid.”

“Respectfully, wewill not, my lord,” said an educated voice he had not heard before, from off to the lft.

Kenneth swiveled in his saddle to search out the new speaker: atal, gangly individua in amud-colored
monk’ s robe, sharp eyes as black ascod.

“Y ou refuse to do this? Y ou, acleric? Even the Church does not deny decent burial to Deryni.”
“These were not decent Deryni,” another man said. “Wewill not do it.”

“Andif you forcethemto do it,” said the monk, “they will amply dig up the remains after you have gone,
and throw themintheriver.”

Kenneth was not normally aman to admit defesat, but he knew when he was fighting a battle that could
not be won, a least for now.

“Very well,” hesaid quietly. “I1t seems| cannot keep you from your folly. But know that the matter does
not end here. Look to your souls, people of Hallowdale, for your God certainly shall do so. And your
king shdl certainly know of thisaswell.”

With that, he wheeled his horse around and rode out of that place, Trevor and hisescort falling in behind
him.

Chapter 12

“Thereisan evil which | have seen under the sun.”
—ECCLESIASTES 105

T HE rest of their journey was much subdued. The men rode tight-jawed and silent, for what they had
seen was aflagrant usurpation of the king'slaw, whatever persond fedings one might entertain
concerning Deryni. For the Lendour men, who served a Deryni lady, the incident hit far too closeto
home. They gave Hallowda e awide berth, cutting far to the south, and camped that night in afield,
where the reek of burnt flesh did not befoul the air.

No one had much appetite that night. The men muttered among themselves around their campfires, even
the most hardened of them shaken by what they had seen. The women had wept most of the way to the
campsite, and many cried themselvesto deep that night. Alaric and Duncan were yet too young to
understand what had happened, though Alaric had caught some of the emotions; but both were aware of
the distress of the adults around them—so much o, that Alyce put both children to deep in the arms of
their knightly protectors, and that night blurred their memories of the experience. But her own memories
she could not blur.

The next day was better, but something of the shock lingered as they set out again. Kenneth refused to
discuss what had happened, and for awhile considered taking Alaric back to Rhemuth with him instead
of letting Alyce take him on to Arc-en-Cidl.

“I’m not even certain | should let you go, Alyce,” hetold her, the last night before they wereto head in
opposite directions, she toward the abbey school with Alazais and the other women and he on to



Rhemuth. “And | don’t know that | can bear to risk Alaric aswell. Heismy only son, the son | thought |
never should have. If you and he were to meet something like what happened in Halowdal e on the
road...”

She looked away, troubled. “1 didn’t tell you, at the time, how very near | cameto riding back tojoin
you, after you' d sent the men to take usto safety. But if | had, | honestly do not know what | might have
done.”

They werein the privacy of atiny room at an inn on the road approaching Rhemuth from the east, and
she opened one hand to abrightly glowing ball of greenish light, which hovered just above her pdm. She
lifted it dightly and watched it flare higher, to afiercely burning column of firethat cast agreenish glow on
both their faces.

“I was so angry, Kenneth. It would have been so very easy to unleash this on those people—and it
would have felt so good, because they surely deserved to diefor what they did, and alowed to be
done.”

She sighed deeply and closed her eyes, the column of fire dying down to a mere sphere of handfire that
she quickly quenched in aclosed figt.

“That would have been wrong, of course. It would have made me no better than they, except that |
would have had more strength, a power they could not hope to understand or endure. Might does not
makeright. And it would have reinforced what they say about Deryni in thefirgt place: that we have these
terrible powers that we long to unleash againgt innocent humans—though those certainly were not
innocent.” She shook her head and lowered her fist, madeit relax, open and empty, in her lap. “Do you
redlly think that the king will be able to exact justice for the innocents of Hallowdae?’

Kenneth shook his head doubtfully. “1 don't know. If theincident was stirred up by itinerant preachers, it
would be asking him to take on the religious hierarchy. He did that before for us—for you—and he
ended up having to back down. Thistime—I don’'t know. But I'm very glad that you didn’t do what you
wanted to do.”

Shesighed. “You'reright—and | suppose | am glad aswell. It only would have made matters worse for
my people.” She glanced at him sdelong. “I till should like to take Alaric with meto Arc-en-Cid. It's
only lessthan aday’ sride outs de Rhemuth; we would join you in three days. Y ou can send as many men
with us as you like—and we would have Jared’ s men aswell.”

“Y ou would only have them on theway to Arc-en-Cidl,” Kenneth pointed out sourly. “You'd gtill haveto
return to Rhemuth.”

“But it’' sthe mgjor route north,” Alyce countered, “and it' swell traveled at thistime of year. | do so want
Mother Judianato meet Alaric. And for Zaizie' s sake, | cannot not go. She would be so disappointed.”

She paused, then laid ahand gently on hiswrit. “Darling, if you truly fear for our safety, that closeto
Rhemuth, you could send more soldiersto meet us at Arc-en-Ciel and escort us back to you. Y ou could
even come yoursdlf, after you' ve reported to the king.”

He chuckled aloud at that, aware that he was probably over-reacting, and enfolded her in hisarms,
pressing hislipsto her forehead. But in the end, he agreed to let her go.

Hetook only Xander with him when they reached the northward road the following day, he to continue
south into the city and the women to make their way to Arc-en-Ciel. Alazais wept as she parted from her
father, findly understanding the tension under which he and Alyce had lived for al their marriage, and



Alycefor mogt of her life. Alyce rode close beside her, with Llion and Alaric to her other sde and Trevor
at her back, al of them embedded within the Kierney party. In light of her previous night’ s conversation
with Kenneth, she found hersdlf worried anew for the safety of her son, and was half surprised that
Kenneth had even dlowed them to come,

But the spirits of everyone in the party began to lift asthey headed north toward Arc-en-Cidl, skirting
along theriver, spirits cheered by Sistersiris Cerysand Iris Jesside, who were determined that Alazais
welcome should not be marred. By the time they caught their first glimpse of the abbey walls, they were
riding far lessfearfully. Alyce, in particular, put on acheerful face for the benefit of her youngest
stepdaughter.

“It looked very different when my sister and | first came here,” shetold Alazais, asthe rainbow arch of
the abbey’ s gatehouse cameinto sight. “ For one thing, it was winter—and we didn’t want to come. Our
father had remarried afew weeks before, and our new stepmamadid not care for the competition of two
nubile stepdaughters. She wasn't particularly happy that our father already had a son and heir, either, but
shewas certainly determined to remedy that, if she could. Meanwhile, the two of uswere to be packed
off to aconvent.

“Fortunately, the sisters and the other studentsimmediately made usfeel welcome. It wasfar more of a
home than we would have had at our father’ s court, under Rosmerta sgimlet eye.”

Alazais smiled for thefirg time since Hallowdde. “| remember Zo€ sfirgt |etters back to Morganhall,
after shemet you,” she said. “1 was only seven or eight, but it was clear, even then, that she'd found a
kindred spirit. Who would have dreamed where it would al lead?’

“Who, indeed?’ Alyce agreed.

The approach to Arc-en-Ciel was much the same as Alyce remembered, other than the time of year.
Sgersiris Cerysand Iris Jessilde and two of Jared' s knights had ridden on ahead haf an hour before to
aert theinhabitants of their gpproach. The gate beneath the rainbow arch was thrown wide open, and the
sgter waiting just ingde was Iris Rose, a novice when Alyce first had come to Arc-en-Cid with her

gster. Now she wore the rainbow-edged blue vell of afully vowed sister, and wasfairly jumping up and
down with excitement asIris Cerysjoined her from within. Iris Jessilde was nowhere to be seen.

“Lady Alyce!” IrisRose cried. “Welcome back to Arc-en-Cid! Isit true that you have brought us anew
student? Oh, enter in Our Lady’ sgrace!” she added, suddenly remembering the forma words of
welcome. “Mother Abbesswill be with you shortly.”

Alyce smiled as she ducked her head to ride through the abbey gate, Alazais following nervoudy behind
her and Llion following with Alaric, at the beckoning gesture of Iris Cerys. The other women adso
entered, and Sir Walter with Duncan, but when the rest of the men made asif to Stay outside, IrisRose
quickly motioned for them to enter aswell.

“Reverend Mother has given her permission,” shetold Trevor, who clearly wasin charge, a least of
Alyce and her son. “We shdl have to find overnight accommodation in the village for the men, but Sister

Iris Jessilde has told us of the trouble you had on the way here, and has given good report of you. Please,
please, enter. Y our men may wait in the stable yard while we decide what to do.”

Alyce, meanwhile, had drawn rein in the center of the courtyard before the chapel doors, whereIris
Jessi|de was accompanying Mother Iris Judiana down the chapel steps. Llion had dismounted and
handed Alaric down to Xander, and came to hand Alyce down aswell, going then to assst Alazaisfrom
her mount. Alyce took her son’s hand in hers and smoothed back the shock of white-blond hair before
dipping her other arm through that of her sepdaughter. She was smiling as sheled the pair of them



before the abbess.

“Dearest daughter. Alyce,” said Iris Judiana, opening her armsin welcome. “1 seethat you have come
back to us amother—and of alovely boy!” she added, eyeing young Alaric in approva.

“And of alovely stepdaughter,” Alyce replied, as she came forward to kiss the abbess hand, and then
alowed hersdlf to be embraced. “ Thisis Lord Kenneth's daughter Alazais,” shesaid, asAlazaisgave a
graceful curtsy, “and thisisour son, Alaric.”

“Both are very welcome,” Iris Judianasaid warmly. She gave Alazais her hand to kiss, then lightly
touched ahand to Alaric’ sfair head. “Iris Jesslde tells methat Lady Alazais wishesto be enrolled under
the rainbow. If sheis half the student as you and Lady Zoé&, she will be a stunning asset to our student

Alazais gave another curtsy, blushing faintly.

“I have aso been told of your distressing experience on the road from Cynfyn,” Iris Judiana continued on
amore sober note. “1 shall wish to hear more of it, of course, but perhaps we should first seeto the
businessthat brought you here.” Sheturned to Iris Cerysand Iris Jessilde. “Will you seeto the robing of
our newest student, Sisters? And | believe that Iris Rose has set in train the arrangements for overnight
accommodation for your men. The other ladies, of course, will lodge herein the guest quarters. Perhaps
Alycewill be so good asto present them to me.”

There ensued aflurry of activity in which Alazais was whisked off to robe, Llion was dispatched to
coordinate the arrangements for the men, and Alyce presented the ladies of the party.

“Mother, these are some of the remarkable women of my husband’ sfamily,” Alyce said asthe women
made their way to the foot of the chapel stepsto kissthe abbess hand inturn. “Thisismy husband's
middle daughter, Geill, and these are his sisters, Delphine Morgan and Lady ClaaraWindow, and hisfirst
wife sagter, Lady NestaMcLain, who isaso sster to the Duke of Cassan—and al of them are auntsto
Alazais. And thisis Countess VeraMcLan, the wife of Lady Nestal s nephew Jared, Duke Andrew’s
heir—and their son, Duncan. All of them were good enough to travel al the way to Cynfyn for Zo€'s
wedding, and to interrupt their journey hometo share this specid day with Alazais—though | must warn
you that young Duncan and my Alaric together can be ahandful.”

“ Another handsome boy,” Iris Judiana said with asmile, ruffling Duncan’shair. “ Y ou are, dl of you, most
welcome—and the gentlemen are wel come to attend the enrollment ceremony aswell, if they
wish—especidly the two knights charged with the supervison of the children. Sir Llion and Sir Walter, is
it?" she asked, glancing to Iris Cerysfor confirmation. “Yes. | hope you will not be disappointed if our
ceremonia seemsalittle ragged today. We had little time to prepare, as you know.”

“We have al heard tell of the beauty of Notre Dame d' Arc-en-Cidl, Mother Abbess,” said Lady Nesta,
speaking for dl of them. “And we are delighted to be present when Kenneth’ s dear Alazaisisreceived
under the rainbow. | mysdf studied here, many years ago.”

“Did you, indeed?’ said Mother Judiana. “We must speak of that |ater, over supper. But for now, we
shall gather in the chapd in an hour’ stime, after you have been shown to your rooms and given
opportunity to freshen yoursaves somewhat from your journey.”

A LY CE soon discovered that presenting anew student was somewhat different from being one, or from
being a student and watching others being received. After briefly repairing to the room assigned for her



use—the same one she and Kenneth had shared on their wedding night, four years before, and shared
thistime with Veraand their respective sons—sheleft Alaricin Vera s charge and went to the robing
room, where Iris Cerysand Iris Jess|de had finished dressing Alazaisin the school habit, the same
sky-blue asworn by the sisters, but without the wimple and vell. Aswhen Alyce and Marie had been
received under the rainbow, what now seemed so long ago, the Ssters had braided Alazais sflaxen
tressesin the single plait worn by al students of the house and set awresth of flowerson her head: a
quickly woven garland of late summer wildflowers rather than the wreath of roses Zoé had worn to her
wedding or the dried winter wreaths Alyce and Marie had worn at their own reception.

“I’'m afraid all the roses weretoo far blown to use,” Iris Cerys said, looking up from the rainbow-woven
cincture shewastying a Alazais swast. “But the wildflowers are nearly as pretty.”

Iris Jessilde nodded her agreement as she shook out folds of the blue gown’slong skirt. The undergown
worn in summer was of white linen rather than the white wool worn in winter. Alazais brushed her
fingertipsaong thefall of pae blue deeve and looked up shyly at her ssepmother.

“How do | look?’ she murmured.

“Y ou look beautiful, darling,” Alyce said, coming to give her agentle hug—carefully, lest she crush the
flord wresth.

Very soon they were following the two sisters dong the cloister walk to the side door of the chapd,
under its rainbow-painted arch and into the brilliance of the white marble chapel, where its rose windows
cast broad swaths of rainbow-colored light across the interior.

A sweet song of welcome met their arriva—the Salve Regina, as Alyce now knew—its subtle harmonies
and abreath of incense and honey-sweset beeswax candles enfolding them in peace asthey trod the
rainbow-gtriped carpet runner laid dong the center aide. Beyond the choir lay the high dtar, ablaze with
votive lights shielded with glassin dl the colors of the rainbow. Beforeit, Mother Iris Judianasat on a
backless stoal, flanked by two senior sisters.

Passing into the choair, between the ranks of center-facing choir stalls, they came at last to the foot of the
atar steps, where Mother Iris Judiana had risen to receive them. She gave agraceful nod in response to
the curtses of the two younger women, then held out her armsin welcome to Alyce, who accepted her
brief embrace and then stepped back to present the new arrival, as Lady Jessamy MacAthan had
presented her and Marie so long ago.

“Mother Iris Judiana, | have the honor to present my stepdaughter, the Lady Alazais Morgan, youngest
daughter of the Earl of Lendour. She has asked that she be received under the rainbow, so that she may
learn the gentle arts suitable to her rank. Her father has given his permission and hisblessng, asdo I.”

“I am most pleased to receive her, dear Alyce,” Iris udiana said, as she extended her handsto Alazais.
“May she be a credit to this house and may she cleave cheerfully to itsdiscipline. Let her now be enrolled
under the favor and protection of Our Lady of the Rainbow, signifying the same by her Sgnaturein the
great book of our house.”

So saying, she gestured toward asmall table to theright of the choir, where two of the school’ s younger
girls stood holding a rainbow-striped canopy above an open book. Sister Iris Rose stood behind the
table with aquill pen and an inkwell, her brown eyes crinkling with good humor as they approached.

“Bewelcome under the rainbow, Alazais,” she said, with acurtsy to the pair of them as Alyce led her
stepdaughter before the book. The two girls holding the canopy were students, by their dress, with
amplerainbow fillets binding plain white vells across their brows.



Smiling, Alyce nodded for Alazaisto take the pen, remembering how she had hesitated to sgn when first
she came, for both she and her sister had feared that they might be coerced into taking unintended
religious vows. Iris Rose must have remembered that day, for she smiled a Alyce as Alazais carefully
sgned her name. When the signing was completed, Iris Rose sanded the signature with pounce to stop it
smudging, then carefully turned the signed pages back to where adip of parchment marked a place much
ealierinthevolume.

“Hereiswhere your sster signed, when shefirst cameto us” shesaid to Alazais, indicating Zo€'s
signature. She then turned forward severa pages, to another marker. “ And here are the names of Alyce
and her sgter.”

Alyce s breath caught as she read the shaky signature: Marie Stephania de Corwyn, and she smiled
fantly as shelet her fingertipstrace over theline.

“Ah, dear Zaizie, you know so much more than we did, when wefirst came here,” she murmured. “We
were afraid we might never be allowed to leave, that we would be forced to take the veil, locked away
forever behind cloister walls. How wrong we were. It was probably the best thing that ever happened to
us—though your father, | think, was probably the best thing ever to happen to me. And Alaric, of
course.”

With alittle sob, Alazais embraced her slepmother in afierce gesture of genuine affection, tearsin her
eyes, then composed hersdlf and stood tall at Alyce s side, nodding to Iris Rose.

“Thank you, Siter,” she murmured, as Alyce adso murmured her thanks.

Then they were moving back before the dtar, the canopy accompanying them, where Mother Iris
Judianabade Alazaisto knedl, blessing her with holy water sprinkled from asprig of fragrant pine, then
sgnaling for two more waiting girlsto bring aveil very like those worn by the canopy-bearers.

“Let this daughter be velled according to the custom of thishouse,” she said, as Alyce removed the
wregth of wildflowers and the two veil-bearers set the vell in place, the abbess herself binding it across
the brow with the rainbow-plaited fillet.

After that, Mother Iris Judianaraised Alazaisto her feet, kissed her on both cheeks, and herself
conveyed the new student to the sl that henceforth would be her place in choir. Then, after afew
genera words of welcome, both to the new girl and the old, she dismissed the community to retireto the
refectory, where asimple supper awaited students, ssters, and guests alike.

By then, it wasfar later than thelong summer twilight would have suggested, such that the weary travelers
soon retired to the rooms assigned them, and Alazais to meet her new schoolmates and be introduced to
the girl chosen to share aroom with her during her time a Arc-en-Cidl. All the rest of the Morgan
relatives would leave to continue their journeys home the next morning, so Alyce availed hersdlf of one
last opportunity to spend some private time with her secret Sster.

“This has been avery specid time for me, despite what happened at Hallowdae,” Alyce murmured,
climbing into the bed beside V erawhen they had both seen their sons safely adeep at the other end of the
room. She glanced around at the room, dtill light enough to seein the twilight, then snuggled closer to her
gder.

“Did you remember that thiswas my bridal chamber, when Kenneth and | werewed?’ she said with a
dy grininVera sdirection. “Thismay or may not be the actual marriage bed, but that was atime of
happinessthat | shall never forget.”



Verasmiled and settled the bedclothes closer under her chin, for the temperature wasfdling, herein the
foothills north of Rhemuth. “ Marriage does have much to recommend it, doesn’'t it?” she agreed. “| take
it that you are hoping for another child.”

Alyce turned onto her back to stare at the celling overhead, suddenly sobered. “I think | may have lost
one earlier thisyear, about the time you logt yours.”

“What?’ Verasat up to sare at her sister.

“Pleasedon’t beangry. | didn't tell you because you were dready grieving, and | wasn't entirely certain |
hed actually conceived. But we mean to make it happen,” she said casually, “and thetrying is agreesble.”

“Yes itis isn'tit?’ Veraagreed. Her impish smile reminded Alyce of the delicious late-night
conversationsthat she, Vera, Marie, and Zoé had shared when al of them were unwed maidens, making
their firgt tentative forays into the uncharted waters of their own womanhood. In particular, Alyce found
hersdf remembering Marie—and S&, who had loved her.

“Did | tdl you that Sé made a brief appearance at the wedding?’ she asked, turning her head to look at
her sgter.

“At Zo& swedding?’ Veralooked surprised. “Did he? | never saw him. What did he say? How did he
look?”

Remembering, Alyceturned her face once again toward the celling.

“Leaner than when we last saw him, a bit more care-worn. He staken hisfina vowswith the Anvillers,
Vera. He bearsthe marks. It was avery drastic thing to do, but somehow | think he made the right
decision. He was shattered after Mari€' s death, but now he seemswhole again.”

Verawent very till, dso gazing up at the celling. “ Then, it appears that he found agenuine vocation,” she
murmured. “He savery specid man, Alyce. | hope you know that.”

“Oh, | doknow,” shereplied. “Even Kenneth recognizesit. If anything were ever to happento him, |
know that Sé would bethereif | needed him. And he would be there for Alaric. That knowledgeis
comforting.”

“Indeed.” Verayawned. “Dear me. | suppose we' d better get some deep. The boyswill wake at first
light, which comes early. And we must be in the saddle right after morning Mass. Will you go back to
Rhemuth tomorrow?’

Alyce shook her head, dso yawning. “We shdl stay another night, so that | can visit with Mother
Judiana | have much to tell her.” She amiled fondly. “ She was very like amother to Marie and me, while
we were here. |I—need to tell her about what we saw on theroad...and what | very nearly did.”

At Verd squestioning glance in her direction, Alycetook her sister’ s hand and used the physicdl link to
share her horror and outrage, and how she had longed to lash out with her power and destroy those who
had murdered the three hapless Deryni at Hallowdale.

“It would have been very wrong, though,” she said, reverting to audible speech. “1 could have undone
whatever progress our race has made in the past several decades.”

“That' s very true; you could have,” Verareplied briskly. “But you didn't. Granted, you thought about
it—but you didn’t doit. Y ou needn’t ask forgiveness merdly for thinking. Mother Judiana surdly will tell
you that.”



Alyce shrugged and alowed herself afaint smile. 1 suppose| just want to reassure myself that someone
who is genuingly good, who wasn't there, understands my horror.”

“Dear Alyce, any sensble person with ajot of compassion in their soul would have been horrified,” Vera
said deepily. “It wasn't even human, what those villagers did to those people—whether or not they were
Deryni, and whether or not they actualy did anything wrong besides be Deryni. And | don’t think any
Deryni could do that to another living creature. We d hear the anguish in our minds. Intime, it would
drive us mad. | only hope Kenneth can persuade the king to take action, make a seriousinquiry. |
certainly intend to tell Jared, when | get back to Culdi.”

“Do such things happen in Kierney or Cassan?’ Alyce asked.

“Perhaps occasionally,” Veraadmitted, “though I’ ve never heard of such acase. But Deryni are better
tolerated there. Not officidly, but the mountain folk are said to have the Second Sight, which may not be
al that different from some Deryni powers. Anyway, that seemsto make the differencesless obvious.”
Her sgh turned into another yawn. “Y our big problem in central Gwynedd is some of those bishops,
though. What was the name of that one who gave you so much trouble, just before you married
Kenneth?’

“Oliver deNore,” Alycesaid coldly. “I heard that he was named Auxiliary Bishop of Nyford over the
summer, and it'slikely that he' Il be given adiocese of his own within the next few years. Both the
archbishops like him, as do severa of the other diocesan bishops—and that counts for alot, when it
comestimeto fill vacancies”

“A pity,” Verasaid, yawning again. “ Y ou'd think they’ d seeright through him....” She sghed. “Buit |
don’t believe we shdl resolve thistonight, dear Alyce. | must get some deep. | return to my dear Jared in
the morning. Severd daysfrom now, at any rate. | do love you, dearest Sister.”

“Andl, you,” Alyce murmured, paiting her Sster’ s hand, though she did not drift off until long after
Verd s breathing had shifted to that of deep dumber.

Chapter 13

“Rejoice not over thy greatest enemy being dead,
but remember that we dieall.”

—ECCLESIASTICUS8:7

SOME miles south, in the king' s private withdrawing room in Rhemuth Castle, the candles burned far
later as Kenneth and the king also discussed the very troublesome Bishop Oliver de Nore. Kenneth had
briefed the king for severd hoursimmediatdy after hisreturn, recounting everything he could remember
of the encounter at Hallowdale. Sir Xander had aso been present for thefirst part of the briefing, but
when he could offer nothing additiona, Dond had dismissed him—and then had stormed around the
confines of the chamber like acaged lion, swearing fluently and occasiondly kicking chair legsor
remnants of kindling on the hearth.

“So, will you do something about it?” Kenneth asked, when the king had finally wound down from his
initid tirade and asked him to retel| the story one moretime, to be certain he had al the facts straight.

Dond dtiffened, leaning on awindowsi || to gaze outside at the lowering twilight, then et out along bresth
inasgh of frustrated defest.

“Therefrankly isn't much | can do,” he admitted reluctantly. “Unfortunately, de Nore isthe archbishops



business. Heisunder their authority, and they are practicaly alaw unto themsalves, when it comesto
matters of faith.”

“S’re_”

“No, listen to me. Y ou saw how they reacted after that whole miserable situation surrounding Krispin's
murder. God knows, you and Alyce were a part of it. Shewas, at any rate. It isn’'t often that aking has
to grovel before apack of priests, but | groveled. It was the only way to get the Interdict lifted, because |
did kill one of their own—or rather, | ordered him killed; it's much the same thing, when you'reaking. |
dill wasrespongble, evenif | didn’t execute him with my own hand.”

“Itispart of aking’ sright and duty to exercisethe High Justice, Sire,” Kenneth said tiffly. “ God' slaw
alowsfor that. In fact, sometimes God' s law requiresthat, if aking isto do hisduty to his people. That
duty is assumed when the archbishop anoints the new king with holy chrism, confirming hisright and duty
to rule with justice. And then the king lays his consecrated hand upon the sacred Scriptures and swears
an oath to do just that, in justice and honor.”

“1 know that, dammit!”

“I know that you know it, Sire. | was there when you swore that oath, al those years ago, and | know
that you meant and mean to honor it. But those men in Hallowdae—and women, God help them!—took
the law into their own hands. They took it upon themselvesto act asjudge, jury, and executioners, and
we shal never know whether their victimsreally were Deryni, or had redlly done anything untoward, or
had done anything besides being in the wrong place at the wrong time. Whereisthe justicein that, Sire?
Whereisyour duty to protect and defend your people, even against bishops, who are aso your
subjects?’

T HEY were questions with no easy answers, given the circumstances of the incident at Hallowdae.
Kenneth’ smore officia report, somewhat cooler for having dept onit, quickly polarized opinionsin the
crown council, when they learned of it the next day. Especialy summoned to the meeting wasthe
Archbishop of Rhemuth, who did not dways attend; but when confronted regarding the probable role of
one of hisbishops, Archbishop William would only defend Oliver de Nore and assert that his brother
bishop could not be held responsible for how uneducated peasants interpreted the sermons preached by
hiscircuit priests.

Kenneth, for his part, would not back down from what he had witnessed with his own eyes; and Sir
Trevor aswell, long in the king' s confidence despite his youth, corroborated the accounts of Kenneth
and Xander, when he returned to Rhemuth afew dayslater with Alyce and Alaric and the rest of
Kenneth' s household.

The matter clearly was not ended. In an effort to clarify exactly what had occurred, and who was
responsible, the king did send acommission of inquiry to Hallowda e early in November, but those
interviewed stuck doggedly to their assertion that those burned had been discovered to be notorious
Deryni, well deserving of their fate, and the villagers had only been following the exhortations of a
traveling preacher.

The king had even taken the precaution of sending along Sir Morian du Joux, the Deryni brother of the
woman who had borne the ill-fated Krispin. Summoned to the capita from hisusua assgnment at the
court of theroya governor of Meara, and proven loya through service to the king on numerous
occasonsin thefield of battle, Morian waslittle known east of Rhemuth, and had been instructed merely
to observe the questioning of the villagers of Hallowdale, employing his powers only to detect lies.



Kenneth was not permitted to accompany him, for the council thought him too biased, but the king did
send Duke Richard, who aone of the commission was aware of Morian’ s unique talents—and the
danger hefaced, if thelocal folk should redlize what he was, in that emotionaly charged atmosphere.

But Morian was never detected, and the testimonies gppeared to have been truthful, asfar asthey went,
giventhevillagers rife superdtition, misnformation, and lack of sophigtication. By dl the evidence
available, both Richard and Morian concluded that the man and woman executed by the villagers
probably had, indeed, been Deryni, even if the exact nature of their alleged crimes could not be
determined. (No one would comment on the alleged execution of achild, and Morian had been
forbidden to presstheissue.) Therole of the preacher and even his exact identity remained unclear, and
the man had moved on, in any case. Which left the inquiry largely where it had begun.

It was dl mostly over by early December. After due reflection on the results of the inquiry, and another
meeting with Archbishop William, attended by Duke Richard aswell, the king reluctantly was obliged to
put the matter asde—though he did promise Kenneth and Alyce privately that if further such incidents
cameto hisattention, he would take amore aggressive stance. It was not what Kenneth had hoped, but
he, too, had to put the matter aside, as king and council settled back into the routine of governing through
the short days and long nights of winter. The subject of Hallowdal e till arose occas ondly—though more
for the offense againg the king' s authority than the fate of the victims. But gradudly the ministers
energies shifted back to amore comfortable and commonplace succession of advisory meetings with the
king, mild court intrigues, and the occasiona serious discussion of trade treaties and border disputes. All
of thiswas punctuated by bouts of arms practice moved into the great hall, as the westher worsened, the
occasiond hunt, and many alessforma discusson before thefiresin the great hdl, of an evening after
dinner. An ongoing topic of happier speculation was the celebration being planned for the following June,
to mark Prince Brion's coming of age.

Theking' s other children were dso afocusfor Alyce' sattention in those months leading into Advent, and
especidly the ones nearer Alaric' sage. After returning from Arc-en-Cid, Alyce had falen back into her
role aswife and mother, advisor to her husband concerning Lendour and Corwyn—and thereby, advisor
to the king regarding these regions—and companion to the queen. She had aso obtained permission to
enroll Alaric for the schooling given theroya princes and princesses and the children of the queen’ s other
ladies.

Despitedl of this, Alyce found those months of waning autumn and early winter blesk and lonely, for
Kenneth had been dl but obsessed by his quest for justice in Hallowdale. She did receive frequent letters
from Zog, assuring her of her happiness and the fulfillment shefelt, working at Jovett’ ssde—and latein
November, joyful news of Zo€ sfirg pregnancy—but the letters only made Alyce fed the absence of her
heart-sister more keenly, even though she and the queen soon picked up the former intimacy of their
friendship and became nearly inseparable. It helped, but she still missed Zoé and the companionship they
had shared for so many years—and V era, whose kinship she must never dlow to be discovered. Even
Kenneth did not know.

It was as mother to a bright and active young son that she found her greatest fulfillment, as he became
less and less her baby and more and more a person. Alaric was quick and facile, amannerly child, and
easly kept up with other boys hdf again hisage. Prince Brion and his brother Nigel were enough older
than Alaric that they paid him little mind, saveto include him in the teasing they gave their younger brother
and their sgters, but Alaric and al the younger children interacted well. He longed to begin hispage’s
training, though he was yet too young for that, but he relished the lessons he shared with the roya princes
and the sons of some of the favored courtiers. All theroya children were thriving, with the youngest now
three years old—a matter of some concern to the queen, for there had been no roya pregnancy since
Jathan.



The prospect of abrother or sister for Alaric was much on his parents minds aswell, asthe nights grew
longer and the weather worsened, for Alaric had aso turned three, aweek before Prince Jathan, and
Alyce had yet to conceive again. Periodic reports on the progress of Zoé s pregnancy only underlined
Alyce sown failure, and she worried that she had, indeed, miscarried earlier in the year; but she
suspected that Kenneth's ongoing fervor over theincident at Hallowdale was dso taking itstoll.

“Youmugt let it go, my darling,” shetold him one wintry night early in December. “'Y ou must accept that
there are some things that you smply cannot change, however much your honor cries out for justice. We
Deryni have long been aware of thisinequity. Come; we shdl light acandle for those unfortunate victims,
and then let them rest in peace, for they surely arein the bosom of God'slove.”

He agreed to make the gesture, and went with her hand in hand down drafty and deserted corridorsto
the chapd royd in fleece-lined dippers and heavy night robes bundled over nightshirts and deeping shifts,
thereto light a solitary candle againgt the darkness and weep together by itslight, holding one another
againg the grief and thefear, for it could have been Alyce burnt at the stake in that distant village, or
another like it—or even in the cathedra square of Rhemuth itsdlf, if she were ever discovered in flagrant
transgression againgt the narrow strictures set by the bishops against those of her kind.

Later when they had returned to their chamber, their urgent lovemaking was silent and even violent, asif
Kenneth tried, by sheer force of will and flesh, to imbue hiswife with something of hisfierce protection
and strength, though he knew that, if the unthinkable occurred, he might not be able to protect her ashe
had done before their marriage.

It was a sober winding-down of what had been ayear punctuated both by joy and by sorrow. Alyce had
hoped that she might have conceived on that night, to cancdl out some of the sorrow with hope and new
life, but the next weeks of waiting did not proveit so. As Advent counted down to the eve of Christmas,
the weather grew increasingly foul, and it became clear that even the rebirth of the Light would be
cloaked in gloom.

The king and hisfamily kept the feast of Christmas quietly that year, as befitted the religious aspect of the
season, but aferociousice storm during the night of Christmasitself curtailed the gppearance of theroya
family at the cathedra the next morning for the traditiona St. Stephen’s Day Mass and distribution of
roya largesse afterward. It was afar cry from that other St. Stephen’s Day when Kenneth Morgan had
finaly summoned the courage to make his proposa of marriage to Alyce de Corwyn, but the two of them
made avirtue of the weather as an excuse to keep mostly to their apartments that day, while Llion
amused their son.

On the day following, the Feast of Holy Innocents, the weather improved enough—~barely—for the
queen and her ladiesto venture down to the cathedral at midday with the delayed largesse, for many of
the people of the city depended on this bounty from the roya coffersto survive the winter. A resolute
Prince Brion assisted his mother and her ladiesin digtributing the gifts of food and silver penniesfrom the
cathedral steps, well wrapped up againgt the weather in fur-lined hat and cloak and stout boots, but the
younger children they Ieft in the care of those responsible for their supervision when parents could not be
around.

For Alaric, that meant staking the castle hadlswith the younger princes and severd of the junior squires,
overseen by Sir Llion. The king had already rescheduled his customary petitioners' court until the
morning of Twelfth Night, though he gill would hold it on the steps of the cathedra, and had planned a
day’ s hunting while the queen carried out her roya duties; but he and his party returned after only afew
hours, wet and haf-frozen and without successin thefield.

The wesather deteriorated steadily in the week leading up to Twelfth Night Court, such that it became



clear that many of those normally expected would not be able to complete the winter journey to
Rhemuth. On the eve of Epiphany, however, an exhausted and haf-frozen rider arrived from Coroth with
news that soon would dominate nearly every conversation within the walls of Rhemuth Castle.

“An urgent dispatch from the Corwyn regents, Sire,” the messenger blurted out, even ashe
half-collapsed to one knee before the startled king and extended a sealed dispatch in agloved hand that
shook from cold and fatigue. It was Sir Robert of Tendd, Kenneth redlized, as the young man pulled off
his fur-lined cap, son of the Chancellor of Corwyn. “The Crown Prince of Torenth is dead!”

“Prince Nimur? He' sdead?’ Dond repeated, shocked. He and Richard and Kenneth and afew of his
other closest advisors had been findizing the schedule for the next day’ s court ceremonias around atable
st before thefirein the king’ swithdrawing room, fortified by sleaming cups of mulled wine. At Sir
Robert’ s bald announcement, however, every face had turned first toward the gasping newcomer, then
toward the king, mouths agape.

“Tell mewhat you know,” Dond ordered, at the same time breaking the sedl and unfolding the missive.
“Richard, pour him somewine, and someone give him a seat closer to thefire”

Stll breething heavily, numbly fumbling hisway to the stoal that Jri Redfearn quickly vacated, Sir Robert
peded off his sodden gloves and gratefully accepted the mulled wine that Duke Richard set between his
hands, nodding his thanks as Kenneth removed his own cloak and draped it close around the man’s
shoulders.

“I know very little beyond what isin the letter, Sire,” Sir Robert said, after an audible gulp of thewarm
wine, asthe king scanned the letter. “ The Hort of Orsal sent what word we have. His envoy said that
rumors had reached the Orsdl’ s court midway through December thet the prince wasill. Given the vague
nature of the report, and the state of the weether at thistime of year, that done did not seem to justify
sending urgent word to Coroth or to you.” He paused to fortify himself with another gulp of wine, then
set aside the cup and held his shaking hands closer to thefire.

“Then, four days ago, afast gdley arrived in Coroth with word that Prince Nimur had died, just before
Christmas, and that Prince Kéroly had been proclaimed the new heir, to beingtaled a Torenthdy on the
first day of the new year.”

“Karoly?’ Lord Seisyll blurted, as Dona gaped in astonishment. “Not Prince Torva ?’
Sir Robert shook his head, il collecting himsdf. “ There was no mention of Prince Torvd.”
“But Ké&roly isthethird son. How can that be?’ Duke Richard murmured.

“I don’'t know,” Dond replied, numbly handing the missveto his brother. “ Something must have
happened to Torva aswell. Thereisno mention of him in Sobbon’ sletter. But as news of Prince
Nimur’ s death spreads, | have no doubt that further detailswill eventualy become available.”

“Perhaps from a Torenthi ambassador at tomorrow’ s court, Sire,” Selsyll murmured distantly, though he
could guess a the cause of Nimur’s death, and thought he might have access to more immediate
information that, unfortunately, could not be shared with the king.

Dond dghed, briefly gazing into thefire asif far, far avay.

“A chilling thought has cometo my mind,” he said after afew seconds. “ One perhaps not worthy of me,
in the face of another father’ s undoubted grief over the death of hisson.” At hisministers’ 1ooks of
guestion, he went on. “Prince Nimur was in his prime, trained from birth to be aking one day. He would



have made my heir aformidable adversary. Karoly is a decade younger than his brother was, and would
never have expected to be the heir. That could make dl the difference, when | am gone.”

Murmurs of agreement whispered through the room, aong with protests that the king’ s demise was
aurely far in thefuture, al subsding astheking rose.

“WEe ve done enough for tonight,” Dona said, heading for the door. “1 must think further on thisnew
development. This undoubtedly will unsettle the balance of power in Torenth. Pray God that it delays any
redigtic plansfor making amove againg Gwynedd.”

T HE king'searly adjournment of their meeting enabled Saisyll Arilan to begin hisown inquiries
immediately, regarding the death of Torenth’s crown prince. Fortunately, Michon de Courcy was dways
resdent in Rhemuth at thistime of year, because of Twelfth Night Court; and thisyear, unlike the
previous year, Seisyll had been able to arrange for Michon to occupy the guest room next to theking's
library, where the castle' s Portd lay.

He made hisway up to thelibrary corridor and knocked on Michon’s door, at the same time probing
beyond the door with his mind. Within seconds he heard the latch lift as Michon opened the door and
admitted him.

“What' s happened?’ Michon asked, as he closed the door again, for Saisyll’ s expression was deathly
somber.

“I'll assume you haven't yet heard that Nimur of Torenth is dead—the son, not the father.”

“What?’ It was not redly aquestion, but Seisyll held out his hand and, when Michon took it, gave the
answer his colleague was redly seeking, reiterating in an instant the revelations of the meeting he had just
left. Michon briefly closed his eyes as he assmilated the information, then shook his head and sghed in
resignation.

“He sgone and killed himsdf attempting forbidden spells,” he whispered. “I shadl be very surprised if that
isnot the case. And Torval—something obvioudy has happened to him aswell. Oh, Camille, Camille,
what have you wrought?’

He drew himself up with another heavy sigh, then briskly drew Seisyll onto the Portd square in the center
of the room, ahand dipping up to clasp the back of Saisyll’s neck. Without need for prompting, Seisyll
lowered his shields and yielded control, only vaguely aware asthe other quickly gathered up the strands
of energy surrounding them and reached out for the signature of their destination. Between one heartbesat
and the next, they had bridged the two locations and were standing on the Portal square outside the
Camberian Council chambers.

“I'll ask you to summon the Council,” Michon said, nudging Seisyll in the direction of the great double
doors. “It has occurred to me that Rhanamé should know if Prince Nimur really is dead, and perhaps
some of the circumstances. I’ll return assoon as| can.”

Seaisyll turned to give anod of agreement. “Very well. It isaso possible that Khoren knows something,
or can quickly find out. I’ll ask him, and brief the others while you' re gone.”

“Excdlent.” In the next breath, Michon had disappeared—and regppeared standing in the dimness of a
trapped Porta at the great university of Rhanamé, on the river that marked the border between Nur
Hallg and the Kingdom of R'Kass. It was very near where he and Oisin had travel ed the previous



summer to find aroya mount for Prince Brion, and in fact, both he and Oisin had paid their respectsthen
in the school’ s greet chapd.

The red-robed man seated at the writing desk just opposite the Portal rose as the newcomer appeared
on the Portd’ sbase, dowly and ddliberately setting aside an €l egant swan-feather quill. Michon could
fed thefaint brush of his shields being subtly probed, but he did not resist, only showing hisempty hands
to either side and then tracing a pattern known only to initiates of the inner school at Rhanamé.

“Michon de Courcy,” hesaid quietly, identifying himsalf. “I should like to spesk with Madter Isalya, if he
isavailable. It isamatter of some urgency.”

With anod of permission granted, the man beckoned Michon forward, across the Portal boundaries,
which Michon could not have passed without leave. It was amore subtle trap than many, that protected
the semipublic Portd at Rhanamé, but no less powerful for being less obvious.

Even as Michon complied, adoor opened into the room to revea another red-robed man framed in the
doorway, shorter than the first. The man bowed deeply from the waist, hands crossed on his breast, then
indicated that Michon should follow.

Michon knew the corridor down which he was led, and followed obediently to afamiliar door, where his
guide set a splayed hand flat on asymbol in the center of the door, then pushed it open and stood aside.
The man ingde, who came dowly to hisfeet, was small and dender, with skin like polished mahogany
and white, tightly curled hair cropped close to his head, aswas his closdly trimmed beard. The eyeswere
arich chocolate brown in which Michon knew he could easily snk, looking out a him with the wisdom
accumulated in nearly a century of study and contemplation.

“Dear Michon,” the man said, holding out both his handsto hisvistor, eyes smiling aswell aslips. “Allow
me to guess the reason for your late-night visit. Y ou have come about Prince Nimur.”

Inclining his head both in agreement and respect, Michon came to take the two dender handsin hisand
kiss them, looking up then into the brown eyes.

“Isit true?’ he asked quietly.
“Yes itis. Please, Sit,” the man replied, at the same time signing for Michon’ s guideto leave them.

Michon did ashewastold, settling into ahigh-backed chair with broad arms, smilar to the onein which
Master Isailyanow resumed his seat, but he knew it was not his place to speak further, until the master
proceeded.

“News only reached us yesterday,” Isaiyasaid, “but | suspected that it would soon bring you here as
wdll. | am aware that you were concerned about the direction Prince Nimur’ s experiments were taking
him. | regret | must confirm that your fearsfor his safety were well-founded.”

“May | ask what happened?’ Michon asked, when the master did not immediately continue.

“| do not have details of the experiment itself, or what went wrong,” the old man replied. “ Perhgps we
shdl never know—nor would wish to—for Prince Torva witnessed it, or perhaps even assisted his
brother, and went quite mad. | do not have specific details of that, either, but sufficient to say that the
mastersin Beldour fdlt it a serious enough affliction that they barred him from the succession,
permanently. The Patriarch came in person to seek our guidance, and reluctantly accepted that thiswas
the wisest coursefor al concerned.”

