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Prologue

Thar target was a run-down three-story building in an area of the City of London that had not
yet been gentrified. The surrounding streets had been emptied of people and treffic, and the filthy
pavement perspired in the thick ar. Magicd barriers overlaid the soot-blackened brick, beautiful as goun
glass It might have been an ice sculpture, or afary castle that hid the menace within.

For once the Dragon had stayed online long enough for them to pinpoint his location. Perhaps
he'd thought it safe to emerge in the smdl hours of the maorning.

Sx wizards came through the front door like wraiths, shidds fixed in place, knowing the Dragon
would attack when cornered. It took them less than a minute to discover there was no one in the
gpartment to kill.

D'Orsay followed them in. The fla was shabby and smdl. The furnishings looked to be castoffs
accumulated over severd decades. Layers of grime ground into the carpet made it impossble to guess a
itsorigind color. He passed through a front room, a kitchen, into the bedroom in the back. The keyboard
and monitor were dill there, a harness linked into a tangle of cables, but only a faint outline in the dust of
the desk surface revealed where the laptop had been.

Anindde staircase at the back of the fla led to the roof. The gpartment would have been chosen
for that reason, and not for the decorating. They stormed up the steps to find the roof occupied only by
cats. D'Orsay scanned the grid of streets surrounding the building. There was no movement anywhere.

Something had spooked him. Perhaps the use of magic had given them away. Somehow hed
sensed they were backtracking through the Net to find him, crawling past dl the online blind dleys and
mal drops held set up to midead them.

Or someone had tipped him off. The Dragon's spy network was legendary, his operatives
adonishingly loyd. For months, D'Orsay had been searching for the flaw in it, the loose end that when
pulled would unravel the web.

A loose end. Someone he could carry to the dungeon in Raven's Ghyll and torture into sailling the
Dragon's secrets.

But nothing. Even worsg, it was possible D'Orsay's own organization had been compromised.

The newly minted Wizard Council was gruggling to overcome the centuries-old blood feud
between the Wizard Houses of the Red and the White Rose so it could dedl with the recent rebdlion of
the servant guilds. Ending the feud would be difficult under the best of circumstances, but it was nearly
impossible with the Dragon fanning the flames of old rivaries, spreading rumors, and posting confidentid
correspondence to the Internet.

It was particularly gdling to someone like D'Orsay, who had so much to hide.

Wizards were murdering each other in the backstreets of London, in castles in Scotland, and in
the glittering nightspots of Hong Kong. Magicad artifacts were disappearing from vaults and safe-deposit
boxes and wine cdlars. Traditiondly submissve, sorcerers, seers, and enchanters were fleang thar
wizard masters. And the Dragon's hand wasindl of it.

This was the third near miss since the tournament at Raven's Ghyll. Sx weeks ago, they were
aure they had the Dragon cornered in a ghetto in Sao Paulo. Then they'd blundered into a megicd
quagmire, a network of diabolica traps that had decimated D'Orsay's team of assassns and left the
Coundl empty-handed. Three wizards dead, and they were no closer to finding him than before.

D'Orsay recognized his handiwork, the eegant smplicity of the charms and devices. The wizard
might as well have scrawled his Sgnature dl over it.

Mogt recently, the Dragon had freed a dozen sorcerers from a stronghold in Wales. Tha had
been triply infuriating because it had been D'Orsay's own project. D'Orsay had hoped that, given enough
pressure, the sorcerers might rediscover some of the secrets of the magica weapons of the past.

They found no photographsin the flat, no persona items that might have provided a due to who
the tenant had been.



D'Orsay was disgppointed, though not surprised. He was confident he knew the Dragon's
identity. In any case, he wasn't fussy about being right. But this was no rat to be caught in an ordinary
trap. D'Orsay was uncomfortable with this kind of operation anyway. He was a drategist, not an
assassin. He was present only because of the power of ther adversary and the need for discretion. It was
what you might call an unauthorized operation, outside of the purview of the council.

Why would a wizard involve himsdf in a rebdlion of the lesser magicd guilds? What could he
possbly have to gan?

Twenty minutes later, Whitehead returned to the kitchen carrying a manila folder. "I found this
between the filing cabinet and the wall." She handed it to D'Orsay. "He probably didn't redize it was
back there"

D'Orsay paged through the contents of the folder— letters and copies of emails to and from a
law firmin London, relating to the guardianship of aminor. There was a0 correspondence with a private
school in Scotland regarding housing, tuition, and finendd arrangements for the same. All of it was a
least two years old.

The student's name was Joseph McCauley. D'Orsay frowned. The name didn't bring to mind any
of the Dragon's known or suspected associates. He couldn't relate it to any of the Waeir families, ether,
though it would be more relidble to check the databases. Through the centuries, genedogy had enabled
the Wizard Houses to find warriors when they needed them, to hunt those who carried the gift and didn't
know it. Computers only made the process more efficient.

What could be the connection between this boy and the Dragon? Possibly none, but D'Orsay's
indincts told him different. What ese would explain the presence of materid so persond in the mids of
the enemy camp? And why was a law firm handling this kind of routine correspondence? Unless the
intent was to hide a rdaionship that might prove to be a vulnerability. D'Orsay smiled. That would be too
good to be true.

This was worth spending a little time on. By now, the others were returning to the kitchen. He
finished his cider and handed the folder to Whitehead.

"Hnd this boy for me, Nora. Contact the school mentioned in the letters and find out if he's dill
there. See if you can get any information from the law firm about who engaged them.” He thought a
moment, sroking his chin. "Check with the Generd Register Office aso. Look for a birth regidry,
baptismd papers, anything at dl. If you don't find any British records, try oversess. See if he'sin any of
the Weir databases. But be discreet.”