Michon had visibly recoiled at this revelation, and lifted ahand in apology for hislapse, but Isaiyaonly



nodded his understanding.

“Perhaps you will have heard that the third brother, Karoly, now isthe Torenthi heir,” the master went
on. “Quite candidly, I am not certain such will prove beneficia for Torenth, for Kéaroly has had no
preparation for this new role thrust upon him. The next brother, Wencit, perhapsisthe more
accomplished of the remaining Furstdn males, so far as power is concerned, but | have heard misgivings
expressed about his scruples. But perhaps Karoly will surprise usdl, if he hastime and the will to
augment histraining. Hisfather could have another twenty years of vigorous good hedth. The same
probably cannot be said of your king.” He cocked his head. “But that is not something he will wish to
hear, | think.”

Michon had steepled hisfingers as I saiya spoke, elbows braced against the arms of his chair and thumbs
resting taut againg his breastbone, but now he briefly bowed his head over hisjoined forefingers, briefly
rubbing them againgt tight-clenched lips.

“The relative ages of both crown princes have been noted already in Rhemuth,” he said. “If both their
fatherslive another twenty years, or even another decade, the two heirswill be somewhat evenly
matched. But what concerns me far more at the moment istheincident that claimed Prince Nimur'slife.
You areaware, | expect, that he was receiving training from Camille Furstana?’

“So | havebeentold,” Isalyasaid neutrdly.

“What you may not have been told isthat she has aso been training a young Cardosan mage called
ZachrisPomeroy.”

“I have heard the name,” Isaiyadlowed.

“He, in turn, has been putting ideasinto the head of Prince Hogan.”
“Ah, the current Festillic Pretender to the throne of Gwynedd.”

“Y ou see the reason for my concern,” Michon said.

“| do, indeed. And you intend to do...what?’

Michon sighed, wearily lowering his hands to both chair arms. “1 haven’t yet decided. | very much doubt
that Hogan will make any move againgt Gwynedd while Dond isdive; heisin hisvigorous prime, and
has only to wait, in hope that Prince Brion will succeed while fill aminor. If that occurs, | very much fear
the outcome.”

“Has Dond made provison for securing hisson’smagic?’ Isalyaasked.

“Unknown,” Michon replied. “ There was to be a Deryni protector for the prince, who presumably would
have been ingtructed in how to bring him to hisfather’ s power at the gppointed time; you may have heard
how Dona Haldane fathered a son on the daughter of Lewys ap Norfd, intending that the boy should be
groomed to serve as Prince Brion’ s Deryni companion and mentor.” At Isaiya s nod, Michon went on.

“Unfortunately for Dond’ s hopes, the boy was killed afew years ago—adreadful affair that may have
reached your ears, and apparently done, at least in part, because he was known to be Deryni, though no
onewas aware of histrue paternity. | had hoped the mother might be entrusted with the appropriate
knowledge, in case her son did not survive to accomplish hismission; but she, too, isdead.”

Michon's old teacher was shaking his head, tsk-tsking over the waste of it dl, but listened attentively as
Michon continued.



“Thereismore. Theking isnothing if not audacious. He had planned to attempt getting another such child
on the Heiress de Corwyn, who is now the wife of Sir Kenneth Morgan, who last year was created Earl
of Lendour for life, dejure uxoris. It isnot entirely certain how Dond was thwarted in his plan, but Alyce
de Corwyn did bear a half-breed son by her husband. Fortunately, Sir Kenneth is an honorable man, and
utterly devoted to the king' s service.”

“Andtheking?’ Isalyamurmured.

“He seems unconcerned,” Michon replied. “ Despite this dteration of his plan, he dotes on the boy, who
is being brought up in the company of theroya princes. But the boy, caled Alaric, wasonly threein
September. It will be some time before heis old enough for usto determine how powerful a haf-breed
Deryni might be, if he can even learn to widld sufficient power to be useful.”

“A complex and perplexing Situation,” Isaiyaalowed, himsdaf now gazing & Michon over interlaced
fingers. “What do you propose to do?’

“What can | do?’ Michon replied. “For now, | had smply come to find out more about Prince Nimur’'s
passng—and to throw mysalf on the mercy of my old master, in hopesthat he might have further wisdom

toimpart.”

Isaiya s hands parted in agesture of helplessness. “| have told you what | know, my son. | was not
aware of theinvolvement of Zachris Pomeroy, or that he was encouraging Prince Hogan—though | shall
certainly seewhat | may learn concerning them.”

A FTER leaving Magter Isaiya s quarters at Rhanamé, Michon reported back to his colleaguesin the
Camberian Council, sharing the intelligence he had gleaned. By then, Saisyll Arilan had geathered dll five of
the others around the eight-sided ivory table, where Prince Khoren Vastouni had only been able to
confirmwhat Selsyll had dready learned in the king' s presence.

“My informant was present in Hagia Job when Prince Kéroly wasinvested asthe new heir,” he had
informed them, “but | learned nothing further of substance. Prince Nimur’s burial had been private,
severa weeks before, and no cause of death was given. Nor was anything said of the reason for Prince
Torvd’sremova from the successon.”

But Michon’ s new information made the reason far clearer.

“Driven mad,” Barrett murmured, briefly closing hisemerad eyes. “Far better to perish, | think. What he
must have seen...”

“Best not to speculate,” Vivienne said sharply.

Rhydon Sasllion, now fully ingaled in the chair recently vacated by Dominy de Laney, looked
white-faced and stunned, for he had claimed acquaintance with one of the men who presumably had
encouraged Prince Nimur to hisfatd experiment. Oisin Adair was shaking his head in bewilderment.

“What can we do?’ thelatter asked, voicing the question in dl of their minds.

Saisyll shrugged. “ Do what we have dways done: watch and learn, and try to make sense of it dl, and
perhaps even make adifference in isolated Stuations. It isfar less than we would prefer, but it is better
than if wedid nothing.”

Above their heads, snow was piled thick upon the amethyst dome that normaly lit theroom, at least in



daylight. Michon scowled as he glanced up at it. The chamber was cold and damp in this season.

“Back to Rhemuth, then, for Seisyll and me—though methinksthat Twelfth Night Court tomorrow will be
much diminished by the inclement wesather. At least we need not venture out in it to return.”

Khoren gave anod, risng in his place. “It may well be that some Torenthi ambassador will show up a
my brother’ s court with further news—or in Rhemuth, for yours,” he said. “ Shall we agree to meet again
tomorrow night, aswe have tonight?’

With universa agreement, the seven began moving to the doors from the room, and the Porta beyond,
that would send them back to their respective homes.

Chapter 14

“Asan earring of gold, and an ornament of fine gold.”
—PROVERBS 25:12

A Sexpected, remnants of thefirst great storm of the New Y ear continued to affect the customary
fixtures surrounding Twelfth Night Court. Theking' straditiond public petitioners court, aready
rescheduled from St. Stephen’s Day, was moved into the cathedral itsdlf, directly after the Mass of the
Epiphany, both of which events were sparsely attended because of the wegther.

The business of Twelfth Night Court began severa hourslate as aresult, aso notably less attended than
usual. The seven-year-old Prince Nigel was among the new pages received that afternoon, afterward
standing proudly beside hiselder brother in their father’ s crimson livery, obvioudy struggling to contain an
elated grin. Two older pages were promoted to squire, changing their smple pages' tabards for crimson
livery tunics bearing the king' s cipher and buckling on the blued-sted spursthat marked thisrite of

passage.

After that, three senior squires came forward with their sponsors, in turn, to receive the accolade of
knighthood. The second of the three was adistant cousin of Michon de Courcy, sent by hisfather for the
greater prestige that would accrue from being knighted at Twelfth Night Court rather than in adistant
baronia court. It was Michon who presented young Estéphe de Courcy, ayounger brother carrying the
sword and spurs; and it was Michon to whom the king gave the privilege of actualy conferring the
accolade. Asthe new Sir Estephe proudly rose to be girded with the white belt of his knighthood, then
knelt again to place his hands between those of the king and offer hisfealty, Saisyll Arilan took
satisfaction in the knowledge that Etephe, like Michon and himsdlf, was another secret Deryni, and
would be avauable agent on the western borders of the kingdom.

But no ambassador from Torenth gppeared with any further word regarding the hasty shift in the Torenthi
successon. Indeed, it would be severa weeks before any officia notification of Prince Nimur’ s death
reached King Dond’ s court—and even then, details would be sparse. Various gossip and rumorswould
drift in sporadically throughout the remainder of the hard winter and early spring, but nothing of substance
regarding what had redlly happened to the eldest Torenthi heir.

The remainder of Twelfth Night Court and the feast that followed passed much as they had the previous
year, if on asmaler scale because of the weather, and without the frisson created the previous year by
Kenneth Morgan’ s creation as earl. Afterward, only Michon de Courcy reported briefly to the
Camberian Council—but only that there was redlly nothing to report, save for the expected knighting of
his cousin Estephe.



S OON after Twelfth Night, Kenneth and Alyce returned to Cynfyn with their son and household for the
remainder of the winter. There, while Kenneth presided over local courts and consulted with the council
that saw to the affairs of Lendour when he was absent, Alyce and Zoé had time and leisure to renew their
close friendship and exult together over Zo€ s pregnancy. Zo€ s husband adored her, and his parents had
quite taken her to their hearts, as had the entire court at Cynfyn. The contentment and sense of well-being
was papable, even in the midst of winter, and only increased as Zoé blossomed with the spring.

Later in the spring, Kenneth took Alyce and Alaric with him to Coroth for afew weeks stay. There, as
in Cynfyn, Kenneth attended to his duties as regent, periodicaly rode out into the surrounding
countryside, and continued familiarizing himself with those who looked &fter the day-today running of the
duchy. He and Alyce celebrated Easter in Coroth with their young son, who was missing his friends back
in Rhemuth, then returned to Cynfyn in time to attend the birth of Zo& sfirgt child, Kenneth’ sfirst
grandson, christened Kailan Peter Chandos. It was a happy timefor al of them; and by latein May,
when he and Alyce prepared to return to Rhemuth for the celebrations marking Prince Brion's coming of
age a Midsummer, Alyce knew shewasfindly with child again: agirl, thistime, to be born before the
turning of the year.

“How ever do you know these things?” Kenneth asked with awe, when she had told him her news.
“You aren’t disappointed thet it isn't another son?” she answered, mischief in her blue eyes.
“Good heavens, no! | adore daughters!”

“WEéll, you do have a certain amount of experience with daughters,” she said coyly. “But you' re sure you
don't mind?’ she pressed. “It will mean awinter confinement—and | certainly shan't be ableto
accompany you to next year’s Twelfth Night Court.”

“No, of courseyouwon't,” he agreed, thinking aoud. “But you could go to Morganhall for your lying-in.
It would beniceif at least one of our children could be born on the Morgan ancestral lands. I'm sure my

ssterswould be ddlighted, especidly if it meant they might attend the birth of their first niece. | know they
would aso love the chance to dote on Alaric for the holidays.”

“Y ou needn’t convince me further,” Alyce brokein, laying aforefinger across hislipsand smiling. “I
cannot think of better midwivesto attend me. And | shal do my best to deliver before you must leave for
Christmas court.”

He grinned and kissed her in answer, then lay back with her nestled in the crook of hisarm, curving a
hand fondly over her gtill-flat abdomen.

D ESPITE Alyce s protestations that she was only pregnant, not ill, Kenneth inssted that shetravel by
coach when they left for Rhemuth afew dayslater. In truth, the conveyance provided far less comfort
than if she had made the journey a-horse, but she had Medlissain the coach with her, to keep her
company, and Alaric at least Sarted the journey with them.

But he very quickly became bored with this mode of trangport, and soon put up such afuss about being
treated like a baby that hisfather permitted him to ride with Sir Llion for part of each day.

They arrived in the capitd early in June of 1095, with but aweek remaining before Prince Brion should
achieve hisfourteenth year and come officidly of age. The milestone was mainly one of law, for everyone
waswell aware that few fourteen-year-olds were ready to assume the full duties of monarchy, but it
meant that now, should Dond die untimely, his son and heir would not be required to rule through a



regency council.

Such acouncil was dready in place, to be sure, for handling the affairs of the kingdom when the king was
occupied elsawherein hisream. Dona had sdected his crown council with care, and had named his
brother Richard to preside whenever he was absent—a precedent that young Brion dmost certainly
would follow, when hisfather’ s council eventualy became his council. It was areassurance for al
concerned, and the prince was as familiar with the council’ sworkings as could be expected of evena
precocious fourteen-year-old born and bred to be king.

But aong with the public recognitions scheduled to take place with council and court, Dona Haldane
intended another, more private recognition to mark his heir's coming of age, to be witnessed by only a
sect few. The night before the actud birthday fedtivities, after aprivate supper with his son, Dona
summoned Kenneth and Alyceto join them in his private withdrawing chamber within the roya
goartments. Dond himsdf admitted them.

“Thank you for coming,” the king said quietly, standing aside to | et them pass and then closing the door
behind them. Prince Brion had been sitting at asmal supper table lately cleared of the clutter of their
medl, and rose as the two came into the room. He looked both eager and faintly apprehensive, perhaps
in anticipation of what further the night might bring.

“Sire” Kenneth murmured. “Y our Highness”

He cast apuzzled glance a hiswife, uncertain why they had been summoned, but Alyce thought she
knew, and set ahand on Kenneth’ s hand in subtle control, her attention focused entirely on the king.

“Sit down, please,” the king said, waving them to seats a the little table and himsdlf taking aseat. “1 want
to explainto al of youwhat | intend to do tonight. Kenneth, if al goesawry, it may fal uponyouto be
involved later on, which iswhy | asked you to be present. Alyce will understand immediately what | am
about.”

As he spoke, he had been unfastening the wire clagp that held the Eye of Rom in hisright earlobe: agrest
cabochon ruby the size of hislittle fingertip, set in ruddy gold. This he removed and held before them,
gently turning it to and fro so that its heart caught the glow from the candles on the table.

“Only seldom will any of you have seen mewithout this” he said softly, with aglance a Alyce and
Kenneth. “1 have told Brion the story of the stone many times as he was growing up, but it will be new to
the two of you. According to my family’ stradition, it was one of the giftsthe Magi gave the Holy Child,
after it had falen from the heavens on the night of His birth. Every Haldane king since Cinhil the Grest has
worn it—some of them for rather longer than others,” he added with afaint attempt at humor. “Itis
known asthe Eye of Rom; | do not know why.”

He set it aside and retrieved a small wooden box from the sideboard behind them, then pushed his chair
back from the table, a the same time beckoning Brion closer. “ Alyce, please bring that cushion for Brion
to knedl on. Put it herein front of me.”

Both obeyed, Alyce depositing the cushion on thefloor at the king’ s feet and moving to hisleft. Brion
knelt, gazing up trustingly as hisfather set the box in his hands. Opening the box, Dona plucked out a
smdll, stoppered via of green glassand awad of cotton wool, which he passed to Alyce. He then delved
into the box again to remove asmall, folded packet of crimson wool held by abright sted pin, its head
formed in the shape of a stylized Haldane lion. This he kept in hishand as he leaned past Brion to set the
box on the table behind.

“It isnot given to any man save the king to actudly wear the Eye of Rom,” Dond said, pulling the pin



from the red wool and handing it to Alyce, who had uncorked the via and moistened the cotton wool
with the pale green liquid it contained. “Nor is the Eye the source of the Haldane power, though it seems
to beingrumenta initsemergencein duetime.”

He unfolded the wad of fabric to revea asmall ear-hoop of twisted gold wire nestled in the folds of
crimson wool. Underneeth the earring was asmall scrap of hard leather, which Dona pamed before
Setting the nest of crimson wool in Brion'sleft hand. He then reached behind his son to retrieve the Eye
of Rom, turning it in hisfingers as he leaned back in his chair. Alyce, meanwhile, was carefully wiping off
thepin.

“It iscustomary that the heir should be introduced to the Eye of Rom on the eve of his coming of age,
againg the day when he shdl bear itsburden,” Dond continued, setting the Eyein Brion' sright hand and
closing the prince s over the jewd. “ Accordingly, though you will not wear the Eyetonight, | shall
prepare you for its future wearing. Until then, you will weer that inits place.”

He gestured toward the hoop of twisted gold in its nest of crimson, then glanced at Alyce and carefully
received the stedl pin back from her. Acrossthe table, Kenneth watched silently, hardly breathing.

“Wipe off hisearlobe now,” Dona murmured, nodding toward the wad of faintly green-stained cotton
wool. “Theright one. Then cometo his other sde and steady his head.”

Alyce did as he commanded, again moistening the cotton wool. The green liquid had a pungent, medicina
amell, but she found it not unpleasant. Even so, Brion flinched dightly at itstouch, eyes closing briefly.

She wiped the earl obe severa times, front and back, then set the wool aside and moved to the prince' s
other sde, took his head between her hands and braced his forehead against her waist. As she did so, his
father set the tip of the sted pin againgt his right earlobe, positioning the scrap of leather behind, and gave
asharp thrust.

Alycefet Brion tense asthe diver pierced through, but he did not move as Dona twisted the pin dightly
to enlarge the wound and then squeezed the earl obe, withdrawing the pin as blood welled from the front
wound. He then did hisleft hand around the back of Brion’s head to brace it and touched Brion’s closed
right hand in sgna for him to open it, picked up the Eye, and touched the stone to the blood trembling,
jewdlike, on the boy’ s earlobe.

Brion flinched as the stone touched hisblood, breathing in with ahiss and briefly stiffening under his
father’ shands. In that instant, Alyce, too, felt power tirring, surging between father and son and spilling
over dightly againgt her shieds. Even Kenneth gppeared to sense that something was happening that he
could not seg, dtill seated taut and white-faced at the other sSde of the little table. But then Brion relaxed
again and breathed out a sigh as the king withdrew the stone and st it aside, now marked with hisheir's
blood—and Brion, too, with its potential.

Wordlesdy the king retrieved the hoop of twisted gold and handed it to Alyce, hisintention clear.
Carefully shetook it and wiped it with the cotton wool, again charged from the green vid, careful to clean
well around the twisted wires, then handed it to the king and again held Brion' s head steady as Donal
made ready to insert the hoop of twisted wire through the hole just created.

“Thiswill probably hurt more than thefirst time,” Dond murmured, positioning the end of the wire and
darting to guideit through the raw flesh, twisting as he pushed.

Brion closed hiseyes again, jaw tensing as Dona guided the twisted wire through and fastened it, though
hedid not flinch.



“There, it sdone,” Donal breathed. “The earlobe may be tender for afew days. Try to keep it clean
whileit heals, and move the wire back and forth in the wound severd timesaday.”

Relaxing alittle, Brion gingerly touched the earring and his ear, afaint smile playing a one corner of his
mouth. Then, with an gpologetic shrug, he glanced back at the silver goblets discarded on the sideboard
and leaned back to retrieve one, holding it nearer the candle and trying to catch aglimpse of his
reflection. Dond snorted.

“Y ou look very dashing,” he said gruffly. “Y ou’ re gpt to set afashion trend among the other young men
a court.”

“Tobesure, heshdl,” Alyce agreed, smiling and casting a glance toward Kenneth, who was quickly
recovering his gplomb.

Brion grinned at that, still aboy in that instant. Shortly thereafter, after sharing a celebratory round of
excdllent Fi-annared brought up earlier from theroya cellars, the four participantsin the night’ swork
retired to their respective chambers, dl of them with much to ponder in the timesto come, and a prince
with odd dreamsto drift through his deep.

T HE next day began with the customary birthday court to mark the prince’ s natal day, though he had
aready been awakened early to receive his gift from his parents.

“It'sout in the stable yard! Come quick!” his brother Nigel said urgently, shaking him awake before first
light. “I knew they were going to doit! She' s absolutely gorgeous!”

From Nigel’ s exuberant outburst, Brion knew instantly what his brother was talking about, and threw on
the previous day’ s clothes as quickly as he could, still rubbing deep from his eyes as he wrenched open
the door to his deegping chamber.

Lord Kenneth Morgan was waiting outside with Nigel, leaning against the wall opposite the door, arms
crossed and ady smile on his handsome face.

“I suspected it wouldn’t take much to roust you this morning, Y our Highness. Good morning, and
congratulations on your nata day. If you' Il comewith me...”

“Isit true?’ Brion whispered, wide-eyed, as hefollowed Kenneth down the corridor toward the stair
tower, Nigd eagerly trailing in hiswake. “Lord Kenneth, isit true?’

“Iswhat true, my prince?’ Kenneth replied, with an innocent glance over his shoulder. “That today, you
areof age? Yes. That last night, your father gave you atangible token of that coming of age? Yes.”
Brion’shand flew to hisright ear, and he winced as it twinged when his fingers brushed the earring there.
“That your birthday present iswaiting for you in the stable yard? Y es. That the present isthe R’ Kassan
steed for which you have been longing?’ He glanced back again asthey reached the head of the stair and
grinned. “Yes”

With aburst of ddighted laughter, Brion pressed past him and pelted down the turnpike stair, keeping his
bal ance againgt the newe post to hisleft, skipping every second step. Nigel followed right behind him,
Kenneth bringing up the rear.

Out in the stable yard, his parents and his other brother and sisters were waiting with Sir Seisyll Arilan
and severd more of theking' sministers, dl of them hastily dressed, dl of them looking inordinately
pleased with themsdlves. Asthe two elder princes appeared, Oisin Adair emerged from the opening of



the stable arch leading a bloodred R’ K assan mare, whose lead he handed, without ceremony, to Prince
Brion.

Chapter 15

“Rgoice, O young man, inthy youth;
and let thy heart cheer theein the days of thy youth, and
walk intheways of thine heart, and in the sight of thine eyes.”

—ECCLESIASTES 11:9

| T wasamatter of more than half an hour before Brion could be enticed back insde to prepare for
court, for nothing would do but that he should be given aleg up onto the mare s bare back, face creased
inaddighted grin, so that Oisin could lead him around the stable yard for afew turns.

Thegrin lasted well into the morning, when he had bathed and dressed for more formal undertakings. He
was gill amiling as his parents solemnly led him into the hall where the court of Gwynedd awaited him.

There, after being presented by hisfather as Gwynedd' slawful heir, now come of age, he wasinvested
with agolden circlet and seated in achair of sate at hisfather’ sright hand, no longer relegated to the
gtool at hisfather’ sfeet, which hitherto had been his place. From there he received the homage of dl the
peers of therealm, as his proud parents looked on.

Kenneth and Alyce were among thefirst to swear, after Duke Richard and the Dukes of Cassan and
Claibourne. No one could swear as Duke of Corwyn, since the duchy was awaiting Alaric’ s mgjority,
but he knelt between his parentsin a heradic tunic quartered of the arms of Corwyn and Lendour,
though the Lendour coat was differenced by alabel of three points, snce he now wasthe her rather than
abeyant would-be earl. For awhile, he was even alowed to remain in the hall, asthe less-formal part of
the proceedings continued.

“Mummly, isthiswhere Prince Brion gets presents?’ he whispered urgently, tugging at Alyce sdeeve.

“Yes, darling, but you must be quiet, or Sir Llion will have to take you outside to play. Can you be very
quiet for me?’

The boy agreed, but after thefirst few presentations, his exuberance and the rising heat in the crowded
great hal got the better of him, so that Llion was obliged to escort him outside.

“Llion, was | naughty?’ he whispered when they had gained the refuge of the castle gardens beside the
hall—where, in truth, most of the other young children of the court had also adjourned, dong with afew
of the older ones. Seven-year-old Kevin McLain was overseeing severa of them, including his
half-brother Duncan, Prince Jathan, and the two Hal dane princesses.

“No, Magter Alaric, you were not naughty,” LIion assured him, *but you were somewhat noisy. Thisis
Prince Brion'sday.”

“But | wanted to see his presents...”

“Y ou can see them another time, perhaps tomorrow. But look: Thereisyour cousin Duncan over by the
fountain, with Princess Silke. It looks like she and Jathan have found something of interest. Shal we go
and seewha it is?”’



Meanwhile, the presentations continued in the great hall: asuccesson of gifts both great and smdl to
mark Prince Brion’s coming of age. Firg, the ones from foreign dignitaries. agoodly dagger from the
King of Howicce and LIannedd, who was the prince’ s uncle on his mother’ sSide, its blade etched with a
line of running Haldane lionswith legs and tailsintertwined. The King of R’ Kass had sent a
slver-mounted and ivory-handled riding crop, dong with afine slver-mounted headstdl, to go with the
mare purchased from one of his breeders.

From the Prince of Andelon came anew set of sted vambraces engraved with Haldane lions, presented
by the prince’ s younger brother, Prince Khoren. A carved ivory box contained fourteen gold sovereigns,
onefor each year of Prince Brion'slife: thisfrom the King of Bremagne, who had marriagesble
granddaughters. The diminutive Rather de Corbie, emissary of the Hort of Orsal, had brought a soft
leather pouch containing haf adozen finerubies.

There were dso private gifts from friends and members of the court: anew mail hauberk from hisuncle
Richard, aset of crimson riding leathers from the other squires of the court, amatching hunt cap from the

pages.

From Kenneth and hisfamily came a tregtise on the bloodlines of the great R’ Kassan studs, in which
Brion’s new mare was prominently listed, and dso ahistory of Rhemuth Castle, lettered by Alyce and
illuminated by Zoé during the previous winter. Additionally came silver cups and plates aplenty, and other
diversgiftsof variouskinds.

The unexpected presentation of the forenoon, after nearly al the business of the court had been
concluded, was anewly arrived de egation from the King of Torenth, which included one of the Torenthi
king' sown sons.

“Prince Wencit ishere?” Dond whispered, when Sir Jiri Redfearn had hurried down the sddines of the
crowded gresat hal to whisper intheking' s ear.

“Aye, and hisdaughter aswell, Sire,” Jiri replied. “ Probably sent to test whether there might beinterest in
aroya match, though | expect that would be a dangerous proposition.”

Saisyll Arilan had crowded close as Jiri approached, and leaned in to clarify.

“I think it unlikely that such amatch would be proposed, given recent relations between the two
kingdoms, Sire,” he said. “But it would be an expected courtesy for one sovereign to send one of his
sons on the occasion of another king's heir coming of age—and Prince Wencit isonly third inlineto the
throne.”

“Hewas bloody well fifthin line, sx monthsago,” Dond muitered, “ and the new number-two ishis
brother’ s son, afive-year-old. Wencit is only two sets of heartbeats awvay from the throne. Heisaso
said to be one of the most accomplished Deryni of his generation. Who dseiswith him?’

“The Princess Morag Fursténa,” Jiri replied. “And one of Nimur’ s ministers: a Count Janos Sokrat. |
believe you have met him before; probably sent along to keep the young Furgtansin line”

“Very well, announce them when they’ re ready.”

With abrisk nod, Jri backed off and retreated up the great hdl. Dond, with aglance toward Alyce,
summoned her alittle closer, to stand behind the thrones between him and the queen.

“At least three Deryni, Alyce,” he murmured. “Let’ s keep them honest.”
She nodded, then did her best to become dl but invisible as achamberlain’s saff rapped three times on



the stone floor to call the hall to order.

“Pray attend,” camethe call, echoing in the hdl. “ Ambassasdors from the Kingdom of Torenth: Count
Janos Sokrat, accompanying the Prince Wencit and his sister, the Princess Morag Furstana.”

A murmur rippled through the hall asthe assembly parted to either Side of the center aide. Down this
ade came three black-clad figures, one of them female, attended by asingle pair of Torenthi guards
carrying alarge, soft bundlethe size of asmall child. The man leading the delegation wastal and
straight-backed, clad in afull-deeved and ankle-length over-robe of black silk damask, open at the front
to show a close-collared under-tunic of black silk. The gleam of acurved cavary blade showed through
one of the sdes, both of which were dit to thewaist for riding. His luxuriant beard was black, though
gtarting to go grey, aswasthelong hair braided and clubbed in awarrior’ sknot. The black flat-topped
hat set square across his brow added a handspan to his height.

The second man, much younger, was shorter in stature but similarly clad savefor atawny jewe glittering
at thefront of hisblack cap. The jewd gathered russet glints from the man’shair, arusty red, the
sdelocks of which were braided and hung nearly to his shoulders, dashes of russet againgt the somber
black. His sister walked beside him, head held high, gowned in black silks very like the men, but with her
face velled so that only her dark eyes showed beneath anarrow circlet of gold.

Thetrio strode very nearly to the foot of the dais steps before they halted, never taking their eyesfrom
those of the king. There the leader of the del egation made a deep bow from the waist, right hand flat
againg hisbreast. The younger man merely inclined his head, asdid hissister, left hand resting easily on
the hilt of hissword. The face behind the close-clipped red beard was expressionless, but the pale eyes
were cold.

“Dond Hadane King of Gwynedd,” the older man said, straightening. “Nimouros ho Phourstanos
Padishah, King of Torenth and dl its provinces, bids me give you greeting on this, the coming of age of
your heir, the Prince Brion.” His accent was heavy, and Dond had to concentrate to follow him.

“Nimouros sends this greeting as one father to another, in gppreciation for the condolences sent by Y our
Majesty earlier this year when the padishah mourned the desth of his own eldest son and heir.” He
bowed again. “Today, in return, Nimouros offers this gift to your heir, the Prince Brion, from the bounty
of thelandsto the east.”

Clapping his handstwice, he turned and the prince and princess moved to either side so that the two
soldiers could bring forward their bundle. Thisthey deposited at the foot of the steps before withdrawing
to either side. It was Janos himsalf who knelt beside the bundle and dowly reached to the curved dagger
thrust through hisbelt, gesturing his free hand toward the bands of twine binding the bundle before dowly
drawing the blade to cut the twine.

Severd other hands had moved to weapons as the dagger cleared its sheath, but Dona held up ahand to
stay untoward aggression as Janos bent to histask. The two Torenthi soldiers anxioudy scanned the
assembly, off-hands resting on their sword hilts, though their roya charges|ooked singularly
unconcerned.

“They say in Torenth,” said Janos, as he cut the last binding and began to unfold the heavy bundle, “that
the carpets of Lorstl are crafted under the All-Seeing Eye of God, and that angelsassist in their
weaving.” He gave the bundle ashake to unfurl a cascade of crimsons and black and golds, longer than a
man, which shimmered with the sheen of silk as he spread it across the steps. The queen had drawn a
tiny gasp asthe carpet was reveaed, and Prince Brion sat forward in astonishment, but Dond only sat
back, smiling, one hand stroking his close-clipped beard.



“Itisaprincdy gift, my lord,” theking said, inclining his heed.

“Itisagift for aprince,” Janos replied, standing to sweep one hand across the carpet in emphasis and
then bowing dightly to Brion. “With care and luck, it will serve Prince Brion and his children and his
children’schildren. | trust that it is acceptable?”

Before Donal could answer, Brion rose and gave the Torenthi envoy a courteous bow. “Itis, indeed, a
princdly gift, my lord, and onethat | shall treasure. To receive such agift istangible sgn that | have,
indeed, achieved my mgjority, for thisisno gift for achild. Pray, thank your master for his generosity, and
say that | hopeit may be asign of improved relations between our two kingdomsin the future.”

Janosinclined hishead. “1 shdl convey Y our Highness' graciousreply.” He glanced at Dond. “ And now,
by your leave, O King, | and my charges shal withdraw, for our misson is completed.”

“Y ou have leave, of course, Count Janos,” Dond replied, “but will you not stay with usfor afew days,
having come dl this distance? A tournament is planned for this afternoon and tomorrow, and you are
most welcometojoin us”

“| thank you, Sire, but we may not tarry,” Janosreplied, glancing at Wencit and Morag. “We are il in
mourning, asyou see, and it would not be seemly. | hope you will understand.”

“Of course,” Dond replied, inclining his head. “Then | shal give you aroya escort back to Desse and
wish you Godspeed, with my thanks.

“And thank God they did not choose to stay,” he muttered under his breath when the three had gone and
he had retreated to the withdrawing room behind the dais with his brother and histwo eldest sons. In an
hour, court would reconvene on the tourney field, but Brion and Nigel were eagerly ingpecting the sum of
Brion' s gifts, brought back to the room after court had adjourned.

“But it isafine carpet, Brion,” Dond added, watching the boys exclaim over the gifts. “Take care, or
your mother will haveit in our chambers before you redize.”

Brion grinned and ran ahand acrossthe carpet’ ssilken pile. “1 suppose | could let you borrow it, Sire,”
he said impishly. “ At least for the next four years, | shdl be very busy keeping up with Uncle Richard's
training regimen, if | hopeto be ready for knighthood on time. | doubt | shal be spending muchtimein

my own gpartment.”

“Probably true enough,” Dond agreed, with awink at his brother Richard. “But you' d best arm for the
tournament now. | seem to recall that thereis an excellent R’ Kassan mare awaiting your foot in the
dirrup.”

“But | would only ride her for the entry procession,” Richard cautioned. “ She' safineanimd, but you
aren't yet accustomed to one another. Compete on the grey you' ve been riding of late. Plenty of timefor
the other.”

Brion rolled his eyes, but he knew that Richard wasright.

“That waswhat I’ d dways planned, Uncle. But will you help mearm?1 assumethat | do have your leave
to wear the new hauberk and vambraces, since I’ ve been party to their fitting?’

“If youwish,” Richard agreed. “ Just remember that they are somewhat heavier than what you' ve been
wearing. Inthisheat, you'll fed every hit of the extraweight.”

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Brion replied, obvioudy taking hisuncle€ s caution to heart. “ All the leather



strapswill be tiffer, too; not as agile. Maybe I'll just wear them for the opening parade, and switch back
to my familiar harnesswhen it’ stime to compete.”

“A wisedecison,” Richard sad with anod. “Intime, you' | wear the new armor as easly as you wear
your skin—and you'll have several more sets before you' re fully grown. But it’ simportant to choose
your equipment for the conditions. Today, | think you want agility.”

“You'reright, of course,” Brion replied. “Niged, would you like to squire for methis afternoon?’ he
asked, with aglance a hisyounger brother. “Thefirst thing I'll need is some help getting these things
back to my apartment.”

The eager Prince Nigel beamed at being asked, and proudly scooped up the vambraces and severa
other itemsto lead the way from the room.

T HE afternoon’ s tournament was something short, as tournaments went, and quite warm, but al were
able to compete who wished to do so, especidly the younger men. Prince Brion himsdlf opened the
tourney, riding onto thefield in his new hauberk and vambraces and mounted on the bloodred mare.
Later heand hisfather presided at the tourney, where Brion was permitted to award most of the prizes.
Severd prizes he himself competed for and won, much to his delight and the proud witnessing of his
parents and uncle.

Alaric and the other younger children at court were also alowed to attend, though they spent moretime
running and playing with one other than actualy watching. Sir Llion and Sir Xander had offered to
supervise them, but severd of the senior squirestook over that duty late in the afternoon so that Llion and
Xander themsalves could compete. For these contests, the children formed an impromptu cheering
section for Llion, who was afavorite of al the children, and were well rewarded for their loyalty when
Llion took aprize whileriding at the quintain.

But the younger children were banished to the nursery when it came time for the banquet that followed.
Alaric was happy enough with that arrangement, being hot and tired and dusty, and was quite content to
be bathed and tucked up in bed by Mdlissa after eating with the other young children.

For the adults, that evening saw alavish feast of many removes, a which Prince Brion sat in aplace of
honor between his parents and was served by Prince Nigel and then by the king's counsdlors of state.
More impromptu gifts followed during the course of the meal, which was a o interspersed with divers
entertainments. In theintervals suitable for dancing, the prince aso acquitted himsalf well, soon losing his
self-consciousness and partnering severa of the younger ladies of the court with ease and grace.

“Heisbecoming afine man,” Kenneth murmured to Alyce as they watched the prince dancing with a
daughter of the Earl of Marley.

Alyce nodded, smiling dightly. “Aye, and he will turn many a head before he weds—and not afew, even
afterward.”

“Pray God, he'll proveto have hisfather’ sdiscretion,” Kenneth replied. 1t must be afearful thing, to be
aking.”

Later, when Kenneth and Alyce retired to their room, Alyce broached a ddlicate subject with her
husband.

“Darling, | need to ask you about something,” she said by way of preamble, as she brushed out her hair.



“Y ou may have noticed that | spent much of the afternoon chatting with Vera. We were lamenting the
heet, and she pointed out that summer in Culdi isfar milder than herein the capita or even at Morganhall.
She hasinvited me to accompany her and Jared when they head back in afew days, to stay through the
summer—maybe even until the baby arrives. It would be a change for Alaric aswell; you know how he
adores the company of hisMcLain cousins”

From the bed, Kenneth leaned back on his elbows and gazed fondly at his wife, somewhat taken aback
by the prospect. With the summer shaping up to be awarm one, he had aready decided that hiswife and
son should retreat to cooler climesto await the birth of the child Alyce was carrying, but he had thought
to send her to hisown keep a Morganhall, with hissisters, hardly aday’ s ride north of the city.

“We had dready discussed sending you and Alaric to Morganhdl,” he said. “’ Tisfar closer to court.”

“True enough,” Alyce agreed, “but evenif | stayed with you in Rhemuth, | doubt | should see much of
you, given that summer isthe season when the king most needsyou at hisside. And so far asmy hedthis
concerned, surely the distance matterslittle enough in these early months. Granted, | should misswhat
moments we might, in fact, be able to squeeze from the king’' s demands, but at least it would be cooler in
Culdi.” Shelifted the mass of her golden hair up off her neck and tossed it over one shoulder, letting out a
sghof relief.

Kenneth pulled a sour face, but it was a so one of resignation, for he knew she wasright.

“Carrying achild must be difficult enough, without doing it in the heet,” he said. “1 shall spesk to Jared in
themorning.”

Chapter 16

“There were two women, the daughters of one mother.”
—EZEKIEL 23:2

I N the end, Lord Kenneth Morgan decided to accompany his wife and son northward to see them
safely settled for the summer. Traveling in the combined entourage of the Duke of Cassan, the Earl of
Kierney, and their respective households, the journey was pleasant enough, though a sultry stillness had
settled dong theriver, only easing asthey started their ascent into the foothills above Culdi.

There Kenneth saw them ensconced at Earl Jared’ s country house above the town, and left Sir Llion as
governor for hisyoung son, dong with two men at arms. Entrusting wife and son and their modest
household to the protection of Earl Jared, he then headed back to the capital and abusy summer of
sarviceto theking.

For young Alaric, the lazy summer days flew by in the company of hisMcLain cousins. Duncan, who was
his own age, and the somewhat older Kevin, who wasthe heir. For Alyce, the ensuing weeks wereto be
among the mogt idyllic she had spent since her time at Arc-en-Ciel, made al the sweeter for the company
of the sster whom she had not known until adulthood. In addition, the seclusion away from court enabled
the two women to share some of their Deryni training, for the pair had been exposed to very different
teachers.

Thelatter part of that summer also marked the beginning of Prince Brion’s officid life, ashe embarked
with hisuncle, Duke Richard, and asmall entourage on an extended progressinto some of the outlying
areas of the kingdom he would one day inherit. He rode the bloodred mare, whom he had named
Sevdla, reveing in the harmony of horse and rider that was building between them—and marveled at her
easy gaitsand intelligence and amiable disposition.



Riding northward first, dong the River Eirian, theroya party stopped briefly at Culdi, to cal on the Earl
and Countess of Kierney and the Countess of Lendour, then ventured westward into restless Meara,
where they were the guests of Lord Lucien Talbot, theroya governor at Ratharkin. There, attended by
Duke Richard, Prince Brion sat in court for several days beside the governor and heard cases brought
before the local assize. Over dinner on the evening before they were to depart, the governor offered his
assessment of the prince’ s performance.

“Frankly, Y our Highness, | was more than pleased,” Lord Lucien alowed. “Y ou obvioudy have paid
attention to your tutors, and have learned from the fine examples set by your father and your uncle.” His
gaze flicked to Richard in honest admiration. “1 do not say this merely to flatter, Sir. Y our roya nephew
bears the Haldane sense of judtice in full measure.”

Richard inclined his head in acknowledgment, smiling faintly. “ Thank you, Lucien. It isaways heartening
to have one€' s own opinion confirmed by an unbiased source.”

“But do the Mearans agree?’ Brion said impatiently. “One day | shall have to govern these people, Lord
Lucien. And Uncle, you are all but obliged to tell me | am doing well, because you are my teacher.”

His smile broadening, Richard leaned closer to lightly punch the princein the left bicep. “It is precisely
because | am your teacher that | must be honest in my assessment, Nephew. But granted that you till
have much to learn—as have we al—your ingtincts are sound, and you have agood heart. Y our father
may bejustly proud, and | am proud. | think you will make amore than passable king.”

“From you, Uncle, that ishigh praise, indeed,” Brion replied with agrin.

A NOTHER week they stayed in Ratharkin, making short excursonsinto the surrounding countryside to
meet afew of thelocal folk and assess the local temper, then headed northeastward. They stopped the
firgt night out a Oisin Adair’ s stud farm of Haut Emeraud, where Brion ingpected some of the other
horsesin Oisin’ s distinguished string of breeding stock, and thanked Oisin again for finding the
incomparable Sevdla

Following theriver seaward through the earldoms of Trurill and Transha, the prince and his uncle paid
courtesy calls at both courts, then continued across the lush plains of the Purple March and thence
northward into the mountainous lands of old Kheldour, where they spent severd weeksin the company
of Ewan Duke of Claibourne, comeinto histitle earlier in the year.

“I cannot tell you how honored | am, my lords, to have two Haldane princes at my table,” the duke said,
after thefind day’ s successful hunting. Three deerhoundslay at their master’ sfeet, but they were dining
on wild boar tonight, not venison, brought down by Duke Richard’ s spear in the culmination of amost
satisfactory chase. Earlier in the evening, Duke Ewan'’ s duchess had joined them briefly so that their
sx-year-old heir, Lord Graham, could bid the company good night, but now only the three men
remained, two princes and aduke, savoring the last of the med and afineflask of Bremagni wine.

“It hasbeen an ingructive vist,” Richard replied, lifting his cup in sdute, “and we thank you for your
hospitaity.”

T HE remainder of Kenneth’ s summer was likewise well occupied with important work. In the severd
months after Prince Brion's coming of age, the Earl of Lendour undertook severa embassiesfor the king,
traveling to Joux, Vezaire, and twice to the Hort of Orsal’s summer residence at Horthénthy, acrossthe



graits from Coroth, where he dso met with Corwyn’ sfellow regents. Interspersed amid trade
negotiations with the nearest of the Forcinn states, he had hoped he might learn more about the death of
Prince Nimur of Torenth and, more important, gain someindication of the sort of man Brion eventualy
would haveto facein Prince Karaly, the new Torenthi heir; but even the Orsal’ s agents could tell him
little regarding the change of succession, or Karoly the man.

Indl, it could be counted as a successful season’ swork, though he had managed only two short sde
tripsto Culdi to vist hisfamily. Toward the end of September, therefore, having reported to the king on
his latest mission, he requested and obtained |eave to make a more extended visit, for the end of the
month would see Alaric’ sfourth birthday.

“Did you bring me a present, Papa?’ the boy asked, tugging at hisfather’ s boot as Kenneth dismounted.

“Oh, | think I might have a present for you,” Kenneth replied. He swept the boy into a hug, returning the
enthusiadtic kissthat Alaric planted on his cheek, then set him down to take Alyceinto hisarms.

“Mmmm,” he said, when he had kissed her soundly. “And hereis my dearest wife, and our daughter as
well,” he added with asmile, splaying the fingers of one hand over her rounded belly and then bending to
kissthe bulge. “ Are both of you well, darling?’

“We arewell, indeed, now that you are here,” shereplied. “ Are you permitted to stay for awhile?’

“Not aslong as| would like,” he said, bending to scoop up Alaric again and brace him on hiship, “but
longer than before. But | could hardly miss being here to celebrate the natal day of our little man.” He
gently touded Alaric’ swhite-blond head. “ Has he been behaving in my absence?’

“He has, indeed,” Alyce replied, “though he and Duncan together do lead poor Llion amerry chase, and
sometimesthey lure Kevin into trouble aswell.”

“They shdl beleaders among men!” Kenneth declared, giving his son another hug. “And Llion is pleased
with his progress?’

She glanced back to where the young knight was bantering with Trevor Udaut, who had accompanied
Kenneth and was holding their two horses, one with alarge wicker pannier strapped to its saddle's
cantle

“I believe you can go ahead with your plans,” she said, smiling.
1] EX(:dle,I.”

T HE next day was Alaric’ sbirthday. It began like most days, with Mdissahelping him to dresswhile
they chattered about what the day might bring. Asa specid treat, he was alowed to go downstairs with
his parentsto eat in the great hall with the adults—a privilege not often granted, though he managed to
acquit himsdlf with grace and good manners. Porridge was easy enough to master, and ended up mostly
in his scomach, sparing his clean tunic. The honey drizzled on his chunk of fresh bread proved somewhat
more chalenging, but he managed to confine the few wayward smearsto hisface and hands, which his
father helped him wash off when he was finished.

“That was very nicely done,” Kenneth told him as he set aside the damp cloth he had used for the deed.
“Y ou’ re becoming quite the young man.”

Alaric merely gazed up at him hopefully, well avare what day it was, and that gifts were customary on



one shirthday.

“Now,” said Kenneth, setting his balled fists on his hipsin apose that reminded Alyce where their son
had |earned that same posture. “Y ou asked yesterday about a present.”

Theboy’ seyeslit, and he grinned as he glanced at his mother.

“Wall, you' d better go out to the stables and speak to Llion,” Kenneth told him. “I think he got little deep
last night, looking after it for you.”

The boy took off at adead run, Kenneth and Alyce following more sedatdly, so that by the time they
reached the stable yard, Alaric was staggering from the stable arch with along-eared brindle puppy
clagped under itsfront legs, the hind legs and tail dangling nearly to the ground.

“Papa, he' swonderful! Thank you!” the boy cried.

“I'm glad you like him,” Kenneth replied, coming to catch up the animd’ s hind end. “ But you must
support hisweight, if you're going to pick him up. It makes him fed more secure. Better yet, let’ s put him
down on the ground.”

Watching earnestly, young Alaric released his end of the dog as hisfather set the back legson the
ground. The puppy immediately squirmed around to start licking hisface, staggering with the ferocity of
histail-wagging asthe boy hugged him close.

“Helikesme!” Alaric laughed, face scrunched up against the puppy’ skisses. “What' s his name, Papa?’

“Wadl, hehasn't got onejust yet,” Kenneth replied, “so | reckon you'll haveto give him one.” He amiled.
“Y ou should aso know that Prince Brion picked him out especidly for you. The mother isone of the
prince' s own favorite hounds, and he thought you would like aroya dog. He should be quite a hunter
when he'sgrown—and he'll get quitelarge. Prince Nigel has one of hislittermates.”

Alaric’ sface had been creasing in an even bigger grin as the puppy’ s lineage was unfolded, and he
suddenly plopped down in the dust of the stable yard as the puppy tried to climb into hislap, tail till
wagging furioudy asit continued licking hisface.

“I got aroya dog!” he crowed. “ Oh, thank you, thank you, Papal”

Chuckling, Kenneth took Alyce' sarm and walked her on toward the castle gardens, where they whiled
the morning away in sweet conversation and gentle dalliance before Kenneth took off with Jared and the
other men for an afternoon’ s hunting.

T HAT night, after they had dined at Earl Jared’ s table and Kenneth had shared the news of court with
Jared and Veraand the others privileged to dine at the high table, Alyce and Kenneth retired to the
chamber she had called homefor the past three months. Alaric was tucked up in hisbed in the adjoining
room, the puppy curled up in the hollow of hisarm, and Llion dept in the room just beyond. The castle
was sitling into stillnessfor the night, though red still stresked the summer sky inthewest. A gentlerain
had begun to fal with the lowering darkness.

“I have missed you,” Kenneth murmured, watching her in the mirror as she brushed out her hair. “That,
aone, isreason enough to bring me here. But there is another reason for my visit at thistime—in addition
to Alaric’ shirthday. I’ ve cometo relay a message from the king.”



She giffened dightly, then laid down her brush to turn and look directly at him.
“What message?’

“He asksthat you—Name Alaric.” He shrugged as she cocked her head to stare at him more sharply.
“He said that you' d understand what that meant.”

She sighed and nodded alittle distractedly. “Oh, | do. It's...apreparation for the time when Dona must
set hisHadane imprint in place, so that Alaric will be ableto act for Prince Brion when Donal isgone.”

“By your reaction, | takeit that thisis something outside the norma,” Kenneth said quietly, “even
magical. Isthere danger?’

She shook her head. “No danger. It smply isn't often done for so young achild.”

“l see”

She sighed and considered, then cameto Sit beside him on the bed. “I shall need your help.”
“You know | will do anything you ask,” hereplied, taking one of her handsto kissits pam.

Laughing gently, she leaned closer to kiss him on the mouth. “ Darling Kenneth, what would | do without
you? May | read exactly what the king told you?’

“Y ou mean, read my mind?’

“yes”

Heinclined hishead in agreement. “ Do what is needful.”

Smiling, shedid her handsto ether side of hisface, thumbsresting lightly on histemples.

“Close your eyes and relax, dearest Kenneth,” she murmured.

T HE next morning was spent in domestic activities, Kenneth retiring to the stable yard with Llion and
Jared and severd of the other knightswhile Alyce occupied hersdf in the solar, settling before her [oom
and humming an ancient tune as her fingers dipped an ivory shuttle back and forth among the threads of
warp and weft. In the garden below, she could hear children’ s voices, shrill and excited: Alaric playing
with histwo McLain cousns.

She glanced outside and smiled at the sight, savoring the late summer air with its scent of sunlight on
grass, clean earth, and recent rain. Alaric had found the damp flowerbeds and the pond and was rapidly
initiating the dightly younger Duncan into the joyous mysteries of mud. The seven-year-old Kevin was
doing his best to remain doof and clean, as befitted the duca heir to Cassan, playing quietly with histoy
knights on apatch of stone paving beside amore formal fountain, but it was gpparent that hisinterest in
the younger boys mud was fast becoming more than academic.

No matter. The late-morning sun was warm after the chill of the previous night’ srain. Mdissa, Alyce's
maid, and Bairbre, the maid who looked after Duncan and Kevin, would be less than pleased at having
to bathe three squirming boys this evening, but it wasthe first red rain of the autumn; the summer had
been dry. Not for months had the weather permitted such boyish pursuits. Alyce laughed aoud when she
saw that Kevin had finally succumbed to temptation and was making mud moats and mottes and castles
with as much gusto as either of the younger boys.



She heard arustle behind her and turned to see Vera entering the room with Bairbre, her riding habit of
earlier in the day exchanged for agown of honey-brown the exact shade of her hair, which gave her
grey-green eyes atinge of the sea. Whileit was well-known that the two countesses were related by
marriage, only the two of them knew that they were, in fact, twins, cunningly separated at birth by their
Deryni parents so that the second-born VVeramight be brought up secretly in ahuman family, without the
Deryni sigmathat had been Alyce slot for dl her life.

Now Verawas Countess of Kierney, by marriage to the widower Jared McLain, whose first countess
had died giving him his el dest son and heir, who was playing in the castle yard with Alaric and Duncan.
Not even Earl Jared knew that his second wife was full sister to Alyce de Corwyn, one of thelast of the
High Deryni heiresses.

“I wish you could have ridden with us, earlier,” Verasaid, coming to embrace her. “I doubt your
daughter would have approved, however.” She smiled as she glanced down at Alyce' srounded belly,
then nodded dismissal to her maid. “Thank you, Bairbre. Y ou may go now.”

Asthey drew apart, both of them laughing companionably, Alyce took one of Vera s handsand led her
closer to the window.

“Vera, you realy must ook at this” she said, her casud tone for the benefit of theretiring maid as she
directed her sister’ s gaze toward the garden below. “| fear that my son has been an exceedingly poor
influence on yours. Our maidswill be appaled when they learn how dirty three noble children have
managed to get in lessthan half an hour.”

Veralaughed and moved back into the room to perch on a stool where she could survey her sster’s
weaving. Alyce had been working on the background of a hunting scene showing Castle Culdi high onits
hill, with aband of horsemen galloping across the fieldsin the foreground, bright bannersflying.
Somehow, she had managed to convey asense of foggy mystery, as though the riders floated across an
early-morning meadow. Veraran an appreciative finger across the tightly woven threads as Alyce sat
down beside her.

“How ever do you manageto get this effect?”’
Alyce gave amirthful chuckle and took up her shuttle again.

“We had a Kheldish weaver at my father’s court when Marie and | wereyoung,” shereplied. “Hewas
old and sck, even when wefirst met him, but he till could weave. Father had him tutor us. It seemed a
safe enough sKill to teach Deryni children.”

Veraglanced at the door, which the maid had closed behind her, then passed a hand between them and
the door. The spell was not a potent one, but it would muffle their words beyond discernment by any
unseen listener. Like Alyce, she had learned early to guard her secrets as though her life depended onit.

“Wasthe man Deryni?’ she asked in alow voice,

Alyce shrugged. “I don't know. He never said, and | was too young to know to ask. But | realize now
that much of what he taught me was the ancient cording lore. Of course, he couched it only in terms of
the physica manipulationsinvolved.” She smiled as she dipped back acrossthe yearsin memory. “Our
governess, poor, dull lady, thought it but an advanced weaving technique. She had no patience with
learning it hersdf. Had she but known...”

“Praise God shedid not!” Verasnorted. “But, could a human even learn the lore behind the cording?’



“I don’'t know that, either. It was only after he was long dead that | began to understand what he had
taught me—and poor Marie never did manageto learn it. Now sheisgone, and | dare not use it mysdlf
except to enhance my wifely pastimes, asyou see here.” She indicated the tapestry with a sweep of her
hand. “I sometimeswonder why we are given such training, if we may never useit.”

Shefdl slent at that, and Veradid not speak. In that instant they had passed from idle reminiscence to
consderation of one of the greatest enigmas of their lives. After amoment, Alyce glanced at the doorway
again, then scooted her stool closer to Vera swith arasp of wood against stone.

“I’ve had amessage from the king,” she said.
Veralooked at her sharply, apprehension stiffening her fair features.
“Oh?’

“’Tisnothing ill,” Alyce assured her, “ other than the timing, perhaps. Sooner than | had hoped, but—"
She kept her eyes on her weaving as she took up her shuttle again and continued.

“Before Alaric was born, Kenneth and .. ..made an agreement with the king that our son should serve his
son. It was an easy enough promise then, and even while he was il an infant.

“But when we brought him to court for Prince Brion's coming of age this summer, the king informed us
that he wishes Alaric to cometo court as page to Prince Brion as soon as he reaches histenth
birthday—sooner, if anything should happen to me or to Kenneth.”

“Pageto the prince!” Verardaxed visbly and nodded. “ But, that’ s welcome news—or, do you fear his
reasons, that he smply wants Alaric nearby, where he can be watched more closaly? After dl, "tisno
secret what heis”

Alyce shook her head again. “No, it isnot that.” She drew a deep breath and let it out in an effort to
reax, carefully setting aside her shuttle. “Vera, heintendsthat Alaric should be...bound to Prince Brion's
service by magic, not just as page and future squire and knight, but to assst when the time comes for
Brion to assume hisfather’ sfull power.”

“Hewould trust aDeryni with this?’ Vera breathed.

“Itisonly aDeryni who can do this,” Alyce said softly. “It iswhat Alaric wasborn to do.” Shedid not
add that the king very nearly had been the boy’ sfather. “ Kenneth and | agreed to this, soon after |
discovered | waswith child. Thetime now has cometo begin his preparation.”

Wide-eyed, Verasat back and merely gazed at her twin, trying to takeit dl in, too stunned for speech.
Then she cameto dide her ams around her sister’ s shoulders and they smply held one another, clinging
together in fear and futile comfort.

A littlelater, when their fears had been somewhat assuaged by cresture comfort in one another’s
company, they drew agpart to dry their eyes and sniffle forlornly and force reason to prevail once again
over human doubts and worries. Alyce swallowed with difficulty and drew hersdlf up Sraighter, il
clinging to her sgter’ shand, and forced atight, desperate amile.

“Foolish women, we, to weep when thereis achanceto give our sons a better life. We are of the High
Deryni born. We were bred to better things.”

Veranodded: acurt, constrained dip of her chin, trying to match her sster’ s bravery. “Y ou speak truly.
Has...hasthe king yet told you what must be done?’



“Aye, some. He commands that first of al Alaric must be Named, according to the ancient traditions of
our people—though how he has learned of this custom, | know not.”

“Isit wiseto Name so young achild asAlaric?’ Veraasked. “Heisonly just four. By tradition, he should
have near twice the years.”

“The essentid element isthat he understands the difference between right and wrong—not hisyears,”
Alycereplied. “What concerns me mogt isthat he not be frightened at hisfirst encounter with serious
magic. Theritua isnot dangerous, as you know, but it could be very dien to afour-year-old, even one
asprecociousasmy Alaric.”

After afew seconds, Verasaid, “ Suppose | were to Name Duncan at the sametime. Would that hel p?”’

Alyce snorted softly. “Did | not just hear you say that even Alaric isyoung for this, and that a child should
have twice the years before he is Named?’

“Wall, I cannot let you do thisalone,” Verasaid reasonably. “Or Alaric. At least if the boys are together,
they will have one another to make it seem less strange.”

Hardly daring to believeit, Alyce gently laid ahand on her sister’ s shoulder.

“I prayed that you would say that,” she whispered. “Would you redly agreeto do thisfor us?’
“How could | not?’ Verareplied.

Alyce smiled and shook her head dowly. “How | do love you, dear Sster.”

“Andl, you.”

“Enough to do thisthing tonight?’

“Tonight? So soon?’

Alyce nodded and took a deep breath. “I know it isn't much time, but who knows what the future may
bring?1 could diein childbirth—and the king is not young. But now, tonight, you and | are both here, and
the boys are here, and—please say you'll doiit, Vera”

Verasighed wearily, suddenly looking far older than her twenty-five years, then nodded.
“Tonight. So beit.”

F OR their working place, Alyce chosethetiny Lady chapel that Earl Jared had caused to be built the
previous summer, in the heart of the castle gardens. It wasthere that he and Verahad finaly laid their
stillborn daughter to rest, at the feet of the chapel’ s statue of the Blessed Virgin; and it was there that
Alyce had dready spent many hours pondering her situation and what they must do.

Later that afternoon, while the maids tackled the task of scrubbing the mud off two exuberant
boys—K evin declared himsalf grown enough to take his own bath—the two mothers brought baskets of
“sawing” into the shade of the garden, there to disappear for atime into the chapel’ s cool recesses and
make their preparations. Kenneth and Jared had gone out with a hunting party around noon, and returned
ealy intheevening.

After they dl had supped, Alyce drew her husband aside and told him privily what he must know of the



evening' splans. Alaric had been long ago tucked up in bed and was deeping peacefully. Sir Llion did not
question that the puppy had been relegated to hisroom for the night, and would ask no questionsin the
mormning.

“I never guessed that Veraisyour sster,” Kenneth said to her inalow voice, asthey gazed down at their
deeping son. “Does Jared know?’

Alyce shook her head. “Nay, and he must not know,” she replied. “Not because he might think the lesser
of Vera, or of Duncan—heisagood man—but because dl of them will be safer that way. Right now,
you are one of only three people who know the truth—and Veraand | are the other two.” She closed
her eyesbriefly. “Actudly, | lied; there may be four. I’ m sure you remember Father Paschd, who was
my family’ s household chaplain. He knows, or knew. But | am not certain heiseven il dive...though|
hope | would have heard, if he had passed on.”

Kenneth glanced away briefly, pondering what she had said, then took both her hands and grazed her
knuckleswith hislips beforeraising his gaze to hers again.

“I remember Paschal, of course. Ishe...one of you?’
She nodded.
13 Bljt—”

“I know,” shewhispered. “And | know that we are supposedly barred from the priesthood. But Paschal
is Bremagni-born, and R’ Kassan-trained. Mattersin the East are not the same as here.” She shrugged.
“But | have not heard from him in sometime. Heis quite ederly by now, if he dill lives.”

“And he knows about Vera,” Kenneth said.

“Yes.” Sheleaned her cheek againgt his hand and closed her eyes, shivering, and he briefly stroked her
hair. Then:

“Dearest Alyce,” he murmured. “I think | understand some of what you are doing, and alittle of the why.
Both would be dangerous, if found out. But if one does not know, one cannot betray that knowledge,
even under coercion. Can you...block me so that | may not speak of this? Please. Do thisfor dl of us”
he added, when her expression mirrored her reluctance.

“Very wdl,” shewhispered. “ Afterward. But for tonight, | need your active support—your protection.
And | need your senses unclouded. Will you help me?’

“Y ou know that | will, dearest heart,” he replied, turning her hands to kiss both pams.

Chapter 17

“And thou shdt be caled by anew name,
which the mouth of the Lord shdl name.”

—ISAIAH 62:2

JUST past midnight, they and Veraand two small, deepy boys made their way quietly down to the
garden and its mortuary chapd, the two boys bundled in fur-lined capes againgt the late-night chill. The
mothersled their sons, Kenneth brought up the rear, asword at his hip. Jared had taken himsdlf off to
bed soon after supper, declaring himsalf bone-weary from the day’ s hunting, though the opinion had been
reinforced by hiswife s deft suggestions. The rest of the castle dept.



The two women had oiled the hinges of the chapel door that afternoon, so their entry was silent save for
their whispered admonitionsto the children to be quiet in God' s house. Asthey led the boysinside, the
women'slong, hooded cloaks swept in aflurry of leavesthat scattered and then settled as Kenneth
followed insde and closed the chapel door behind them. The silence, after the latch clicked into place,
was profound.

Wordlesdy Kenneth took up aguardian position with his back against the door, his dark green cloak
amost invisible in the moon-dappled shadows. He had unshesthed his sword at Alyce s gesiure, resting
its point on the stone between his feet, his bare hands curved over the quillons, eyes downcast. Though
he seemed distant, almost unaware of the presence of Veraand the deepy Duncan, Alyce knew that his
seeming detachment masked an acute awareness, if not an understanding, of what he was being caled
upon to perform. Y oung Alaric clung to his mother’ s hand and watched al with wide-eyed curiosity, not
understanding why hisfather stood so still and solemn and did not smile a him.

They had entered from the south. The Lady chapel was smdl and square, little larger than an ordinary
room, its celling spanned by plastered ribs that framed painted frescoes of the night sky. To their right, a
Presence lamp washed ruby over the carved ivory intricacies of the dtar and its delicate reredos. In the
far northwest corner, angled to oversee the entire chamber, a painted statue of the Virgin stood vigil over
asecond candle flame shidlded in glass of the color of a summer sky. Benegth the flagstones a the
Virgin'sfeet lay the mortal remains of Veraand Jared' s stillborn daughter, reinterred there only weeks
before.

Moonlight filtered dimly through the stained glass of the east window as the two women led their sons
into the center of the chamber. A small, square table lay in readinessthere, its surface covered by pristine
white linen that touched the polished marble floor al around, low enough that the children could seeits
surface. Upon thistable four unlit candiesin slver holderswere set inaline.

A sheathed sword lay on thefloor in front of the table, half hidden by the folds of the tablecloth, its
cairngorm pommel glowing in the lamplight like awatchful eye. Other necessities had been placed
benegth the table, where the children could not see them.

“Alaric, we must give reverenceto God,” Alyce prompted in alow voice, suiting her own actionsto her
words as she made a deep curtsy toward the atar and the Presence symbolized by the vigil lamp.

The child Alaric carefully pushed back the hood of his cape and bowed his golden heed, stubby legs
bending in solemn imitation of adult genuflection. Beside him, hisaunt and his cousin dso madetheir
obeisances, young Duncan deepy-eyed but attentive as he held his mother’ s hand and watched her for
further ingruction.

With asmile, Veraled both boys behind the table, the three of them knedling in alinewith Verain the
center. As shefolded her hands, the boys did the same, watching with fascination as Alyce kndlt beside
them and extended her pams over the center two candles.

“Blessed art Thou, O Lord our God, King of al creation, Who hast sanctified us by Thy commandments
and hast commanded usto kindlethislight.”

At adight movement of her hands, fire flared benesath them so that she had to draw them alittle gpart, to
keep from being burned. She heard Alaric’s sharp intake of bresth &t the creation of fire, and Vera's
hushed “ Shh!” as she closed her eyes and continued the invocation.

“Blessed art Thou Who hast kept us dive and sustained us and brought usto this place,” she murmured.
“May we be consecrated, O God, by the light of Thy countenance, shining upon usin blessng and

bringing us peace. Amen.”



“Amen,” Verarepeated, the boys adding their own tremulous echo to hers,

Next Alycetook up the two remaining unlit candles and handed one to each of the children, gently
guiding her son’s hand to light hisfrom one on the table. Alaric scrambled to hisfeet and watched the
flamein awe as his mother released his hand, for he had never been dlowed to hold alighted candle by
himsdf before. Beside them, Duncan was grinning widely as he, too, held hisfirgt lighted candle. Alyce
smiled as she took each boy’ s free hand and led them back afew paces behind the table.

“Now, come and Sit here, on either side of me,” she whispered, crouching down asthey settled
cross-legged on the floor and listened eagerly. “ Put your candles on the floor in front of you and pay
close attention. We are about to do some very grown-up things, which most children do not get to see
until they are much older than you are. Thisisavery specid privilege”

“We be good, Auntie Alyce,” young Duncan piped.

“I know you will, darling. Now, watch what your mama does. She' staken one of thefirst candlesthat |
lit. Alaric, watch your auntie Vera. Someday, when you are grown, you may haveto do what sheis
doing, dl by yoursdf.

“Now, did you notice the four candles around the room?’ Alyce gestured toward the larger, fatter
candles set on the floor at the four quarters of the room and caught the movement of both young heads
nodding.

“Good. Now, watch as she lights them, starting with the onein front of the altar,” sheingtructed. “Those
are caled Ward candles. To ward meansto guard or protect. The Ward candles guard the four quarters,
and each of them isnamed for one of the archangels. Can ether of you tell me who isthe archangd of the
east?’

Both young pairs of eyesturned toward the dtar, where Verawas kneeling to touch alighted taper to the
first Ward candle, which was set on the floor beforeit. Alaric glanced up at his mother tentatively.

“It's...Raphad?” he said alittle uncertainly.

“Itis, indeed. The Archangd Raphad isthe Heder, the guardian of the dement of air. Duncan, do you
know who isthe archangd of the south?’

Duncan looked to the right, where his mother had just lit the second candle, not seeming to see Kenneth,
standing against the door.

“That'sMichadl,” he said confidently. “He has abig, fiery sword.”

Alyce nodded her approval. “ That' s absolutely correct. St. Michadl isthe leader of al the hosts of
heaven, and he represents the dement of fire, in the south. Alaric, who isthe archangd of the west?”’

Verawas lighting the candle behind them now, and Alaric twisted around to look at her before returning
his attention to his mother.

“The archangel of thewest is Gabrid, who-did-bring-glad-tidings-to-our-blessed-Lady,” he rattled off
proudly, arote answer that he obvioudy had memorized from some catechism. Alyce suspected that
Father Ansalm, the chaplain at Rhemuth Castle, might have had ahand in that.

“Very good,” she murmured, alowing hersalf areassuring smile. “ And what éement does Gabridl
command, do you know?’



Alaric consdered the question briefly, then pronounced wisdly, “Water.”

“Correct!” Alyce smiled as she smoothed hiswhite-gold hair. “ Saint Gabrie rulesthe eement of water.
Now, Duncan, the last one isyours. See, your mother lights the candle in the north. Do you know whose
candleitis? Thisoneisalittle harder.”

She dmogt had to laugh at the intensity of Duncan’ s expression as he searched for the answer.

“He sthe archangd for earth,” he said after astudied pause. “And hisnameis...hisnameis...| forget!
It’'stoo hard!”

“Never mind, darling. You got it partly right. Heisthe archangdl of the earth, and hisnameis Urid. Say
‘Uridl," both of you.”

“Ur-i-el,” the boys repeated obediently.

“Good. Now, see, Duncan, your mother haslit Urid’ s candle, and now she comes back around to the
eadt, because the east is the source of light, where the sun comes up. When setting Wards, we aways
dart and finish in the east, to do honor to the Light of God. Will you remember that for me?”

Both boys nodded solemnly as Verareturned to the table and knelt to set down her candle with its mate.
They watched with fascination as she took a charcoal brazier from under the table and set it between the
two candles, brought out asmall dish of incense with a spoon of carved horn.

She held her hands over the charcoal for only afew seconds before it began to smolder, to the boys
chortling ddlight. She gave them a stern glance, which at least produced silence, then spooned afew
grains of incense onto the glowing charcoa and raised the censer alittle toward the dtar, inclining her
head dightly in homage.

“Stetit Angelusjustaaram temple,” she murmured, continuing the phrase as she set the censer down long
enough to get to her feet.

“Mummy, what she said?’ Alaric demanded in aloud whisper, tugging impatiently at his mother’ sdeeve.

“Shhh. Those are ancient words of blessing, darling,” Alyce explained. “She said, * An angdl came and
stood before the dtar of the temple, having agolden censer in hishand...’”

Asthe fragrant smoke spirded upward, dispersing in the draft from a partidly opened window, Vera
picked up the brazier and carried it toward the eastern quarter again, again speaking in Latin.

“Abillo benedicaris, in cujus honore cremaberis, Amen.”

“*Bethou blessed by Him in Whose honor thou shalt be burned,” Alyce trandated for her two rapt
listeners. “Now, watch what happens as she walks around usto visit the other quarters. She' stracing out
acircleto protect us. It' s possble that you may see something in the smoke she leavesin her path. Tell
meif you notice anything strange.”

AsVeratraced the circle with incense, Alyce could fedl and see the next layer of energy being built
around them. A glance at the two children confirmed that they, too, were aware that something was
happening. By the time Vera had returned to the center of the circle to cense the three of them, Alaric
was craning his neck to look at the candle-marked boundaries, squinting asif trying to focuson
something that was not quite clear to his untrained eyes.

“What did Auntie Verado, Mummy?’ he whispered, tugging a her deeve again and looking again at the



candles. “Something funny. | seeit, but | don't. It sall fuzzy.”
“Shhh, just watch,” Alyce murmured, resting her hands on both the boys' shoulders.

The incense was back on the table, and now Veramoved around the circle again, thistime sprinkling the
perimeter with water from asmall earthen bowl. When she had completed her third circuit, the haze of
the protective circle was unmistakable. Alaric’s cherubic face was wregathed in smiles, and Duncan’'sa
study in delight as he pointed out the golden glow to his cousin. AsVeracameto kned before them with
her bowl of water, Alyce caught their gaze and laid afinger across her lipsfor silence.

The two watched intently asfirst Alyce and then Veradipped two fingersin the water and blessed
themselves. But this, at least, they understood, for they had done it many times before. Very solemnly, for
children so young, each of the boysfollowed suit, neither of them spilling even adrop in their
determination to do things correctly. Both of them watched expectantly as Vera set the water bowl on
thelittle table and changed placeswith Alyce.

Alyce could fed the boys eyesfollowing her as she went to the other side of the table and unsheathed
the sword, heard their little gasps of wondering as shelifted it point-upward before her and moved
toward the eastern Ward. With both hands wrapped around the hilt to steady the weight of the weapon,
she brought the hilt to eye-level and closed her eyes, breathing asilent invocation from abygone time,
whose precise sense was no longer accessible to conscious thought. The crimson light of the vigil lamp
and the warmer fire of the eastern candle burnished her face to richest gold, save where the shadow of
the quillonsfell across her forehead.

She extended the sword in salute then, the hood dipping from her pae hair as she threw back her head
and gazed for an ingtant along the length of shining blade, her eyes momentarily dazzled by alight brighter
than mere reflected fire, which rippled aong the polished metd.

Then she waslowering the tip of the sword to touch the floor, turning to the right to trace the circle of
protection athird and final time. Golden light followed her blade where the sword passed, merging and
growing with the earlier glow to risein anincreasng wall that curved inward far above their heads.

She could not see anything besides the light as she walked, though she could fed Vera ssustaining
strength adding to her own and knew that the boys were watching with awe. As she completed the
circuit, shefdt the shidlding canopy of the circle close above their heeds with a satisfyingly hollow surge
of energy, agolden hemisphere of light that obscured what lay outside.

She saluted the east again, then brought the blade to ground and laid it on the floor at the foot of the
eagtern candle. She could fed the prickling, tingling sensation of the circle' s protection surrounding them
al as shereturned to her son’s sde and crouched down beside him, disarming his gpprehenson with a
smile. Verahad dready drawn Duncan away from his cousin, the pair of them standing closer beside the
table, and was speaking with him quietly.

“Alaric, my love,” Alyce murmured to her son, lightly touching hisforearm with one hand. “ Did you like
wha Mummy did?’

Alaricrolled hiseyes upward to sudy the canopy of light again, then pursed hislips speculatively,
nodding. “Mummy madelight,” he said in awhisper. “How you did that, Mummy?’

“Oneday you shdl learn, my love. Just now, though, Mummy hasto help Aunt Verafor alittlewhile.
Will you do something for mewhile I’ m busy?”

At hisnodded assent, she tucked the fur-lined cape more closely around his baby legs and moved his



amost-forgotten candle alittle closer to his crossed feet. Alaric was aready intrigued, watching
everything she did with greet interest.

“I’d like you to watch this candle for me,” shesaid.

His eyes darted obediently to the flame, and Alyce brushed hisforehead with her hand, watched the grey
eyes go glassy, the long-lashed eydids droop in trance.

“That' sright. Now deep alittle while, my love. Go to deep.”

Another touch, apassing of her hand downward, and the grey eyes closed, the white-gold head nodding
againg the chest. Alyce touched her lipslightly to her son’sforehead and sedled his deep, then returned
to where Verawas knedling besi de the standing Duncan, one hand steadying the candle he held in his
two chubby ones.

“Very good,” Verawas saying, as Alyce came to knedl on Duncan’s other side. “Now, | want to ask
you another question. Can you tell me the difference between right and wrong?’

Duncan nodded confidently, thelight of his candle reflecting twin starsin the enlarged pupils of his baby
eyes.

“You can? Well, then, will you tell me about something that’ swrong?’ Veraencouraged.

Again, Duncan nodded. “It’ swrong to break promises, and—and to hurt people and animas, and make
them cry. | don't liketo hurt things, Mummy.”

“I know you don't, darling,” Verasaid, giving the boy aquick hug. “And asyou grow up, | want you
awaysto remember that. Will you do that for me?’

“Yes Mummy.”

“Thank you! Now, because | love you very, very much, | am going to give you avery specia present.

It sanother name, besides the ones you dready have: aspecia name, amagical name, anamefor you to
use when you're being very, very good, and you' re not to tell anyone esewhat it is. Would you like
that?’

“Can't tdl anybody?’ Duncan asked, cocking his head to one side in puzzlement. “Not even Papaan’
Kevinan' Alaic?’

“Well, perhaps Alaric, someday, but not even Papaand Kevin. Thisisavery specid, secret name, dl
your own, because one day, when you are abig, grown man like Papa, you will be very strong, and you
will have great power to help people or to hurt them. Y ou must promise that you will only help them. Will
you promise methat, my love?’

Duncan’ s eye had lit with wonder at the story his mother told him of someday, when he was grown up,
and he nodded earnestly. Alyce was certain he was seeing his father and other great knightsin hisyoung
mind, and wished there were some way that she and Vera could impart to both the boys just what their
heritage actualy meant.

But not yet. Such knowledge was too dangerous to entrust to such young children—especialy Duncan,
whose Deryni heritage was yet unknown beyond those present in the room. God willing, sheand Vera
would have many yearsto train both Alaric and Duncan in the ways that they should go; but if not, then
what happened here tonight must be so binding that, even later, their sonswould be able to piece
together the path they should walk.



Smiling reassurance, Alyce took Duncan’'s candle and st it on the table, then laid one hand on the boy’s
shoulder as Verareached under the tablecloth to withdraw a quill and ink, adip of parchment, asmall
earthen bowl, never before used. She watched as her sister put the quill in Duncan’ s baby hand and
dipped theink and guided it to trace out the letters of the name they had chosen for him.

“Y our specid name shdl be Phdim,” Verasaid softly, finishing the round stroke of the P and then moving
onto the H. “Phelim is aname that means agood person, someone who tries dways to do the right

thing.”
Together, their hands traced the E, the L, moved onto thell.

“Sometimesit may be hard to live up to that name,” Verawent on, asthey finished the final stroke of the
M, “but I know you Il try ever so hard, won't you?’

Duncan frowned at an ink blot on one of hisfingers and nodded distractedly as his mother laid down the
pen and put the dip of paper into the earthen bowl.

“There€ smy brave, clever boy. And you must waystry to be brave for good things.”
“I be bravefor you, Mummy,” Duncan said gravely. “| always protect you.”
“I'm sureyou will, my darling.”

Veratook the dagger that Alyce passed her from under the table and wiped the blade on an edge of her
cloak.

“And Mummy must be brave, too. Mummy must prick her finger, and then Phelim must prick his. Wil
thet bedl right?’

As Duncan watched wide-eyed, soft lips agape, Veratouched the point of the dagger to her right index
finger and pressed until it drew blood. One drop she alowed to fall on the parchment beside her son’s
new name, before briefly sucking the wound clean. Then, as she held the dagger for Duncan, Alyce let
her hand dip from Duncan’ s shoulder to the back of his neck, extending control and blocking pain asthe
little boy fearlesdy put his own finger againgt the dagger point and pressed.

He drew back alittle as the skin was punctured, but more from surprise than any real discomfort or fear.
He watched dmost clinicaly as his mother squeezed adrop of hisyoung blood onto the parchment
beside her own.

Then, asthe boy sucked on his wounded finger and watched her absorbedly, Vera opened alocket
around her neck and withdrew a coiled hair—Jared’ s—which she laid on the parchment and anchored
with adrop of wax from Duncan’s candle.

“Now, asthis parchment burns” she said, putting the candlein Duncan’ s hand and guiding him to set the
parchment dight, “remember that thisis a secret name, which you must tell no one. Becauseif abad
person knows your secret name, it can make him strong, and he might be able to hurt you.”

Shewatched Duncan watch the smoldering flame until it had died away and there was only aresdue of
ash in the bottom of the earthen dish. Then she pressed her thumb to the ashes and traced a smudged
cross on her son' s brow, the while murmuring the words of ablessing. Eyes closing a her touch, Duncan
breathed out with alittle sigh as hismother’ smind caressed his. Then Veralad both her hands on his
brown hair, her own eyes closing in trance.

Alyce watched for severa seconds, briefly adding her own strength to the patterning being done, then



withdrew unobtrusively and got to her feet. Moving to where the sword lay &t the foot of the eastern
Ward, shelifted it and saluted the east, then touched the point to the floor at the | eft of the eastern Ward
and swept it up and back down in atall, narrow arc, opening adoorway to the altar steps.

She kndlt, her hands on the quillons of the sword, as Veraled the dreamy-eyed Duncan to the threshold
with his candle and waited. Fearlesdy he passed through the doorway, leaving the circle, and mounted
the three shdlow steps aone, there to stand on tiptoes while he set his candle on the altar. When he was
satisfied with its placement, his head bobbed in abow and then he rushed back through the doorway and
into his mother’ s embrace. Vera hugged him close, murmuring words of endearment and stroking his hair
to lull him into dumber as she gathered him into her arms, giving Alyce arelieved amile, for Duncan’ s part
in the ceremony now was complete.

But as Alyce rose and moved to sedl the gateway again, she started and then froze as a shadow moved
in the chapel doorway, obscured by the haze of the protective circle. She had warned Kenneth not to
interfere, to admit no one, but now adlit of dappled moonlight was widening behind him, outlining the
slhouette of a second hooded figure in the doorway.

“Kenneth?’ she cdled softly, ingtinctively raisng the sword across the gateway in aguard position and
preparing to closeit ingantly, if needed.

Kenneth did not reply, only stepping aside with bowed head while the second shadow, cloaked and
hooded in black, dipped past him and moved westward aong the periphery of thecircle, il
unrecognizable in the shimmer of the golden light. Black-gloved hands pushed back the fur-lined hood as
the intruder passed the northern Ward.

“No, itisn't Kenneth,” said afrighteningly familiar voice, low but unmistakable. “ Thereis no need to fear.
Do not closeyour circle”

Chapter 18

“And as amother shal shemeet him.”
—ECCLESIASTICUS 15:2

A LY CE gasped asthe king cameinto full view between the northern and eastern Wards, still moving
toward her and the open gate.

“S'rd”

In her hands, the sword seemed suddenly to turn to leed, itstip weaving and dowly sinking until it
touched the floor. Beside her, Veradrew the deeping Duncan close against her breast and stared at the
king in speechlessfear. It had been daunting enough that Kenneth now knew her true identity—and that
of her son. For the king to know aswdll... Granted, tonight’ sworking was being done at theking's
behest, but neither of the Sisters had anticipated that Dona might comein person, or that Verd's
participation with Duncan now placed both of them in danger of exposure.

“My apologiesif | have given you causefor darm,” Dond said, bowing dightly to Alyce as he unbuckled
his sword and wrapped its belt around the scabbard. “1 thought you might expect me. Lady Vera, please
be assured that your secret is safe with me.”

Before ether of them could speak, he had turned to make a spare but dignified obeisance toward the
dtar, dso laying hissword dong the angle of the dtar’ slowest step. Then he wasfilling the light-limned
gateway with his presence, his grey eyeslocked with Alyce sas helaid his hand over hers on the sword



hilt.

Numbly she relinquished the weapon, driven back a step by the intensity of his gaze. As Dond took her
place a the threshold, he turned his attention to Vera, giving aformal bow over the quillons of the sword
that, in his hands, seemed almost toylike.

“My lady, | must ask you to retire. | shall assst my lady Alycein what further must be done. Take your
son and go to bed, and speak of thisto no one.”

Veradid not tarry. With an anxious glance a her sster and aquick curtsy to the king, she swept Duncan
onto her hip and dipped through the gateway and away, not daring to look back. WWhen she had gone,
when Kenneth had closed the door behind her and again set hisback againgt it, looking like a stranger,
Dond drew thetip of the sword dowly across the open threshold of the circle, left to right.

Golden light flared in the sword' strack, sealing the breach in the glowing canopy, briefly gilding hisface
as he bent to lay the sword across the threshold. Heart still pounding, though she had not moved, Alyce
retreated another step as he turned the intendity of his gaze upon her again, driven back by his sheer
magnetism.

Though no longer young, Donal Haldane was still aman to be reckoned with—potent, dangerous—even
if he had not been aHadane, and king. This night he wore aplain black cloak and austere riding leathers
of no particular distinction, and the sword he had laid at the altar step was plain; but his bearing would
have proclaimed him aman of means and authority evenif hisattire did not. Only the fine ruby affixed in
his right earlobe gave further hint of histrue station. Protector he had dways been, and occasiondly
mentor. She could not help wondering why he had come.

He smiled then and released her eyes, turning his attention to the removal of hisworn lesther gloves.
Suddenly she found that she could speak again.

“I truly did not expect you heretonight, Sire,” she said softly. “It did not occur to me that you would wish
to assist mein thismatter.”

“Did it not?” Heraised one eyebrow in dight amusement as he dipped his gloves under his belt.
“Nonetheless, | am here, and dlone save for the three of us, and dare not tarry too long before my guard
escort discovers| am not at Castle Runddl, an hour’ sride from here, and fearsfor my safety. Will you
prepare me, please? | would not profane your circle further by my untimely entrance.”

Surprised, she managed anod and drew the hood of her cloak back onto her pale hair, took hishand,
and led him into the center of the circle, where he crouched by the table on one knee. After renewing the
incense, Alyce censed him with the sweet smoke, offered him the holy water so that he might dip his
fingersinto it and bless himsdf.

He closed hiseyes and remained motionlessfor severa minutes after that, head bowed, his breathing light
and barely audible, and she wondered again how he knew what must be done, how he had learned of
thismost ancient of Deryni traditions, when he was not himsalf Deryni. She watched him sidelong as she
quietly exchanged Duncan’ s ash-smudged bowl for anew one and brought out afresh dip of parchment.
She glanced briefly a Kenneth, once again aslent shadow in the doorway.

Asfor Alaric, he had not gtirred, through al the interruption of the king’ sarrival. He il sat huddled in his
tiny cape, eyes closed in degp Deryni trancing. His candle flame gilded his face and washed the
white-gold hair with yet more gold, playing light and shadow on the soft contours of his festures. She
started to go to him, but her movement triggered Donal’ s awareness and he cameto hisfedt, laying a
restraining hand on her wrid.



“Nay, | shdl bring him,” the king said softly. “ There is abond between us. He will cometo me.”

Numb, her senseswhirling, Alyce watched him go to her deeping son, remembering how very nearly he
had aso been Dond’ s child instead of Kenneth's. Roused by the king’ s soft word and touch, the boy put
hissmal hand into the king’ slarger one, smiling, and scrambled to hisfeet, picking up hiscandle and
walking with Dond to the table where his mother waited anxioudly.

Pushing back her apprehensions, Alyce knelt down beside her son so that they were a the same levd,
smiling to reassure him as her eyes searched hiswide grey oneswith love.

“Hello, my darling,” she murmured, watching hisface light a the sound of her voice. “Did you have alittle
nep?”

“Oh, no, Mummy, | wasn't adeep,” the boy replied, shaking his head with the gravity of an adult. “I
watched the candle, just like you said. | watched and watched.”

With asmile, shetook the candle from him and set it on the table, then hugged him closefor just a
moment before withdrawing to look at him again, her hands enfolding hislightly between them.

“Darling, Mummy wantsto ask you afew questions. It will be like school, when Father Anselm teaches
you about the saints. Would that be dl right?’

The boy nodded solemnly, and Alyce echoed his nod. Suddenly it was very important that he answer
well, as much for the man who stood behind him asfor her own reassurance. Alaric was only just four,
s0 she knew shewas asking agreat dedl, but Duncan, who was even younger, had answered well
enough. ...

“Alaric,” shebegan, “I know that Father Anselm hastalked to you about the difference between right
and wrong.”

Alaric nodded solemnly.

“Do you think you can tell me about something that’ swrong? Can you give me an example?’
The boy cocked his head thoughtfully, then looked at her with &l the wisdom of hisfour years.
“Do you mean just naughty, likewhen | kick Cousin Kevin, or redlly bad?’

Alyce had to concentrate to keep from smiling at the sagacity of that answer. She need not have worried
about her son’ s understanding.