They left the building a half hour after they had arrived, leaving a few traps behind in the unlikdy
event the Dragon returned. At least they may have driven the Dragon underground for a time. Any delay
was to ther benefit. By the time he got back into business, it might be too late for him.

Perhaps by then, they would have another card to play.

Chapter One
Toronto

The August heat had perssted deep into the night. Thunder growled out over Lake Ontario,
threstening a downpour. When Seph walked into the warehouse a little after 2 am., it fdt like he had
blundered into an urban rain forest. He sucked in the sink and heat of hundreds of bodies in motion and
squinted his eyes againg the smoke that layered the room.

It was his habit to arrive late for parties.

Seph amiled and nodded to the bouncer a the door. The man was there to intercept the
underaged, but he just smiled back a Seph and waved him on. Access was never a problem.

Musc throbbed from high-tech speakers wired to the gruts of the warehouse caling. Sweat



dripped onto the scarred wooden planks as the crowd thrashed across the dance floor. The black lights
painted the faces of the dancers while leaving the perimeter of the room unviolated. An illegd bar was
doing a brisk businessin one corner, and the usud customers were aready trashed.

He was stopped six times on hisway across the room by people wanting to make plans for later.

Seph and his friends aways held court to the right of the stage. Carson and Maia, Drew and
Harper and Cecile were dready there; Seph could tdl that they'd been there dl evening. They
surrounded Seph, fizzing with excitement and the kind of euphoria that comes with hours of sensory
overload. His friends were older than him, but the party never redly started until he arrived.

They dl started taking at once—something about a girl.

"Whoa" he said, raisng his hands and grinning. "Say agan?'

Harper glared around the circle until everyone ese shut up. "Her name is Alicia She just moved
to Toronto, and she'stotdly cool.”

"She reminds me of you," Cecile added. "I mean she...wdl...there's jus something about her,"
ghe trailed off. "We told her about you, and she said she might come back later—you know—to meet
you."

Prickly Maia was the only one who seemed unimpressed. "I don't think she'slikeyou at all.”

Maawas Asan, a part of the stew of races that was Toronto. She had an anime quality, with her
piky hair and quirky quilted cotton clothes. Plus, she could swear in three Chinese dialects.

Seph spoke into Maids ear so he could be heard over the music. "So you don't like her?!

"I don't know. It's like, | don't trust her." Maia looked up a him, sudying his face as if looking
for clues, then plunged her hand into the beaded pouch she wore over her shoulder. She came up with a
tissue-wrapped package. "I made you something.” She thrugt it toward him.

He weighed it on his padm. People were dways giving him things. "What's this for? You didn't
haveto..."

"It's for your birthday. Open it."

"My birthday was two months ago." He amiled a her and tore the tissue away. It was a gold
Cdtic cross on a chan, centered with a flat-petaled herloom rose, cast in Maids distinctive, ddlicate
dyle "You cant give methis. It must've taken hours.”

"It was just an art project for school." She took it from him, stretched up onto her toes, and
fastened it around his neck, taking longer than was absolutdy necessary. "I thought you'd like it."”

"I do like it, it's beautiful. But ..." He searched for the right words. He didn't want to dart
something that would ruin what they had. "I mean, you are such a cool friend, and | don't want to—"

"Jud take it, okay? As ... asafriend. No grings”

He couldnt refuse. "Wdl, thank you. It's brilliant.” He embraced her carefully. All ams and no
body, ebows down to keep alittle distance. But she burrowed into him, winding her fingersinto his curls,
pressing her face againg his shirt as if to breathe him in. Seph patted her back, soothing her with his
touch. Sailling a whisper of power, but not too much.

"Here she comes!” Carson said, dl excited, at hiselbow. "That's Alica”

Seph looked up to see agirl making her way across the crowded floor, dancers parting to let her
through. She was samdl, but somehow lush, like an exatic tropica flower. She wore tight black jeans and
a lace blouse that did off her shoulders. Her blue-black curls were streaked with purple and loosdy
bound with a flowered scarf. She carried a gypsy bag over her shoulder. Her eyes were cat yelow.

"You mug be the famous Seph McCauley.” She looked him up and down like she was used to
being disappointed, then extended her ringed fingers. "I'm Alicia™

"Pleased to meet you," he said, letting go of Maia and gripping her hand.

Seph fdt like he had stuck his hand into an electrica outlet. For along moment they stood frozen,
the current flowing between them. Then they both dropped ther hands, took a step back, and stood
daing at one another. All hislife, people had reacted to his touch. Now he knew whét it was like.

She recovered fird. "Wel, wel," she said, sudying him with new interest, running her tongue
over red-stained lips. "You are the powerful one, aren't you?'

"l get by," Seph said, massaging histingling fingers, fighting down a rush of hope. Power. She had



power, too. "You...you're...Whered you say you're from agan?'

"Here and there. | was judt in the States, but | had to leave"

He rose to the bait. "Why did you...?"

"l was totdly bored." She squinted a him. "How old are you, anyway?"

"Eightean,” he said, automaicdly adding two years to his age. "Ligen, can | ... can | buy you a
drink?' Lame. That was lame. "Maybe we could go somewhere and tak?'

"Wdl." Alida surveyed Seph's friends, who were pressed around them in a tight circde. Maia
scowled, swiping back her ragged fringe of hair, biting her lip and looking from Seph to Alicia

"You." Alida pointed at Carson. "Be a sweetheart and get us something to drink. Absolut and
limefor me" She looked inquiringly at Seph.

"l dont..." he began, rasng his hands.

"And a soda for Seph, who doesn't," she said, shaking her head.

Seph rolled his eyes at Carson, but he was dready gone, hurrying to comply.