“Something redly bad, | think. Tell me about something that isrealy wrong.”
“Oh. Wdll, killing people, or hurting them on purpose. Taking thingsthat don’t belong to you.”
“I see. And what do you think about people who do those things?’

A stormy look came across the boy’ sface. “ They shouldn’'t do them, Mummy! God doesn't likeit! The
king doesn't likeit, either!”

“Theking?’ Alyceressted the urgeto look up at Dond, still standing motionless behind the boy, and
wondered whether Alaric was aware of what he had just said. “What do you know about the king, my
love?

“Wél, heworksfor God,” the boy said in amatter-of-fact tone. “Papatold me. He saysthat we should



love the king, amost as much aswe love God, and we should keep our promisesto him, and we should
try to help him do good things.”

Alyce heard Dona make asmall, strangled sound somewhere between a cough and asmothered
chuckle, but she dared not look up to see which it was. God knew, she had not coached the boy in his
answers, and certainly had not expected that the king might be present to hear them, but she thanked
whatever lucky providence had made K enneth spend time regaing the boy with tales of kingly attributes.

Asmuch to cover her relief asanything else, she hugged Alaric close once again, at last chancing alook
up a the slent king. Dond’ s grey eyeswere glittering with mirth, hislips pursed in the only expression he
could manage without bresking out into avery unkingly grin.

“Y es, we should help the king,” she whispered, stroking her son’s golden head and brushing his hair with
akiss. “You' ve answvered very wedll. In fact, you ve answered so well that Mummy isgoing to giveyou a
specid prize. Would you like that?’

“A prize?’ hereplied, as she reached her arms around him and picked up the quill, putting it in his hand
and guiding it to the inkwell.

Dond aso knelt beside them, one hand resting lightly on the boy’ s shoulder, though Alaric seemed not to
be aware of that fact.

“I| am going to give you anew name, asecret name,” Alyce said, as she guided hishand in afirst vertica
gtroke. “It will be aspecia name, aname of power, for when you are agrown man, and it will be—"

“Hisname shdl be Airleas, which meansapledge,” Dond interrupted softly, hisfree hand touching
Alyce sjudt as she was arting to form another letter besidesan A.

In an instant of bewilderment, Alycefdt her hand moving into the second stroke of the A asif that were
the letter she had intended dl dong, her voice picking up where it had left off, only with Dond’ swords.

“Y our name shdl be Airleas, which meansapledge.” Her hand, with the boy’ senfolded init, finished the
A and swept into the |, the R. “A pledgeisapromise. So this name meansthat you are to keep your
promise to do good things and to help the king.”

TheL and the E flowed off her quill and swept on into the second A, thefina S.

“Airleass” shesaid again, as shelaid the quill across the back of the table and wondered what had
become of the name she had chosen. “ Air-le-us. Say it for me.”

“Air-le-us,” the boy parroted.

“Which means?’

“A promise”

“That' sexactly right. A promise or apledge. Airless”

She picked up the parchment and blew on theink to finish drying it, then laid it in the little earthen bowl.
Almogt, she could not remember that there had ever been another name besides Airleas. She wondered,
asthelast memory of that other name faded, just what the king had done to her, and why—though she
could not bring hersdlf to resent it. Already, Dond’ s hand had closed around the hilt of the little dagger,
now held it braced againgt the snowy table covering. The blade flashed candldight oncein Alaric’ seyes,
catching and holding hisfascinated attention.



Alyce drew adeep breath, suspecting that Donal had done that intentionally, not feding further words
necessary. Almost absently, she pressed her forefinger to the dagger’ s point until it drew blood, let a
drop fall on the parchment they had just inscribed.

Alaric watched the process gravely, not hesitating when Dond turned the blade dightly toward him. He
pushed his smaller fingertip onto the point without flinching, gave no sign of pain or fear asthe blood
welled. Without prompting, he himsdlf touched thefirst glistening droplet to the parchment before
popping hiswounded finger into hismouth.

AsVerahad done, Alyce then produced one of Kenneth's hairsto sed the naming, affixing it to the
parchment with wax from Alaric’s candle. But when she would have passed the candleto Alaric for him
to light the parchment, Donal stayed her hand, rising to peer back in Kenneth' sdirection and lift ahand in
summons

“Kenneth, join us, please,” he said softly. “Leave your sword, and come'round theway | came.”

Dutifully Kenneth leaned his sword against the door frame and began circling to the left to flank the circle,
keeping awary eye on the golden shimmer at hisright shoulder. As he came, Dona moved to the east
and picked up the sword laid across the threshold, saluted the east, cut a new gate before the dtar. He
lifted the blade in challenge just as Kenneth cameinto the gateway, bringing him to an abrupt halt with
ged againg his breastbone and empty hands hdf lifting, their gaze locking aong the length of shining
ded.

“Know that no deception is possiblewithinthiscircle” the king said quietly, then lifted hisbladein
permission and salute, reversed it to shift to his other hand, grasping it under the quillons. “Now enter in

peace.

Vishbly bracing himsdf, Kenneth took the hand that Dond extended and passed through the gateway,
waiting as the king resedled the gate and laid the sword across the threshold. Alyce had been watching all
of it, and beckoned for her husband to join her on Alaric’ sright as the king sank down on the | eft.

“Y ou have seen how the children were sedled to their Naming,” Dond said quietly to Kenneth, taking up
the dagger. “For asmple Naming, your hair was sufficient to link you to your son, but the work
eventualy required of Alaric will be anything but smple, and it may bethat he will need your assistance.
Such assistance requires abond of blood—but only adrop,” he added with afaint smile, handing the
dagger to Kenneth. “1 would have you in my service long after tonight.”

At hisnod of reassurance—and Alyce s—Kenneth briskly nicked afingertip with the blade and smudged
his blood on the parchment beside hers and Alaric’s. But when he handed the dagger back to Dondl,
offering it hilt-firgt, the king turned its point againgt his own thumb, not flinching as the blade bit and roya
blood welled around it, dripping onto the parchment. When he had set aside the blade, briefly sucking at
hiswound, hetook Alaric’ stwo handsin hisand fixed him with his grey Hadane gaze.

“Alaric Anthony Morgan, Airleas, be thou my son aswell astheirs,” Dond whispered, gazing deeply into
the boy’ s eyes, “ and be the pledge for Hadane blood, now until forever...And say Amen.”

The boy’ s mouth moved obediently in the response, but his voice was only awhisper, hiseyeswide as
saucers. Smiling, the king kissed him gently on the forehead, then glanced a Alyce and nodded dightly.

Numbly, as though she watched through another’ s eyes, she saw hersdlf putting her son’scandlein his
hand, heard hersdlf tdlling him to light the parchment. Asthe parchment flared hot and bright, burning with
the faint aroma of singed blood, the boy watched in fascination, pupils black asink. Kenneth had
subsided back on his hunkers, eyes closed and head bowed, hands resting easily on histhighswith



fingers splayed, now oblivious to what was taking place.

When the parchment had burned to ash, Alyce dipped her thumb in the residue and traced the crosson
her son’s brow as she sedled his name by word and thought. Then the king was laying his hands on either
gdeof Alaric’shead and delving deep, crowding her out to watch helplesdy as he set hiswill upon the
young mind.

When he had finished, he dlowed Alyce to enfold the boy in her arms again, himsdlf rising to go to the
edge of the circle where the sword lay across the threshold. Kenneth had lifted his head asthe king rose,
aware once again, and watched him cut the doorway to the east and gesture for Alyce to proceed.

Not speaking, Alyce put her son’s candlein hishand and led him to the threshold, gently nudging him to
go through. The boy went fearlessy up the three steps to place his candle beside that of hisyounger
cousin. When he had returned to his mother’ sarms, a pleased grin on hisface, he melted into her
embrace and laid his head on her shoulder, adeep in one softly exhaled breath.

Wordless with wonder, Alyce sank into asitting position with her son cradled in her 1ap, taking comfort
inthe circle of Kenneth's arm, watching asthe king laid the sword across the open doorway and came to
crouch before them. She could not bring hersdlf to question what he had done, or even to offer comment.
She knew only that what had occurred had felt right, if unexpected, and that hewasfully her matchin all
that they had done together that night.

“I will come again when heis older, to complete the binding,” the king said quietly. “1t isnot necessary
for you to understand all aspects of what has occurred tonight; only that | have donewhat | felt
necessary. He will have suffered no harm.

“Of course, you will speak of thisto no one,” he went on, eyeing both of them. “Not even to one
another—nor, Alyce, to your sigter.”

She nodded, not daring to speak, as he glanced back at the sword across the gateway, then returned his
piercing gaze to her and Kenneth and the child degping on her shoulder, while getting dowly to hisfeet.

“Guard him well, my faithful friends” he said inalow voice. “And know that you have aking' s gratitude
for your loveand loya service”

For amoment, as he stood there silhouetted against the candles &t the dltar, it was as though he drew
their glow around him like amantle, enveloping the four of them. But then the grey eyes shuttered, and
the moment was past. With adight bow, he turned and moved back to the eastern quarter to pick up the
sword.

SHE little remembered closing the circle, or putting the deeping Alaric to bed, or returning to her
chamber with Kenneth, just as she was unable, the next morning, to recall many details of the night’s
work. She knew that the king had come into the chapel, that the two of them had Named Alaric by a
name she had not chosen—and her beloved Kenneth had played an unexpected part. But the whole
affair had taken on adreamy, unreal quaity that increased with each passing day—and Kenneth, for his
part, said nothing.

It was not for want of wondering. Kenneth remembered that night, perhaps more clearly than Alyce,
though he understood far less. When, afew days|ater, a courier arrived with asummons back to
Rhemuth and duty, he brought the order to Alyce, where she was dozing in the dappled shade of the
garden, near to the little chapel . Alaric was down for anap, as were Duncan and Kevin, and Verahad



gone hunting with her husband and severd of their retainers and their wives.

“Unwelcome news, I'm afraid,” he said without preamble, showing her the document with the king’'s sedl
as he cameto kiss her on the forehead. “I’'m commanded back to court. Not merely summoned, mind
you, but ‘commanded.” He' s given no specific reason, but it can't betrivia. He knows | had hoped to
stay longer, perhaps even through the New Y ear. But it may be some weeks before | can return. And if
the wesather isbad...”

She did her best to hide her disappointment as she took the missive from him and quickly scanned it, but
Kenneth knew. But he did not anticipate her next words.

“Perhaps| should go back to Morganhall for my lying-in, then,” she said matter-of-factly, looking up at
him from under long lashes. “ The summer heet is past, and ' tisfar closer to Rhemuth—and much less gpt
to be snowed in. And | should very much like to have you at my side when our daughter isborn.”

“And | should liketo bethere,” Kenneth replied. “Do you think that VVerawould come there to be with
you?”

“I don’t seewhy not,” she answered. “’ Twould be easier for her and Jared, aswdll, especidly if Jared is
a so cdled to court—which could well happen, since you have been caled. They would like another
baby, you know—and that’ s rather difficult if they hardly see one another.”

“Thereisthat,” Kenneth agreed. “But Culdi islarger, and far more comfortable.”

“But not as close to Rhemuth, and you,” Alyce countered. “Morganhdl will befine. And your ssterswill
be thrilled to have anew baby to coo over.”

Heinclined hishead in agreement. “I’ll not argue that.”

“Then, it ssettled,” she said.

K ENNETH dared not delay to travel with them, for the king seemed to require his presence
urgently—and, in fact, had summoned Jared aswell, by means of another courier who arrived later that
evening.

“Y ou have no ideawhat thisis about?’ Jared asked him, handing him his own summons.

Kenneth shook his head. “None whatsoever. But Alyce had aready asked whether Veraand your boys
might accompany them to Morganhall. There’sroom—just. And it sfar closer. Y ou could see your wife
more often,” he added with ady grin. “1 know you'd like another bairn.”

Jared’ ssmile spoke volumes. “I’ll not deny that,” he said, “though it isn't for want of trying.”

“WEéll, you can try more often, if your wifeisa Morganhdl,” Kenneth retorted. “ Shall | writeto my
gders and tdl them the ladies are coming?’

“Do,” Jared agreed. “ Better yet, we can stop there on our way back to Rhemuth and tell them in person.
Thewomen can follow by easier gages. And I [l have extra provisions sent aswell. They’ [l have more
mouthsto feed.”

Kenneth inclined his head in thanks. “My sisterswill be grateful ”



H E and Jared | eft the next morning, charging Trevor and Llion with the task of moving their wivesand
sons by dow stages. On reflection, Jared offered the use of his coach—which Kenneth gladly accepted.
It was a ponderous thing, but easier and safer than travel by litter, with Alyce now seven months gone.

“And Lady Alyceisnot to travel by any other means save the coach, no matter how she might protest,”
Kenneth told the two knights, “with plenty of pillows and featherbedsto cushion her.”

“Kenneth, | amnot ill!” Alyce protested. “1 am smply pregnant.”

“Yes, and you are carrying a precious burden: our daughter,” Kenneth replied coolly, though he smiled as
he sad it, ahand lightly skimming her abdomen. “Trevor, you have your orders”

“Aye, m’lord,” Trevor sadd withagrin.

Alyce made amoue at her husband, but then she twined her arms around his neck and drew him down
for akiss before heading off to begin packing for the journey.

T HE digtaff-haves of the two familieswere resettled at Morganhal by the middle of October, much to
the delight of Kenneth’ stwo sisters—and with the gpprova of Alaric, Duncan, and Kevin aswell, for
there were other children to play with, and more houndsto induct Alaric’s new puppy into the canine
mysteries. Claara, the younger of the ssters, had been widowed young, and had a daughter and
granddaughter staying with her until the spring. Little Clarice was nearly four, dightly younger than Alaric,
and asfull of mischief asany child Alyce had ever seen.

By contrast, Kenneth’ s other sister, Delphine, the elder of the pair, had never married, but she adored
her nieces and nephews, and was delighted to have the extra company through the end of the year,
especidly with the promise of additiond provisonsto feed them dl. It was Delphine who ran the
Morganhd| estate on her brother’ s behalf—and usualy turned a profit.

Shewas ds0, it soon emerged, an accomplished poet, and soon had enlisted Alyce' s servicesin copying
out asmal collection of her poems as a Chrismas gift for her brother. The familiar work set Alyceto
remembering the days she and Zoé had spent together in the scriptorium at Arc-en-Ciel, and the
illuminated book the two of them later had crafted for the king for another Christmas, now severd years

past.

Shewroteto Zoé shortly after her arrival a Morganhall, informing her of the move down from Culdi and
her scrivening project, and inquiring after Zo& s new pregnancy, for her heart-sster was dueto ddliver
early inthe new year.

“I wish Zoé could be with us,” she said wistfully to Vera, asthe two of them sat in asheltered patch of
sunshinein acorner of the stable yard and watched their sons romping with the new puppy. Farther off,
Llion groomed Cockleburr and prepared for aride. “ Perhgps next summer | shdl take Alaric to Cynfyn
for afew months; you could join us, if Jared agreed. Little Kailan will be walking by then. And maybe
he' |l have ababy brother.”

Verasmiled and nodded, basking in the sunshine and inhaing deeply of the musky stable-scent and the
tang of autumn leaves burning in the nearby garden.

“It might be possible,” shereplied. “1t would certainly be pleasant. Maybe | will...”

In that moment, as the two sisters sat in the autumn sun and dreamed of the future, dl things seemed
possible.



Chapter 19

“Whom, being hisfirstborn, he nourisheth with discipline,
and giving him thelight of hislove doth not forsake him.”

—ECCLESIASTICUS 17:18

T HE work on Delphine Morgan’ s manuscript occupied much of Alyce stimein the weeks that
followed, as her pregnancy advanced and sitting became preferable to more strenuous exertion. She was
obliged to hadtily put the manuscript aside, however, when her husband paid her asurprisevidt latein
October.

“I think our daughter may arrive early,” shetold him, later that night, as shelay contentedly in the curve of
hisarm after aday spent watching him interact with their son. “ Sheis certainly very active. Here, fed.”
Shetook his hand and placed it on her abdomen so he could fedl the baby moving.

“Maybe you miscaculated,” Kenneth said, though adelighted grin creased hisface at thistangible
evidence of the new life hiswifewas carrying.

“It'spossible. I had thought she might be born around Christmas, but now....”

“So long as she and you are healthy,” Kenneth said happily. “And | will try to be herefor the birth.
Incidentally, | had aletter from Jovett last week, tucked in with more official correspondence from
Cynfyn. Hetells methat both Kailan and Zoé are getting bigger by the day, and she says she thinksthe
new baby is determined to kick out her ribs. They both seem certain that it will be another boy. Could
they redly know that?’

Alyce shrugged, smiling. “1 knew; but Zoéisn't Deryni. Heaven knows whether Jovett hasthe skill. Men
usually don't, since they don't bear. Now, if Séwereto put hismindtoit...”

“Istha an Anviller talent? Determining the sex of babies?” Kenneth asked, grinning.
“I doubt it,” Alycereplied, “though they are very talented. | don’t suppose you' ve heard from him?”’

Kenneth shook hishead. “I had thought he might make an gppearance in June, for Prince Brion’s coming
of age. It'sthe sort of thing that his order tends to keep track of. But | suppose he was otherwise
occupied.”

“And Brion—is he dill on his progress?’ she asked.

“Aye, but they should be heading south any time now. The wesather will turn very soon. Thelast | heard,
they were up in Claibourne.”

“Duke Ewan probably has him out hunting,” she replied, snuggling closer to hisside. “He |l probably
catch his death of cold. The queen told me once that Haldane maes are about the most stubborn menin
al of creation, and she long ago despaired of making them dress sengbly or come indoors when the
westher isfoul!”

“They do lovether hunting,” Kenneth agreed. “In Brion's case, though, | can hardly blame him. Duke
Richard' slast letter said that the new mareis absolutely sensationd in the hunting field. Brion couldn’t be
more pleased. It seemsthat Oisin Adair’ sreputation iswell deserved.”

“Soit seems,” Alyce agreed, shifting to ease her back. “In the spring, after I'm more of asizeto consider
getting on ahorse again, perhaps you might have him look for anice Llanner mare for me. And it won't



be long before Alaric will need a proper pony: something gentle and reliable. There' sonly so much he
can do with Cockleburr, though Llion swearsthat horse treats the boy like he was made of glass.”

“I'll mention your concernsto Magter Oisin the next time | seehim,” Kenneth agreed. “And | think Il
see about getting Llion a better mount aswell. | should' ve done it months ago. Cockleburr redly is about
ready for honorable retirement.”

“So long as you keep him around for Alaric' ssake,” Alycereplied. “He s ill worth hiskeegp—afine old
beast for abeginning rider.”

“I promise you he shall have aplace with usfor therest of hislife,” Kenneth agreed deepily.

K ENNETH stayed only two days before returning to the capita, for he had no leave to remain longer.

A letter from Zoé arrived two days after his departure, though it mostly confirmed news that Kenneth had
aready shared with Alyce. It did, however, include aquick sketch of an emaciated lion chewing on the
tall of avery fat squirrd, aluding to the teasing artistic assessments the two of them had made regarding
one another’ swork during the many hours they had shared in the scriptorium a Arc-en-Cidl.

Alycewrote back that very day, reporting her progress on Delphine Morgan’ s scrivening
project—nearly complete—and adding her own, less competent drawing of avery fat lion with severa
squirrels talsinitsteeth.

| wish you were here, she added in a postscript. We could compare fat bellies, and our babies could
have kicking contests to see which one bruises its mother’ sinnards the most! Y our A.

The wesather turned the next day, but Alyce sent the letter off by courier nonetheless. With luck, Zoé
would have it by mid-November. Another day saw Delphine' s project completed.

“Andingoodtime” shetold her hushand ssister by the fire that night, as she watched Delphine turn the
pages and admire the fine caligraphy and embelished capitals. “I shan't be comfortable bent over a
writing desk again until after thisbaby isborn!”

“Thisisbeautiful, Alyce,” Delphine murmured. “ Thank you so much. | know Kenneth will be pleased.”

It was early in November, only afew days later, when late-night visitors clattered into the yard at
Morganhdl, unannounced and unexpected. The night was brittle with cold, and Alyce had been reading
by thefirein her bed-chamber, drowsing over adifficult passage in the writings of Pharailde ni
Padramos—a gift from her husband on hislast visit. Shelooked up at an urgent knock on her door,
somewhat sartled when Sir Llion then dipped insde without waiting for permission.

“Llion?" she said somewhat reproachfully, drawing afur-lined robe more closdy around her shoulders,
for shewasin her night shift.

“Ridersintheyard, my lady,” he murmured bresthlessy, hiseyeswide and awed. “1t'sLord Kenneth,
with three others. I—I think one of them may be the king!”

At once Alyce put aside her manuscript and rose, one hand drawing the outer robe more protectively
over her pregnant belly as she did her feet into fleece-lined dippers. Her hair was braided for the night,
its heavy plait spilling over one shoulder.

“ Something has happened,” she murmured, haf to hersdlf. “ Go attend them. I’ Il be down directly.”



The young knight dipped his chin in agreement and withdrew, but before Alyce could do more than dip
her armsinto the deeve-dits of the outer robe, her mind racing over conjectures about the reason for
another royal visit, the door opened again.

She turned to see Kenneth framed in the oak-limned doorway, still cloaked and booted and spurred, a
fur-lined cap in his gloved hands. His handsome face wastaut, devoid of expression.

“Thekingishere,” he said, dlosing the door behind him. “I’ veleft him in my writing room. He's...not
well, Alyce. There' s been atragic accident at Rhemuth. Prince Jathan is dead.”

“Jathan?” She sank back onto her chair. “ Dear God, he can’t be. What happened?’

Shaking his head, looking near to collgpse himsdlf, Kenneth braced one arm aong the mantd, fingering
the cap in his other hand.

“He had begged for apony for hisbirthday, but Dond said he wastoo young.” He sighed heavily, closing
his eyes, not wanting to remember.

“But Jathan was headstrong, as you know. A week ago, he went into the stables before dawn. He
saddled the pony that used to be Brion’ s—God knows how!—and took him out into one of the
paddocks aone.”

“But that pony was steady,” Alyce murmured, stunned, * and Jathan is—was—agood rider...”

“Aye, hewas—for afour-year-old,” Kenneth agreed. “But horses are horses, and odd things can spook
them at odd times and for odd causes. No one saw it happen.” He drew himsalf up and made himself
continue.

“A littlelater, when the grooms began their morning duties, one of them noticed the stall door open, and
no pony. More annoyed than worried, he went looking for it.” He shook his head wezrily.

“He soon spotted it grazing on the far side of the paddock, but something looked. ..wrong. When he
went to investigate, he found the saddle dipped under the pony’ s belly and—and Jathan....with hisfoot
caught inthe off dirrup.”

A sob caught in Alyce sthroat as she closed her eyes, shaking her head. “ Dear God,” she whispered.

“He...must have been dragged for some distance,” Kenneth went on reluctantly. “And kicked...severd
times. Hewas il dive when they found him, but he—died in the queen’ sarms ashort time later. The
entire court is stunned.” He shook his head again.

“They buried Jathan two days ago, beside Prince Blaine. Brion istill on progressin the north, and has
not yet been located. Dondl isdistraught. | think hisheart is broken. But he inssted on coming here
tonight. | believe he meansto finish what he started at Culdi.”

“Dear, merciful Lady, | cannot imagine what heis suffering,” Alyce murmured through her tears. “To lose
asecond child so quickly—it ishardly three years since Blaine...And Jathan was so young, nearly the
sameageasAlaic.”

Kenneth gave agiff nod, acutely aware of the precariousness of life.
“It'sAlaric he scometo see” he said quietly. “But he'sasked to seeyou firdt. | told him I’d send you.”

“Will you not comewith me?’



Kenneth' s footsteps were as gentle as his voice and his touch as he came and took her handsin his,
kissed the padmstenderly. “ Not thistime, my dear. Go to him. I'll wait by Alaric’ sdoor.”

Wordlessy she hodded and squeezed his hand, letting him hel p her drape an additiona shawl over her
fur-lined over-robe but keeping her face averted so he would not see her tears. But by the time she had
descended the tower stair and crossed the rush-strewn great hall, her eyes were dry and she had
composed hersdf to meet the man who waited.

She rapped lightly on the door to the writing room and entered without waiting for aresponse, securing
the latch before she turned to look for him. She could see an unfamiliar hat hooked over one of thefinids
of Kenneth’ sfavorite chair, which was angled to face the blazing fireplace. She stifled aquick gasp of
shock as he stood and turned to face her, leaning heavily on awaking staff.

Even prepared to see him grief-stricken and distraught, she had not expected this. The puissant king who
had come to them only weeks before, still powerful and strong, had been replaced by a haggard shadow
of that man. His black riding leathers hung loosely on his stooped frame, aheavy dagger on hisbelt
pulling dmost painfully at his shrunken waist. His hair and beard had gone nearly dl to grey, ashad his
complexion, and hisface was lined by creases and wrinkles that had been mere hints of laughter before.

His eyes had changed the least: till grey and clear, but more world-weary now, with a starker shadow of
grief in their depths. His hands were white-knuckled on the carved staff he had used to get to hisfest, but
he managed a reassuring smile as he extended one hand for hers and merely clasped it tightly.

“So, weare quitethe pair,” theking said softly. “I, pining for yet another lost son, and you, blossoming
with the promise of new life yet to be born.”

She attempted a brief, wan smile, but could not gainsay his observation.
“Sire, | am so sorry to hear of your loss,” she murmured.

“Aye. Three sonshave | lost now.” He released her hand and sank back into his chair, looking, if
possible, even more ashen. “ This string of sorrows underlines my mortaity, and makesit dl the more
urgent that you and | complete our final work. Where isthe boy?’

“Heisdeeping just now,” shereplied, alittle sunned a hisurgency. “Kenneth and | will bring himina
few minutes. [—Sire, you do not look well. Forgive mefor saying o, but you make me fear that your
need for him might come sooner than ether of us had hoped. Isthere something | should know?”

He looked away, not answering, then leaned his staff in the crook of hisarm and beckoned her closer,
again taking one of her hands as she kndlt beside the chair. His eyes sought hers urgently as he searched
for hisnext words.

“Alyce, can you forgive mefor what I’ ve done to you and Kenneth and the boy? God help me, if | could
have seen some other way, | would have taken it—I tried to—but even | have not been wholly free of
choice. | suppose it comes with the crown. Perhaps our children will be more fortunate.”

She glanced at their clasped hands, sharing his sorrow.
“I did not think the King of Gwynedd subject to any other’s choices.”
“Heis” Dond whispered, hiseyesclosing briefly, asif in pain. “ God help him, heis”

“And what of Prince Brion,” she said softly, unsettled alittle by hisdistress. “Is he ready for what isto
come? Will he be able to stand in your place when—when you are gone?’



“Aswdl asany king of tender years, and better than most. But that iswhy | have come to you tonight,
Alyce to make provisons againg that day.”

“God grant that it may be long in coming, then,” she murmured. “ Alaric is o young. Surdly there were
others of Deryni blood who could have served you just as well, who have the years dready to work the
Hadane magic for your heir.”

“There was another, asyou know,” Dond said softly, barely breathing the words. “ By now, he would
have been very nearly old enough—but he died.”

“I do know, Sire,” she whispered, declining to mention the murdered Krispin’s name. “But...could you
not enlist the services of some other Deryni?’ she ventured, after abeat. “ Sir Morian, perhaps. Heis said
to have served you well in Meara—or so | had heard. Kenneth hastold me of his usefulness.”

“Not for this” theking murmured.

Trembling, he pulled her hand closer to clasp it between both of hisand pressit to hisheart, gazing
beyond her into aream where redity was different and children were not called to do an adult’ swork.
Rarely had she felt so at peace and so protected, though reason told her that the feeling wasillusory.

They remained that way for several seconds before he eased his caress of her hand to stare down at her
again. Hiseyeshdd her immobile as she gazed up a him, her heart pounding as though it might burst
from her breast, and she could not seem to move, knew herself to be completely at hiswill.

But then he blinked and shook his head ever so dightly, leaned down instead to kiss her hand. Shefdt a
congtriction rising in her throat as he released her and turned hisface away, but she forced herself to push
it down as she aso pushed hersalf ponderoudly to her feet. When he did not speak for several seconds,
she cleared her throat expectantly.

“Shal | bring him now, Sire?” she asked softly.
“Pleasedo.”

She heard him settling back into the chair as she fled the room.

K ENNETH waswaiting for her at the top of the landing as he had promised, compassion in the
sea-grey eyes as he dipped an arm around her thickened waist and accompanied her into their son's
room, where she summoned handfireto light their way. Alaric stirred in his degp asthey approached his
cot, smiling alittle as he dreamed. Hisfine golden hair wastouded and alittle damp whereit curled
againg hisneck, hisface angelic in dumber. Alyce bent and kissed his cheek tenderly, then took a
candlestick from beside his bed and passed ahand over thewick, flaring it to life even as she quenched
her handfire.

The boy stirred again and opened his eyes as she gazed down at him, Kenneth at her sde. Helooked a
little bewildered, and started to make alittle whimpering noise, but Alyce held onefinger to her lipsand
shook her head as her husband pulled back the blankets and gathered him up with areassuring hug. At

that, Alaric yawned deepily and ground a chubby fist againgt his eyes, one arm going around Kenneth's
neck as he was carried from the nursery in his nightshirt, bare legs dangling. Alyce did not take her eyes
from him as she picked up one of the blankets and followed with the candle to light their way.

In the writing room, the king was gtill sested before thefire, his carved staff cradled in the crook of his
arm. He amiled faintly and gave anod of approva as Kenneth set the boy on hisfeet to face him. Alaric



seemed bewildered at first, and looked questioningly to his mother as she locked the door and made a
dight curtsy beforetaking aplace a theking' sright.

“Good evening, Alaric,” theking said.

At the boy’ slook of uncertainty, Kenneth crouched down beside his son, onearm around himin
reassurance.

“Alaric, you remember the king,” he prompted, directing the boy’ s attention to the seated man. “What
duty do you oweto HisMagesty?’

At once the boy drew himsdlf to attention and made the king a grave and correct bow as he had been
taught. In return, the king gave him areassuring smile and held out hisright hand, silver flashing at his
wrigt as heturned his pam up. Alaric smiled, too, ashelaid hissmall hand inthe king' s great, scarred
onein perfect trust, grey eyes searching grey.

“Come and sit beside me, boy. | want to show you something,” Dond said, patting the chair and then
helping Alaric scramble to aseat hdf in hislap and half supported by the carved chair arms.

The boy squirmed alittle as he settled into the circle of the king’sarms, for the royal lap was bony, and
the roya belt bristled with adult accoutrements of infiniteinterest to asmal child. He started to touch one
careful, stubby finger to the greet jewd in the hilt of the king’ s dagger, but Alyce reached out and
touched hisforehead lightly, extending control. He subsided at once, settling back in the roya embraceto
turn awed, attentive eyes on the king.

Smiling, Dond reached around the boy and removed awide slver brace et-cuff from underneeth hisright
deeve. A handspan wide, its only adornment besides the mirror-polish of the metd itself wasan angular,
sylized pattern of running lions, their legs and tailsintertwined. Dona breathed severd times upon the
dlver, then buffed it againgt the fur lining of hisleather cloak. As he displayed it then between the thumbs
and fingertips of both hands, Alaric within the circle of hisarms, the polished metd flashed firdight into
the boy’ s fascinated eyes.

“Alaric, thisisavery specid bracdet,” Dona said. “I doubt you'll ever see another likeit.”

Curious, the boy craned his neck for a better ook as the king turned the bracelet to show him the three
runes engraved indde. Alyce could see him trying to make sense of the symbols, and sensed his
frustration as he discovered that they were not the letters that his mother and Father Anselm had taught
him. Abruptly she redlized that Dond had sensed it, too; knew his faint amusement as he caught her eyes
inapiercing glancefor just an instant before laying afingernall under thefirst Sgil.

“One,” theking murmured.

Alaric went briefly rigid, eydidsfluttering, before his eyesrolled upward and he did into profound
dumber, dumping bondesdy against the king’ s chest. Kenneth, who had withdrawn to watch from nearer
the fireplace, gasped and took an involuntary step closer, but faltered when Alyce shook her head and
half raised ahand to stop him. As he paused, caught between concern and indecison, Dond laid his
open hand across the boy’ s closed eyes and murmured afew words, which even Alyce could not hear.
Power gdlittered in the fog-grey eyesthen, as helooked up and ensnared Kenneth' s attention in an
irresgible binding.

“Kenneth, you look like you could usearest,” he said softly. “Have a seat.”

Instantly obedient, Kenneth backed up a step and sank down on asmall stool near the hearth,



completely focused on the king' s every flicker of movement. Watching him, Alyce thought she knew now
how Dond had gotten past her husband that night of Alaric’s Naming.

“Now havealittle deep,” the king went on, not bothering to watch further as Kenneth's eyes closed and
his chin sank to his chest.

Swallowing, Alyce returned her attention to Dond and heavily lowered hersalf to her knees, beside his
chair. Shefet hiseyes upon her as she tucked the blanket she had brought around her son, expecting
only to lend assstance in establishing the necessary link with her son. But at once she sensed theking's
mind reaching out to hers aswell, probing, insnuating itself into her consciousness and beyond.

Compliant, adapting, she let hersdf relax into that profound trance state he required for what must be
done, letting him guide in setting the compulsons that must wait and germinate in Alaric’ syoung mind,
until it should become time for Brion to come into the full knowledge of hisfather’ svast powers—and
timefor Alaric to facilitate that coming.

And there was more that she had not expected, for Dona next turned the rapier force of hiswill upon
her, laying one of hishands over one of hers and drawing her deeper into trance. Already poised at the
edge of consciousness, she suddenly knew herself to be yet another tool in Dona’ swidlding. As he drew
her into adeeper reservoir of power than she had ever sensed was possible, she lost consciousness of

anythinga ...

Somelittle while later she became aware that her knees were numb from knedling, that her head
throbbed from her exertions, that Dond had withdrawn from their contact, finishing whatever it was he
had set out to do. She opened her eyesto see him replacing the silver bracelet on hiswrist, watched him
pressabrief, fervent kissto Alaric’ s temple where the pul se throbbed.

“I have taken theliberty of setting a second set of ingtructions—in you,” he said quietly, glancing at her
sgddong. “If Alaricis4till young when | die, you will have the ability and knowledge to help Brion to his
Haldane powers—though, once | set the block, you'll remember none of thisunlessthereisaneed. |
hope you do not think tooill of me.”

“Y ou have empowered me with the Haldane triggers?’ she breathed, wide-eyed.

“You yoursdlf said it, my dear,” hereplied, smiling faintly. “It will be severd yearsbefore Alaricisold
enough to do what is needful. In the meantime, my son may need aDeryni to assst him: onewhom | may
trust implicitly. | have delegated that function to you. God willing, you shdl never be caled upon to
exerciseit.”

Therevelation |eft her feding numb and dmost violated as Dond turned the focus of his attention away
from her. As he gestured vaguely toward her nodding hushand, Kenneth stirred and yawned and came
to, blinking inthefirdight.

Theroya hand was on her arm then, helping her to her feet. Memory of the specifics of their working
fled even as sherose. Still alittle disoriented, she half-sat on one arm of Dond’ s chair, easing the smal of
her back with both hands as the king shifted her deeping son to wrap the blanket more closdly around
him and raised his eyesto Kenneth's.

“Y ou may take the boy back to bed now,” he rasped in avoice that reflected dl the weariness and grief
of the past week. “All has been donethat is needful. He will deep until morning, after what we have just
done. And while | shall not require you to forget what you may have seen and heard tonight, you will not
speak of it, saveto Alyce. Go now.”



Kenneth nodded and got gtiffly to hisfeet, hisage, too, showing in his movements. Tenderly he gathered
his deeping son into hisarms, pausing so that Alyce could brush her lips against the boy’ sforehead as
she, too, rose.

Then he was gone, and the boy with him. Asthe door closed, Donal sighed and aso got to hisfeet,
leaning heavily on his s&ff as hiseyes sought hers.

“I do not know when we shall see one another again,” he said softly. “ All has been done asit must be.
Brionisaready prepared, and now Alaric, and both will be ready when it comes time for them to work
together. Nor will ether of them be haunted by any knowledge of their roles until that time comes.” He
paused for just an ingtant, cocking his head. “Have you any regrets?’

Shereturned his gaze, findly without apprehension, and found that, indeed, she had none.

“No, Sire. No regrets. Duty is not aways easy to bear, but | think we were both obliged to accept, a
long time ago, that we must make the best of what our circumstances have decreed. | am honored to
have been of serviceto you and your son.”

“Alyce, the honor isdl mine, for you have served my son in ways you could never have dreamed,” he
answered, moving closer to awkwardly take her in hisarms.

He pressed hislipsto her forehead in something like akiss, then buried hisfacein her hair and inhaled of
its perfume, smply holding her close for several seconds. She could fed his heart beating, where her
cheek pressed close againgt his chest, and for just an instant it seemed that she had aways belonged
there, safeinthe circle of hisarms.

Then he was pulling back with agasp, the grey eyes haunted by apain that had nothing to do with his
grief over hislost son or the ache of hisweary body. Hardly daring to keep looking at her, he brushed
her jawline with hisfingertips asif to memorizeits curve for dl eternity. Then hetore hiseyes away and
thrust her from him, turning to lurch painfully from the room, leaving her trembling beside her husband's
chair with ahand pressed to her throat to still the sob that threstened to undo them both. She did not try
to stop him, and he did not look back.

Chapter 20

“He shdl not depart out of darkness; the flame shall dry up his branches, and by the breath of his mouth
ghdl hego away.”

—JOB 15:30

K ENNETH was given little opportunity to speak to hiswife afterward, for the king inssted on returning
immediately to Rhemuth. Dona had |ft his queen done with her grief, and Prince Brion might return
homeat any time,

The westher worsened as they rode south. Thefirst snow of the season caught them on a deserted
gretch of road dill severa hours' ride from Rhemuth: icy rain, at first, which quickly changed to deet and
then to dushy snow.

They took shelter when it became clear that thiswas no passing shower or even afast-moving storm,
huddling under the canopy of ancient and venerable trees ranged around a roadside shrineto some
obscure saint; but by then, they were soaked to the skin. Kenneth and one of the guards who had
accompanied them managed to start afire, which gave a least alittle respite from the numbing cold that
settled in the predawn hours; but Dond insisted on resuming their journey at firgt light, in what now had



turned to honest snow.

“He |l catch hisdeath of cold,” the guard officer grumbled under his breath, asthey checked girthsand
prepared to mount up again. “ Sire, will you not at least tarry long enough to dry out?’

“I cannot longer leave the queen donein her grief,” Dond said stubbornly, leading his mount from under
thetrees, irritation edging hisvoice. “ Kenneth, tell thisman that | know what | am doing.”

Forcing awry semblance of asmile, Kenneth said, “Leonard, he does know what he' sdoing. After dl,
heistheking.”

Chuckling despite himself, Dond accepted aleg up from Kenneth and settled in his saddle as the others
mounted aswell.

“Yes, | am,” he agreed. “ And now the king wishesto go home, with al speed.” He sighed and glanced
asde at Kenneth asthey prepared to move out. “ But with Jathan’ s laughter gone,” he murmured, so that
even Kenneth could barely hear, “it will never be the same.”

They rodeinto Rhemuth at mid-morning, shivering in the hard frost that remained in the wake of the
previous night’s snow. The snow itsalf had mostly disappeared under the early morning sun, but that only
|eft their footing muddy and sometimes precarious.

They stopped at the cathedra on the way into the city, where Donal dipped in by a side door and made
hisway down into the crypt, Kenneth accompanying him. The noonday Masswasin progress, the sound
of the sung responses drifting on the chill air dong with the scent of incense and the more pungent smell of
dampness as they descended the sair.

Cap in hand, Kenneth waited in the doorway of the roya vault with his head bowed as the king entered
and shuffled heavily to the yet uninscribed dab that marked Prince Jathan’ sfinal resting place. Fragrant
boughs of evergreen lay atop the dab, aong with abattered toy rabbit made from rough-woven linen and
suffed with wool. The coffin that lay beneath the dab had been pitifully smal, like so many other Haldane
coffinsinterred in the cathedrd crypt, for childhood illness and mishap took their toll among royd children
aswell asthose not so nobly born. Near adozen Haldane children of this generation lay there, not only
the three now logt by Queen Richeldis but the many gtillborn and short-lived infants born to Dond’ sfirst
queen, Dulchesse: pitiful evidence of her dogged but ineffectual attempts to breed aHadane heir.
Dulchesse hersdlf dso lay there, aswell asthetragic Krispin MacAthan.

Awareness of al these dead Haldanes drifted across Kenneth' s recollections as he watched the king
drop heavily to both knees beside the grave of hislatest Haldane bereavement and lay his splayed hands
upon the blank dab, head bowed. After amoment, the king’'s hand moved to clasp the stuffed rabbit toy
and dlutch it to his bosom, shoulders heaving with silent weeping. Having lost children of hisown,
Kenneth tried not to think about what Dona must be enduring as he mourned this newest loss, and tried
especidly not to think of the danger into which he had just alowed his own son to be placed, in service
of the king knedling before him.

Only after severa minutes did the king lift his head and cross himsdlf, heaving himsdlf painfully to hisfeet.
Kenneth wasthere to assst him when he fatered, setting an arm under the king' s elbow to steady him as
he straightened and replaced the stuffed toy amid the evergreen boughs.

“Kenneth, I’ ve lost another of my boys,” the king said in astrangled little voice, shaking hishead asif
denying might reverse the tragedy. “I pray that God will take no more from me. Wasit because of
Krigpin, do you think? IsHe punishing mefor my infidelity?’



“Sire, | am not your confessor,” Kenneth said gently.

“Nay, nay, | know that,” the king replied. He briefly bowed his head into ahand covering his eyes, taking
another deep breath to steady himself.

“Forgiveme,” he murmured after amoment, lifting his head and squaring his shoulders. “We must return
to the cagtle. Brion may have returned by now.” He shook his head. “Hewill be horrified to learn that his
own pony was his brother’ s death.”

“He cannot be blamed for that, Sire,” Kenneth replied. “Brion will know that.”

“Aye, inhismind,” Dond agreed. “But his heart will say otherwise. If | die untimely, Kenneth, you must
be atruefriend to my son. Y ou must make certain that al my sacrifices have not beeninvan.”

“| shdl dowhat | canto serve him, Sire, as shdl my son. Y ou have my word onit.”

B UT Brion had not returned, nor had any of the king’ s outriders been able to locate him precisdly.

“We presumethat heis till somewherein Kheldour,” Tiarndn MacRae told the king, reporting when
Dona had summoned him to the withdrawing chamber at the head of the greet hall. “ He left the Duke of
Claibourne aweek ago. If he headed directly home, he may be in the Rhendall Mountains, caught by
ealy sorms.”

Donal, huddled before the fire with blankets around his shoulders and hot bricks under hisfest, shook his
head and took another gulp of mulled wine, listening despondently while Tiarnan and Jiri organized
additiond partiesto go in search of the missing royd her. Upon hisinitid return from his clandestine visit
to Morganhall with Kenneth, wet and cold from anight on the road, Richeldis had tried to persuade her
husband to take a hot bath and retire to his bed, but the king had stubbornly refused, only conceding to
changeinto dry clothes.