"Ligen, Il catch you dl later.” Seph gripped Alicias ebow, hdf expecting another spasm of
power, and guided her toward a table dong the wall, leaving Maa and the others by the stage. "Who do
you think you are, ordering my friends around?'

"And you don't?" She laughed softly. Y ou should. Who do you think you are?'

Hed never had a good answer to that question.

Seph chose a table in the corner between the speakers, where the din retreated enough so that
they could actudly hold a conversation. Carson brought their drinks and departed, giving Seph awink.

"So why are you hanging out with them?' Alida asked, reaching across the table and running her
finger dong therim of his glass.

"Who?'

"Your friends. The Anaweir. It must get boring, | mean, aside from being lead dog, and dl.”

Herisked a question. "Anaweir? I'm not surel ..."

"The ungifted. The powerless. Even less rdlevant to a wizard than the servant guilds”

Seph bit back a response. They were dl taented, but none of them were wizards. Nor even
members of the other magicd Werguilds the sorcerers, the seers, or the rare enchanters and warriors.

Wizards were different from the other magicd guilds, because they required charms, words to
shape the magic. His foster mother, Genevieve, had told him that much.

"I've been trying to make contact,” he said. "It's hard to find other people...like us" There, hed
sadit. "l mean, 1I'd like to learn more, to get some more....training.”" Implying that he'd aready had some.

Alidalifted an eyebrow. "Training comes through the Houses. What's your afiliaion?’

"Affiligtion?'

"Your Wizard House"

He judt blinked at her, then focused on ralling up his deeves, carefully creasing the rough-woven
cotton fabric. It seemed to be getting hotter.

Alida leaned forward, lowering her voice. "Look, | redize you can't be too careful these days.
No one knows what the rules are anymore.” She shook back her mane of curls. "I was a Raven's Ghyll,
you know."

"Where?'

"Raven's Ghyll. The tournament where the rules were changed. | mean, | used to go out with
Jack Swift. | can't hep thinking thet if | hadn't broken up with him, none of this would have happened.”

She looked to him for a reaction, but he just stared a her, groping for a response that wouldn't
gve away hisignorance. He fdt stupid, something he wasn't used to, and which he did not like.

He reached for his glass. The soda ran down his throat and exploded somewhere beneath his
breastbone, leaving him breathless and dizzy. What was the matter with him? He had to keep his head.

He amiled and looked her in the eyes, a technique that had aways been successful in the past. "I
was hoping we could work together. Y ou know—collaborate." Usudly dl he had to do was ask.

Alida sudied his face as if it were a book in a foreign language. She reached out and ran her
thumb dong his jawline, as if fascinated by his bone sructure, then tilted his face into the light and



brushed back his curls. Her touch was like tiny explosons againg his skin.

"Do you know your eyes change color? Green and brown and blue.”

"S0 I've been told." Seph shifted unessly under her scrutiny.

She seemed to reach a decision. "Fine. I'll tdl you what House I'm in. | wouldn't bother, except
it's so hard to meet interesting people, and | think you're ... you know ... interesing." She untucked her
blouse, exposing atantdizing strip of skin, a pierced navd. There, above the waidline of her jeans, was a
tattoo of awhite rose. "All right,”" she said, rearranging her clothes, as if that explained everything. "Now
you." She looked at him expectantly. "Red Rose or White?'

"I don't know what you're taking about,” Seph admitted, feding like he was playing a rigged
game of Truth or Dare. He did his hand under his collar, pulling it away from his hot kin."

Alida looked annoyed. "Trust me, | don't care what House you're in. | leave palitics to the
Wizard Council. I'm atrader. | sdl what people want to buy. | have to ded with everyone.”

"Look, | can't tdl you what | don't know." He drained his glass and dammed it down on the
table. "I know I'm awizard. | know | have power, but | don't know how to use it. | know there are
others like me, but the ones I've been able to find don't know any more than | do.”

He grabbed her hand and pinned it to the table. "Like | said. | need traning. | have questions.”
He knew he was giving away too much, thet it was a bad idea to let a powerful stranger know how
desperate he was.

Alida tried unsuccessfully to withdraw her hand, embarrassed by his neediness. "What about
your family? What about your Weirbook? That should give you a start, & least.”

Seph swalowed hard. He fdt like his head was going to explode. "I don't have any family. That |
know of. | don't have a Weirbook, whatever that is. My foster mother told me a little, but now she's
dead. And things ... they're out of contral. If youre a trader, then find me a teacher. Find me a
Weirbook, if that's whet it takes. | have plenty of money. I'll pay whatever you ask."

Alida looked across the table a him and began to laugh. "I can't believe it. Youre sort of a
magicd virgin. You should see your expression. So serious” She brushed his cheekbone with the back of
her knuckles. "You're gorgeous, you know. You have a face like a god. An angry god. And SO ...
powerful,” she whispered.

Seph's skin prickled and burned. Something like a heat rash spread upward from his collarbone.
Hislips were numb and his tongue fdt thick in his mouth. He could not speak. Something sinister rippled
under his skin, seeking an outlet. He fdt too big for his body, as though he might split dong his backbone
and soill onto the floor like a snake shedding its skin.

"What...what's going on?' he muttered. The musc clamored in his ears, and the lights intruded
into their dim corner. He threw up an arm to shade his face.

She gave his hand a pat. "Bdieve me, it's great suff. Like nothing you've ever had.”

He gripped her hand tighter, hdplesdy ailling power. "What did you do to me? Is it some kind
ofagudl,or ... or ...

Alidafished in her gypsy bag and retrieved an iridescent glass bottle, stoppered with a crysd.
"Will you rdax? It's cdled wizard flame. The street name is 'Mind-Burner.' Sorcerers make it for the
trade. Let's cdl thismy specid introductory offer.”