Prince Brion did return, the very next morning, though the king was dozing by the fire when the prince’s
party rode into the castle yard in the middle of another snow shower. No one dared to tell Brion the
terrible news as he and his uncle raced through the great hall and into the king’ swithdrawing chamber,
Kenneth and Tiarnén right behind them. Their brisk, bresthless announcement concerning askirmishin
Eastmarch, ddivered to ajust-awakened king, caused Dond to order fresh horses saddled immediately,
his harness brought, and atroop caled out to accompany him.

“Dond, it isn't necessary,” Duke Richard assured him, countering the command with agesture. He was
nearly as excited as his nephew. “Brion handled the Situation like a seasoned campaigner. Granted, he
had some guidance from his old uncle, but he would have done just aswell if | hadn’t been there.”

“Isthat true?’ Donal asked his son, somewhat taken aback.

Prince Brion grinned, eyes briefly averting in honest modesty as he cast off his damp cloak and flounced
onto astoal closer to thefire. Four monthsin the saddle with his uncle and sampling the fare at some of
the finest tablesin Gwynedd had sparked an adolescent growth spurt, putting muscle and inches on the
gawky fourteen-year-old who had ridden out of Rhemuth in July. The jacket of the crimson riding
leathers donned new at his coming of age amonth before his departure now strained across the shoulders
and fell open down the front, also gone short at the wridts; the leggings he wore were obvioudy

borrowed, for they did not maich. Even hisface had lost much of its boyish contour, the refinement only
enhanced by the fact that he had not cut his hair during his absence, and now woreit tied back at the



nape.

“They were only somerabble, Sre: minor vassals of the Earl of Eastmarch.” Hisvoice had broken, too,
and it was a young man who now spoke, no longer aboy. “But you' [l want to keep an eye on that areain
the future. It appearsthat Rorik of Eastmarch may be getting ideas above his sation.”

“Some of his men were occupying landsin the Arrand valley that rightly belong to Marley,” Richard
explained, dso sitting. “When we showed the roya colors, they pulled back quickly enough. After that,
Brion decided that we ought to pay aquick call on Earl Rorik, so he could remind Rorik in person that
aggression againgt his neighborswould not be tolerated. | do believe that Messire of Eastmarch got the
message.” He glanced sidelong at hisroya nephew and smiled. “Y our son and heir did well, Donal.”

Dona had begun to smile as the story unfolded, and started to give Brion a pleased dunt on the bicep.
But then he remembered the more terrible news weighing on his soul, only temporarily put asdein the
relief that his eldest son was safely returned; for Brion clearly did not yet know of hisyounger brother’s
tragic deeth. Asthe king looked briefly away, grief silling hisexpresson, Kenneth quietly sent Tiarnan on
hisway and closed the door, himsdlf remaining just inside the door and doing his best to become
invisble. Brion'sfacefdll.

“Sire, isit not what you would have wished?’ the prince asked hesitantly.
Stifling asob, Dond beckoned for hisheir to come and Sit beside him. Richard went very ill.

“Donal, what' swrong?’ theroya duke said, for he had finally noticed that Donal, Kenneth, and dl the
court they had seen were in mourning.

“Therewas...an accident while you were away,” Dond said hdtingly. “Brion, your brother Jathan...”
“What' s happened?’ Brion demanded, his face going ashen.

“He sdead,” theking said badly, flinching as Brion recoiled at the news. “He—"

“What happened?’ Brion repested, stedl in hisvoice. “Whoever did this, I'll kill him!”

“Then kill your accursed pony!” Donal blurted. “ For the wretched beast was your brother’ s death!”
“Dond, no!” Richard breathed, horrified, as Brion smply stared at hisfather, aghast.

Trembling, Dona closed his eyes, not wanting to remember but haunted by the image of the bloodied
Jathan, lying motionlessin hismother’ sarms....and dipping awvay. And there had been nothing anyone
could do.

“Y ou know how heloved that pony, how he coveted that pony,” he whispered.

“| was going to giveit to him at Twelfth Night,” Brion managed to choke out, voice cracking, astears
runneled down his cheeks. “ And | was going to teach him how to rideit. How did he—?"

Shaking his head, Dond reached to take his son’ s hand and forced himsdlf to recdl theterrible detalls.

“He went out to the stables early, before the grooms were even up,” he said woodenly. “ Somehow he
managed to saddle the pony, but he didn’t get the girth tight enough. He led it out to the paddock and got
on...and somehow he ended up with hisfoot caught in the off stirrup, and the saddle under the pony’s
belly, and—and—" He shook his head, tears streaming down hisface. “He died in your mother’ sarms.”

Brion wept then, diding to hisknees at hisfather’ sfeet to lay hishead in Dond’ slap and sob, no longer a



confident prince flushed with the success of hisfirst adult mission but agrieving boy who had lost a
brother. Richard, too, was dashing at tears with the back of ahand, for Prince Jathan had been a
beloved nephew. Kenneth, silent witness from his post against the closed door, could only pray that the
three princes would soon find the strength and comfort to dedl with their grief. It was severd minutes
before Brion regained enough compaosure to get shakily to hisfeet, sniffling and wiping at the tearson his
cheeks with both hands as he drew himsdif erect.

“|—I should like to see my brother,” he said to hisfather.
Dond shook his head numbly. “Y ou cannot, son. We buried him six days ago.”
“Y ou buried him?’ Brion repeated, blank incomprehensionin hiseyes.

Donal looked away. “| sent outridersto look for you as soon asit happened,” hereplied, hisvoicealittle
strangled, “but | could not ask your mother to delay overlong. Asit was, wewaited several days.” He
swdlowed noisily. “Helies beside your brother Blaine.”

Brion dowly nodded. “Then | shal goto him,” hesaid quietly. “But first, | must go to my mother. Sir
Kenneth, may | ask you to accompany me?’

Kenneth straightened from his post against the door and bent his head in agreement. “| am yoursto
command, my prince.”

Brion only just recdled his manners enough to give hisfather a perfunctory bow before fleeing through
the door that Kenneth hastily opened. When they had gone, Richard poured a cup of mulled winefor
himsdlf and another for his brother, setting the warm cup in the king’ s hand.

“Should | go with them?’ he asked. “ After he has seen the queen, of course.”

Dond shook his head wearily. “Kenneth is good with helping men ded with their grief. And you have |eft
me with little doubt but that Brionisaman now.”

“Stll,” Richard breethed, “it is hard to lose a brother.”
Dond shrugged, sipping a hiswine. “No harder, surely, than to lose ason.”

“I wouldn't know, on either count,” Richard said. “I do know that | shall lose you some day—if you
don’t lose mefirgt! But asfor sons...Wdll, let usjust say that | should probably find awife before
worry about that.”

Dond leaned back in his chair and drank again, somewhat recovering what composure he till could
summon and smiling faintly. “1 have given youlittle timeto think of that, have I?1’m sorry. | truly do
recommend it, Richard—and fatherhood.”

Richard dso amiled, lifting hiscup in salute, relieved that his brother’ s melancholy seemed to belifting, if
only momentarily. “I shall take you at your word on both counts. Y ou may certainly be proud of your
son. Hetruly did handle the Stuation in Eastmarch with awisdom far beyond hisyears.”

“I am very glad to hear you say that,” Dondl replied. “And I’'m sure the men will be very glad that they
don't haveto go out in thisweather. | must confessthat | wasn't dl that keen, though | would have done
it. If we are very, very fortunate, | think we can breathe asigh of relief now, and mostly relax until the
spring, when time will have eased our grief.”



| T wasanoble aspiration, but one fated not to be obtainable. After a somewhat subdued supper with his
brother and his queen, and indulgence in the hot bath Richeldis had recommended earlier, the king retired
with sufficient determination to tackle severa pieces of important correspondence before making hisway
to the queen’ s bed, where he managed to exercise his conjuga duties with considerable vigor.

Afterward, both he and Richeldis attributed his heated state to the ardor of their coupling, meant to
exorcise some of their grief of the past week.

But it became clear, the next morning, that the heet of the night before was more than passion. He avoke
feverish and achy, with a scratchy throat and the beginnings of arunny nose, al of which got worse asthe
day progressed, though he insisted on keeping to hisusual schedule.

“You vetaken achill, Sre,” Kenneth said reproachfully. “Y ou should wrap up in bed and stay warm.”

“A king hasno timefor that!” the king declared, though the declaration would have carried more weight,
had he not been obliged to wipe at his nose and running eyes with a soggy square of linen.

“Dond, don't beadalt!” Richddistold him later that afternoon, noting his peaked appearance when they
returned to the withdrawing room from hearing the younger children recite their catechism for Fether
Anselm. Brion and Richard were seated at the work table nearer thefire, taking turns dictating a report
to a scribe concerning their actionsin Eastmarch, and Kenneth was bent over severa mapswith Tiarnan
and Jri Redfearn.

“Dond!” the queen repested, tugging a hisarm. “Y ou’ ve overdone, and not taken proper care of
yoursdlf, and now you' ve caught acold. Y ou’ re going to be miserable, whatever you do.”

She did her ams around his neck, leaning closer to whisper as she nuzzled near the Eye of Rom glittering
in hisright earlobe. “Darling, why don’t you come to bed with me?” she whispered. “ Good gracious,
you're burning up! But no matter; we could try to swest it out, the way we did last night, mmm?’

He snorted, both pleased and scandalized that she would speak of it, but dso mindful that they were not
done.

“Perhgps| should retire early,” he said casudly. “ Our son seemsto have handled things well enough
without my presence.”

“Sire, shdl | send for your physician?’ Tiarnan asked.
“No doctors,” Dona sad gruffly. “I'll take supper in my lady’ s chamber, and make an early night of it.”

But though the king did preside briefly at the high tablein the great hdl that evening—an informal medl
always set out for those resident in the castle—he only picked a hisfood. Richeldis did her best to tempt
him—uwith the promise of further romantic daliance aswdl as delicacies sent up from the kitchen, once
they retired, though both had lost their apped as he crawled, shivering, into the queen’ s bed and curled
up beside her.

His condition worsened during the night, and had become full-blown misery by morning. Delegating the
day’ s appointments to Prince Brion and his brother Richard, the king stayed abed and dept for most of
the day, wheezing when he was ad egp and wheezing, sneezing, and coughing when awake. That evening
he did dlow theroya physcian to examine him, but Master Cillian could only recommend alight diet and
plenty of fluids, and herba remediesto hopefully lower hisfever and ease hisaching joints.

All of whichwasof little avail, for his condition declined with each passing day, asincreasing congestion
impaired his breathing and fever fuddied hismind. Hiswiferardly Ieft his Sdein the next week, and



Prince Brion likewise spent hoursin waiting, lest hisfather rally enough to summon him. Kenneth, for his
part, fretted for the king’' s health not only for the sake of Dona himsdlf, and the welfare of the kingdom,
but also for theimpact thisillness might have on Alaric, if the king should fail to recover.

After thefirst few days, the priests began acampaign of prayersfor the king' srecovery, whiletheking's
council uneasily saw to the business of running the kingdom with Duke Richard a the helm and Prince
Brion at hisright hand. At least in public, no one dared to speculate on how things might change under
the direction of anew king only just come of age.

T HE king lingered hardly afortnight, drifting in and out of consciousness but never redlly lucid enough to
convey proper ingructionsto hisheir. He dipped away in the early morning hours of the fourteenth of
November, cradled in the arms of his beloved queen and surrounded by histwo surviving sons, his
half-brother, and most of the members of the roya council, with two archbishops praying for the repose
of hissoul.

“He sgone,” theroyd physician murmured, when afind bregth rattled from Dond’ slips and no more
followed. Asheleaned closer to confirm, then gently closed the king' s eyes, Richeldis gave atiny sob,
turning her head away. Duke Richard drew himself to attention and made afina bow to his dead brother,
then a deeper one to his nephew, who was now become Gwynedd' s sovereign lord at fourteen years of

age.
“Thekingisdead,” Richard said seedily. “Long live the king!”

Looking dazed, the new king bent to kisshissre’ shand afind time, then dipped the Haldane Ring of
Firefrom adack finger, though he did not put it on, only closed it in hisfist, which he then brought to his
chest in salute, head bowed.

The eight-year-old Prince Nigd, now become heir presumptive until his brother should produce an heir,
came next to pay his respects, urged forward by Kenneth, tears trickling down his cheeks as he bent to
kiss hisfather’s cheek. Histwo sisters had said good-bye afew hours before and been taken to their
rooms, though it was doubtful whether they dept. The two archbishops, after approaching to bow deeply
to the slent figure in the queen’ sarms, then withdrew a short distance and knelt in prayer, beginning the
traditiona litany for the dead.

“Requiem aeternam donael, Domine.. . Et lux perpetualucest a.

“Tibi, Domine, commendamus animam famuli tui Dond...” O Lord, we commend to Theethe soul of
Thy servant Dondl, that, having departed from thisworld, he may livewith Thee...

Chapter 21

“Heleft behind him an avenger againg hisenemies,
and one that shall require kindnessto hisfriends.”

—ECCLESIASTICUS 30:6

F EW in Rhemuth Castle dept much in what remained of that night, as scribes began to prepare the
|etters announcing the king' s death and the crown council began drafting preliminary plansfor thelate
king s state funerd. The archbishops, retiring to the cathedra, set in motion a succession of Massesfor
the departed king' s soul and began their own discussions regarding the new king' s coronation. Given the
difficulties of winter trave, it was suggested that the ceremony should coincide with Twelfth Night Court,



hardly six weeks away, when most of those required at a coronation would aready have made plansto
journey to Rhemuth. King and council concurred.

That day, while adegp-deprived new king let himsalf be swept a ong with the endless minutiae of taking
up thereins of government, deftly guided by Duke Richard, the late king' s body was prepared for buria
and laid out in state in the chapel roya, where arota of Haldane lancers was organized to provide a
continuous guard of honor, augmented by additions of knights and other notables.

Meanwhile, the roya apartments were cleared of the late king’ s personal belongings, the dowager queen
moved to the quarterstraditionally reserved for roya widows, adjacent to the roya gardens, and the few
persond items belonging to Prince Brion moved into his new lodgings. It was Lord Kenneth Morgan
who, that first evening after Dond’ s passing, returned to the late king' s gpartments privily to deliver
certain Haldane regdiainto the new king' s keeping.

“Lord Kenneth,” Prince Brion said dully, himsdf answering Kenneth’ s tentative rgp on hisdoor. The
jet-black of hishair and the black of his mourning attire made his pale face appear to hang in midair
againg the semi-darkness in the chamber beyond.

Kenneth glanced past Brion into the obvioudy empty reception chamber, then nodded to the boy. Brion
had dlowed his mother to appropriate the Lorsdli carpet he had received in June, so there waslittle yet in
place to mark the space as his own.

“May | comein, my Liege?’ hesaid quietly.
Not speaking, Brion inclined his head and stepped aside to admit the older man.

“I’ve brought severa specia begquests from your father,” Kenneth said, when the king had closed the
door. “They probably would have cometo you in time, but he wanted to be certain that you understood
the importance of these particular items.” He produced a cloth-wrapped bundle from underneath his
cloak, about the sze of aman’stwo figs. “Shall | show you?’

Somewhat taken aback, Brion gestured vaguely toward asmall table set before the fire, flanked by two
graight-backed chairswith arms. The movement caught firdight in the stones of hisfather’ sring.

“Please,” he murmured, as he moved toward the table, himsdlf settling onto one of the chairs.

“Thank you, Sire.” Kenneth set his bundle on the table and took the other chair, then reached into the
pouch a hiswaist to produce amuch smaller lump of folded fabric.

“I think this may be the more important of the two items,” Kenneth said, unwrapping the lump to disclose
the Eye of Rom, glowing like aburning cod in its cocoon of scarlet velvet. “I don’t think | ever saw your
father without it, in dl theyears| served him.” He gestured toward the more modest hoop of braided
gold wire il affixed in Brion'sright earlobe. “Shall | help you change over?’

Brion's hand had gone to his ear as Kenneth spoke, and he nodded somewhat dazedly, reaching out with
his other hand to not quite touch the Eye of Rom as the older man rose to cometo his other side.

“Thank you,” the young king whispered, as Kenneth bent to the task of opening the hoop. “It did occur
to me, right after he died, that the Eye of Rom now belonged to me. But | thought it might have
seemed...wdl, ghoulish, to just take it from him right then—far different from merely putting on hisring.”

“No, you did theright thing,” Kenneth said quietly. He removed the hoop and put it in Brion’ s hand, then
took the Eye of Rom fromits nest of velvet and carefully threaded its wire through the roya earlobe.
Brion closed his eyes as the deed was done, biting at hislip as Kenneth closed the fastening.



“There, that’ s better,” Kenneth said. So saying, he returned to his chair to begin unwrapping the larger
bundle, containing his smile as the young king exhaded a deep bresth and dared to look a him again,
gingerly touching hisright ear.

“Should |...fed different?” he asked softly.

“I don’'t know,” Kenneth replied truthfully. “1t'smy understanding that my wife will be ableto clarify
many of the questions I’ m sure you must have.” He folded back the last layer of fabric inthelarger
bundleto reved awide silver cuff-bracelet engraved with a pattern of running lionswith their legsand
tallsinterlaced. “When you speak to her, you' |l want to have thiswith you. And that Haldane cloak clasp
that your father awayswore.”

Brion nodded, picking up the bracelet to finger it thoughtfully. He was aready wearing the cloak clasp,
though it was haf-hidden in thefolds of hisfur-lined black cloak. He brushed it with hisfingertips, then
looked up a Kenneth again.

“They have something to do with my father’ s Haldane powers, don’t they?’ he said softly.

Kenneth averted his gaze, for he had been forbidden to speak of the matter—in fact, was not able to
Speak of it.

“I cannot answer that, Sire,” he whispered. “ Please do not ask me, for both our sakes.”

Brion looked questioningly at him, head cocked in consderation. When Kenneth offered nothing more,
the king shrugged and leaned back in hischair.

“Very well. I'll accept that for now.” Heturned the bracelet in his hands again, then clasped it to hisright
wrigt and sighed. “I can hardly believe that heisgone,” he mused doud, glancing at the dancing flamesin
thefireplace, then a Kenneth. “ Somehow, | never imagined that it would redlly happen. Y ou will stay by
me, won't you, Sir Kenneth?’

“Y ou have my word, Sire. | shal never abandon you.”
“Thank you.”

Brion drew another deep, steadying breath, then let it out explosively and sat forward, looking
uncomfortable.

“They’ ve taken him to the chapel roya to liein state until the funeral,” he said then, not meeting
Kenneth’ s gaze. “Will you...come with me to pay my respects—now, when there are only the guards
and maybe afew family members?”’

“Of course, my prince,” Kenneth replied.

T HEY had known there would be aguard of honor, partly drawn from the late king’'s most faithful
retainers, but they had not reckoned on the monks, come up from the cathedra to pray for theking's
peaceful repose. Brion stiffened in the doorway of the chapel with Kenneth at his elbow, taking the
measure of what lay at the other end of the chapel’ s center aide besides hisfather’ s body.

Thefour guards, dl battle-arrayed, stood motionless at the corners of the black-draped catafa que on
which King Dond lay, their eyes averted, gloved hands resting on the quillons of their naked swords. The
body itself wasablur of Haldane crimson, which immediately caught the eye, but even Kenneth could



sense the appraising gaze of the monks turning toward them from the shadows beyond the bier, wherea
dozen of them, white-robed and hooded, knelt with prayer beads dangling from their clasped hands, their
prayers asoft murmur that set the chapd a-hum.

Six tal funerd candlesticks also guarded the bier, three to each sde, the only light in the chapd savefor
the Presence lamp above the tabernacle and the bank of blue votive candles before the statue of the
Virgin. By that bluish light, the white-robed monks looked decidedly sinister, disgpproving.

“Why did they have to be here?’ the young king muttered under his bresth, so that only Kenneth could
hear.

“Surely you cannot have thought that they would not be here, my prince,” Kenneth replied. “The
archbishop will have sent them, asamark of respect.”

Scowling, the new king lingered amoment longer just inside the west door, stedling himself. Then he
pushed back the hood of his cloak and walked briskly down the center aide, Kenneth like a shadow at
hisheds.

The guards remained motionless as Brion approached the bier; the monks ducked their heads over their
prayer beads. Kenneth hung back alittle as the new king paused to bow to the atar and then moved
closer to stand to theright of hisfather’ s bier and bow again, thistime to the dead king.

They had laid Dond out in acrimson mantle of state and an under-robe of white damask, reminiscent of
what he had worn for his coronation, more than twenty years before, with the crown of Gwynedd on his
brow and the Haldane sword laid atop his body, the hands clasped over the hilt. For the first timein
many years, Kenneth thought, he looked at peace.

Much moved, heinclined his head in respect, then blessed himself and bresthed a prayer for theking's
soul. After amoment, Brion bent to gently kiss hisfather’ s cheek, then turned away, grief in hiseyesas
he rgjoined Kenneth and they headed back up the aide.

W ORD of theking' s death took three daysto reach Alyce at Morganhdl, for another early winter sorm
had swept in from the north the day before, burying the hillsin heavy, sticky snow. The courier who
brought Kenneth'’ sl etter was exhausted and half frozen, soaked to the skin, and could barely speak at
firgt, as he dlowed himsdlf to beled to the warmth of the grest fireplacein the hdl. There, while he
waited to put the letter directly into Alyce s hands, he let himself be wrapped in severa dry blankets and
plied with hot mulled ale while he gasped out the first grim news through chattering teeth.

The servant who cameto fetch Alyce was Master Leopold, steward of the manor. He found her in the
solar, where she had been reclining by itsfire beside Veraand Kenneth’ stwo sisters, who were mending
linens. Alaric and Duncan were playing with toy knights and blocks on the hearth, and Kevin was reading
in the stronger light from a nesby window. All four women looked up as he entered, instantly sobered by
his expression.

“Beg pardon, my ladies, but a courier hasjust arrived from Rhemuth.”
“In thisweather?’ Claara started to protest, looking scandalized.

“I fear he' sbrought ill news,” Leopold went on, cutting across her as he locked his gaze on hismaster’s
wife. “Theking hasdied, my lady. Sir Jaska Collinsiswaiting in the hall with aletter from Lord Kenneth.
He says he has ordersto ddliver it only into your hands.”



Alyce had gone very il at the news, and she carefully eased hersdlf to agtting position asVera set
asde her gitching; her ssters-in-law gasped and then began whispering urgently to one another.

“Y ou should have brought him straight up,” Alyce said numbly. “I’ll go to him at once. Did he say when it
happened, or how?’

The steward shook his head. “ Unknown, my lady. He' s half-frozen and exhausted, so I’ ve left him by the
fireto thaw out.”

Nodding, Alyce eased hersdlf to her feet and pulled a shawl more closaly around her shoulders. Now in
thefina weeks of her pregnancy, she moved ponderoudy toward the door, then let the steward precede
her dowly down the gairsto the great hdl. Sir Llion was conversing animatedly with the newcomer, who
rose a once as Alyce entered, clasping his blankets around him with one hand and favoring her with a
quick bow as he produced a sealed square of folded parchment.

“Thank you for coming, Sir Jaska,” she murmured, taking the letter as Sir Llion pulled another chair
closer tothefireand held it while she sat. “I trust that you are thawing somewhat.”

“Aye, m’lady. | am sorry to be the bearer of suchill news.”
“When and how did it happen?’ shereplied, not taking her eyes from him as she broke the letter’ s sedl.

“Threedayspast,” Sir Jaskareplied, Stting again at her gesture. “ Apparently he took a chill about a
fortnight ago, and never really managed to shake it off. They say it went to hislungs, but | think his heart
was broken.”

The remark about taking a chill made her wonder whether Donal’ s secret journey to Morganhall had led
to hisdeath, but it was aso areminder of the sonsthe king had lost, and the €ldest, now become king,
whom he had hoped to keep safe at whatever cost.

“Aye, Prince Jathan’ s death will not have been easy to endure,” she said vaguedly. As she began to skim
the letter for more details, she found hersdlf thinking of Dond’ s other sonswho had died untimely. She
was heartened to learn that Kenneth had aready ensured that Prince Brion took possession of the items
shewould need to sedl his Haldane powers—for it was certain that, now, it would be she and not her
young son who must catalyze what Dond had set in motion for hisheir.

“Do you know what arrangements have been made?’ she asked, when she had finished reading.

Sir Jaska shook hishead. “Not when | |€eft, my lady. What with the weather, | doubt they’ll try to delay
the funerd until word can get out. | doubt many could get there much before Twelfth Night. But I" d guess
that thismeansthey’ Il plan for a Twelfth Night coronation, Since so many aready plan to attend that
court. That'sonly six weeks away, but it’' s adways best to crown ayoung king as soon as possible—just
S0 that no one gets ideas about taking advantage of hisyouth.”

She had reached much the same conclusion regarding the coronation, and for some of the same reasons,
but she reckoned that few would try to take advantage of Brion Haldane once he was crowned. And
cupping ahand over her pregnant belly, she thought she should be safely delivered and ableto travel by
then.

“You're probably right,” she said, glancing at the letter again. “Much as | should like to offer my
condolencesto Prince Brion in person, that obvioudy isn't possible until this baby has arrived. It will be
for my husband to represent the family for now. And by Twelfth Night, I'll be ableto bring Alaric aswell,
to swear fedty with hisfather.” She sighed.



“Make certain you get a couple of good meals and anight’sdeep, Sir Jaska,” shetold the courier. “I’ll
wish to send areply, but it can wait until morning. For now,” she glanced at the eward, “Leopold,
please ask Father Swithun to attend me. We must ask him to say aMassfor the king—both our
departed liege and the one who now is.”

Chapter 22

“And she being with child cried, travailing in birth,
and pained to be delivered.”

—REVELATIONS 12:2

T HE next days stretched into aweek, the week into afortnight, and more. Daily Alyce sought the signs
that might herald her lying-in, but to little avail. Ten days after Kenneth’ sfirst |etter, a second arrived,
with asketchy account of King Dond’ s state funeral and confirming Twelfth Night as the date for King
Brion’ s coronation. A week into December, after several more rounds of |etters, Kenneth himsdlf arrived
from Rhemuth, with greetings from the new king and permission—within reason—to remain a
Morganhadl until Alyce gave birth.

“Y ou must be very near to term,” Kenneth observed, dismissing Xander to visit with Veraand Llion and
the boyswhile he and Alyce sttled by the fire with ajug of mulled de. He had Ieft Trevor in Rhemuth
with theking.

“I certainly hope so!” Alyceretorted. “How isthe king?’

“Asnervousasacat in aroom full of hounds—though he has Duke Richard to look after him, and Jamyl
Arilan has taken on sguiring for him,” Kenneth said. “For my part, | had very nearly reached the end of
my tether in Rhemuth, what with crotchety crown counsdors and irritable bishops. Brion will be thethird
Haldaneking | have served, but | don't remember this much contention when old King Macolm died
and Dona was crowned.” He sipped from his cup, then lifted it dightly in concession.

“Of course, Dona was agrown man then, in hisforties, and | was agreen young knight, and till learning
my trade. | don't suppose this current batch of bureaucratsis any better or any worse. At least Brion
should be safe enough in Rhemuth, until we can get him crowned. I’ m just weary.”

“My poor darling,” Alyce murmured, coming to stand behind his chair and kneed a histaut shoulders.

A little later, when they had supped with the household, and tucked up Alaric, and retired to the privacy
of their bed, Kenneth &t last dared to reveal something of what had gone on privately concerning the new

king.

“I’'m not certain how much he' saware of, regarding whatever it was that Donal did to prepare him,”
Kenneth told her in private, asthey lay curled together in deepy contentment. “I did what | was ordered
to do, but | have no ideawhy; and | certainly couldn’t tell him what | didn’t know.” He cocked his head
a her inthelight of the candle burning besdethebed. “ItisT't a all usud, to confide any of thistoa
human, isit?”

She smiled dreamily, as baffled ashe.

“Dearest heart, | have no ideawhat isusud, especialy when it concerns Haldanes,” shereplied. “None
of thiswas supposed to happen theway it is now unfolding. Krispin should not have died, Dond should
have lived many more years, and we should never have beeninvolved in any of this”



“But weare,” Kenneth said. Sighing, he splayed a hand across her belly, smiling as he felt the baby kick.
“WE re going to have another warrior,” he said, grinning. “Or awarrior-princess,” he amended. “Have
you any ideawhen he or shewill arrive?’

“Shewill arrive when she' sgood and ready,” Alyce retorted, smiling smugly, for she had aready been
ableto touch the tiny mind with hers. “1 had thought to name her Bronwyn Rhetice. Do you approve?’

“Aye, anoble namefor anoblelass,” he agreed. “ There was a Bronwyn among her Morgan ancestors,
ggter to Charlan Kai, who was the faithful companion of King Javan, and died at hissde.”

“And there was a Rhetice who was wife to Corwyn’s second duke,” said Alyce. “ That' swhy | chose
those names. Ourr little lady will have ahigh heritageto live up to.”

“| am certain she shall riseto the challenge,” Kenneth said languidly, laying his head on her breast as one
hand did along the bulge of her belly to stroke the softness of her thighs. “And | think we should do our
best to encourage her arrival as soon as possible, don’t you?” he whispered, as his caresses began to
send ddicious shiversthrough her belly.

H ER contractions began early the next morning, sending atizzy through al of Morganhal as Kenneth's
sgters sent for the midwife and began organizing the birthing chamber, and Verahovered anxioudy. The
midwife came, but judged that her services would not be needed until much later in the day, possibly
evenwell into the night.

Infact, she was unneeded even then, for Alyce' slabor dowed dramatically, not resuming until well into
the next day. When it did resume, her pains were long and hard. VVeraand the two Morgan sisters stayed
with her every minute, seeing to her every need, though they asked Kenneth to leave before the actua
birth. By thetime Alyce ddivered, it was early on the morning of the twelfth of December, and she had
lost agood dedl of blood.

But the predicted girl-child was strong, with alusty set of lungs, and soon was nursing vigoroudy.
Kenneth ingpected the new arrival soon after the women had cleaned up mother and child, and
pronounced his daughter perfect in every way. Later in the afternoon, after Alyce had napped, Kenneth
brought in their son to see hisnew sister. The boy approached in wonder, eyes wide with curiosity,
tiptoeing to the side of the bed where his mother cradled the new babe in her arms.

“Isthat my sster?’ he whispered.

Smiling, Alycetilted the babe so that he could see, and Kenneth lifted him higher, to St on the edge of the
gresat bed.

“Alaric, thisisyour sster, Bronwyn,” he said.

“She'ssolittle” the boy breathed. “If | touch her, will shewake up?’

“I don’'t think s0,” Alycereplied. “ She' shad avery hard birthday. Just be very gentle.”

As she nodded encouragement, Alaric reached out a tentative finger to stroke the baby’ s downy head.
“She'sgot soft hair,” he said, grinning.

“Shehashair just like you had, when you were awee baby,” Alyce replied.



“Can| hold her?’ camethe next question.
“Wdl...” Alyce began.

“Oh, | think we can arrange that,” Kenneth said, glancing at Alyce' s maid as he helped the boy down to
thefloor. “Mélissa, could you bring some pillows over here?’ he asked, pulling aheavy chair with arms
closer to the bed.

Lifting Alaric up to sit on it, he then arranged severa pillows on hislap. The boy craned hisneck to
watch as hisfather gathered up the swaddled infant and brought her over to the chair, carefully setting her
in her big brother’ sarms, resting on the pillows, and knelt down beside them.

“Papa, she' sso little,” the boy breathed, his eyes wide as he glanced up at hisfather. Ashe gently
touched one of thelittle hands, the baby’ s fingers closed around one of his, producing an excited grin.

“I think shelikesme!” he whispered.

“She' syour ssgter,” Kenneth replied, smiling. “ And because you' re the big brother, you must dwaystake
care of her, and keep her safe.”

“I will, Papa, | will!” Alaric sad. “When will she get bigger?’

“Every day,” Kenneth answered. “ And you must help Mama and Melissatake care of her, so that she'll
grow strong and healthy. You'll do that won't you?”

Theboy’ sgrinning nod |eft no doubt that he was more than willing to assume hisfraterna responsbilities.

T WO more days Kenneth remained a Morganhall, before making a quick trip to Rhemuth to check on
the king and report the birth. Though he returned in time to celebrate Bronwyn'’ sfirst Christmas, he found
hiswife less recovered from her confinement than he had hoped.

“I'mfine” sheinssted, as she met him in the hall, though her color was poor, and she had engaged awet
nurse from the village.

“Isshefine?’ Kenneth asked his sgterslater in the afternoon, when Alyce had retired for anap.

Delphine, solid and dependable and dightly older than he, drew him closer to thefire, where Claarawas
playing with one of her grandchildren. Verahad stayed to read in the chamber where Alyce dept, and
Llion had taken Alaric and Duncan outside for arun-around in the garden with Alaric’ s hound-puppy.

“I don’'t know,” Delphine said in alow voice, drawing Kenneth to a seet alittle apart from her sster.
“Claarasaysit isnothing, but I am frankly worried. | fear it may be the milk fever, though she denies she
has any of the symptoms. She did lose alot of blood. She does not rest enough. She pushes herself too
fast, but sheis determined that she must be strong enough to travel to the coronation. Can you not make
her see some sense?’

Kenneth Sghed, leaning hisforesrms on histhighsto interlace hisfingers.

“She can be avery stubborn woman, Delphine,” he said. “ And seeing the new king crowned isvery
important to her.” And to him, he added in hisown mind. “But thereistimeyet.”

But time was running out for Alyce de Corwyn Morgan. She had been feverish for the first Mass of
Christmas, which she inssted on attending, and was worse the following day. She spent most of St.



Stephen’ s Day in bed even as she directed the packing of her gownsfor the trip to Rhemuth and the
coronation. By Childermas, two days |ater, even she was forced to admit that her illness was serious.
And Kenneth, himsalf poised to head back to the capital, was torn between loyalty to his new young king
and devotion to hiswife.

“Y ou will not be ableto go with me to the coronation,” he told her sternly, when Claara had gone out of
the sckroom to fetch clean compresses. “Y ou must rest, regain your strength.”

“But Prince Brion needs me,” she whispered desperately, clinging to his hand.
“No, your children need you!” came Kenneth'sretort. “1 need you!”

“He needs his powers awakened,” she choked out, tears streaming down her face. “Without them, heis
likely to perish thefirg time some Torenthi interloper faces him down in amagicd chalenge. What if that
Torenthi prince and princess show up a hiscrowning?’

“Darling, they won't,” he began.

“No, ligento me! Alaric wasto have been the instrument of that awakening, but heistoo young by many
years. Dond knew that. It meansthat | must do it, though it cost me my life.”

“No! That istoo high apriceto pay!” Kenneth blurted, seizing her hand and pressing it to hislips.
“Itisthepricel agreed to pay,” Alyce countered. “ Kenneth, | gave my word!”

“But you areill,” he protested. “It can wait until you are well. Surdly he will be safe a hisown
coronation. He will be surrounded by guards.”

“Would he be safe from someone like me?’ she demanded, flaring her shields around her head in an
emerald aura; and then, at histight-lipped resistance, raising her free hand in afist that opened to release
acolumn of green flame that gushed briefly upward, so powerful that it left a scorch-mark on the celling.

Heflinched fromiit, turning hisface away until it had subsided, then dared to look at her again.

“I do not know,” he admitted. “ But there has been no challenge by Deryni in many years. Surely he can
be protected for another week or two, until you are well.”

“Then, perhaps you could bring him to me,” she said quietly, exhausted by her exertion. “I1t would ease
my mind. If | need not expend the energy to go to him, perhaps | can marshal it to do what must be done
I,.He.”

“No,” Kenneth said flatly. “1 will not leave you. And he would not come merely on my written word. Not
s0 closeto hiscoronation. Heis of age, Alyce, but heisstill aboy; and | left him in the care of Duke
Richard and the crown council. They would not let him come.”

“Then | must go to him as planned,” she said, “and pray that God will give methe strength to carry out
what | have promised.”

Kenneth summoned up adeep sgh, shaking his head, but it was more in resignation than any further
attempt at fruitless resstance. If anyone knew the cost of duty, it was he.

“Very wel. | shdl go. | cannot fight you indefinitely.”

“Thank you,” she mouthed, drawing his hand nearer to kissit. “| promisethat | shdl rest whileyou are
gone.”



“Seethat you do!” he said sternly, though he managed afaint smile as he bent to kiss her burning
forehead.

Chapter 23

“For thevisonisyet for an gppointed time,
but a the end it shal spesk, and not lie.”

—HABAKKUK 2:3

K ENNETH rode out done within the hour and returned with the following dawn—and with the king
posing as hissquire. The early morning light stained the snow with rose as the pair passed through the
gates of Morganhal, giving lie to the somber atmosphere within the manor walls.

Delphine and Veramet them just ingde the door, both of them grey with fatigue and pinched with worry.
Dephine did not speak as Kenneth embraced her, and V era choked back a sob. Neither seemed to
notice the crimson-clad squire standing quietly at Kenneth' s back, face averted.

“How isshe?’ he murmured, drawing back to search their eyes.

Grim-lipped, Delphine shook her head. “Not good, brother. Sheis very wesk, and her fever has not
abated. | called the priest shortly after you left—just in case. She was lucid while she received the
Sacrament, but now sheisdrifting. | think you should prepare yourself for theworst.”

“No!” hesad firmly, though he kept hisvoice down. “I cannot accept that! We' Il think of
something—we must! I’ll go to her now.”

He started forward, Brion starting to follow like the dutiful squire he pretended to be, but Delphine put
out an arm to stop him.

“Y ouwon't be needed in my lady’s chamber, Sir squire,” she said somewhat imperioudy. “ The kitchen
liesdown alevel, through that arch. Go warm yourself by thefire, and ask Cook to give you something
toeat.”

“No, | need himwith me,” Kenneth retorted, reaching back to seize Brion's shoulder and urge him aong,
before the king could think of a suitable response that would aso preserve hisanonymity. “Hehasa
message from the king, which hopefully will cheer my dear wife.”

“Oh. Very well, then.”

Somehow Kenneth managed to keep his expresson neutra as he drew the king with him up the turnpike
dair. Brion easily stayed in character as a squire, for until afew weeks before, he had served ably asa
squirein hisfather' s service—and would retain that rank until he earned the accolade of knighthood at
age eighteen, even though he now was king. Asthey reached the level of the upper solar and moved
aong anarrow corridor toward the principa deegping chamber, Kenneth glanced at the king appraisingly.

“I don’t know how much you caught of what my sister told me,” he said softly, “ but the outlook
apparently is not good. | have no ideawhether this has been awasted trip.”

“I understand,” Brion said, inclining his head. “What | don’t understand iswhy she inssted she had to see
me before the coronation, when her hedlthisin jeopardy.”

Kenneth sighed, pausing before atiny window just outside a heavy oak door. “Brion, | don’t know how
much your father told you about your Haldane inheritance, and | am not persondly involved in securing



that for you. But | do know what was done in my presence, to make the appropriate preparations, and |
have an inkling what further must be done—though | am not able to speak of that, eventoyou. I...can't
eventdl you why | am not ableto speak of it.” He dlowed himsdlf another heavy sigh to brace himsdif. “|
just pray to God that she knowswhat she’ sdoing.”

With that, he knocked lightly on the door and entered. Inside, his sister Claarawas bent over Alyce's
supine form, wringing out awet cloth over aceramic bagin.

“How isshe?’ he asked, coming to the opposite side of the bed to take one of hiswife'sdack handsin
his. Brion prudently remained by the door, trying to be unobtrusive, waiting until Kenneth should dismiss
hissster and leavethemin privacy.

“Oh, Kenneth, Kenneth,” hisyounger sister murmured, gently shaking her head as she regpplied the wet
cloth to Alyce sforehead. “I’'m so glad you got herein time. She’ s burning up with fever.”

“I canfed it,” Kenneth replied, touching the back of his hand to her forehead, then bringing the hand he
held to hislips. “Claara, | need afew minutes aone with her. Could you please leave usfor alittle
while?”

“Of course,” Claarasaid quietly. “ Perhaps your squire would like something to eat. Ladsthat age usually
do.”

“Hell wait,” Kenneth said curtly, though Brion was dready shaking his head. “He s brought amessage
from the king. Come over here, lad. And Claara, why don't you have something to eat yoursdf?1’ [l keep
watch.”

Not speaking, Claarainclined her head and dipped past Brion, who closed the door behind her.
“Latchit,” Kenneth said quietly, “then come over here”

Silently Brion obeyed, coming to stand at the other Side of the great bed, opposite Kenneth. Alyce's
eydids had fluttered open during their converse, and she managed aweak smile for her husband, but then
sheturned her burning gaze on the new king.

“Brion!” shewhispered. “Thank God! And thank you for coming, Sire.” She paused to swallow.
“Needlessto say, | should rather have been able to cometo you.”

“And I, my lady, for it would have meant that you were not ill.”

Alyce smiled again, briefly closing her eyes. “ Courtly like your father. And like your father, you must have
the meansto defend yoursdlf.” Shelooked up a him again. “Did you bring the Haldane brooch, and the
glver bracelet he gave you?’

Eager now, Brion pushed back his right deeve to show her the wide bracelet cuff, engraved with a
pattern of running lions. “I pinned the brooch inside my cloak,” he added. “1t wouldn't have done for
anyone to have seen it and recognized me.”

“Pease let me hold the bracelet,” she whispered, holding out her free hand, “and come around to Sit here
besdeme”

Without demur, the king removed the bracelet and put it in her hand, then came around to St on the stool
Kenneth had pushed closer with one booted toe.

“Helpmesit,” she murmured to Kenneth, who eased her more upright and inserted severa pillows at her



back to support her. After amoment to compose herself, she turned the bracelet to gaze at the three
runes engraved inside, then set her forefinger over the first one and whispered, “ Onel”

The word triggered an immediate reaction. As she gasped, her eydidsflickering, her entire body went
rigid for along moment. Then she exhaled in along-drawn sigh and relaxed. With asecond bresth she
opened her eyes, very cam now, but Kenneth could see the rapid pulsein her throat, and the quickening
of her breath.

“Dear God, | had not known what would be required,” she whispered, very ddiberately setting the
bracelet aside. “ So much to do, so littletime. My prince, it may bethat | shal not be able to complete the
entire sequence just now. | may not have the strength. But some, at least, | think | can awaken in you.
Pease give meyour hands,” sheinvited, offering the king her pams.

Without hesitation, the king leaned forward to set his hands on hers, though the hest of her flesh caused
his glance to dart downward in darm.

“Pay no mind to that,” she ordered, as she closed her thumbs over the backs of hishands. “ Steady him,
Kenneth,” she said to her husband.

Deftly, Kenneth moved behind the king' s stool to set his hands on the royal shoulders, bracing Brion's
back againgt his chest. Alyce closed her eyes, her lips moving dightly. Though Kenneth could sense
nothing of what then began to pass between her and the king, he felt Brion’ slong, shuddering gasp just
before his body stiffened and the raven head snapped back againgt his shoulder.

He could not guess what the effort was costing hiswife, but it was hard enough on the king. For along
moment Brion ceased breathing altogether, balanced on along-drawn breath—Iong enough for Kenneth

to begin worrying.

But then, with agentle Sigh, the tension drained from Brion’ s body and he began breathing again: grest,
gasping gulpsthat gradualy eased as the process dackened off, though he remained adead weight in
Kenneth'sarms.

A gasp from Alyce shifted hisfocus back to her as she, too, stirred, head moving groggily from sideto
side as she opened her eyes.

“God help me, | can do no more,” she whispered, tears brimming as she weekly lifted one trembling hand
first to her own forehead, then to Brion’s. “Go now, my prince, and rest beside thefire.”

Vague awareness flickered in his eyes as he opened them, but he rose like a deegpwalker and did as she
commanded, staggering alittle to sink down on the hearthrug and cradle his head on one arm. As soon as
he had settled, Kenneth sat on the bed beside hiswife and gathered her into hisarms, briefly bending to
touch akissto her fevered brow.

“Too late,” she murmured, her voice thin and thready. “I only had strength to complete some of the
work. | have awakened the Truth-Reading talent, which will stand him in good stead asking...and |
sensed adtirring of shields—I know not how much they would withstand. But more, | cannot. So
tired...”

“No more now, my love,” hewhispered. “Rest. Regain your strength. Therewill betime and strength
enough to complete your work later, when you are well.”

“Would that it were so....” Her reply wasdl but inaudible. “But | am spent. That work now will fal to
Alaric, when heisgrown. In the meantime....you must guide our new king as best you can, and guard our



son o that he may fulfill what has been ordained. Promiseme...”
“No! Y ou will recover to finish the work!”

“I cannot,” she replied, weakly shaking her head. “Promise me!”
“I—I promise,” Kenneth breethed, tears blurring hisvision.

“I' will haunt you, if you keep not your promise,” she said with afaint smile. “Onething more: | wishto be
buried at Culdi, in the chapd that Earl Jared built for his tillborn daughter.”

“At Culdi?” Kenneth blurted. “Why at Culdi? Shal you not lie here, with my Morgan ancestors? Or at
Cynfyn or Coroth, with yours?’

Alyce briefly closed her eyes, afaint smile curving at her lips. “ Culdi once belonged to &. Camber, my
love—if anyone should ask why. And | will liewith Corwyn-kin. Little AliciaMcLan would have been
my niece. Remember that Veraismy twin.”

He shook his head, looking troubled. “I had put it from my mind.”

“And you must keep it from your mind,” shereplied. “No one must ever know, for her children must be
protected. But because of thiskinship, | wish you to foster our children with her and Jared when they are
older, for you will be much at court with the king. Y ou are cousin-kin to Jared through several branches
of your family, so no onewill think it odd. In time, as our children grow to maturity, it ismy hope that
Verawill be able to teach them something of their Deryni heritage. Would that | could be hereto see
thoseyears...”

“Youwill be!” Kenneth whispered emphatically, wishing that words could make it so.
She shook her head weekly, fatigue and fever drawing her toward eternal deep.
“Bring me my children, dearest husband. | would bid them good-bye....”

“Alyce...I”

But she drifted into unconsciousness then, so Kenneth took advantage of it to fetch the children, as she
had requested. Bidding Melissato bring the infant Bronwyn, he went himsalf to wake his deeping son.
Llion roused as he entered the room, deepless anyway, for concern about Alyce, but Kenneth raised a
staying hand as he went to Alaric’ s bedside.

The boy dtirred rluctantly, the grey gaze hazy with deep, but Kenneth wrapped him in adeeping fur and
hoisted him onto his hip, carrying him back into the room where Alycelay, leaving Llion stationed outside
the door. Sitting carefully beside her, he let Alaric down onto the bed, bare legs dangling over the edge.
Méelissa had laid the degping Bronwyn on the other side, in the crook of her mother’ sarm, and was
wringing out afresh compress over abasin of water.

“She dtill burnswith fever, my lord,” the maid whispered, as she wiped Alyce s brow, unableto look at
him.

Biting a hislip, Kenneth waved her back and took one of hiswife sdack handsin histo gently chafeit.
“Darling Alyce, your children are here,” he murmured. “Y ou wanted to seethem...”

After amoment, her eydidsflickered and her eyes opened, though they were fever-bright and not
focusing well. Her drifting gaze found her son's, and she mouthed a kissin hisdirection before turning her



head to press her lipsto the top of her daughter’ s downy head.

“God' s angels guard you, dearest daughter,” she whispered. “I wish we had been given the time to know
one another better.”

Theinfant stirred, the blue eyes briefly opening to meet her mother’ sin asaute of soul meeting soul; then
she snuggled closer and went back to deep with asigh. Eyes bright with tears, Alyce pressed another
kissto Bronwyn's soft cheek, then glanced beyond to Melissa, who was waiting anxioudly.

“Please take her back to her cot, dear Mdissa, and blessyou, for your love. Carefor her when | am
gone.”

Silently weeping, Melissa ducked her head in agreement and came to gather the infant into her arms, then
ducked to kiss Alyce sfree hand before turning to flee the room. Y oung Alaric watched her go,
confusion in the grey eyes, then turned back to his mother in concern.

“Mama, why isMdissaso sad?’ he asked.

Alyce briefly closed her eyes, tears brimming among her lashes, then took his hand in hersand drew him
closer as Kenneth fought to hold back his own tears.

“She’ s sad because | haveto go away, my darling,” shetold him honestly. “1 don’t want to go, but |
mug.”

He cocked hishead at her, a pout pushing at hisrosy lips.
“Did the king say you have to go?" he demanded.

“No, no, darling. He would never do that. | wanted to help the king—and | have helped him, asbest |
can. | want you to promise me that you will help him, too—al the days of your life. Will you do that for
me?’

Without hesitation, the boy lifted his chin and nodded bravely, tracing a cross on his chest with one small
forefinger.

“Crossmy heart an’ hopeto die, Mama!”

“No, crossyour heart and live, my lovel” she corrected, gazing into his eyes and again making that
soul-connection. “ Grow up to be awonderful, strong, courageous man like your papal Now, come and
giveyour mamaabig hug and akiss”

He crawled closer to fling himsdlf down beside her with hisarms around her neck and hisface nestled
againg her shoulder, starting to cry. She held him close for severa seconds, memorizing the feel and the
smell of him for al eternity, then passed her hand across his brow and took him into trance.

Kenneth bowed his head, unable to watch—and incapable of comprehending whatever it was that
passed between mother and son as her life waned—but he looked up again as Alaric stirred, to sit up
and then bend down to kiss her cheek afind time, histearsin check.

“I be good, Mummy,” he whispered.

“I' know you will, my darling, my Airleas,” she murmured, blinking back her own tears. “ Go with Papa

She closed her eyesthen. It took al of Kenneth's strength of will to lift their son down to the floor and



lead him to the door, where Llion waswaiting outside to take him back to hisroom.
“Isshe—7" Llion began softly.

Kenneth shook his head. “ Please take the boy back to bed now, Llion, and stay with him through the
night. I'll remain hereuntil...”

With that, he ducked his head, unable to speak more of it, and put his son’ s hand into the young knight's
larger one, firmly pressing the pair of them out into the corridor and closing the door behind them.
Returning to hiswife ssde, heretrieved the king’ s sllver bracelet and went to thefireto dip it back on
theroya wrigt, also tucking afur-lined cloak around his deeping sovereign. Brion’sown cloak had falen
open so that the Lion brooch was exposed, so he unpinned it and put it in the king' s hand, closing the
dack fingersaround it.

Then he returned to hiswife' ssde to keep vigil until the end, carefully lying down beside her to dide an
arm beneath her shoulders and cradle her to his breadt, lips pressed tenderly against her feverish temple.
Sometime during what remained of the night, he drifted into deep, and she, into eternity.

Chapter 24

“She hath given up the ghost;
her sun isgone down while it was yet day.”

—JEREMIAH 15:9

S IR Kenneth Morgan awoke shortly before dawn to find hiswife cold and till beside him. The last
candle had guttered out and the fire had gone to smoldering ashes, providing only afaint glow againg the
chamber’sgloom.

Helay there until dawn began to stain the sky beyond the chamber’ s arched window, holding her lifeless
body close, gently stroking her golden hair, dlowing himself the rare indulgence of tears. But asthe house
began to stir, he collected himself and gently rose, splashed water on hisface, went briefly to hisssters
roomsand to Vera's, to inform them of her passing. On hisway back, he summoned Méelissato begin
doing what was needful for hiswife' sbody. After that, he roused the deeping king to impromptu squiring
duties, both of them retreating to hiswriting room, where Kenneth set about making arrangements for her
funerd.

“I have severd lettersto write, and | need to get you back to Rhemuth as quickly aspossible,” Kenneth
sad, pulling out pen, ink, and parchment, al business now. “I’m thinking to send you back with Llion. |
hate to take him away from Alaric at atimelikethis, but he’ sthe only onel can trust to be discreet about
thefact that you' ve been here. Do you remember much of what went on last night?’

Brion shook his head as Kenneth sat down at hiswriting desk and set pen to parchment. “Very little.
And whenwefirst arrived, | kept wondering when someone was going to recognize me.”

“Y ou are fortunate that, outside court, most people have little ideawhat you look like—yet—and most
squireslook greetly dike. That will change once you' re crowned, of course. Meanwhile, rgoicein your
freedom.”

“I had dready noticed the difference, back at Rhemuth.” Brion paused a beat before continuing, sinking
down on astool not far from Kenneth. “Thisisaterribletimeto ask this, Sr Kenneth, but will you stay
beside me, be my guide?”’



“Always, my prince,” Kenneth said softly, setting down hisquill.

A WHILE later, Sir Llion came with aservant bearing a bregkfast tray, and with questions regarding the
arrangements.

“Llion,” Kenneth said, setting the tray aside and dismissing the servant. “ Just the man | wanted to see. I'll
need you to accompany this squire back to Rhemuth with aslittle fuss as possible, and no questions
asked.”

Llion glanced at the“ squire’ in Haldane livery, then looked again more closdly, his eyeswidening.

“I amwho you think | am,” Brion said, smiling faintly as he stood alittle straighter and shook hands with
adazed Sir Llion. “But Sir Kenneth says | may trust you. And I d rather the rest of the household didn’t
know I’ ve been here. | needed to see Lady Alyce before she died, and it never would have happened if
I’d had to go through forma channels. Will you keep my secret?’

“Of course, my Liege,” Llion murmured. “ Ah—aren’t you being crowned in lessthan aweek?’

“All the more reason to get him back to Rhemuth,” Kenneth answered, handing Llion aletter he had
penned to Trevor, informing him of Alyce' s passng. “And can you find him something besides Haldane
livery to wear? There will be heavy traffic on the roads to Rhemuth, as people begin arriving for the
coronation, and I’ d rather no one took too close alook at him.”

“| get to wear adisguise?’ Brion asked, apleased twinklein hiseyes.

Llion snorted, unable to contain an answering smile. “ Sre, you will be following along tradition of kings
who go among their peopleincognito.” He glanced at Kenneth. “Will Morgan livery do, my lord?|
should be able to locate something that will suit.”

“My king, wearing my livery...” Kenneth rolled hiseyes. “ Seeto it, then. And Llion—"
“My lord?’

“Pleasetdl Lady Veraand my sssters |’ Il be down directly. And ask Father Swithun to attend me, if you
will.” He sighed. “We have sad duties to perform today. Sad dutiesfor dl of us.”

SIR Llion Ieft with the king within the hour. Kenneth, for his part, had the household assemble a noonin
the hdl, where the priest led them in prayersfor their departed lady. Alaric was taken to play with
Duncan, Kevin, and the steward’ s son, who was ayear older. Afterward, Kenneth announced that his
wife' s requiem would be cel ebrated the following morning at the local church outside the manor walls,
where she would be interred with generations of Morgan ancestors and wives. He did not add that |ater,
when suitable arrangements could be made in Culdi, her body would be moved from Morganhall.

A littlelater, Kenneth retrieved his son and took him up on the roofwalks of the house, well-bundled
againgt the cold, where they could see for miles. There they ingpected the roof dates and lead gutters,
chatting of commonplace things while Alaric stooped from time to time to prod &t the remainsof a
pigeon’ s nest or occasiondly retrieve afeather or bit of speckled shell. The boy seemed obliviousto
what had occurred only hours before, and studioudy avoided mentioning his mother.

They supped together and paid avisit to the infant Bronwyn before K enneth tucked his son into bed for



the night and retired to write more | etters, the ones he had been avoiding. The one to Zoé was the most
difficult: hisbeloved Zog, soon to give birth to her own second child, who would be devastated to learn
of the passing of her heart-sster. The oneto Mother Judiana, at Arc-en-Cidl, was little esser—and he
had no ideawhere to write to Sé Trelawney, though perhaps Jovett would know. Jovett, at least, would
be at the coming coronation, and might even be in Rhemuth already.

Later that evening, in the castl€ stiny oratory, Kenneth kept asolitary vigil beside hiswife' s body,
recalling her grace and strength and the lives she had touched. Nearby lay the volume of Delphine's
poetry that she had penned for him for Christmas. His sisters and Verahad paid their respects and
retired.

He had debated whether to bring Alaric down to see her, but decided it was better that the boy
remember his mother the way she had been, dive and vita and loving. Time enough, tomorrow, to
endure theredlity of her absence; for now, Kenneth could still pretend, for alittle while, that she only
dept, and would soon awaken. He had not yet decided whether afour-year-old should be expected to
attend afunerd. Before leaving the nursery he left ingtructions with Xander that, when Llion returned, he
was to be sent to the oratory immediately.

It was toward midnight when Llion at |ast made an appearance. Kenneth was sitting on a straight-backed
chair beside hiswife s open coffin, wrapped in furs againgt the cold and trying not to fal adeep. Veraand
Mélissa had braided her golden hair like a coronet across the crown of her head and dressed her ina
clean white shift, laying her in amantle of Corwyn green that lined the coffin and spilled over itsedges.

It had been Xander’ sideato drape the banners of Corwyn and Lendour across the lower half of the
coffin, covering her from waist to toes. Earlier, Kenneth had folded back the vell of finewhitelinen
covering her face, so that he could sear her image into his memory before they closed the coffinin the
morning. This soon after her deeth, and by the flickering light of the watch candles set at the corners of
the bier, he could, indeed, imagine that she only dept, that soon the rosy lipswould part and the eyes
would open to gaze lovingly into his, like awindow into heaven.

“My lord?’ Llion’svoiceintruded softly on his grief, and Kenneth looked up with astart to see not only
Llion but hiswide-eyed son, one smal hand closed in the young knight' slarger one, the other hand
dangling an unidentifiable suffed animd by itstall.

“I hadn’t thought to bring him down here, my lord,” Llion apologized, “but heinssted on seeing his
mother. Xander said you' d asked for me.”

Sitting up straighter, Kenneth held out hisarmsto his son, who ran to embrace him like alimpet, burying
hisfacein hissre' sshoulder. The boy was shaking as Kenneth held him tight and stroked the white-gold
hair, and the face the boy finally lifted to hisfather was tear-stained, the lower lip aquiver.

“Here, now, what' sthis?’ Kenneth whispered, wiping awvay some of the tearswith histhumb and gazing
into the boy’ seyes. “Whereismy brave knight?’

For answer, Alaric took aquick glance over his shoulder a his mother in her coffin, then hid hisface
againg the stuffed toy in hisarms, smothering a sniffle. With curious detachment, Kenneth thought the
anima might be acat. It had droopy lengths of black wool trailing from the end opposite the tail, where
whiskers might be.

For along moment he merely continued to caress the boy, holding him close for comfort, until finaly he
glanced back to where Llion waited anxioudy, and nodded dismissd. After afew more minutes, he
gently kissed his son’s cheek and again drew back far enough to look him in the eyes.



“You must bevery, very sad,” he said quietly. “1 know I'm sad.”

Alaric sniffled, scrubbing at his eyeswith one baled fig, then sniffled again and gathered histoy anima to
his chest, not looking up.

“Papa,” he said tremuloudly, after amoment, “why did Mamahaveto go away?’

“I don’'t know, son. She got very sick—too sick for anyone to help her. But she didn’'t want to go. She
didn’t want to leave us. Sheloved usvery, very much.”

The boy turned to look over his shoulder at his mother again, then squirmed to be put down on the floor
besde the coffin, resting one hand tentatively on the green silk spilling from inside. After afew seconds,
Kenneth dipped to one knee beside him, embracing himin thecircle of onearm.

“I loved her so much,” the boy said tremuloudly, gazing at the till form. “Can | kiss her good-bye?’
“Y ou dready did that, son,” Kenneth said gently. “Maybe you don’t need to do it again.”

“But | want tol” the boy replied, lifting hischin defiantly.

“All right, then,” Kenneth agreed. “Wé |l both kiss her good-bye. All right?’

Nodding, Alaricsad, “Youfirs.”

“Very wel.”

Shifting closer toward the head of the coffin, Kenneth half-rose to lean over it and pressakissto her
forehead, then crouched back down and glanced down at his son. Alaric had edged closer, but then he
thrust his stuffed toy into hisfather’ s handswith awhispered, “Hold this,” and began digging in thellittle
pouch a hiswais.

Wisely saying nothing, Kenneth watched as the boy produced what appeared to be two pigeon feathers
from the depths of the pouch, each about aslong as one of Kenneth’ sfingers. Inspecting them gravely,
Alaric smoothed onewhere it had gotten rumpled in the pouch, glanced at the coffin, then tipped hisface
up toward hisfather.

“Canyou lift me up, Papa?’ hesaid.

“Better yet, suppose | make astep for you?’ Kenneth replied, setting aside the toy and shifting onto one
knee, s0 that the other made a step on which the boy could climb up.

Looking intent, Alaric clambered up the step thus offered, braced by hisfather’ sarm around hiswai,
and sat both hands on the sides of the coffin, afeather in each hand, gazing at the occupant for along
moment.

Then heleaned down carefully to kiss the cold forehead, wrinkling his nose a the faint odor of death. But
before straightening, he reached into the coffin to dip afeather behind each of his mother’ s shoulders. He
was nodding dightly as he leaned back into hisfather’ s embrace, obvioudy satisfied with what he had
done, though Kenneth had no ideawhy he had doneiit.

“Alaric,” he said softly, after afew heartbests, “why did you do that?’
Camly, the boy stuck out hisarm to retrieve his stuffed toy from hisfather, and hugged it to his chest.

“Father Swithun said she' swith the angels now, Papa,” he said with utter conviction. “So she'll need



wings”
“Oh,” Kenneth breathed. “Y es, shewill.”

“And | think I’ll give her Lady Whiskersto keep her company,” the boy added, leaning forward to tuck
histoy beside her. “ That way, she'll remember me.”

“That's...avery good thing to do,” Kenneth agreed, choking back fresh tears. “But I'm sure she will
aways remember you. And we shal remember her.”

He settled back onto his chair at that, gathering his son into hisarmsto cradle him againgt his heart. Soon
both of them drifted into deep for what remained of the night, until two carpenters from the stable yard
cameto close the coffin.

| T began to snow later that morning, the last of 1095: a hushed and pristine backdrop for the modest
funera procession that began to form up inthe yard at Morganhall, just asa solitary bell begantotall in
the church without the manor walls. They were family, mostly, who gathered to walk behind the coffin of
thefair Alyce de Corwyn Morgan, for in the dead of winter, and with the new king’s coronation only
days away, it wasimpossible to gather any others who might have wished to be there, had the times been
otherwise, or to delay the buria until they could attend.

Kenneth had asked six of hishousehold knightsto bear hiswife' s coffin, Llion and Xander among them;
but asthey hoisted it onto their shoulders and began their dow march down to the church, following the
processiona cross and the priest with his two acolytes and the banners of Corwyn and Lendour, it struck
him that one of the black-cloaked knights looked very like Sir Sé Trelawney.

All theway to the church, Kenneth tried to get a better ook at the man without being obvious, Alaric’'s
hand in his—for the boy had inssted on attending. Veraand her Kevin followed directly behind, along
with Delphine, Claara, Mdlissa, and severd other members of the immediate Morganhall household;
Duncan had been |eft with the kitchen servants while they did the day’ s baking, being deemed too young
to attend. Under the circumstances, Kenneth was well content to keep it very much afamily affair.

And an affair for family it surely was, he redized, as he watched the knights carefully deposit hiswife's
coffin on the black-draped catafd que before the dtar, for one of the black-clad men was Sé, who very
much had been apart of Alyce sfamily, friend of her childhood—though God aone knew how he had
learned of Alyce s passing, or had managed to get therein time for the funerd.

But when the six men bowed to the dtar and then began melting back to take placesin the congregation,
the man Kenneth had been watching turned and looked him directly in the eyes, setting right hand to
breast and inclining his head in graceful acknowledgment before easing back with the others to disappear
in the sea of black-clad mourners.

Kenneth was never ableto spot him again, though he watched for him al through the Requiem that
followed; and it was another knight who took his place when it cametimeto carry Alyce s coffin down
into the crypt. But he found himsdlf taking comfort in the belief that Sé Trelawney had, indeed, been
there, as he had promised he would aways be there for Alyce and for their son.

Later, after her coffin had been laid beside those of his Morgan kin, who were also kin to their son, dl of
the family mourners—though Sé was not among them—returned to Morganhdl, where Kenneth made it
known that he intended more forma memoria Massesto be celebrated in hiswife’'smemory in the spring
or summer at Cynfyn and Coroth, be-fitting her status as Countess of Lendour and Lady of Corwyn. It



was not the time to mention that her body would eventualy find a different resting place, per her own
wishes. For the nonce, at least, there was anew king to be crowned in less than aweek: atask to which
al the household' s energies now must turn, and as would have been her wish.

Given the stress of the previous severd days, most of the family elected to retire early that night, though
Kenneth spent an hour with Xander and L lion organizing what must be taken with them back to Rhemuth
in the morning. Kenneth, especialy, desperately needed deep before heading back to Rhemuth the next
day, asdid Llion, each of whom had aready completed around trip to the capita in the past two daysto
fetch and return the king.

It was Xander who roused them the next morning & firgt light, which camelate a midwinter. Alaric had
dept in hisfather’ s bed that night, and tumbled awake with energy abounding at the prospect of the
journey back to Rhemuth with hisfather. Kenneth was not sure the boy understood about the importance
of the coming coronation, but thetrip itself held appeal for afour-year-old. Xander took over the
responsibility of getting him fed and bathed, so that Kenneth and LIion could concentrate on finishing the
packing of the few itemsthey would need for the journey.

After washing and dressing in the plain black he had worn the day before, Kenneth sumbled into his
son’sroom, where both Xander and LIion now were attempting to finish dressing the boys.

“I"m wondering whether it' s necessary to put so young achild into mourning for the coronation,”

Kenneth said, as Xander tugged an over-tunic of heavy green wool over the boy’ s usua winter garb of
white shirt and black leggings. “I didn’'t yesterday, because it's hard enough for alad to lose his mother at
hisage. On the other hand, | think it’s particularly important to have him at my sidewhen | swear fedlty.

It will underline his status as the future Duke of Corwyn, despite his Deryni blood.”

Llion glanced at the new heradic over-tunic spread on the bed behind him, ready to pack; Alaric had
outgrown the quartered tunic he' d only just worn in June for Prince Brion's coming of age. Though
Meélissa had spent hours sewing a narrow border of Lendour red and white along the edges of the
garment, the Corwyn deviceitself was dmost sober enough to pass for mourning. The fine black wool of
thefield wasrdieved only by its heradically improbable green Corwyn gryphon, picked out in gold, and
the brighter relief of Kenneth’ s gold doubl e tressure fleury-counter-fleury now surrounding the beest,
fromhisMorganline.

“The new tunic isaready mostly black, my lord,” Llion pointed out, as he bent to do up the buckles of
the boy’ sboots. “1 might suggest removing the Lendour border, except that it’ simportant to make that
reminder aswell, both that heisyour son and that heis heir to both honors. A pity he's outgrown the old
quartered tunic, though the Lendour red and white would have been abit garish for mourning.”

Kenneth nodded soberly. “WE Il leaveit asitis, then,” he said. “ Go ahead and pack it. My mourning will
haveto be sufficient for both of us”

Chapter 25
“For abishop must be blameless, asthe steward of God.”
—TITUS 1.7

T HEY departed for Rhemuth alittle later under clearing skies, though the cold was il bitter, chilling to

the bone. Kenneth’ s sisters and V era had come to see them off, al three of the women teary-eyed, for it
was unlikely that Kenneth would visit Morganhal again soon. Vera, however, wasto leave for Rhemuth

the following day with her own escort, for she and her sons were expected to rejoin Jared for the



coronation.

Alaric rode with hisfather, surrounded by his strong arms and warm cloak, with Xander and Llion
flanking them, ahead of afurther escort of four liveried Lendouri lancers. A pair of squiresfollowed with
two pack animals on leads—modest enough train for an earl in mourning and an underage duke, but they
turned heads asthey passed lesser folk.

The two lead lancers carried the cased banners of Lendour and Corwyn, black crepe spilling from the
heads of the staves. All of the escort party wore wide mourning sashes from right shoulder to left hip,
dashing the bright red and white of Lendour with black. Kenneth himself rode dl in black, with Alaric’s
dark green dl but invisbleindgde hisfather’ s cloak.

They passed anight at Arc-en-Cidl, where hisletter had arrived the day before and the sisters gave them
refuge and serenity. Mother Judiana gave them her blessing after the Ssters Requiem Massfor Alycethe
next morning, before they continued on their way. The river road grew more crowded as they headed
south, and by noon of the second day the bright sun had begun to turn the snow to muddy dush, further
churned by the passage of many hooves and feet and wagons.

Lord Kenneth Morgan’s somber party came within sight of the city walls midway through the afternoon.
They stopped at the barge gtation a King's Landing to water the horses and uncase the banners. It was
then, as they mounted up for thefina stage of the journey into Rhemuith, that they caught thefirst faint
sound of agreat bl tolling in the city.

Kenneth exchanged glances with LIion and Xander, but neither ventured comment. Given the mgor
degths of the past two months, first Prince Jathan and Donal and then Alyce, no one was prepared for
another—and thetolling bell might merely mark the passing of some prosperous citizen of Rhemuth being
buried from the cathedral. But asthey drew nearer theriver gate, other bellsjoined in, al tolling the
passing of asoul.

They gained no further clue asthey rode through the gate and clip-clopped up the stone-lined
thoroughfare toward the cathedral. But as they entered the cathedral square, Kenneth spied aflurry of
activity before the cathedral steps, where several black-robed clerics were handing out dispatchesto half
adozen mounted couriersin the archbishop’slivery, ready to depart.

With aglance and anod, Kenneth sent Xander acrossto investigate while the rest of them continued to
pick their way aong the crowded perimeter of the cathedral square. A few minutes later, Xander
rgjoined them, shaking hishead in disbelief.

“It'svery nearly asbad asit looks, my lord,” he said to Kenneth, as he drew his mount head-to-tail with
Kenneth's, and stirrup-to-gtirrup. “ They say the Archbishop of Vaoret took avery bad fal coming into
the city thismorning, up at Bishop' s Gate—horse dipped on ice and went down. Apparently the good
archbishop bashed out his brains on an abutment that had the audacity to be where he landed; died
amost ingtantly. They’ re saying that the coronation will have to be postponed until a successor can be
elected. That could take weeks or it could take months.”

Kenneth shook his head, greatly troubled. “We did not need this, with anew king only barely come of
age,” hemurmured. “Heistill king, of course, but 'tis dways better if ayoung oneis crowned quickly.”
He quirked asour smileat Xander and Llion. “Still, | cannot say that | shal grestly missmy lord of
Vdoret.”

“They could replace him with someoneworse,” Llion pointed out.

“Aye, and | canthink of severa,” Kenneth agreed, “though thisis neither the time nor the placeto



speculate on that.” He sighed and signed for Llion to move closer.

“Take charge of theboy,” he said, as helifted Alaric acrossto the young knight’ s saddlebow. “ Xander,
you' re with me. Postponing the coronation is going to set many cats among many pigeons. Prince Brion
will need our support. Llion, we' Il meet up with you later at the castle. Meanwhile, you'rein charge”

With just the two of them, it was much easier for Kenneth and his aide to make their way up the rest of
the hill to the castle yard, where Duke Richard’ s squires and pages had their hands full dealing with the
influx of new arrivals and their mounts. As Kenneth and Xander dismounted, a senior squire came
running up to taketheir horses: young Jamyl Arilan.

“The king has been asking for you, my lord,” Jamyl said, catching the eye of another squire and
beckoning him closer. “ And | was so sorry to hear of your loss. The Lady Alyce was a beautiful and
greciouslady.”

“Thank you, Jamyl. Shewas, indeed.” Kenneth scanned the yard as he rescued his saddlebags from the
cantle and handed them across to Xander. “We heard the news about Archbishop William—and believe
me, the ecclesiagtical vultures have dready begun gathering. Have you any fed for the implications?’

Asthe nephew of one of the king’ s senior crown counsglors, and only ayear from knighthood, it was just
possible that Jamyl might have overheard something useful, but he shook hishead.

“Thisisthe sort of thing that cannot be anticipated, my lord. But if you' re asking my opinion, | would say
that they’ Il not want to go forward with the coronation until anew primus can be eected. Crowning the
king is one of the most jealoudy guarded prerogatives of Vaoret’s archbishop.”

“| supposeit’ stoo early to speculate on who that new primus might be,” Kenneth said, looking around
the yard at the other new arrivas. “WhereisHis Mgesty now?’

“He s conferring with some of hisadvisors, my lord,” Jamyl replied. “1 believe my uncle may be among
them. Shall | take you to him? They’ rein the winter withdrawing room.”

“I know the way, Jamyl. Thank you. But if you could keep an eye out for Sir Llion Farquahar, I'd
gppreciateit. Do you know him by sight?’

“Aye, my lord.”

“Good. He has charge of my son, along with asmall escort of my Lendour lancers. | hope that
accommodation can be arranged.”

Jamyl nodded. “ Sir Trevor has dready arranged lodgings for your immediate party, my lord. I'll see what
| can do about the lancers.”

“Thank you.”

With afina nod, Kenneth headed up the great hall steps, Xander at his hedls. Trevor met them just
ingde, where Kenneth received his aide' s condolences and left Xander, continuing on toward the dais at
thefar end. Dodging the servants who were setting up the trestle tables for supper in the hall, he headed
directly to the king's private withdrawing room behind the dais, where he found Brion, Queen Richeldis,
and ahandful of senior advisors seated around the writing table near the fire: Duke Richard at theking's
right hand, Earl Jared, Jamyl’ suncle Seisyll Arilan, and Archbishop Desmond of Rhemuth, brother of the
deceased William.

Theking immediately cameto hisfeet as Kenneth entered—an ingtinctive gesture of respect belatedly



mirrored by the other men, with varying degrees of sincerity. The queen did not rise, but her nod of
sympathy was clear, for she and Kenneth’ swife had been close; and Earl Jared, though he did not know
the full extent of the kinship between his own wife and Kenneth' s deceased one, &t |east was aware that
the two women had been close friends. Duke Richard had aways been afriend of Kenneth and an
admirer of hiswife, Saisyll Arilan more coolly so. Archbishop Desmond, by contrast, seemed reluctant
and even resentful at the peer pressure that obliged him to rise, for he did not like Kenneth Morgan, who
had married a Deryni and given her ason.

“Lord Kenneth,” the king said, indicating a place on Richard' s other Side and sitting again, looking
vaguely unessy. “All of uswere stunned to hear of your wife suntimely passing. Thank you for coming to
usat such adifficult ime”

The hidden message was clear: that Brion was distancing himsdlf from any speculation regarding too
close arecent intimacy with the Morgan family. Most certainly, hewould not disclose anything of his
midnight vist to Morganhal.

“Thank you, Sire. | am Gwynedd' sto command,” Kenneth replied, with arespectful neck bow. “I
served your father, and | hopeto serveyou aswell.”

“If you serve me hdf aswell asyou served him, my lord, then | shall bewell served, indeed,” Brion said,
the grey eyes speaking of his complete awvareness that some of that service could never be revealed.
“Please, joinus.”

Again heindicated the chair beside Richard, which Kenneth thistime took, bowing to the queen before
gtting.

“Welcome, dear Lord Kenneth,” the queen said quietly. “May wetake it that you have heard about the
archbishop’ suntimely passing?’

Kenneth inclined hishead. “I have, my lady. A most astonishing accident. My lord Desmond, you have
my condolences.”

Archbishop Desmond gave acurt nod, but only what civility required.

“We were discussing dternative plansfor the coronation,” Duke Richard said, asal of them settled. “His
Grace of Rhemuth informs us that heis not prepared to proceed until anew primate can be dected. |
hasten to point out that riders are being dispatched as quickly asthe letters of summons can be written, to
convenethe curiaat Vaoret for an eection.”

“Y es, we saw some of them leaving as we rode through the cathedral square,” Kenneth said.

“Fortunately, many of the bishops have already arrived here or are on their way,” Saisyll pointed out for
Kenneth' s benefit. “They’ll be redirected to Vaoret for the eection—which should expedite the process.
In the meantime, we have agreed that Twelfth Night Court should proceed as planned—except, of
course, that our new king will not yet have been crowned.”

“That will not affect most of the customary business of the court,” Duke Richard said. “ Other than
creating knights, which he may not do until he himsdf isknighted, even an uncrowned king reigns, if he be
of age—which, happily, our Brionis.” He smiled briefly at hisroyd nephew. “1 have no doubt that he will
perform admirably.”

“Aye, he has been well prepared,” Queen Richeldis said softly, eyes downcast.

The grief in her tone, and in the very set of her shoulders, put an awkward silence on the room, and



elicited asympathetic glance from Richard, till dealing with hisown grief over the loss of abeoved
brother.

“Richddis” heventured, “every king knowsthat this sort of thing might happen, and makesthe necessary
preparations. Dona was not remissin that regard. There will be aperiod of trangition, certainly; and both
Brion and Nige will continue their training, astheir father would have wished; and we shdl advisehim as

best we can.” He cast his gaze around the table and managed apained smile.

“Asfor therest of us, | think it will becomeincreasingly clear, as our new king growsinto his maturity,
that anew generation will be taking its place upon the sage—and it is only right that ayoung king should
have young knightsto attend him, and young advisors.” He glanced at Kenneth. “| fear that even you and
| are getting a bit long in the tooth to qualify as*young'.”

Kenneth smiled in agreement, thinking of the young knightsin his own service and thefierce loyalty they
owed to him and to Gwynedd.

“I'll not argue that, Y our Highness. Serving Dona was a privilege and an honor, but even hewasa
demanding taskmaster. | shal have amuch harder time kegping up with ayounger king.” He smiled a
Brion, then glanced at Seisyll. “Y our nephew will be part of that generation, my lord. | spokewith him
briefly when we arrived. He seems afine young man.”

Saisyll inclined his head. “Histeachers at Tre-Arilan seem to think so, asdid Her Mgesty’ s brother. But
| am glad that he serves Gwynedd now—as your Alaric shal serve, in afew years. Time, indeed, to
make way for the next generation.”

Before Kenneth could think how to respond, Archbishop Desmond cleared histhroat.

“Sire, | should be about my duties,” he said gruffly. “1 must accompany my brother’ s body back to
Vaoret for buria, and then | must convene the synod to elect his successor.”

“Yes, of course,” Brion murmured. “Go, by al means.”

“With one proviso, please, before you do,” Duke Richard noted quietly. “We shal need a bishop present
at Twelfth Night Court, to witness the oaths—not just of the new squires and pages, but such others of
HisMgesty’ s new vassalswho have traveled from far away, and who may not have the luxury of
remaining a court until anew primate can be elected and ingtaled. With an uncrowned king on the
throne, believe me, it isbest to let them affirm their fealty now, while we have them herein Rhemuth.”

“Certainly,” Archbishop Desmond agreed. “| shall delegate someone to that duty.” He rose, bowing
dightly to Brion and to the queen. “If | may retire, then, Sire?’

T HAT night, the late Archbishop of VVaoret lay in state in Rhemuth Cathedra while those bishops
currently in the city for the now-delayed coronation kept watch by turns. At noon the following day,
Archbishop Desmond celebrated a Requiem Mass for his departed brother, assisted by his brother
bishops, after which many of the citizens of Rhemuth filed past hisbier to pay their respects. The new
king was prominently in attendance, accompanied by most of the key members of his court.

Afterward, asthe king and his party were preparing to depart, one of the bishops detached himself from
the cluster of the others and approached the king. He was a burly bear of aman, younger than most of
his brethren, with bushy brows and more the demeanor of afighting man than aman of the cloth. On him,
the episcopa purplelooked vaguely out of place, as did the well-manicured hand he pressed to his



pectord cross as he bowed to the king.

“Your pardonif | intrude, Sire,” he said smoothly. “My nameis Patrick Corrigan. Archbishop Desmond
has asked that | attend you a Twelfth Night Court tomorrow.”

King Brion stiffened dightly, but he inclined his head in a gracious enough acknowledgment.
“Thank you, my lord. Y our presence will be most welcome.”

“Thank you, Sire. May | expect that you and the court will first be attending Mass here in the cathedrd,
asiscusomary?’

Brion inclined his head.
“Then | shdl return to the castle with you afterward,” Corrigan said. “Until then, Sire, by your leave...”

With that, he bowed again and withdrew to return to hisfelow bishops, who were taking up stationsto
keep watch while the townspeople continued filing past the dead archbishop to pay their respects.

“I could have wished for some other bishop,” Duke Richard murmured, though he kept hisvoice low so
that only Brion and Kenneth could hear.

Kenneth looked at him sharply. “Y ou have something againgt him?”

Richard shrugged. “Heisyoung yet in his office, and has yet to show what he will become as he settles
into hisauthority.” He glanced a Kenneth, then back at the retreating bishop. “Y ou would do well to
keep awary eye on him, my friend. Heisafriend of Bishop de Nore.”

“And an enemy of Deryni?” Kenneth guessed.
“Aye.!l
“Then, | shdll, indeed, be wary, my lord. Thank you for thewarning.”

K ENNETH kept that warning in mind throughout that evening and into the next day. Alaricand Sir Llion
had remained at the castle while the roya party went down to the cathedra for the archbishop’s Requiem
Mass, and Kenneth took the young knight aside when he returned.

“I would guessthat there’ sno immediate danger,” hetold Llion, when he had drawn him to aplace of
privacy atop one of the castle ramparts. “ Thereis no reason that anyone should take any kind of direct
action against my son, at histender age, but odd things can happen to Deryni.” He then told him, in brief,
of the fate of young Krispin MacAthan, five years before.

“I had heard rumors of it some months later, back in Coroth,” Llion said, when Kenneth had finished. “I
wasonly avery junior squire, but al the boysweretaking about it.” He shook hishead. “Wewere dl
appalled that a priest could be involved in such adeed—and a bishop’ s brother, at that.”

“Wadll, Oliver de Nore has not forgiven my wife s part in uncovering the guilty parties,” Kenneth replied.
“And if it had been up to our remaining archbishop, | might never have been dlowed to wed my fair
Alyce” Hesghed. “The old king took our side to resolve the issue, but only by humbling himself before
the bishops. | have done my best to remain out of their Sght sincethen.”

“| shal do my best to keep Alaric out of their sight aswell,” Llion said with atiny smile.



“I know you will, Llion, and | gppreciate your loyaty,” Kenneth replied.

Chapter 26

“Do nothing without advice;
and when thou hast once done, repent not.”

—ECCLESIASTICUS 32:19

A RCHBISHOP William'sfunera cortege left Rhemuth early the following morning, after asmple
celebration of thefirst Mass of the Epiphany. Later that morning, the king and his court rode down to the
cathedral for more solemn observances, at which Bishop Corrigan presided, then processed back to the
cadtle for Twelfth Night Court, under sunny skies.

It was aless fedtive occasion than it should have been, for custom required that the court remainin
mourning until anew king was crowned. Accordingly, King Brion wore degpest black in memory of his
late father, though the fabrics were sumptuous, and a prince’ s coronet crowned his sable head. Hedso
wore the other accoutrements of his Haldane heritage: the roya brooch with its Haldane Lion clasping his
mantle, the Ring of Fire, and the Eye of Rom glowing in hisright ear.

But the Haldane sword was not yet histo wield. His uncle, Duke Richard, had charge of that, and would
later use it to give the accolade to severa young candidates for knighthood.

Firdt, however, there were officid greetingsto be ddivered from neighboring rulers aready present for
the now-delayed coronation, presentations to be made, petitionsto be offered up. Fortunately, there
were no Torenthi princesto send shivers up the spines of Kenneth Morgan or Seisyll Arilan or Michon
de Courcy, though Count Janos Sokrat did make an appearance on behaf of the King of Torenth to
express his condolences over the passing of the late king.

To al of these, King Brion responded gracioudy and competently, much as hisfather might have done.
Watching from his place near the throne, Kenneth could see much of the old king in him, and knew that
Dond Blaine Hadane had trained his heir well. Occasiondly Brion would glance aside a one or another
of hisadvisorsfor guidance or confirmation, but for the most part he moved the business of the court
aong smoothly, and seemed to enjoy himsdlf.

He definitely enjoyed the next item on the agenda, once the foreign ambassadors had been received: the
investiture of the new crop of roya pages, come to be sworn in and receive their crimson tabards from
the hands of the king. The promotion of severa senior pagesto squire aso brought a smile to the new
king' slips, though he was technically gill asquire himself; and Prince Nigd, serving their mother as duty
page for the Twelfth Night Court, watched the proceedings with wistful longing, for it would be severd
years before he was old enough to join them.

Only two knights were made that day: young Arran MacEwan, adistant cousin of the Duke of
Claibourne, and Ewan de Traherne Earl of Rhendall, whose family obligations had delayed the original
plansfor hisknighting, severd years before. For both of them, King Brion conducted the ceremony of
knighthood without deviation from what had aways been done, save that it was Duke Richard' s hand
wielding the Haldane sword, with Brion’s hand atop it. But both new knights then swore fedty with their
hands between those of the king, to the evident satisfaction of al concerned.

Following this routine business, the rest of the court progressed mostly according to expectation. Given
the delay anticipated before the new king could be properly crowned, those peers present were
summoned forward to renew their fedlty to the Crown of Gwynedd. Kenneth had aready given the new



king afealty unsuspected by any of the others present, and had renewed his oath as an officer of state
with the other members of the crown council, shortly after Brion's on; but when the earlswere
called, he went forward with his son at his side, to knedl and set his hands between those of the king.

No words accompanied the renewa of these oaths, for none were needed; but before Kenneth could
rise, Brion smiled and briefly laid ahand on young Alaric’ shead asif in blessing, and leaned forward to
murmur words intended only for Kenneth’sears.

“I look forward to the day when the heir of Corwyn, my father’ s Airleas, may take his place among my
other peers” he said quietly, beforeletting his hand dip softly from the silver-gilt head.

Kenneth doubted that the king’ s words meant much to the four-year-old Alaric, but Kenneth found
himsalf greatly moved as he rose and the two of them made way for the next earl and then the barons.
Leading his son back to their place among his Lendour knights, he put the boy in Sir Llion’ s charge, then
returned to stand with the king' s advisors beside the throne.

There followed afurther succession of the king' s subjects, seemingly endless, coming to pay their
respects or offer gestures of loyalty. Later on came more officia greetings from neighboring lands, with
emissaries and ambassadors offering the fdicitations of their masters and presenting gifts.

One of those present who did not go forward was a man from distant Cardosa, who had no business
before the throne of Gwynedd. But his presence was noted by at least one of the crown advisors
gtanding at the king' s Side, and another man amid the throng gathered in the great hal, who had affirmed
abaron’ soath of fedty earlier in the afternoon. Both men were members of the Camberian Council.