Panic fluttered at the edge of his consciousness. "Y ou drugged me?'

"It's an accelerator for the gifted. It Strips away dl the barriers and lets the power flow. Youll
loveit. After this, everyday lifewill seem like black and white

He shook his head. "No. You dont understand. | can't control my power when I'm sober.
Things happen.”

She amiled a his distress. "Don't worry, itll wear off in an hour or so. Here, let me show you
something dse" She leaned over and kissed him on the mouth. Then flinched back, fingering her seared
lips. "Hey!™

His lips were no longer numb—they were burning. His skin was burning. The musc assaulted
him. The stench of the crowd was making him sick. He couldn't think.

Alida sruggled to withdraw her hand. "You're burning me! Let go, will you?' He released his



hold on her, and she staggered backward, disgppearing from his fidd of view. Yet he could see every
person in the hdl, hear a hundred conversations dl at once, asif dl his senses had been sandpapered.

He had to get out. He headed for the door, diding through the crowd, twiding and turning to
avoid touching anyone, leaving charred and smoking footprints in his wake. He brushed a table and it
burg into flame. Incendiary sparks flew from his fingertips, igniting the curtains around the stage, the
sound-deadening mats that draped the wals. All around the room, burnables ignited, vaporized, shriveled
into ash. Flames licked at the walls, and molten meta dripped from the cailing. The musc 4ill played and
the black lights danced, but now a smoke darm was damoring asif it were the end of the world.

"Get out!" he shouted. His voice, strangdy amplified, reverberated throughout the hal. Faces
turned toward him, pale spotsin the ruddy dark as he stood, fountaining flame like a Roman candle. His
cotton dothing smoldered and smoked. People stared at him, horrified, then ran for the exit, screaming
and shoving each other in an effort to get away from him.

A crowd collected a the front door, like a panicked beast trying to force itsdf into a narrow
burrow, while embers rained down from overhead. Too many people were jammed into the opening, and
no one was getting through. Those who weren't crushed stood to burn to death.

Seph charged toward the warehouse wall, arms extended, driven by nothing more than raw
power and a determination not to preside over another disaster. Flame roared from his fingertips, blasting
through the battered wood, leaving a charred and smoldering opening that smdlled like the wood fires of
winter and looked like a gateway out of hdl. He stared at it, sunned for a moment, then shouted,
"Through here! Go!"

The crowd poured through the new doorway. He was overtaken by the mob and carried dong
with the press of bodies.

Fndly, he was out on the street. The storms that had threatened dl day let loose, and he stood
geaming in the pouring rain. Within seconds, he was soaked to the skin. Refugees who hadn't fled the
scene huddled under an overhang across the street, weatching him warily. Somewhere close a sSren
sounded.

Where were Carson and Maia and the others? Blinking water from his eyelashes, he scanned the
crowd but could not find his friends. Nor Alicig, the girl who had st thistrain of eventsin motion.

He sruggled back toward the entrance, againg atidd wave of humanity.

"Maad" Maa was sndl, and likdy to be trampled. He findly forced himsdf back through the
opening, only to be met by awal of flane and smoke. "Drew!"

He circled the exterior of the warehouse, desperately seeking a way in, and finding none. How
could it burn like thisin a deluge? Sparks gouted skyward as the roof caved in. The fire burned so hot
that he had to retreat across the street again.

Pressng his back againg a building, he did to the ground and wrapped his ams around his
knees. Gripping Maias cross, feding the gold soften under his hot fingers, he turned his face up to the
downpour, letting it cool his fevered skin, wishing it could wash away the memory of what he had done.

The meeting was hdld in Soane, Houghton, and Smythe's Toronto offices. When Seph arrived,
they showed him to an opulent little suite lined with walnut bookcases, the carpet so thick it swallowed
sound. Denis Houghton, Seph's legd guardian, had traveled dl the way from London for this event. He
probably wanted to make sure that Seph came nowhere near the home office.

Seph had only seen his guardian two or three times. The solicitor was a tdl man with graying har
and a tagte for expendve watches and elaborate pinky rings. His custom-tailored suits couldn't hide the
beginnings of a paunch.

Seph couldn't help wondering how many suits and pinky rings his guardianship had paid for. His
foster mother, Genevieve LeClerc, had died three years ago. It was only then that held learned that he
hed alegd guardian, avery large trust fund, and a crowd of lawyers to look after his interests.

Sheld kept so many secrets. While Genevieve had taught hm how to make an omeet and hang
wallpaper and choose bottles of wine for their guests at the bed-and-breakfast, his feeble knowledge of



meagic had been acquired in fits and Starts, grudgingly released, pried from her like oysters from ther
stubborn shells.

She had a sorcerer's misrust of wizards and their ruthless ways, born of long service to a wizard
in her native France. Her wrigts had been braceleted with layered scars, evidence of the shackles she'd
worn. She'd loved Seph with a fierce devotion, but seemed to hope that his wizardliness would go away
if unacknowledged. Instead it had sent out long runners, dimbing fences, and sprouting unexpectedly
between the cobblestones.

Seph's fingers tickle, his nursery school classmates said. His teachers had loved him in those
days, surrendering to the boy with the dark curls, changeable eyes, and sweet smile The classroom
guinea pig denned up under his desk and wouldn't dlow anyone but Seph to handle him. The pond &t the
park froze in the middle of July when Seph wanted to go skating. He liked recess best of dl. Sometimes
it lasted dl day. All he had to do was ask nicdly. Until Genevieve found out and intervened.

But as he grew older, the magic grew stronger, more dangerous, more difficult to control. It had
become worse snce Genevieve's death. He was the ugly cowbird in the sparrow's nest, impossible to
ignore.

Houghton came out from behind his huge walnut desk and motioned Seph to a table by the
window. It was to be a toe-to-toe, compassionate sort of meeting, then.

Seph ettled into a leether armchair and Houghton sat in the chair opposite. The lawyer regarded
Seph sorrowfully for a moment, removed his glasses, polished them to a sheen, and replaced them. Then
heaved a great Sgh.

"So. All right now, then, are we?"

"I'mdl right,” Seph said, looking the lawyer in the eye, daring him to ask another question. Seph
didn't want to tak about the warehouse. He was afraid he would lose control.

Houghton soldiered on relentlesdy. "A bad busness” the lawvyer said. "A bad business, indeed.
But then, with those after-hours parties, one never knows. Completdy unsupervised. Often attract the
wrong sort."

"Yes" One-word answers were safest.

"One hears there are drugs, drinking, and so on." Houghton paused and raised an eyebrow in
inquiry, but Seph looked out the window, forcing himsdif to take deep, dow bregaths.

"Right," Houghton said, disgppointed. "Wel, a any rate, weve managed to make those
preposterous charges go away.”

"Good."

"I mean, redly. Hinging flame from your fingertips like a character from a grgphic nove?
Rubbish. But people become hygtericd, you know."

"y es"

"Of course, the universty has some lidhility in this. All summer-camp students are required to be
inthe dormitories by ten o'clock, so it said in the brochure. And yet, there you were, Sxteen years old,
running the streets of Toronto at four in the morning.”

Seph was findly goaded into speech. "I wasn't running the dtreets. | was at a party. I've gone to
lots of parties, and nothing ever—"

"Then they're doubly liable. They knew, or should have known, that—"

Seph leaned forward. "You know | go to clubs. Y ou've been paying the bills™

Houghton cleared his throat loudly. Seph half expected him to dtick his fingersin his ears. "Wel,
then. There you are. | think we can agree that your idea of spending the summer a the universty in
Toronto has been ... adisaster.”

"Toronto's not the problem,” Seph said. "Toronto's grest. | ..."

"No." Houghton toyed nervoudy with a paperweight. His forehead gleamed with swest. "Not this
time. The Metropolitan Police have required my assurance that you will leave town as soon as possible.”

Seph fdt a great weght descending. "1 thought you said the charges had been dismissed.”

"There were a number of witnesses who tied you to the fire

Seph gripped the arms of the chair. "Redly? And what do you think?'



Houghton mopped his brow with a snowy handkerchief. "What should | think? You seem to
have a penchant for combugtibles. There was that incident in Switzerland, the fires and explosons on the
chepel roof, the ... ah ... demdlition of the bdll tower."

"I went up therewith a ... afriend. | did not go up there to blow a hole in the bdl tower." Marie
wanted to see the stars, Seph thought. 1t was after they kissed that the fireworks began.

"And that boy a St. Andrew's. That Henri Armand. Attacked by aflock of ravens, wasn't he?'

Seph shrugged. He couldn't conjure any regret about Henri. Armand was an older boarding
Sudent from Marselle, rumored to be the illegitimete son of the head of a French crime family. He was
aso askilled street fighter, a tdent unusud among private-school students.

Armand had consdered Marie to be his persond property, like his gaudy gold jewdry and his
Itdian sports car. When held heard about the incident on the chapd roof, held ambushed Seph in a
remote corner of the campus, pounding away at his midsection so the bruises wouldn't show.

Then the ravens had come,

"Those birds tore the boy's dothing to shreds,” Houghton persisted.

Armand had been so frightened held wet himsdlf. Afterward, severa of the huge black birds had
Seitled gently onto Seph's arms and shoulders, watching naked Armand with their shiny black eyes.
Never mind that Seph was just as frightened of the birds as Armand.

Wdl, maybe not quite as frightened.

Seph looked a Houghton and raised an eyebrow. An appeal to logic was usudly effective. "So
you're saying | sent aflock of ravens after Henri?!

Houghton smiled a tight little smile. "I'm saying that you've been expelled from four schools in the
past three years. We are running out of options.”

"But I'm going to UTS. It'sdl set."

"That isno longer possble.

"What about St. Miched's, then?'

"No."

Seph saw where this was going. He needed to stay in Toronto. He needed to find that girl Alica
and get some answers. She was the only lead he had.

He was reduced to begging. "Please. Let me stay here for school. There has to be someplace
thetll let mein. | swear, | won't get into trouble.” He extended his hand toward Houghton. If he could
just make contact...

Houghton put up his hands and leaned away, asif to fend Seph off. "Don't ... It won't work. Not
thistime. Our hands are tied. The police have made their position quite clear.”

"Let metak to them."

"Youd better leave wdl enough done. Thank God they've log interest in you. It's time you
learned that you cannot talk yoursdlf out of every Stuation.”

"I dready know that."

"Beddes, it'sdl arranged.”

"What is?'

"Your new school.”

"Where?'

"Maine"

"Maine?"

"Seems alovey place from the photographs. It's right on the ocean." Houghton thrust a brochure
into Seph's face. "Luckily for us, this came in the mall right after the warehouse story broke."

Seph took it reluctantly. "I hate the ocean.”

"Perhaps youll grow to loveit."

The front cover featured a sailboat. He scanned the text and shook his head. "A boys school 7!

Houghton shrugged. "Beggars can't be choosers. And perhaps the absence of young ladies will
hdp you...focus™

"You never asked me what | wanted." Seph scraped the toe of his sneaker over the



hand-knotted rug.

"As| sad. We didn't have alot of options this late in the day.”

"Isthere even adty in Mane?"

"Yes, | think so. Portland, | bdieve it's cdled.” He frowned and rubbed his chin. "Or is that in
New Hampshire? Wdl, no matter,” he said briskly. "Youll need to leave immediately. The term's dready
begun.”