“What was he doing in Rhemuth, and at the king's court?” Michon muttered to Seisyll Arilan, asthe two
of them withdrew into one of the window embrasures during alull in the banqueting that followed.

“Y ou saw him, too, then?” Saisyll replied, with an automatic glance out across the crowded hal. “1 was
fairly certain I’d caught just aglimpse of him, asthe peers were coming forward to swear, but then |
couldn’t find him again, and | thought I’ d been mistaken. Are you certain?’

Michon folded hisarms across his chest and turned to gaze out the window to the dark garden beyond,
though in fact he was studying the crowd behind them, reflected in the black of the window glass.

“Oh, hewas here, dl right,” he said, “hardly an arm’ slength awvay—and he saw that | had recognized
him. But then people moved between us, quite possibly at hisingtigation, and | lost him. But it was
definitely Zachris Pomeroy.”

“The devil take him!” Seisyll said under hisbreath. “What do you suppose he was up to? Spying for
Prince Hogan? Surely you don't think he came hereto kill theking.”

“Not thistime, or not yet,” Michon murmured, with a glance toward the dais, where the king sat at the
high table between his mother and his brother Nigd, dl of whom were laughing at the antics of a
jongleur’ s deight-of-hand, as was Duke Richard, seated on the queen’ s other side. “I’ ve dready told
your nephew to stay close; and he knows what Pomeroy looks like. Sir Kenneth isaso nearby, as
aways, though he doesn’t know about this specific threat—and | don’t know of away to warn him
without reveding oursaves”

He nodded toward the |eft Side of the dais, where Jamyl Arilan was carefully topping up Bishop
Corrigan’ swinefrom apewter ewer, atowel over one shoulder of his Haldane squire slivery, though his
gaze roved continudly, dways returning to the king. Farther along the table, Sir Kenneth was chatting
companionably with Sir Trevor Udaut, though he, too, turned his glance often in the king’ s direction.



“I dill don't likeit,” Seisyll muttered. “What can we do?’

“Wetdl the Council, once the king has retired for the night,” Michon said, “and meanwhile, we keep a
sharp eye. And | would say that we bring Jamyl with uslater, except that I'll fed more certain of the
king'ssafety if weleave him here while we re away. We can brief him afterward.”

O THERS voiced smilar concerns much later that night, in the Camberian Council’ s secret meeting
chamber.

“Thegdl of theman!” said Vivienne de Jordanet. “Rhydon, did you know he was planning this?’
Rhydon Sasllion, the youngest of their number, sat back in his chair with atiny sigh.

“If I had known, | would havetold you,” he said patiently. “Please remember that | am not an intimate of
Zachris Pomeroy; | cannot be and still keep my oaths to the Council. Nor am | any longer a student of
Camille Furstana—again, because | cannot be. | am good at what | do, brethren, €lse you would not
have invited meto join your number, but | am not good enough to hide such shiddsas | possess from the
likesof her. | do till have acasua relationship with Pomeroy, but | have given him to understand thet |
have not the nerve to become involved in his political ambitions.”

Acrossthe table, Michon lifted a hand in acceptance of Rhydon’s declaration. * Peace, Rhydon. We are
well aware of what adifficult position we have asked you to function in. What is your assessment of the
reason for Pomeroy’ s gppearance at the king' sfirst Twefth Night Court?’

Rhydon inclined his head in appreciation of Michon's gesture of conciliation. “Heisambitious, aswedl
know. His support for Prince Hogan grows with each passing week, for he knowsthat a Fedtillic return
to power would mean titlesand lands ashisreward, if he assstsit.

“Having said that,” he went on, “I would guessthat tonight’ s excurgon into forbidden waters was
intended smply to observe the new Haldane king and ascertain his wesknesses—besides his obvious
youth. After all, Pomeroy made no hostile move toward the king.”

“Not directly, no,” Seisyll muttered, “or not that we know of. But we have no way to know whether he
perhaps subverted some of those around the king, laying hisweb of treachery in preparation for more
serious assaullts”

“Wél, whatever the cost, we must at least get the boy safely crowned,” Michon said, “and try to learn
what part of the Haldane legacy he may have at his beckoning. Rhydon, can we rely on you to track
down Pomeroy, to monitor his movements? For if he comes near theking again, | will have hislifel”

Rhydon nodded. “I have three or four men | can cal upon, who know him by sight and aredso reliable
and discreet.”

“Deryni?’ Oisin asked.

“Of course,” Rhydon replied, “though | would hope not to compromise them. We are, adl of usinthe
eastern borders, wary of what is happening, in generd, to those of our blood.”

“Asarewe, farther west,” Oisin agreed. “| shdl certainly put out the word in my area, though | doubt
Pomeroy has businessthat would bring him there.”

“He had no businessin Rhemuth,” Barrett said darkly, “yet he choseto go there”



“And it cannot be for any good purpose,” Vivienne agreed.

“It seemsto me,” said Khoren, spesking for thefirst time, “that it might behoove usto neutrdize this
particular threat before it can become more focused.”

“I tend to agree,” Vivienne said. “ Even his continued existence represents agrave danger to the king.”
“If you are sayingwhat | think | am hearing,” Barrett said softly, “that isacold assessment.”

“Cold or not, let me make it perfectly clear, then,” Viviennereplied. “If heisfound againintheking's
vicinity, | say take him out—beforeit istoo late!”

| T was Rhydon who was designated to spearhead the effort, for his prior acquaintance with the
renegade Deyrni was most likely to give him access. They had reckoned it most probable that Pomeroy
would make his move at the coronation, at the earliest, the exact date of which now depended upon the
election of anew Archbishop of Vdoret. Even then, he might not show—it was possiblethat his
intentions had been misinterpreted—~but they could not take that chance.

Accordingly, while Rhydon went on the hunt, confident that he could carry out his misson—or at least
st it up—those members of the Council dso having legitimate reason to stay closeto theking's
household did so, in those days and weeks following Twelfth Night Court. Rhydon, in particular, made
certain to keep in touch with his Deryni contacts at the borders; but of Zachris Pomeroy there was no
sggnfor many weeks.

Meanwhile, the Gwynedd Curiaground through their deliberations regarding who should succeed to the
See of Vaoret. Competition was spirited, for the office carried considerable secular power in addition to
being the highest ecclesiasticd officein the land. Archbishop Desmond presided over the deliberations,
being senior in rank, though he could not have been said to be neutral in his outlook. Other serious
candidatesfor the office were several, and evaluated as much by their hard line againgt Deryni astheir
spiritual soundness and adminigrative ability. Of the fifteen bishops attending, perhaps three could be
considered as serious contenders.

At thetop of thelist was Desmond MacCartney himsdlf, Archbishop of Rhemuth for the past four years
and itsauxiliary bishop for severa years before that. O’ Beirne of Dhassa might have been agood choice,
but at sixty-five and in failing health, he was perhapstoo old. Paul Tollendd, the energetic Bishop of
Marbury, seemed afar better choice, at fifty-two, with asolid reputation as abulwark against Deryni
incursions from the east, and dready fifteen years experiencein his episcopate.

Alsointhe running, at least on paper, was Cosmo Murray, the aged Bishop of Nyford, whose adamant
stance against Deryni was echoed in hisfar younger auxiliary, Oliver de Nore. But at seventy-four,
Murray was adjudged too old, and de Nore too young at forty-five. Sadly, the assessment regarding
Murray proved correct before the synod even settled down to serious ddliberations, for the old man
passed away during one of the sessons, smply nodding off and faling off his bench.

Bishop Murray’ s death occasioned arecess of several daysto seeto hisfuneral obsequies, after which
Oliver de Nore was confirmed to the See of Nyford by acclamation before leaving for Nyford to bury his
predecessor, which really could not be delayed. It aso took de Nore out of the running for thedot in
Valoret, having just been eected to Nyford—an event that gave severd royal observers causefor reief.

The deliberations ground on, with bdloting findly narrowing to two candidates. Paul Tollendal and
Desmond MacCartney. In the end, perhaps it was Archbishop Desmond’ srelatively shorter tenurein



Rhemuth that became the deciding factor for many of the delegates—hardly ten years abishop, against
Tollendd’ sfifteen. On the second day of March, in the year 1096, the Curia of Gwynedd el ected Bishop
Paul Tollenda of Marbury to be Archbishop of VVaoret and Primate of All Gwynedd. For his successor
in Marbury, the curia chose the itinerant Bishop Fisken Cromarty.

Word was sent to Rhemuth at once by fast courier, that Archbishop Paul’ s € evation and enthronement
would take placein Vdoret' sAll Saints Cathedrd infive days time, to alow clergy from the
surrounding areas to attend. The curiaand archbishop-elect aso recommended that the king' s coronation
date be st for the twenty-fourth of March. On hearing this news, the new king announced hisintention to
ride a oncefor Vaoret to see the new archbishop ingtalled. It was not a popular decision.

“I likeit not, Sire,” said Seisyll Arilan, speaking in council the morning the news arrived. *Y our
coronation is but three weeks away, and if you go to Vaoret firgt, that will leave hardly afortnight for
find preparationswhen you return.”

Brionrolled his eyeslike the teenaged boy he still was, even though aking, and schooled his responseto
the tone and words he knew aking must use.

“My lord, we have been preparing for nearly three months now, and we have been cooped up for dl the
winter long. | need to get out among my people, as my father was wont to do; and | may be saddled with
this new archbishop for many years, for good or ill. Best if we start off on the right foot, whereby | pay
my respectsto him asadutiful son of the Church and then he pays his respectsto me as hisnew king. |
should prefer to begin that process before he comes to Rhemuth to crown me. | want it clear from the
beginning just where we stand.”

Duke Richard raised an appraising eyebrow, seeing much of the young king’ sfather in him. “If that is
what you intend, Sire’—the preambl e left no doubt that he accepted the boy’ s authority—*then we must
make certain that you remain safe for your journey. | would advise taking troops with you to

Va oret—perhaps a score, in addition to amodest household.” He held up ahand to stave off the
objection about to leave Saisyll’ slips. “ Any more would make it impossible to travel quickly, and would
take more time to organize than is possible, with the coronation but afew weeks away. Less might be
fooligh, from the standpoint of safety.”

Brion glanced in question a Kenneth, who inclined his head in agreement.

“It seems areasonable plan to me, my prince. But if you plan to do it, best we ride straight through, and
leave thisvery afternoon, before word can get out of your plans. That will aso lessen the possibility of
ambush dong theway.”

“Surely you don't fear that?’” Queen Richeldis said, wide-eyed at what had dready been said—and not
sad.

Kenneth shrugged. “Heisyet an uncrowned king, my lady. And if aught should happen to him, hisheir is
only nine. | think | understand why he wishesto do thisthing—and | cannot fault his reasons, having
myself suffered the less-than-wel come attention of bishopsin the past—but thereisadanger. That isa
part of thelot of kings, but a least we can minimizeit, if HisMgesty agrees.”

“HisMagjesty certainly agrees!” Brion retorted. “ The sooner we leave, the better! I’ ve been waiting for
weekd It'stimeto start acting like the king you dl believe meto be.”

“And heis, indeed, acting likeaking,” Richard said mildly, though he was smiling asherose. “I advise
you dl to travel light,” he continued. “Kenneth, if you'll help my eager nephew to pack what he' Il need, |
shall seeto thelancer escort. Tiarnan and Jri, you' |l accompany us.”



“Take my nephew aswell, Y our Highness, to seeto the king' ssquiring,” Seisyll quickly interjected.

Richard inclined his head in agreement. “I will welcome an Arilan on this venture—and | know that you
yoursdlf do not relish the idea of atwo-day dash upriver in the spring snows.”

“No, those days are behind me, | fear,” Saisyll replied, smiling. “ Besides, Her Mgesty may have need of
my counsd in your absence.”

L ATER that night, when theroya troop had ridden out, Seisyll Arilan assembled the Camberian Council
intheir domed meeting place.

“I should prefer that he weren't going,” hetold the six others seated around the octagond table, “but his
reasons are sound. And while Paul Tollendal would not have been my first choice as archbishop, | can
think of severd worse.”

Michon de Courcy snorted and leaned back in his high-backed chair. “So canl,” hereplied, “and one of
them is now become Bishop of Nyford. Someone redlly must do something about that man.”

“Y ou cannot just nate abishop!” Vivienne retorted. “ That would be sacrilege.”
“And soisregicide,” Barrett countered.
“Sofar asl know,” Oisin Adair drawled, “it isn’t bishops who might betrying to nate the king.”

Rhydon sat forward impatiently. “No, it's Zachris Pomeroy and his associates, and thereisno ‘ might’
about it. | am confident that iswhat heintendsto do, and thisis exactly the sort of opportunity he'll have
been waiting for.” At the others' looks of question, he went on.

“Surely you don't think he would show up &t the coronation, not knowing whether Brion Haldane has his
father’ s powers. Besides, heisn't after Brion for his own cause; he wants to put the Festillic Pretender on
the throne—and Prince Hogan certainly isn't yet ready to face down afully-functional Haldane king.”

“Hehastold you this?” Vivienne asked, aghast.

“Not in so many words, no,” Rhydon replied. “But killing Brion now, before he has settled into his
kingship, would certainly make it essier for the future. The heir is underage; and hisheir is Duke Richard
Haldane, achildless bachelor. It would take only afew deathsto leave Gwynedd without aclear heir,
open for aking of the old Fedtillic line to take back the throne.”

Michon chuckled, then lifted ahand, haf in gpology. “Y ou have spent too much time with Camille
Furgtanaand her nephews, Rhydon. Y ou make this sound almost agood thing, though | know you do
not mean that.” He drew a deep breath and settled dightly forward, fingersinterlaced before him.

“The questionis, will Zachris Pomeroy take advantage of the king' s presence to make hismovein
Vaoret? hewent on. “Itis, after dl, closer to the border, and closer to Cardosa, where Pomeroy has
been building his power base for Hogan and the other Fursténs. We can take no overt action, of
course—nothing that would reved our existence to the human population—~but it seemsto meawise
thing for severd of usto make oursalves present at the cathedral, especidly at the time of the
archbishop’ s enthronement. For if | were Zachris Pomeroy, that iswhen and where | would strike,
heedless of the fact that to do so would be to desecrate holy ground. | do not think that would much
matter to such ashe”



Silence greeted this declaration, but it was of the thoughtful sort rather than born out of any disagreement.
After amoment, Seisyll gave aheavy sigh.

“I made certain that Jamyl wasincluded in the king' s party,” he said quietly, “just in case Pomeroy should
get wind of the king' svigt to Valoret and try to apprehend him there. If he does, we may rely on Jamyl

to do what is necessary from within, though we shal have to be careful to ensure that heis not
discovered as Deryni. | do not know the king's status, regarding the Hal dane powers, but | have hope
that at least some of them have been awakened. It islittle known, but he made a secret visit to the Lady
Alyce de Corwyn as shelay dying. Given her involvement with the late king, it is possible that she was
ableto help Prince Brion.”

“You haveaplan?’ Oisin asked quietly.
Michon nodded. “I do.”

Chapter 27

“For they intended evil againg thee: they imagined a
mischievous device, which they were not able to perform.”

—PSALM 21:11

T HEY had reckoned that for the next day or two, at least until the king arrived in Valoret, he would be
in no particular danger, since he was on the move and no one knew he was coming. That gave the
Camberian Council timeto organize their strategy, for Rhydon to assemble his operatives, and for Saisyll
to contact his nephew, already on the road with the king, concerning Zachris Pomeroy. Jamyl dared not
pass on the warning to anyonein the roya party, lest he be obliged to reved his source—and himsdlf as
Deryni—but he assured his uncle that he would maintain particular vigilance, and would somehow make
contact with Rhydon once they arrived in Vaoret.

Which occurred just at dusk on the afternoon before Paul Tollenda wasto be installed as Archbishop
and Primate. The arrival of twenty Haldane lancersin the cathedrd’ s stable yard, and with the king
among them, provoked aflurry of initid aarm followed by consternation, as men in black habits and then
afew in episcopa purple poked their heads from the chapter house doorway and then began spilling
onto its steps, for no one had reckoned that the king might venture out of Rhemuth before his coronation,
and certainly not asfar north as Vaoret.

“Sire, thisisapleasant surprise. Y ou are most welcome!” said ayoung bishop Brion did not recognize,
though Kenneth did: Faxon Howard, one of theitinerant bishops, and kin to Vera Countess of Kierney.
Unlike the others coming warily onto the chapter house steps as the king and hisimmediate party
dismounted, Bishop Faxon looked genuinely pleased.

Brion acknowledged the bishop’ s greeting with aneutral nod, but made no move to approach, alowing
his companionsto close ranks around him—Richard and Tiarndn and Jiri Redfearn, and Kenneth at his
back—as more bishops emerged from the arched doorway, finally some that he knew by sight. First
came Esmé Harris, the Bishop of Coroth, followed by Archbishop Desmond and Patrick Corrigan, who
had rejoined his brother bishopsimmediately after Twelfth Night to assist in the ddliberations. None of
them looked particularly pleased to see Kenneth Morgan in the king' s party.

“Reverend Father,” the king said, nodding again. Though the stark black he wore was as much for
anonymity of travel asfor mourning for hislate father, it lent him agravity that belied his youth and
gtature; his companions stood nearly a head taler than he. Behind him and spilling back through the stable



gate, the yard was awash with the Haldane crimson of the lancers' pennons.

“Y our Mgesty, we were not expecting you,” Archbishop Desmond said baldly. “ Ah—should you not be
preparing for your coronation?’

The king's gaze flicked over the other clerics massing al around the archbishop. The resentment of some
of them wasonly thinly velled.

“I have had some weeksto prepare, my lord,” hereplied. “And it seemed to meright that | pay my
respectsto our new Primate as he is enthroned—as he shall do for mein another few weeks' time. | fear
| do not know Bishop Tollenda by sight. Perhaps someone would be so good asto present him to me.”

Accompanied by aflurry of furtive whispering, the mass of purple-clad clerics parted raggedly, dlowing a
dight, stoop-shouldered figure with a shock of faded ginger hair to pass among them, eyes humbly
averted and hands clasped decoroudly at the waist of hisfaded purple cassock. Pausing abreast of
Archbishop Desmond, he briefly lifted his gaze to the king's, inclined his head in respect, then glanced
expectantly at Desmond, who drew himsdf up with an air of resgnation.

“Brion Haldane King of Gwynedd, | have the honor to present the Most Reverend Paul Tollendd, lately
Bishop of Marbury and now become Archbishop-Elect of Vdoret and Primate of All Gwynedd. My
Lord Archbishop, HisMgesty the King.”

Handing off hisreinsto Kenneth, Brion started forward, removing hisleather cap as he came. The
discreet coronet embroidered around the crown and nearly hidden by the upturned brim was the only
mark of hisrank—that, and the Eye of Rom in hisright earlobe. The archbishop-elect, for his part, came
dowly down the steps to meet him, hesitantly extending hisright hand when they met at the bottom,
where the king briefly bent to kiss the episcopa ring. With the archbishop standing on the bottom step as
the king straightened at ground level, Kenneth noted that it made the two nearly the same height.

“Please dlow meto extend felicitations on your dection, Holy Father,” Brion said, again inclining his
head. “I shall pray that our future dealings may be amicable and harmonious.”

Bishop Paul bowed inturn. “Thank you, Sire. It isadways ablessng when leaders may work together
toward the common good. And may | say that you honor us with your presence? | did not expect it, this
closeto your own coronation.”

Brion amiled faintly, his gaze flicking briefly over the other bishops and their scowls. “ So it would seem.
But | am avery young king, my lord, and | fear that | have not yet gained the patience or perhapsthe
wisdom to St by idly, when thereis so much to learn. | trust that my presence will not inconvenience you
overmuch. My men will look after me. Please do not fed that you must dwell on extra ceremony on my
account, for | am sure| shal have my fill of it back in Rhemuth, when you come to crown meking.”

The new archbishop smiled at that: an expression of genuine amusement that surprised the king, for no
one had reckoned that Paul Tollendal might possess a sense of humor. Some of the king' s party were
amiling faintly aswell, though Kenneth, at least, was well aware of the reputation of the man about to
become the highest ecclesiasticd authority in theland.

“I shall take you at your word, Sire,” the new archbishop went on, inclining his head as he beckoned
asdefor aman in abbot’srobes. “And | hope you will take no offense that we can offer you only such
humble accommodation as the cathedrd’ s guesthouse can provide; the castle has not had royd vigtorsin
sometime, and it will not be possible to make it ready on such short notice. | fear that your lancerswill
be obliged to make do in the stable loft, if you wish to keep them near you.”



“That will be sufficient, my lord,” Duke Richard said, spesking for thefirst time, and sgning for the
captain of lancersto dismount and draw nearer. “ The men are well accustomed to billeting in thefield, so
adableloft will seem to them great luxury. And the rest of us are most grateful for whatever
arrangements you are able to make on such short notice.”

“Then, may | inviteyou into the refectory, Sire, Highness?” their host replied, extending ahand in the
direction of the cloister arch. “It will be warmer there, and | am certain that we can offer at least some
token of suitable hospitdity after your long ride. For some hours, our deliberations have been distracted
by the aroma of fresh-baked bread and mulling wine. Clearly, your arrival is meant to encourage usto
succumb to temptation. Please, come, and we shdl get to know one another better.”

T HE enthronement of Paul Tollenda as Archbishop of Vaoret and Primate of All Gwynedd wasto take
place a noon the following day, at the city’ sAll Saints' Cathedral. That evening, the man at the focus of
the planned ceremony hosted the king and his uncle for amodest private supper in his new apartments,
accompanied by congenid if guarded conversation regarding past differences between Crown and
Church, and how such might be avoided during the tenures of the new king and archbishop. The rest of
the king' simmediate party supped with the cathedral chapter, and the lancers with the officers of the
archbishop’ s household guards.

Afterward, Kenneth and Sir Tiarndn spent an hour with the captain of lancers and the captain of the
archbishop’'s household guard, familiarizing themsalves with the interior of the cathedral and discussing
possible security issues for the morrow, for Brion was still an uncrowned king, protected neither by the
mystique accorded an anointed sovereign, as God' s representative within hiskingdom, nor by the fullness
of hisHadane legacy, abbreviated by Alyce suntimely desth. Awareness of the latter part of this
vulnerability had made Kenneth doubly uneasy about making the journey to Vaoret, but Brion had been
inggent.

Meanwhile, with the king’s men thus occupied, the king' s squire found his opportunity to make contact
with Rhydon, who had arranged to meet Jamyl in the cathedrd’ s sacristy. The vast building was mostly
deserted at that hour, with physica preparations aready completed for the morrow’ s ceremonias. Jamyl
could hear the distant voices of Kenneth and the others walking the galleries high above the clerestory
ades, but nothing moved in the nave below, where the only illumination besidesthe votive lightsin the
various s de chapels came from afew torches|eft burning for the inspection party. Above, he could see
more torches moving aong the galleries, which would keep him aware of their whereabouts.

The sacristy door was standing dightly gar as Jamyl approached it, gliding from shadow to shadow. He
paused just outside for amoment, briefly rehearsing his cover story, should there prove to be anyone
insde besides his expected contact; he dared not risk a psychic probe, since their adversary was another
Deryni. Then, with a softly indrawn breath, he gently pushed the door open far enough to dip indde and
softly closeit. He was startled, nonetheless, to find Rhydon dl a once standing in the center of the
chamber, pushing back the cowl of amonk’srobes and laying onefinger across hislipsto caution
slence.

A second gesture seemed to lower avell around them, deadening the distant sounds of the voicesfar
outside. Another beckoned for Jamy! to approach, as Rhydon moved toward the center of the chamber
to bend and grasp a corner of the fine Kheldish carpet covering the floor before the dtar, walking it back
to expose the tessdllated floor benegth. Inits center, bardly visble by the light of the dtar’ s Presence
lamp, Jamyl could just make out avagudy circular design.

“Come closer,” Rhydon whispered, crouching down on his hunkersbesideit. “'Y ou need to know about



this”

At once Jamy! did as he was bidden, for thefaint tingling just discernible a hisfeet told of a Portal matrix
embedded in the mosaic design. At the other’ s gesture of invitation, he shifted onto hiskneesto lay both
handsflat on the center of thetiled moitif, closing his eyesto extend his senses, grasping the psychic
prickle of the Portal’ s unique energy signature and setting its pattern deep in memory. As helooked up
with anod, dusting his hands againgt histhighs, Rhydon smiled faintly and got to hisfeet, Jamyl dsorisng
S0 that the two of them could turn the carpet back over the Portal sedl. With aglance at the door,
Rhydon drew his younger companion back into the shadows nearer the vesting dtar.

“Take specid caretomorrow,” Rhydon murmured, “and stay closeto the king, if you can.” Hisvoice
was hardly more than awhisper of breath against Jamyl’ sear. “1’ ve seen no further sign of Zachris, but |
know that heisabout. | did see one of his henchmen here at Mass this morning, which isvery out of
character for men of hisilk. It could well be aprelude for Zachris to make an appearance tomorrow,
possibly by means of this very Porta. He certainly would know about it; there are Portas at many of the
cathedrals, from the old days. I'll have a man stationed nearby, but if you can keep the king away from
thisend of the church, that would probably be wise.”

Jamyl nodded. “I understand. Sir Kenneth isaready planning to bring him and Duke Richard in by aside
door,” hesaid. “They’ll be sitting in the chair, close againgt the choir screen—not visible from the nave.
Y ou redly think that Zachris Pomeroy would come here?’

Rhydon’ slipstightened. “What better place and opportunity, to strike ablow for Prince Hogan' s cause?
Killing the king before he can be crowned would throw the kingdom into turmoail, and give Hogan a
unigue opportunity to seize the crown before the successon can be resolved.”

“But—Prince Nigd isthe heir, and Richard after him,” Jamyl began.

“Nigd isnineyearsold. Nor isit at al certain that he could wield the Hal dane power, even were he
grown to manhood. Richard fares no better in that regard—nor Brion himsdlf, for that matter. Whatever
preparations Donal was able to make, he did not expect to die with hisher still so young; and he had not
reckoned on Alyce de Corwyn dying &t the same time. God a one knows whether her son will be ableto
function, when heisold enough.”

Jamyl closed hiseyesbriefly, in vain attempt to shut out even the thought of the struggle that could follow.

“Go and get some deep now,” Rhydon ordered. “I was able to arrange for your brother to beincluded in
the choir coming down from Arx Fidei tomorrow. | haveitin mind that he should complain of fedingill,
just before things begin, and be sent to St in the sacristy while he recovers.”

“To guard the Portal?” Jamyl only barely managed to keep his voice to awhisper. “Rhydon, he'sonly
twelve years old—and if there strouble, it could cost him his chance at the priesthood.”

“If there' strouble, and Zachris has free accessto this Portal,” Rhydon replied, “it could cost the king his
life”

Jamyl swallowed hard, unwilling to consder ether outcome, flinching as Rhydon laid ahand on his
shoulder in commiseration.

“Perhaps | should not have reminded you that the stakeswere so high,” Rhydon offered, faintly
gpologetic. “But be of good cheer. With any luck at dl, we shall see no sign of Zachris Pomeroy or his
minions, and everything will go smoothly.”



A LL through the following morning, that seemed to be the case. Final preparations began just after
Matins, with the principal s assembling in the chapter house an hour before noon to robe and receive their
find indructions. Meanwhile, the supporting clergy began gathering outsde with dl the trgppings of the
Church’ shighest ceremonid: the monksin their habits and church capes, the clergy in cassocks and white
surplices, and the bishops wearing sumptuous copes and miters behind the grand processiond cross, with
acolytes bearing the matching candlesticks—the set said to have been given by the great King Bearand
Haldane, encased in sheets of beaten gold and studded with rubies and pearls; the golden thuribles and
aspergilla, the great Gospel Book with its jeweled cover depicting serried ranks of the blessed who gave
their patronageto All Saints Cathedrd, the bright silken banners of the various saints associated with
Vaoret and with Gwynedd.

It was abright, sunny day, if fill bitter cold, so the various masters of ceremony were ableto line up the
processions of choir and cathedral chapter and supporting bishopsin the cathedra squareinstead of in
the smaller cloister garth within the abbey walls. The fine weather had dso encouraged agood turnout
from the local townsfolk, eager to see their new archbishop enthroned, for whom the spectacle of the
cathedral at work provided periodic and welcome diversion from their workaday lives. Well before the
noon Angelus, people began converging on the cathedra square from al directions, gawking at the
processions lining up outside as they shuffled inside to jostle for the best vantage points.

The king and his uncle came over from the abbey guesthouse only minutes before the ceremony wasto
begin, both il dressed in mourning for the late king, dipping in through aside door to take their placesin
the choir; with luck, they would be taken for minor clergy, amid so much other black, aswould Tiarnan
and Jiri, who attended them, dong with Jamyl Arilan.

Kenneth had seen to the placing of the lancers earlier in the morning, al of them with black monks' robes
over their mail and leather. A few would be stationed in the king' svicinity; more were in the body of the
cathedral itsdlf, severd morein the narrow walks above the clerestory aides, these armed with short
recurve bows underneath their robes. For himself, Kenneth had declined the invitation to st with the royal
party, choosing instead to roam at large in the galleries above, where he might be more quickly aware of
any threat to theking.

But nothing untoward occurred during the serviceitsdf. On the last stroke of the Angdlus bell, when al
the principals had taken their places, the various processions of choir and clergy began entering the
cathedral, ecclesastica impedimenta aglitter, to the accompaniment of chanted hymns and psalms and
the sweet aroma of incense.

In due time, in the course of a Solemn High Mass, Paul Tollenda was acclaimed and enthroned as
Archbishop of Vaoret and Primate of All Gwynedd, with &l the bishops present swearing him
obedience. The new archbishop then presided for the remainder of the Mass, himself coming down from
the altar to offer the sacred Bread to the king and his party; Archbishop Desmond followed with the
Cup. The action immediately focused attention on the recipients thereof, prompting awhisper of
speculation throughout the nave asto who they might be. Though somewhat vexed that their identities
had been compromised, Duke Richard kept the king and his party in their places asthefinal prayers
were sad, the dismissd given, thelast Gospd sung.

Afterward, asthe various processions and choirs retired and the cathedral began to empty, the new
archbishop paused on the cathedra stepsto give hisblessing to the cheering crowd. Theking and his
party lingered near the sanctuary to meet afew of the lesser participants whose efforts normally went
unrecognized. In the aftermath of ardligious ceremony, the risk seemed dight. Brion found that he
enjoyed meeting his subjects, who warmed immediately to the gracious and personable youth who had



become their king. Astheroya party began moving toward the nave, Duke Richard dispatched Jamyl
into the galleries to fetch Kenneth down, for they were expected back in the refectory momentarily for a
medl with the new archbishop and hisclergy.

“You can dso tell him to stand down the lancers,” Richard told him. “I’'m sure they’ re reedy for ahot

Crossing into the north transept, where he had last caught sight of Kenneth lurking in the galery above,
Jamy| took ashortcut he had learned the night before, worming hisway up one of the intramura turnpike
dairs, then sdling dong anarrow passage that afull-grown man would have found difficult to navigete,
especidly if he were armed; but Jamyl bore only a dagger on hisbelt. As he came out on one of the
clerestory walks, he spotted Kenneth not far ahead and hailed him.

Kenneth had dready anticipated the order to dismissthe lancers, so Jamyl joined him asthey headed
back toward the semicircular walkway that skirted the apse, till high above the cathedra floor, intending
to pick up men asthey went. Jamyl wasin the lead, and it was he who literally sumbled over thefirst sign
that all was not as placid asit seemed: the dead body of one of Brion’slancer archers.

“Dear God, heishere!l” he breathed, one hand flying to the hilt of his squire’ s dagger even ashe
recovered hisfooting and crouched lower, his other hand briefly brushing the dead man’ s forehead,
probing with his powers as his eyes scanned franticaly ahead and al around. Behind him, Kenneth's
sharp exclamation of query focused the imperative to take immediate action. But though he was il
weeks shy of his sixteenth birthday, Jamyl Arilan rose to the challenge, making the split-second decision
of aman and a Deryni, to take amassive gamble with Lord Kenneth Morgan and compel his
cooperation by the force of hiswill, because there was no timeto ask permission.

Kenneth!

Jamyl’smental shout had itsintended effect. Kenneth, in the process of crouching and craning to peer
past Jamyl, immediately looked at Jamyl instead—and was brought up short by the squire’ s sharp,
blue-violet gaze. He overbaanced and sat down hard, hitting the back of his head againgt the Sde of the
wall. The pain was sufficient to distract him just enough that he did not think to avoid the hand that darted
out to grasp the side of his neck. Nor was he able to evade the accompanying probe that surged across
the link of flesh to thrust into hismind.

For Kenneth, whose previous experience of Deryni powers had been limited to the tender ministrations
of hiswife, and afew very specific and largely superficid interactions with the late king, Jamyl’ stouch
was surgical and not atogether gentle, clashing againgt primitive shields that Kenneth had not known he
possessed, and which Jamy! certainly had not expected.

Nor had he expected that Kenneth would be ableto resist at all, though he knew that, if he chose, he
could smply rip through the human lord' s puny defenses and do what he liked. But that Stark redization
brought Jamy! immediately to his senses, for mind-ripping the loyal Kenneth Morgan, betraying histrust,
was unthinkable.

At once he moderated his probe, though still he pressed for compliance, thistime caming and reassuring,
a once explaining and begging forgiveness, dl in an ingtant.

Do not resst me, | beg of you! Thisis part of aplot to kill the king, Jamyl sent, thework of aman called
Zachris Pomeroy. He sent the image of a dark-haired man with dark eyesinto Kenneth’smind. He
servesthe cause of Prince Hogan, the Festillic Pretender! He shifted to verba speech asit became clear
that he was causing hurt to the one man whose assistance he most needed at this moment.



“Please! | do not mean to hurt you, but hear me out!” he gasped. Y ou must help me! He has cometo
kill theking if he can, but | may not tell you how | know thisl | amloyal, | swear to you! Trust me! Help
me! Even now, theking may bein mortal danger!”

K ENNETH staggered as Jamy! released him, breath rasping ragged in histhroat, but it never occurred
to him to refuse what the young Deryni begged, implored—for Deryni, Jamyl surely was, and no less
bound to the king' s service than Kenneth himself. Of that, he was certain! Had he taken time to analyze,
stark reason would have shrieked that it wasfolly to accept such revelation and direction at face-value,
forced upon him by a Deryni, but his heart sensed that Jamyl Arilan wastrue, and that the king'slife
might very well depend upon their swift action.

Scrambling to hisfeet, eyes anxioudy searching the shadows ahead—and dready refining Jamyl’s
plan—Kenneth gestured urgently for Jamyl to go back the way they had come, himsdlf snatching up the
bow and an arrow from the dead lancer’ s hands and taking off in the direction he and Jamyl had been
headed. He fumbled to nock the arrow by fed asheran, for Jamyl had given him the face of the man he
was now seeking—a man who would surdy kill theking if he could—and he knew he would have but an
ingant to act, if hefound him.

He nearly ran full-tilt into the next pair, sheltering in the shadow of agdleried wakway at the angle of the
transept crossing. They were Brion’s own lancers, but they had arrows nocked to bowstrings as they
peered down dispassionately at the king and Duke Richard, who were deep in conversation with Bishop
Faxon Howard, paying no mind asthey strolled into the transept crossing far below.

One of the men was dready in mid-draw; Kenneth stopped him with an arrow in his heart, before he
could let fly, then launched himsdlf at the other man, wildly flailing with the bow before him, shouldering
him hard enough to send him over the low parapet that ran dong the clerestory wak. Oddly, the man let
out nary asound as he fell to his death, only narrowly missing astartled monk, whose tray of empty
cruets clattered to the floor with adiscordant crash of chiming metal and shattering glass as he ssumbled
backward in alarm and |ooked up.

“What the devil?’ Richard cried out, ingtinctively yanking Brion back from the crumpled form asheand
the king aso looked up.

Discarding his now-useless bow, Kenneth peered over the parapet only long enough to be certain that
neither prince had been hit, then gestured urgently for them to be away.

“There streachery afoot! Some of our men are compromised! Get him to safety!”

He did not wait to see what they did; only pelted onward to the end of the gallery—he could see no one
there—then tried to squeeze through the narrow doorway of atight turnpike stair that spiraled downward
within one of the columns that supported the transept crossing. He had to detach his sheathed sword
fromits hangers and hug it close along his body to get through, and it hampered him on the way down,
but he knew he had to get to the king, to protect him from his own men aswell as Zachris Pomeroy; for
the Deryni n had managed to infiltrate the cathedra, probably inserting some of hisown meninto
theranks of Brion’slancers, and he was able to seize men’ s minds, was subverting more of the lancers,
one by one. Any one of them could be potentid regicides.

Emerging to sounds of avigorous scuffle at the bottom of the stair, he found Richard grappling with
another of the lancers, who was struggling violently to wrench free—amost certainly, another of
Pomeroy’ s unwilling conquests, for Kenneth knew the man to beloyd.



Brion and Bishop Faxon had aso thrown themsalves into the fracas and were attempting to assist
Richard by tackling the man'’ sflailing legs—and getting kicked for their trouble. Beyond, more lancers
were gpproaching at arun from dl parts of the cathedra, with Tiarnan and Jri among them. But given
what Kenneth had seen above and here, he redlized he could not be sure of any of them.

“Richard!” he shouted, as he ran toward them. “Either knock him out or kill him!” At the sametime, he
interposed himself between them and the oncoming lancers, flinging aside the scabbard from his sword
and adopting a posture of challenge as he thrust his free hand upward in an emphatic order to halt.

“All of you, hold!” he ordered. “Drop your wegpons! Don't ask why, just do it! Now!”

If they defied him for whatever reason, he knew he could not stop al of them, for there must be closeto
adozen, but he took the chance that most of them probably had not been compromised.

“I said, put down your swords. Doit!” he repeated, gesturing with his sword and starting to back off just
alittle, edging closer to the king.

Behind him, amid the garbled sounds of muffled grunts and heavy breething and harness clanging against
thefloor, he heard asmothered gurgle, aruptly choked off, and Richard’ s satisfied humpf as he dedlt
with their would-be assailant. In front of Kenneth, Jiri and Tiarndn had laid down their weapons
immediately, and now were making gestures urging the wary and bewildered lancersto do the same.

Which they began to do, starting to lay down swords and bows. ..except for one man far at the back,
with amonk’ srobe over hislivery, who was edging away from the others—and then made an abrupt
bolt for freedom.

“Stop that man!” Kenneth shouted, pointing with his sword as he took up pursuit, plunging into the midst
of the confused lancers and trying not to skewer anyone as he bulled hisway through. Their sheer mass
dowed him down, even though they were trying to get out of hisway.

Breaking free, he pounded down the nave after his quarry, shoving aside flustered clergy and lingering
townsfolk, jumping over fallen ones or dodging to avoid tripping over them, caroming off pillarsashe
tried to keep hisquarry in sight.

Far at thewest end, agroup of monks saw him coming, darmed by the shouts echoing from that end of
the cathedral, and pointed urgently toward the baptistry chapel in the northwest corner, very near the
door to the sacristy, where two black-clad figureswere circling and feinting in adeadly dance that
suddenly exploded into aknife-fight, quick and violent and bloody. Nearby lay the crumpled forms of
severd more black-clad bodies. Kenneth had nearly reached the struggling pair when another
black-robed man burst from the sacristy doorway, sword in hand, and launched himsdlf at Kenneth.

They met in aclash of ringing sted and grunted exclamations that sent frightened onlookers scurrying for
cover in archways and behind pillars. After aninitid flurry of heated attacks and parries, Kenneth's
attacker disengaged, backing off briefly in more ca culating assessment.

Again they engaged, feinting, testing, neither doing any damage—until Kenneth' s attacker suddenly
launched another flurry of furious attack. After half adozen ringing exchanges, blade dithered dong blade
until the two swords locked at the cross-guards, the two men eye-to-eye, each straining to shift the
balance. Kenneth attempted to disengage, but his opponent would not be budged, his cold gaze catching
Kenneth’'sin what immediately became an attempt to seize hiswill. He was Deryni, Kenneth redlized,

and moreover, dmost certainly the man of whom Jamy! had warned him.

Wrenching away his glance, Kenneth finally managed to disengage, worried now, sword sweeping before



himin guard as he circled afew steps, looking for an opening. He probably had the edge in experience
and even sKill, but his opponent was at |east a decade younger. From far at the other end of the nave, he
could hear urgent shouting, and the sound of running footsteps, and prayed that more of his opponent’s
associates had not launched a separate attack on the king.

They closed again, with Kenneth well aware that thistime the stakes were even higher than hisown
possblelossof life. After another flurry of exchanges, they locked blades again, but Kenneth kept his
gaze averted and spun out from under the other’ s blade, ending crouched in aguard position adozen
paces away, breathing hard. The running footsteps were closer now—uwhether friend or foe, Kenneth
knew not.

But there would be no renewd of this battle—at least not with swords. Though Kenneth’' s opponent
again raised hisblade, alook of calculated loathing in the dark eyes, thistime he stretched forth his
sword-arm to sight along his blade, a sneering amile twitching a the corners of his mouth. Then, though
the sword tip sank dowly toward the floor, the man’s other hand lifted in afigt that, asthe fingers
opened, brought forth aspitting ball of orangefire.

Asthe man’sarm cocked back to throw, all Kenneth could think to do—and it was his body that
rescted ingtinctively, not his brain—was to flatten himsdlf to thefloor, at the sametimerolling asfar asde
as he could, even aslightning arced from the man’ s hand. The lightning seared past where Kenneth's
torso had been, narrowly missing aribbed column and taking a smoking gouge of masonry out of the wall

beyond.

He recoiled from the sight, and saw, to hishorror, that Duke Richard and the king had very nearly
reached what was about to become a deadly killing zone, and that his Deryni attacker now was turning
his blade toward the king, fire again in his other hand, alook of triumph in his eyes as he again cocked his
arm to launch another magicd drike.

“Nooooooo!” Kenneth screamed.

In that same ingtant, his eye caught motion high in the clerestory above him: ablack-clad and hooded
archer looking down, drawing alittle recurve bow to full-nock, the barbed arrowhead lowering to bear
directly a him.

Except that, when the gloved hand let fly, the arrow thudded into the throat of Kenneth's attacker, who
clawed a histhroat with a strangled gurgle—and enveloped his own head in flames, dain by hisown
magic. Kenneth’' s gasp was ot in the shouts of nearby witnesses and the sound of footsteps
approaching, as he twisted to look back up to the clerestory.

For an ingant Kenneth did not move; nor did the man above, who paused with hand to ear and bow-arm
gtill extended, face obscured by hishood.

But then the bow-arm dowly lowered, the other hand pushing back the hood from bright blue eyes and
chestnut hair deeked back in abraided warrior’ sknot. Looking grimly satisfied, Kenneth’ s savior
inclined hishead in agraceful bow, then jutted his chin beyond Kenneth, where Jamy!’ s desperate
knife-fight had shifted onto the floor. The hand that the man raised in salute and leave-taking, just before
he stepped back from the gallery’ s parapet, was marked at the wrist with atattooed cross.

Chapter 28

“Then they brought out the king' s son,
and put upon him the crown.”