Seph shrugged and did the brochure into his pocket. Ordinarily, he would have continued to
argue the matter. But just then he fdt like he might deserve to go to Maine. Or any other place with a
scarcity of people.

Houghton looked at his watch, rdieved that Seph hadn't put up more of a fight. "So. Wdl. Do
you have any questions?'

"Yes Who were my parents?'

Houghton sghed. "Not that again. Y ou've seen the documents. The photographs. | don't know
what ese you—"

"I know they're fake. I've checked it out. I've been online. It's made up.”

Houghton stood and fussed with his cuffs, Sraightened the crease in his trousers, put a litle more
distance between himsdf and his dient. "I know these past three years have been trying. It is difficult to
lose oné's parents a a young age. And it is likdy that your foster mother's deeth has renewed your
fedings of abandonment..."

Seph came to hisfeet, and Houghton took a hasty step back. "You're a lawvyer. No one's asking
you to be a bloody psychiatrist." Power prickled in his hands and arms, and he struggled to damp down
hisanger. It doesn't matter, hetold himsdf. It's not worth it.

"... and now this...event & the warehouse. So tragic. That young girl. What was her name
agan?'

"Maa"

"You knew her?'

"Yes" He was back to one-word answers.

"Wdl, best not to noise that about. It could complicate matters just as things are sdtling.”
Houghton hesitated, then cautioudy draped an am around Seph's shoulders. He smdled of expengve
tobacco, wool, and aftershave. Seph resisted the urge to flinch away.

"It may be that thisisjust what you need, Joseph. Go to Maine. Focus on your studies. Get away
from dl thisfor awhile” The lawyer's voice was not unkind. ™Y ouve managed to come away without a
police record. Your grades are good. See if you can finish strong at the Havens. Then we can begin to
tak about Univeraty. Perhaps you can even come back to Toronto for school.”

Two more years, Seph was thinking. Two more years, and | dam the trust fund and dismiss
Soane, Houghton, and Smythe. Two more years, and I'll have the time and money to find out who |
redly am.

Two years sounded like an eternity.

Chapter Two
TheHavens

Seph pressed his face againg the cool glass of the arplane window, watching the rugged New
England coadtline pass beneath him. From this dtitude, the Atlantic seemed a gentle lake, a deep
gray-green with a ddlicate frogting of lace where it broke againg the beaches.

The music pounding through his headphones was not enough to occupy his relentless mind.

He thrugt his hand under his sweatshirt, pulling free the hdf-mdted cross Maia had made for him.



Surprigngly old-fashioned for a free sairit like Maia. When he closed his eyes, he could dill fed the ropy
intengty of her embrace.

Seph didn't consder himsdf particularly attractive. He knew enough about art to redize he met
no cdasscd standard of beauty. His face looked like something he needed to grow into: dl bony
prominences and sharp angles. His har tumbled into unruly loose curlsif he didn't gd it into submission.
He'd grown so recently that he il fet awkward and poorly put together. But girls dill made excuses to
touch him, to play with his hair. Maia had aways taked about his eyes. how they changed color with the
light— brown, and then green or gold.

And now she was dead. Because of him.

He stared down at his hands. Murderer's hands, though they looked like normd flesh and bone.
Hewas... pathologicd. Was it merdy alack of knowledge, or was it some kind of fatd flawv?

He pressed hisfig againg his chest, imagining that he could fed the weight within. "Vous avez un
cristal sous votre coeur,” Genevieve had said. You have a crystal beneath your heart. A source of
power thet is different for each of the guilds For sorcerers, enchanters, warriors, and seers, the use of
power ismore or less hardwired.

But wizards needed training in order to use and control their power. Genevieve had told him that
when magicd accidents happened. So he wouldn't think he was possessed, as the Jesuits had damed
when he was dill amall.

But she hadn't told him the truth about his parents. And for that, he felt betrayed.

He needed a teacher. If he couldn't learn to control his gift, it was "better not to have it at al.
Could the stone be removed, like a diseased gdlbladder?

At least Genevieve had not had to ded with the warehouse. She would have gone to church and
lit a candle and prayed for him. She would tdl him that in God's eyes he was perfect, though how she
knew this, Seph couldn't say.

Seph's ears told him they'd begun their descent. The arcraft was a sixteen-seater, with only Sx
other passengers—hunters and tourigts, by the looks of them. Seph liked the intenaty of amdl planes.
Perhaps held buy a plane now that he was old enough for flying lessons. He amiled at the thought, his firgt
amile of the day, and pulled off his headphones.

The plane banked and circled. The ground rushed toward them and bumped down on the grassy
runway. Before they had rolled to a stop, he was on his feet, pulling his bag from the overhead
compartment.

He closed his eyes and centered himsdlf, as Genevieve had taught him. You can do this. You've
done it before. You're good at meeting people. Only, this new school was smdl, about one hundred
students, according to the brochure. Hed never done wel a amdl schools. He made too many waves to
aurvivein asmdl pond.

Somehow, he had to find a way to succeed here. Two years, and he could go back to the aty
and disappesar.

The airport boasted one battered, sheet-metal building. Grass feathered the asphdt of the
parking lot.

A man waited by the metd fence that surrounded the landing strip. He was tal—tdler than Seph
by a least hdf afoot. He was absolutely bald, but whether he was naturdly so or shaved his head, Seph
couldnt tell. Despite the brisk weether, he wore a white, short-deeved galf shirt that showed off his
muscular arms. He looked to be about fifty, but it was hard to tdl with bald men.

Seph waited urtil the crew had unloaded the baggage compartment, then pulled his other bag
from the cart, swinging it over his shoulder. As he waked toward the gate, the man stepped forward to
meet him.

"You mug be Joseph McCauley," he said in an upperclass British accent. "I'm Dr. Gregory
Leicester, headmadter of the Havens™”

Up close, the headmaster's eyes were a peculiar fla gray color, like twin bal bearings. The
absence of har and the fact tha his lips were the same color as the rest of his face gave him a strange,
robotic qudity.



Reieved that the headmaster didn't offer his hand, Seph conjured a amile and said, "Pleasure to
megt you, gr." Must be asmdl g&ff, he thought, if the headmaster comes to collect you at the airport.

"Isthat dl you have?' Dr. Leicester asked, nodding toward the luggage.

"That's dl. | shipped some books ahead, and my computer.” Seph traveled light, which was
convenient when you moved around as much as he did.

Of the hdf dozen vehides clustered in the lot, Dr. Leicester directed Seph toward a white van
with THE HAVENS and a salboat stenciled in gold on the door. The van was unlocked. The
headmaster took Seph's bags and tossed them eesly into the backseat. He motioned Seph to the shotgun
position, and dimbed in on the driver's sde.

"We're just about an hour away from school,” Leicester explained. "It will give us a chance to get
to know each other."

They pulled out of the grave parking lot and turned onto a two-lane highway. From the maps,
Seph knew there was a amdl town south of the airport. But their destination was about fifty miles north,
with nothing much in between. Why would anyone build a private school in such a remote location? A
hunting lodge or a prison, he could understand.

"Did you come directly from St. Andrew's, or did you spend some time & home?' Leicester
asked, keeping his gaze on the road.

"I came from Toronto. | was a a camp there dl summer," Seph replied. His head ached, as if
metd bands were tightening around his forehead, and he fdt dizzy and disoriented. It couldve been the
aftereffects of the flight, though he was usudly a good flyer.

They swept past two gas Sations, a scattering of houses, and then plunged into a thick forest of
pine and aspen. He lowered the window, hoping the fresh ar would revive him, and was rewarded with
the sharp scent of evergreen.

"Youve had along day, then" Dr. Leicester broke into his reverie. "I hope you were gble to
deep on the plane”

"Yes Some."

"Where are you from originaly?'

"I was born in the States, but | grew up in Toronto."

"Do your parents 4ill livein Toronto?"

"My parents are dead.” Seph stared draight ahead.

"Ah. Wdl. Weve corresponded with your guardian, Mr. Houghton. | assume you have rdatives
in England, then?"

"Mr. Houghton is just a solicitor. An attorney. | don't know much about my family." Nothing, in
fact.

What held been told of his parents was frall and colorless, like a line drawing, an outline of a
gtory without the flesh and bone. His mother was a Toronto-based flight attendant; his father a software
entrepreneur. They had died in a fire in ther Cdifornia canyon home when Seph was a year old.
Genevieve LeClerc had been his childcare provider, and became his foster mother. That story had been
repeated to him since he was very smdl.

And now he knew it was alie

"I think youll like it here, Joseph, once you settle in" Leicester said. "I know you've changed
schools severd times. Often talented students get into difficulty when their needs are not met. Here a the
Havens we rardly lose a student. In fact, we integrate high-achieving secondary students into our more
specidized programs. We're believersin tailoring the curriculum to the student.”

"I see" Seph said. "That sounds like a good approach.”

He couldn't help being distracted by the view. He was a dity creature. For the past hdf hour, he'd
seen nothing but trees on ether side of afragile Strip of pavement. Not even another car on the road. "It
seems....um...isolated.”

"You can wander for miles and never leave the property,” Leicester said, asif that were aplus.

Many of the crossroads were now dirt roads that carried the names of beaches. Following a long
gretch of unbroken trees, they reached a turnoff marked with a tasteful brick-and-stone Sgn that said,



THE HAVENS and PRIVATE PROPERTY.

A high sone wall extended in both directions, as far as he could see. To keep the trees from
wandering, no doubt. He blinked and rubbed his eyes. The wal had a smudged and fuzzy qudlity, as if
shrouded in tendrils of mig.

Maybe he had a migraine coming on.

They turned right, through a high wrought-iron gateway onto an oiled dirt road.

Along the lane, the trees stood s0 close Seph could have reached out and touched them. Ther
leefy tops arched and met overhead, Seving the light into frail streamers that scarcely colored the ground.
The ar hung thick with the scent of green things long dead and hdf decayed. They drove through dense
woodland until the trees thinned and the light grew. Glimpses of water and a freshening of the ar sad
they'd reached thelr destination.

They pulled up before a large cedar-and-stone building separated from the water by a broad
boardwalk. A long dock ran out into the harbor. Severa sailboats bobbed aongside, salsfurled and tied
to the masts.

"This is the adminidration center,” Dr. Leicester explained. "The cafeteria, gymnasum, library,
commons areas, and other student services are dl in here” He drove a hundred yards farther and
stopped in front of another building. "This is Gareth Hall. Most classes are hed here, with the exception
of physicd education, art, and musc. Weve been in sesson for severd weeks now, so youll have some
herd work ahead of you."

Art and music shared their own building. It couldnt redly be cdled a campus—there wasnt
enough open space for that. Each building stood isolated in its own clearing, the forest crowding in on dl
Sdes, asif druggling to hold it at bay. Thetal, Sraight trunks of trees marched away until they collided in
the gloom.

All of the buildings were of amilar congtruction, asif the school had erupted, fully formed, out of
the ground. It was a jarring contrast to St. Andrew's, with its ancient stone lecture hdls, bell towers, and
green lawns, the mountains framing every viga And UTS—he shoved images of the aty out of hismind.