—II CHRONICLES 23:11

E VEN as his unexpected rescuer’ sidentity registered, Kenneth was squirming upright, sivord somehow
il miraculoudy in his hand, searching wildly for the king and Duke Richard. He spotted them farther
back in the nave, where they had followed Kenneth's exampl e by throwing themselvesto the floor at the
threat of magic, and were picking themselves up. Bishop Faxon and several monks helping them to their
feet, dl solicitous. Rdlief washed over him in awave, but it was not complete. The direct and immediate
threat to the king might be neutralized, but Jamyl—

Fearing the worst, he staggered in the direction he had last seen the squire, but Jamy!l’ sfight was over, his
body al but hidden benegath that of his much larger opponent. There was blood on the floor around the
pair: agreat ded of it.

Heartsick, Kenneth started to reach for the body on top, to drag it clear, then jerked back asthe man
moved. To hisrelief, the vague movement proved to come not from the larger man, but from Jamyl
himsdlf, trying to squirm out from under.

“Jesu, he' sheavy!” Jamyl’ s head emerged from under the dead-weight of the other man, profound relief
in hiseyes as he saw Kenneth cautioudy stretching out his sword to prod the body on top.

“He sdso quite dead, m'lord. Can you help me get him of f?’

At once Kenneth laid aside his sword and scrambled closer to grab a handful of the dead man’s clothing
and heave him clear of Jamyl, who was breathing raggedly and covered with blood.

“Chrig, heisheavy!”

“Hefdt likeahorse on my chest,” Jamyl gasped, struggling to sit up. “He swearing abreast and back,
and sted vambraces—which didn’t leave me much in the way of targets.”

Together they heaved the dead man onto his back, where the cause of his death becameimmediately
evident. The hilt of aHaldane squire’ s dagger was protruding from under the man’s chin, its blade driven
up through the jaw and into the brain. The man appeared to be the one Kenneth had chased down the
nave and lost.

“Well, at least you got him,” Kenneth muttered. “He got away from me.”

Behind him, the sound of running footstepstold of further company about to arrive, and monks were
beginning to creep from their hiding places and venture closer, now that the danger appeared to be past.
Meanwhile, Kenneth was making his own assessment of Jamyl’ s condition, prodding tentatively at a great
bloody rent in the younger man’sdeeve.

“Isany of that blood his, or isit mostly yours?” Ashe said it, he glanced up at the gdlery behind them,
but he could see no sign of Sé Trelawney. If others had seen him, it waslikely they had taken him for one
of thelancer archers.

Jamyl winced as he made his own ingpection of hiswounded arm, grimacing as his hand came away red.
“Mmm, mostly mine, I’ m afraid, though some of it probably comes from that fellow.”

He nodded toward the nearest of the other men sprawled in the vicinity, who wore a cowled monk’s
robe like the others. The man appeared to be breathing, but his face was covered with blood from a
deep cut that diced from the bridge of his nose downward past the right-hand corner of his mouth.



“Another nasty friend, en?” Kenneth retorted, tight-jawed, as he reached for his sword.

But Jamy! grabbed urgently at Kenneth’s hand with his bloodied one and shook his head, the blue-violet
eyes engaging Kenneth’ s asthey had up in the galery—though thistime, no compulsion accompanied the
intengty of hisgaze.

“Heisnot one of them, my lord,” Jamyl said very ddiberatdly. “Heis...an associate.”
“An associate?’ Kenneth repeated. “What kind of—"

“Not now, my lord!” Jamyl whispered, casting an anxious glance beyond Kenneth, for Richard and the
king were nearly upon them, both with swordsin their fists, and Bishop Faxon Howard not far behind.

Do not betray me! came Jamyl’ sfurther plea, as he collapsed back, moaning, though his double-squeeze
of Kenneth's hand told Kenneth that the moan was more for effect than an indication of rea discomfort.

“Jamyl!” Brion cried, sheathing his sword as he pressed between the gathering monks to approach.
Richard was heading on to check the other body, its features charred beyond recognition and an arrow
through itsthroat. “Isheal right? And who the devil isthat?’ he added, pointing at the dead man with a
Haldane squire’ s dagger protruding from underneath his chin.

“I don't know, Sire,” Jamyl said badly before Kenneth could answer. “ He was attacking one of the
monks as| came down from the gdleries” he added, jutting his chinin the direction of hiswounded
“associate” “When | tried to intervene, he attacked me.”

“Seeto both of them,” Bishop Faxon ordered, beckoning toward some of the other clergy personne
hovering nearby. “ And see whether any of the othersare dive.”

“It looks like one of our archers got thisone,” Richard said, prodding the other dead man with atoe.
“Sweet Jesu, how did he get so burned? Look at his hand and face!”

“Hewas Deryni, my lord!” said one of the monks, who came scurrying from behind anearby column.
“Look!” He pointed toward the damaged wall, with its snged and pocked mortar. “ Praise God, that
your man was ableto stop him!”

Later inquiry among the remaining Haldane lancers never revealed just who had shot the arrow that
stopped the man, and none of the archbishop’ s guards ever admitted to it. Nor did Kenneth enlighten
them. But he knew beyond any doubt that he, and quite possibly the king, owed their livesto thetimely
intervention of Sir Sé Trelawney.

Later that evening, with Jamyl patched up and mobile, if looking abit pesked, Kenneth Morgan was
obliged to give afuller reckoning to the king and his uncle regarding what had happened that day in the
cathedral. Sitting after supper with Brion and Duke Richard—but not the new archbishop or any of his
associates—K enneth chose hiswords carefully, very aware of the need to protect the secret identity of
hiserswhile dly, who was excused from serving table on account of hisinjury, but instaled nonetheless
inachair by thefire, hisinjured arm supported in ading to ease hiswound. He had long before decided
that he would not mention Sé. He did not know what connection there might be between the Anviller
knight and the squire sitting across the table from them, but he knew he must protect both of them, if at al

possible.

“Thereisredly very littleto tel, beyond what you dready know,” Kenneth said, topping up Duke
Richard's cup and then his own when Brion passed a hand over his own cup and shook his head. Jamyl
was gl nurang hisinitia cup, aong with hiswounded arm, and likewise declined.



“I met up with Jamyl after you sent me to stand-down the archers, up in the clerestory galleries, and we
found Milo Guthrie dead.” That much wastrue. 1 sent Jamyl acrossto the other sde whilel took Milo's
bow and continued forward—and saw the two men drawing down on the two of you. So | shot the first
one and rushed the second; I’ d only the one arrow, but I’d known I” d only have time for one shat, if
there was more treachery.”

He paused to take aswallow of wine, carefully choosing the next part of his story. Knowing that Alyce
had at least begun awakening Brion’s ability to Truth-Read, he knew he dared not lie outright, but he
could be economica with his details. Everything had happened very quickly.

“After that, it was amatter of getting downstairsto you as quickly as| could. As| threaded my way
down that ridiculousinternal turnpike stair at the transept, afraid that | was going to get stuck, it occurred
to methat only aDeryni could have subverted any of our men in the space of only afew hours—and that
maybe he’ d gotten to more than just the two I’ d killed. That’swhy | ordered the ones on the ground to
drop their wegpons. When the one in the back broke and ran, | figured he had to be our infiltrator.”

“And Jamyl had gotten down by then,” Brion said eagerly, gill smiling at the image Kenneth had conjured
of getting stuck in the turnpike stair, “so he was able to corner him there by the baptistery chape.” He
flashed hissquire apleased grin, diciting araised cup and awan, answering smile.

“He very nearly crushed meto death, Sire,” Jamyl alowed, seizing on the opportunity to embroider on
the humor Brion was finding in the story. The king was only fourteen and a bit, after dl. “He waswearing
mail and abreast and back under those monk’ srobes. The only place | could get at him was above the
neck—though that certainly sufficed.”

Brion shivered delicioudy, though Richard looked thoughtful—and he was the one to be convinced,
Kenneth redized, though the prince' s next comment suggested that he was not questioning the ory.

“I didn’t teach you that,” Richard muttered, “though it'sagood move. It would certainly stop aman
quickly. Did you learnthat in King Illann’ s service?’

Jamyl only shrugged and lifted his cup to theroya duke in salute, then drank again, hoping the
assumption would suffice.

“Humph,” was dl Richard said, though histone was thoughtful and not at al suspicious. “1 wonder if we'll
ever know who he was—or the other one, who wastossing lightning at us. The armor is Torenthi; at least
the breast and back are. Very fine workmanship—and the other man’s sword isworth asmall fortune.
Someoneisgoing to missthem....”

“Aye, and they’ |l havefriends” Kenneth said. “I’ m sure the word will get out. Whoever they were, they
were enemies of Gwynedd.”

“Aye, that’sacertainty!” Richard retorted.

But Kenneth knew precisaly who one of the dead men was, and by whom he had been sent, thanksto
Jamyl—whose Deryni identity had been acomplete surprise.

Asfor any connection between Jamyl and Sé Trelawney, other than their shared Deryni
heritage. .. Kenneth took along pull a hiswine, well aware that Deryni were very good at keeping
SECrets.

T HEY had considered leaving Jamyl behind for aday to rest with the monks, but he woke the next



morning declaring that he was fit enough to travel. During the night, while checking on hiswounded

“ associate”’—who would aways bear the scar of the day’ s misadventure—he had also learned of
another body found in the cathedral sacristy, armored like the man he had killed, and with not amark
upon him. Hearing that, he asked about the boy chorister who had taken ill before the ceremony; but the
monks assured him that the boy had rgjoined his choir immediately after Mass, long before trouble
erupted. Jamyl suspected that the story’ sfull telling might only be revealed when he had talked to his
brother, but he kept his suspicionsto himsdlf asheretired at last to his bed and arestless night’ s deep.

Thus reassured, he was, indeed, fit to travel the next day—and he wasfit enough for other things aswell.
Beforeleaving for Rhemuth, Kenneth and Richard took the opportunity to interview dl the remaining
lancers, lest some remained under the influence of the mysterious attacker Jamyl had dain; but there were
none. It was Jamyl who brought the men, one by one, into the room set aside for that purposein the
abbot’ s apartments; but even the brief trangt down the corridor to get there was sufficient for him to
satisfy himsdlf that no one else had been tainted.

Kenneth quietly accepted Jamy!’ s subtle assistance, and managed to convey the impression to Brion and
Richard that his confidence in the questioning was due entirely to the interrogation skills of Richard and
himsdf.

Despite Jamy!’ s protestations that he wasfit, they spent three days traveling back to Rhemuth instead of
two, though that still would leave them with nearly afortnight before the coronation. They had sent apair
of lancers on ahead to advise the queen and crown council of their imminent arrival.

All of the royd household were there on the great hall stepsto greet them asthey rode into the castle
yard, the queen coming right down onto the muddy forecourt to grasp at her son’sgtirrup, clinging to him
as he swung down to embrace her. Prince Nigel and the king’ stwo sisters were a so waiting to greet
them, and Brion spared each of them ahug and afew words of cheer before mounting the great hall
stepsto receive the welcomes and good wishes of his ministers of State.

Seaing Saisyll Arilan there among them, nodding greeting to his nephew asthey dl dismounted, reminded
Kenneth that Seisyll, too, must be Deryni like his nephew, though he found himsdlf taking comfort in the
redlization that at least one more Deryni secretly served the House of Haldane. He did not know whether
Jamyl would tell hisuncle of confiding in Kenneth Morgan—he hoped not. The eder Arilan had aways
made Kenneth vaguely uneasy, though he had chaked it up to persondlity differences; now he knew the
real reason. But he dso knew that he would do his utmost to protect both these courageous Deryni who
were pledged, like him, to protect the king and the royal house of Gwynedd.

But there was one person missing from the wel come home, whose well-being now became Kenneth's
focused concern. Thefirgt thing he did, when he had seen his horse looked after and taken hisleave of
the king and Duke Richard, was to seek out his son.

Hurrying insgde, he made hisway down the great hall to the stairwell that led up to the apartment he had
been assigned before the present mission. Sir Llion waswaiting for him just at the entrance to that
gairwell, with asmal, towheaded boy in hischarge. Y oung Alaric gave asqued of joy ashe saw his
father, breaking away from Llion’s grasp to come racing across the stone flags as his father knelt on one
kneeto receive him.

“Papal You'reback!” the boy cried, flinging himsdlf into hissire's embrace to shower him with kisses.
“Papa, Papal”

“| take it that you missed me,” Kenneth replied, hugging the boy in return and glancing up asLlion
sauntered nearer, smiling faintly. “Will Sr Llion tell methat you ve been good?’



“Of course | havel” Alaric replied indignantly. “I promised Mama. And | can writeal my |etters now;
Llion helped me practice. | can even read—well, some,” he added, at Llion’slook askance.

“Weéll, then, you shdl haveto show me,” Kenneth said, sanding with the boy in hisarmsto exchangea
handclasp with Llion.

Asthe two adults climbed the wide turnpike stair, Alaric riding happily in hisfather’s embrace, Llion gave
asketchy report of hisyoung charge sactivitiesin Kenneth’ s absence, and Kenneth, in turn, gave the
young knight a bare-bones account of what had transpired when the new archbishop was enthroned.

“Wegot at least two of theingtigators,” Kenneth told Llion, “but it was anear-run thing. We have Master
Jamy!’ s clearheadedness partiadly to thank for it.” He did not add that, without Jamyl’ s assistance, both
the king and hisroya uncle might have returned from Vaoret as the subjects of afunera cortege, and
that the nine-year-old Prince Nigel might now be King of Gwynedd.

The next days seemed to evaporate with little to show for them, as preparations for the coronation of
Brion Haldane shifted into their fina phases. A week before the scheduled coronation day, foreign
emissaries and nobles from the outlying regions began to arrive, again swelling the city’ sguest
accommodations to near-capacity.

Vigtors staying in the castle dined in the great hdl every night, though the fare was far smpler than what
would be provided on coronation day. Most evenings, the young king made a point of joining his guests,
at least for alittle while, dways atended by Jamyl and with at least one crown counsdlor at his back.
Usudly, it was Kenneth.

Through all these days and nights, Kenneth often pondered the whys and wherefores by which both his
and the king' slives had been saved by the presence of an elusive Knight of the Anvil, who had been the
childhood friend of Alyce de Corwyn Morgan, and who once had been aknight of Lendour.

It came aslittle surprise to Kenneth, then, that Sé Trelawney was present on coronation day aswell, as
the new archbishop crowned Brion Dona Cinhil Urien Haldane King of Gwynedd. Kenneth never saw
him in the lead-up to the ceremony; but as Brion swore his coronation oath, right hand set upon Holy
Writ, Sé was there in the background, the hood of his black mantle pushed back, standing with arms
folded across the breast of hislong black robe, just above the white dash of hisknight' s belt.

He was there—though no one el se seemed to be aware of it—when Brion knelt beneath agolden
canopy to receive the marks of holy chrism on head and breast and hands, seding him to the service of

hiskingdom.
And he was there when Archbishop Paul lifted Gwynedd' s great state crown of leaves and crosses
intertwined and spoke the ancient words of king-making over Brion’s bowed heed:

“Bless, we beseech Thee, O Lord, this crown, and so sanctify Thy servant Brion, upon whose head
Thou dost placeit asasign of royd mgesty...”

Kenneth was certain he saw Sé standing just behind the other bishops, hands upraised in benison, with
the tattooed crosses dark againgt hisinner wrists, and he seemed to hear other words inside his head.

In the name of Holy Camber, be king for dl thy people of Gwynedd, human and Deryni, and reigniin
wisdom for dl thy days...

Andfinaly, Sé wasthereto offer up hisfeaty with the other Lendour knights, knedling to place hisjoined
hands briefly between Brion’s. Kenneth could not hear what passed between then, but Brion told him



later that evening, as Kenneth led the happily exhausted king to the roya apartmentsto help him disrobe
as he prepared for bed.

“Did you seethat Anviller who came up with the other knightsto pledge fedty, Kenneth? Hetold me he
had been a closefriend of Lady Alcye. He showed me the tattoos on hiswrists, and said that he could
not give me the same fedlty that the other knights gave, because he now served adifferent Lord, but he
sad that if it werewithin his power, he would always be there when | had need.

“Hetold methat he was Deryni, and that his powers were mine to command, if ever | should need his
services—within the limits of hisvowsto hisorder, of course. And he told me that he would look after
you and your son aswell: that both of you were pledged to my servicein avery specid way, and that
oneday, your Alaric should be my Deryni protector, and awaken the full measure of my father’s Haldane

legacy.” Brion paused dightly in hisdisrobing.

“I remember that something happened in that regard when you brought me for that last visit to your wife's
bedside. He knew about that, and he said that she had awakened a part of that legacy as her last act of
service and duty to the Hadaneline....”

“Hetold you dl of that, my prince, in thetimeit took to set his hands between yours?” Kenneth asked,
when the king had wound down and was gazing distantly at the fire on the other side of the room. He did
not doubt that Sé had conveyed al of thisto the king—and in the blink of an eye—but he wondered
whether Brion gragped the full significance of the gift he had been given.

“Hedid, Kenneth,” the king replied, an odd expression coming across his face as he thought about what
he had actudly said. “1 know hedid; it'sdl very clear. But | cannat, for the life of me, explain how he
must have doneit.”

“| expect it will cometo youintime, my prince,” Kenneth said gently. He smiled as he watched the king
yawn hugely and crawl beneath the coverlet of the great, canopied state bed. “1 have no doubt now that
agood many thingswill cometoyou intime.”

Afterward, when he had drawn the bed curtains, extinguished most of the candles, and |eft instructions
with Jamyl, who would deep in the adjoining room, Kenneth let himself out and returned to hisown
quarters, where his precious son dept. Sir Llion lay on apalet at the foot of the boy’ s cot, also sound

adeep.

Moving quietly, so as not to wake either one of them, Kenneth dipped his sword from its hangers and
laid it on hisown bed, then eased closer to Alaric’ s bedside to gaze down at his deeping son, the future
hope of the Haldanes, and perhaps of the Deryni race.

“Laddie, laddie, what have we doneto you?’ he whispered softly, crouching down beside the bed. For
he was coming to redlize that the recent attempt on the king' s lifewaslikely to deepen the danger facing
his son in the years ahead: a son who now had no Deryni mother to protect him. When word got out that
the king’ swould-be n had been Deryni, public outrage would only reinforce the dready
widespread belief that Deryni were dangerous, their very existence athreat to Gwynedd' s crown and to
al honest folk. And if the Zachris Pomeroy affair were not enough, one had but to recall the incident at
Hallowda e and too many otherslikeit, which were becoming al too frequent—and not even Donal
Haldane had felt competent to address that growing threst.

Would Brion Haldane be able to do any better? A new king only just of age, and without the maturity or
experience of hislae father?

And Alaric was adecade younger than the king, his Deryni heritage widely known—and dready



entrenched in the roya household and in the new king’ s affections. As he grew into maturity, therewould
away's be those who feared him, who mistrusted him, who would have no compunctions about trying to
take hislife, even asthey had taken thelife of young Krispin MacAthan.

It was adangerous time to be Deryni—or to be the father of a Deryni. Without doubt, the next few years
would present many challenges, as Kenneth strove to protect his son and il serve the king to whom
both of them had pledged their ongoing loyaty only hours before.

Fortunately, it appeared that unexpected and powerful dliesdid exigt, as both Jamyl and Sé had proven
at Vdoret, to protect not only the king but also those who served him; for Kenneth himsalf might have
perished at Vaoret, had it not been for the pair. (He did not know whether the two had worked in
tandem, or whether the intervention of both at once had been a coincidence; that bore further reflection,
and careful observation.) Might there be others aswell, looking out for the king, for Kenneth—and for
Kenneth’'sson?

Briefly closing hiseyes, Kenneth Morgan made aprayer in his heart, that God and al His angels might
keep the boy safein their care. Heimagined, too, that his dear Alyce might now be numbered among
those who watched over the innocent, given angel wings by the farewdll of asmal boy who had tucked
feathersinto hismother’ s coffin to speed her on her way. A tear runneled down his cheek, but he
knuckled it away before bending to press a gentle kissto his son’s brow.

“You shall serve agresat king, my son,” he whispered, as he got quietly to hisfeet. “Not right away—but
oneday. And there will be men to help you, as you grow into your manhood and your destiny.”

Turning away, he moved quietly to the window and drew back the edge of the curtain to glanceinto the
courtyard below, where moonlight gilded the cobblestones and little moved.

“But for now,” he murmured under his breath, “I pray that you may be given thetime smply to bea
boy.”

Off to the east, silver limned the horizon with the promise of dawn. 1t would be Brion Haldane sfirst full
day asthe now-crowned King of Gwynedd.
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CAMILLE FURSTANA, PRINCESS—daughter of Prince Zimri Furstén and Chrisdlle, aFestillic
heiress; aunt of Prince Hogan Furstan; now known as Mother Serafing, anun at Saint-Sasile, an
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CASPAR TALBOT, SIR—third son of Sir Lucien Tabot, brother of Sir Arthen Tabot.

* CHARLAN MORGAN, SIR—distant cousin of Sir Kenneth Morgan, loya knight in the service of
King Javan Hadane, with whom he died in battle.

CILLIAN, MASTER—aroya physician at Rhemuth Cadtle.

CLAARA MORGAN WINSLOW, LADY —widowed younger sster of Sir Kenneth Morgan.
CLARICE—agranddaughter of Claara, and grand-niece of Sir Kenneth Morgan.

* CLUIM HALDANE, KING—gresat-grandfather of King Donal.

COCKLEBURR—aretired warhorse sdlected by Sir Llion asafirst training mount for Alaric Morgan.

COSMO MURRAY , BISHOP—BIshop of Nyford; dies during the synod convened to elect a
successor to Archbishop William MacCartney in 1096.

CRESCENCE DE NAVERIE, SIR—specia counsd to the Regents of Corwyn.



DEINOL HARTMANN, SIR—seneschal at Castle Cynfyn.

DELPHINE MORGAN—unmarried older sster of Sir Kenneth Morgan, chatelaine of Morganhal in his
absence; an accomplished poet.

DESMOND MACCARTNEY, ARCHBISHOP—ATrchbishop of Rhemuth, brother of Archbishop
William.

* DOMINIC DU JOUX, SSEUR—son of Richard du Joux, afollower of Prince Festil of Torenth, and
Princess Tayce Furdana, afirst cousin of the new Fedtillic king; first Duke of Corwyn.

DOMINY DE LANEY—sgter of Barrett, member of the Camberian Council.

DONAL BLAINE AIDAN CINHIL HALDANE, KING—King of Gwynedd, Prince of Meara, and
Lord of the Purple March.

* DUCHAD MOR—Torenthi Deryni general who unsuccessfully attempted to invade Gwynedd in 985
on behdf of the Festillic Pretender of the day.

* DULCHESSE, QUEEN—childlessfirst queen of Dona Haldane.

DUNCAN HOWARD MCLAIN, MASTER—son of Jared Earl of Kierney and Vera, Alyce stwin
gder; cousn of Alaric.

* ELAINE MACINNIS, LADY—first wife of Jared Earl of Kierney, and mother of Kevin McLain;
died in childbirth.

ESME HARRIS, BISHOP—Bishop of Coroth, and member of Corwyn'’s council of regents.
ESTEPHE DE COURCY, SIR—ayoung cousin of Michon de Courcy.

EWAN DE TRAHERNE, SIR—Earl of Rhenddl, a new-made knight.

EWAN MACEWAN, DUKE—Duke of Claibourne.

FAXON HOWARD, BISHOP—an itinerant bishop, kin to VeraHoward McLain.

* FESTIL, KING—firgt of the Interregnum kings of Gwynedd, ayounger son of the King of Torenth.
* FESTIL AUGUSTUS, PRINCE—son of Festil, later Festil 11.

FISKEN CROMARTY, BISHOP—itinerant bishop elected Bishop of Marbury in 1096, in succession
to Paul Tollendd.

GABRIEL, ARCHANGEL—guardian of the dement of water.

GEILL MORGAN, LADY—middle daughter of Sir Kenneth Morgan, married to Sir Walter, ayoung
knight of Kierney.

GEOFFREY DE MAIN, SIR—anew-made knight, non-identical twin to Thomas.
GRAHAM MACEWAN, LORD—sx-year-old heir of Ewan Duke of Claibourne.
HAMILTON, LORD—seneschal of Coroth Castle.

HARKNESS, LORD—visting lord put to deep by Jamyl Arilan.



HOGAN FURSTAN, PRINCE—Festillic Pretender to the throne of Gwynedd, posthumous son of
Prince Marcus, nephew of Princess Camille/Sister Serafing, and Jondlle Heiress of Gwernach, by which
right he was sometimes known in later life as Hogan Gwernach.

HORT OF ORSAL—ruler of the Principdity of Trdia, premier of the Forcinn Buffer States.

ILLANN, KING—King of Howicce and, after the death of his mother, Queen Gwenadl, King of
Llannedd; brother of Queen Richeldis and uncle of Brion and Nigdl.

* IMRE FURSTAN OF FESTIL—|ast Interregnum King of Gwynedd.

IRISCERY S, SISTER—a professed nun at Arc-en-Cidl, formerly Cerys Devane, former roommate to
Alyce de Corwyn.

IRIS JESSILDE, SISTER—second daughter of Jessamy MacAthan, a professed nun a Arc-en-Cidl.

IRISJUDIANA, MOTHER—Superior a Arc-en-Cidl; daughter of a Bremagni duke, educated at
Rhanamé.

IRISROSE, SISTER—a professed nun at Arc-en-Cidl.
ISAIYA, MASTER—aMagter of the Deryni Inner Order at the University of Rhanamé.
JAMES OF TENDAL, SIR—hereditary Chancellor of Corwyn.

JAMYL ARILAN, MASTER—nephew of Sir Seisyll Arilan, Deryni; asquireto King Dona and Prince
Brion.

JANOS SOKRAT, COUNT—a Torenthi courtier.

JARED MCLAIN, EARL OF KIERNEY —only son and heir of Andrew Duke of Cassan; husband of
Verg, father of Kevin and Duncan.

* JASHER HALDANE, KING—younger brother of King Nygel and eder of King Cluim, who hel ped
repel the armored infantry of Duchad Mor in 985.

JASKA COLLINS, SIR—anew-made knight of Gwynedd, known for his horsemanship.
JATHAN, PRINCE—youngest son of King Dond and Queen Richddis.

* JERNIAN, DUKE—fifth Duke of Corwyn, acomrade of Kings Nygel, Jasher, and Cluim; father of
Stiofan Anthony.

* JESSAMY FERCH LEWYSMACATHAN, LADY —deceased daughter of Lewys ap Norfa and
wifeof Sr Sef MacAthan, dl of them Deryni; mother of the murdered Krisoin MacAthan by Dond
Haldane,

JRI REDFEARN, SIR—an aideto King Donal.
JORISTALBOT, SIR—eddest son of Sir Lucien Tabot, roya governor of Mearaat Ratharkin.

JOVETT CHANDOS, SIR—childhood friend of Alyce de Corwyn, secretly Deryni; closefriend of Sir
Sé Trelawney; marries Lady Zoé& Morgan.

JUDIANA, MOTHER—see Iris Judiana, Mother.



JULIAN TALBOT, SIR—second son of Sir Lucien Tabot, roya governor of Mearaat Ratharkin.
KAILAN PETER CHANDOS, MASTER—infant son of Zoé Morgan and Sir Jovett Chandos.
KAROLY FURSTAN, PRINCE—third son of King Nimur of Torenth; later, Crown Prince.

KENNETH KAl MORGAN, SIR—an aide to King Donal; husband of Lady Alyce de Corwyn, father
of Alaric and Bronwyn, plus Zoé and two more daughters by afirst marriage; created Earl of Lendour
for life, inright of hiswife.

* KERYELL OF LENDOUR, EARL—Deryni Earl of Lendour and husband of Stevana de Corwyn,
Heiress of Corwyn; father of Alyceand Vera.

KEVIN DOUGLAS MCLAIN, MASTER—son of Jared Earl of Kierney by hisfirst wife, Elaine
Maclnnis, Magter of Kierney.

KHOREN VASTOUNI, PRINCE—brother of the Prince of Andelon, member of the Camberian
Coundil.

* KITRON—an ancient Deryni mage-scholar.

* KRISPIN SIEF MACATHAN—murdered son of Jessamy MacAthan by King Donal, secretly sired
to be a Deryni protector for theroya princes.

LAURENZ UDAUT, SIR—father of Sir Trevor and specia counse to the Duchy of Corwyn.
LEONARD—aguard in the service of King Donal, who accompanied him to Morganhall.
LEOPOLD, MASTER—steward of Morganhall.

* LEWY S AP NORFAL—infamous Deryni who died in aforbidden magica experiment; father of
Jessamy and Morian.

LLION FARQUAHAR, SIR—ayoung knight of Corwyn, selected to be Alaric’' s governor and
companion.

LUCIEN TALBOT, BARON—abaron of the Purple March, permanent roya governor of Meara at
Ratharkin replacing the murdered lolo Meandry.

* MARCUS FURSTAN, PRINCE—father of Prince Hogan and brother to Camille.

* MARIE STEPHANIA DE CORWY N—younger daughter of Keryell Earl of Lendour and Stevanade
Corwyn; murdered younger sister of Alyce and twin to Ahern de Corwyn.

MELISSA—amaid to Alyce.
MICHAEL, ARCHANGEL—guardian of the element of fire.

MICHAEL O’ FLYNN, EARL OF DERRY—specia counsd to the Duchy of Corwyn; father of Sir
Seamus O’ Hynn.

MICHON DE COURCY, LORD—member of the Camberian Council.

MIKHAIL VASTOUNI, PRINCE—sovereign Prince of Andelon, father of Sofiana, brother of Khoren;
Deryni.



MILES CHOPARD, SIR—secretary to Corwyn'’s council of regents.
MILO GUTHRIE—Hadanelancer killed in Vaoret.

MORAG FURSTANA, PRINCESS—daughter of the King of Torenth, sister of Princes Kéroly,
Wencit, Fedtil, and Torval.

MORIAN DU JOUX (AP LEWYS), SIR—son of Lewys ap Norfa and brother of Jessamy, and
Deryni.

NESTA MCLAIN, LADY—sigter of Sir Kenneth Morgan' sfirgt wife, and aunt to his three daughters.

NIGEL CLUIM GWYDION RHY SHALDANE, PRINCE—younger son of King Dona and Queen
Richddis, later, hair presumptive to King Brion.

NIMUR FURSTAN, CROWN PRINCE—eldest son of Nimur King of Torenth.
NIMUR (NIMOUROS HO PHOURSTANOS PADISHAH)—King of Torenth.
O'BEIRNE, BISHOP (NEIL)—Bishop of Dhassa

OISIN ADAIR—a horse breeder, member of the Camberian Council.

OLIVER DE NORE, BISHOP—itinerant bishop in Carthane, elder brother of the late Father Septimus;
later, Bishop of Nyford.

ORBAN HOWARD, SIR—"“father” of Vera (de Corwyn) Howard.

PASCHAL DIDIER, FATHER—R' Kassan-trained former chaplain to Keryell Earl of Lendour and
tutor to his children; Deryni.

PATRICK CORRIGAN, BISHOP—auxiliary bishop in Rhemuth.

PAUL TOLLENDAL, BISHOP—Bishop of Marbury, elected Archbishop of Vaoret in successon to
William MacCartney.

PEDUR CHANDOS, SIR—a L endouri knight, father of Sir Jovett.
* PHARAILDE Ni PADRAMOS—author of atreatise on Deryni magic.

PHARES DONOVAN, SIR—anew-made knight from Marley, former squire to Prince Brion, akeen
archer.

PHELIM—magica name given to Duncan McLain by hismather.
RAPHAEL, ARCHANGEL—guardian of the element of air.

RATHER DE CORBIE, LORD—an emissary of the Hort of Orsdl.
RATHOLD, LORD—counsd to the Duchy of Corwyn.

REYHAN OF JACA—future consort of Princess Sofiana of Andelon.

* RHETICE—wife to Corwyn’s second duke.

RHYDON SASILLION, SIR—junior member of the Camberian Council.



RICHARD BEARAND RHUPERT CINHIL HALDANE, PRINCE—unmarried haf-brother of King
Dond, Duke of Carthmoor and Earl of Culdi.

* RICHARD DU JOUX, LORD—father of Dominic, died fighting at the Sde of Prince Festil of Torenth
in the conquest of Gwynedd; husband of Princess Tayce Furstana, acousin of the new King of
Gwynedd.

RICHELDIS, QUEEN—second wife of King Dond and mother of his children, a princess of Howicce
and Llannedd.

ROBERT OF TENDAL, SIR—son of Sir James, the hereditary chancellor of Corwyn, whom he serves
asanade.

RODDER GILLESPIE, FATHER—a priest of the Diocese of Nyford, and secretary to Bishop Oliver
de Nore.

RORIK HOWELL, LORD—Ear| of Eastmarch.

* ROSMERTA—third wife of Keryell of Lendour, and stepmother to Alyce, Marie, and Ahern,
returned to her own family after Kerydl’ s deeth.

Seamus O’ FLY NN, SIR—son of Michael O’ FHlynn Earl of Derry.

SEISYLL ARILAN, LORD—member of King Dond’ s council of state and also the Camberian
Council; uncle of Jamyl and Denis Arilan.

* SEPTIMUS (SEPP) DE NORE, FATHER—Iate brother of Bishop Oliver de Nore, executed for his
part in the murder of Krispin MacAthan.

SERAFINA, SISTER/MOTHER—see Camiille, Princess.

SE TRELAWNEY, SIR—childhood friend of Alyce, secretly Deryni; formerly in the service of Lendour,
but now afully vowed Knight of the Anvil, Incus Domini, the Anvil of the Lord.

SEVALLA—the bloodred R’ Kassan mare acquired for Prince Brion for his coming of age by Master
Oisin Adair.

* SIEF MACATHAN—deceased husband of Jessamy; aformer member of King Dona’ s council of
dtate and aso the Camberian Council.

SILKE HALDANE, PRINCESS—second daughter of Dona King of Gwynedd and Queen Richdldis.

SIODA KUSHANNAN, LORD—Earl of Airnis, who served Duke Stiofan, Alyce' s grandfather; a
Grecotha scholar, and specia counsd to the Duchy of Corwyn.

SOBBON, PRINCE—sovereign Prince of Tralia, aso known asthe Hort of Orsdl.
* SOFFRID—an ancient Deryni sage.

SOFIANA VASTOUNI, PRINCESS—dder daughter of Prince Mikhail of Andelon and Princess
Y sabeau; niece of Prince Khoren.

* STEVANA DE CORWY N, LADY—deceased heiress of Corwyn, granddaughter of Stiofan Duke of
Corwyn; second wife of Keryell Earl of Lendour, mother of Alyce, Vera, Ahern, and Marie.



* STIOFAN ANTHONY, DUKE—Duke of Corwyn, and Alyce' s grandfather.
SWITHUN, FATHER—chaplain a Morganhall.
SYLVAN—asquire at Castle Coroth.

* TAYCE FURSTANA, LADY—first cousin of Festil | King of Gwynedd, wife of Lord Richard du
Joux; their son was Dominic du Joux, first Duke of Corwyn.

THOMAS, SIR—asenior Kierney knight, captain of the guard escort that accompanied Countess Vera
McLainto Zoé Morgan’ swedding in Cynfyn.

THOMAS DE MAIN, SIR—a new-made knight, non-identica twin to Geoffrey, noted for his
swvordsmanship.

TIARNAN MACRAE, SIR—asenior aideto King Donal.
TIVADAN, FATHER—Chancellor of the Exchequer of Corwyn.
TORVAL, PRINCE—second son of the King of Torenth.

TREVOR UDAUT, SIR—ayoung knight of Corwyn, son of Sir Laurenz Udaut; assigned to Sir
Kenneth Morgan’' s service.

ULF CAREY, SIR—anew-made knight of Gwynedd, known for his keen horsemanship.
URIEL, ARCHANGEL—guardian of the eement of earth.

VERA LAURELA (DE CORWYN) HOWARD MCLAIN, COUNTESS—younger twin sister of
Alyce, but raised by and bdlieved to be the daughter of Lord Orban Howard and Lady Laurela; wife of
Jared Earl of Kierney and mother of Duncan.

VIVIENNE DE JORDANET, LADY—member of the Camberian Council.

WALTER, SIR—aknight of Kierney, husband of Geill Morgan.

WENCIT, PRINCE—fourth son of King Nimur of Torenth.

WILLIAM MACCARTNEY, ARCHBISHOP—Archhishop of Rhemuth.

XANDER OF TORRYLIN, SIR—ayoung knight of Lendour.

XENIA, PRINCESS—firgt daughter and third child of Dond King of Gwynedd and Richeldis.
YVESDE TREMELAN, SIR—ayoung knight of Lendour.

ZACHRIS POMEROY —Deryni foster brother of Hogan Furstén, and aso a student of Mother
Serafing, holding lands adjacent to those of Rhydon’ sfather.

ZAIZIE—family pet-name of Alazais Morgan, Kenneth’ s youngest daughter by hisfirst marriage.
* ZEFIRY N—an ancient Deryni sage of Caeriesse.

ZOE BRONWYN MORGAN, LADY—eldest daughter of Sir Kenneth Morgan, aformer student at
Arc-en-Cid; heart-sster (and stepdaughter!) to Alyce de Corwyn.



APPENDIX |1

Index of Places

AIRNIS—smdl earldom in southwestern Corwyn.

ANDEL ON—sovereign principaity adjacent to the Forcinn Buffer States.

ARC-EN-CIEL, CONVENT OF NOTRE DAME DE L’—convent school of Our Lady of the
Rainbow, where Alyce and Zoé studied.

ARRANAL VALLEY—part of astrategic pass between Torenth and the Earldom of Marley.
ARX FIDEI SEMINARY —one of the principal seminariesin Gwynedd, north of Rhemuth.
BELDOUR—capitd city of Torenth.

BREM A GNE—xkingdom across the Southern Sea from Gwynedd, whose king has marriagesble
daughters.

CAERIESSE—Iegendary land that sank benegth the sea.

CARDOSA—dirategic city on the Gwynedd-Torenth border in the Rheljan Mountains; location of St.
Mary’s Cathedrd.

CARTHMOOR—former subsidiary princedom in the former Principdity of Mooryn, the holding of
Prince Richard Duke of Carthmoor.

CASSAN—duchy in northwest Gwynedd.
CASTLE CYNFY N—sest of the Earl of Lendour, in thetown of Cynfyn.
CASTLE RUNDEL—an hour’ sride from Culdi.

CLAIBOURNE—northernmost and most senior duchy in Gwynedd, principa part of the ancient
principdity of Kheldour.

COAMER MOUNTAINS—mountain range marking part of the southernmost border between
Gwynedd and Torenth.

COROTH—capitd of the Duchy of Corwyn; location of Cathedral of St. Matthew.

CORWY N—ancient duchy in southeast Gwynedd, part of the ancient Principality of Mooryn; seat of the
Deryni dukes of Corwyn.

CUL Dl—earldom and town in the Purple March formerly held by Camber MacRorie; currently a
holding of Jared Earl of Kierney.

CYNFY N—capita of the earldom of Lendour.
DELLARD’SLANDING—ford on the Duncapdl River, north of Coroth.
DESSE—northernmost navigable point on the River Eirian, saverd hours' ride south of Rhemuth.

DHASSA—free haly city in the Lendour Mountains, seet of the prince-bishops of Dhassa, presiding
from Cathedra of St. Andrew.



EASTMARCH—county in northeast Gwynedd.

EIRIAN RIVER—yprincipd river of Gwynedd, extending northward from the seato Rhemuth and
beyond.

FORCINN BUFFER STATES—Ioosely confederated group of independent principdities, nominaly
under the over-lordship of the Hort of Orsal (who isaso Prince of Trdia), the others being the Duchy of
Joux, the Grand Duchy of Vezaire, and the Principdities of Logreine, Thuria, and Andelon.

FURSTANAN—Torenthi port town at the mouth of the Beldour River, and location of the Deryni
Abbey of Saint-Sasile.

GRECOTHA—site of Gwynedd' s greet university, and dso St. Luke's Cathedral.
GWYNEDD—principa kingdom of the Eleven Kingdoms, seet of the Haldane kings.
HALLOWDALE—village on the Malling River, scene of the burning of Deryni.
HAUT EMERAUD—equedtrian stud facility of Oisin Adair.
HORTHANTHY—summer residence of the Hort of Orsal.

HOWICCE—kingdom linked with the Kingdom of Llannedd, southwest of Gwynedd.

INCUS DOMINI—the Anvil of the Lord, headquarters of the Knights of the Anvil, a Deryni order
partialy derived from fled Knights of St. Michadl after the dissolution of that order.

JACA—sovereign principality, one of the Forcinn States.

JOUX—Torenthi duchy.

KHELDOUR—ancient principdity in northern Gwynedd.

KIERNEY —earldom in northwest of Gwynedd, a secondary holding of the Dukes of Cassan.
KING S LANDING—barge station on the River Eirian, just north of Rhemuth.
LAAS—ancient capital of Meara.

LENDOUR—earldom north of Corwyn.

LLANNEDD—kingdom linked with the Kingdom of Howicce, southwest of Gwynedd.

L ORSOL—duchy in Torenth, famous for its carpets.

MARLEY —earldom in northeast Gwynedd.

MEARA—formerly independent principality west of Gwynedd, now a province of Gwynedd.
MOLLING RIVER—eagtern tributary of the River Eirian, joining it a Rhemuth.
MOLLINGFORD—market town on the Molling River, near Hallowdale.

MOORY N—former sovereign principdity in the southeast of Gwynedd, divided by Festil | into the
Duchies of Corwyn, Carthmoor, and numerous smaller earldoms and baronies.



MORGANHALL—manoria segt of the Morgan family.

NUR HALLAJ—sovereign principality sometimes regarded as one of the Forcinn Buffer States.
NUR SAYY ID—great university in R’ Kass.

NY FORD—capital of Carthmoor; ancient market town and port; site of St. Joseph’s Cathedrdl.

ORSALIA—ancient name of part of Trailia, whence derivesthetitle “Hort of Orsd.”

PLADDA—manor house of Coroth, nestled in a curve of the Duncapall River, bordering Tenda lands.

PURPLE MARCH—vast plain in the north-central part of Gwynedd.
RATHARKIN—provincid capita of Meara

RHANAME—great Deryni university and seminary in R’ Kass.

RHEMUTH—capita of Gwynedd.

RHEMUTH CASTL E—seat of the Haldane Kings, and center of Gwynedd’ s government.
RHENDAL L—earldom in northeast Gwynedd.

RHENDALL MOUNTAINS—mountain chain encompassing Rhendall.

R’ KASSI—kingdom east of Gwynedd and south of Torenth, famousfor its horses.
RUNDEL CASTLE—an hour’sride from Culdi.

SAINT-SASILE, ABBEY OF—al-Deryni monastic establishment in Fursténan, a the mouth of
Torenth’ s River Beldour.

TENDAL—barony of Corwyn.

TORENTH—principa kingdom east of Gwynedd.

TORTUNA—Tralian port across the straits from Horthanthy .

TRALIA—more recent name of the sovereign principaity ruled by the Hort of Orsal.
TRANSHA—smdll border earldom in northwest Gwynedd.
TRE-ARILAN—country seat of the Arilan family.

TRURIL L—earldom between Gwynedd and Meara.

VALORET—former capital of Gwynedd; seet of the Archbishop of Vaoret, Primate of All Gwynedd, at

All Saints Cathedrdl.

VEZAIRE—one of the Forcinn Buffer States.