"You mus see a lat of wildife here)" Seph observed, because Dr. Leicester seemed to be
expecting him to comment. Middle of nowhere, he thought.

"A little bit of everything: moose, bear, wolves, deer. The raccoons and bears can be a problem.”
Leicester laughed like it didn't come easy. It was hard to imegine this man presiding at a fundraisng
dinner or glad-handing parents.

They stopped in front of a more modest three-story structure, stone and glass and cedar, amilar
indesign to the other buildings, but on a amdler scae. "Thisis your dormitory.” He handed Seph a key
card. "You'rein suite 302. Need hdp with your luggege?'

"No, thanks. I'm fine" Seph dimbed out and retrieved his bags from the back sest.

"Il arrange for one of our students to give you aful tour before Monday. If you're hungry, you
ought to be able to find something in the cafeteriain the admin, building.”

Seph wasn't hungry. His headache was worse. He fdt as if someone had been besting againg his
skull.

"Snvimming is at four thirty,” Leicester said. "Change into your svim gear and follow the Sgns to
the cove. Everyone will be down there, and youll have the opportunity to meet the other boys™ The
headmaster didn't give him a chance to argue. The van lurched forward, spitting grave from benegth its
wheds.

Seph looked around. Sunlight painted the tops of the trees, and here and there a break in the
canopy overhead dlowed it to penetrate dl the way to the forest floor. Otherwise, the ground was
bathed in a cool green twilight. Leaves shuffled overhead and branches rattled in the wind. A squirrd
scolded him furioudy from a nearby sump. He was dready chilly, even in his hoodie. Maybe this was
svimming wegther in Maine, but not where he came from.

Wherever that was.

He dung his bags over his shoulder, ignored the elevator, and climbed three flights of dairs to his
floor. His room was a one end of the building, rather isolated, off a short corridor. Leicester hadn't sad



anything about a roommate, and Seph wasn't surprised to find he had a room to himsdf. Students a
expendve schools were used to ther own space and plenty of it.

Each school held attended was captured by sngle image in his mind: the cavernous greet hdl a
Dunham's Fidd School in Scotland; the view from the bdl tower a& St. Andrew's in Switzerland;
Montred illuminated at dusk in midwinter, where the sun seemed to set in midafternoon.

This room boasted a gas fireplace and a screened porch overlooking the woods. The furniture
induded a sngle bed with a heavy oak headboard and a thick comforter with a pine-tree pattern, a
dresser, a serviceable desk and bookcase, two upholstered chairs for guests, rag rugs on the floor, and
ceramic tilein the bathroom.

The wdls had been left empty, a fresh canvas for someone to paint on. Only, Seph didn't do
much to persondize his rooms anymore. There was no point. Hed learned to carry his sense of df
around with him.

A basket of frut and severa bottles of water were arranged on a andl table with a note,
Welcome, Joseph, imprinted on cream-colored stock embossed with a sailboat.

His books had arrived and were waiting in boxes in front of the bookcase. His computer had
been unpacked and left on the desk. There was no phone, however, and no data port that he could find.
Pulling out his cel phone, he scanned the screen. No signd. He swore softly and returned it to his jeans
pocket.

Methodicaly, he unpacked his bag, put away his toothbrush and paste and the rest of his
washroom supplies, and took two ibuprofen. He located the eectrica outlets, set his MP3 player in its
cradle, and placed the speakers. He had the best sound system money could buy. He turned the music
up loud, hoping it might draw vigitors. It didn't.

His clothes only occupied three drawers out of sx. He moved his books from the box to the
bookcase, running his fingers over the familiar titlesin French and English. Maybe he didn't need to carry
s0 many books around with him, either. How often did he read a book more than once? He'd learned to
pare down, to amplify, like a busness traveer trying to force hislifeinto a carry-on.

By four o'clock his headache had eased somewhat.

He wanted more than anything to lock the door and collapse into bed. But it was his custom to
get introductions over quickly.

There was no answer & any of the nearby rooms, until he knocked on the door of the room at
the far end of the hdl, on the other side of the staircase. A solid, athletic-looking black student answered,
clad only in sMimming trunks. A slver amulet hung from a chain around his neck: a sylized Hand of
Fatimah.

Protection againgt the evil eye.

Seph smiled and stuck out his hand. "I'm Seph McCauley. | just moved in &t the other end of the
hdl." Good social skills, it dways said in his evauations, dong with Excels academically.

"I'm Trevor Hill," the boy replied, grasping Seph's hand, then flinching and letting go quickly.
"Whoa, you shocked me™

Seph shrugged, accepting no credit or blame. How often had he heard that one?

"l heard someone new was coming this week." Trevor's voice was like a dow-moving river:
warm and rich with Southern sit. "Would you like to come in?"

Trevor stepped asde so Seph could enter. It was a mirror image of Seph's room, but seemed
gmdler, because it was crowded with extra furniture: a amdl refrigerator, a televison, posters of sports
figures. Seph's room was spartan in comparison.

"Thisis cool!" Seph said. "Did you do dl thisin the last three weeks?!

"Nah, I've had the same room for three years" Trevor glanced nervoudy at his watch. "I guess
we have alittle time. Y ou can clear the Suff off of that chair and gt."

Seph sat in the desk chair. "Are you a senior?' he asked, trying to put the other boy at
ease—knowing he could do it with a touch of his hand, but best not to try that with someone hed just
met.

"Junior,” Trevor replied. "I'm from Atlanta. Buckhead area. Got no business being so far north. |



about freeze to death every fdl." He snatched up a heavy sweatshirt from the bed and pulled it over his
head.

"I'majunior, too," Seph volunteered.

Trevor asked the inevitable question. "Wherere you from?”

"Toronto, but my last school wasin Switzerland. So I'm used to the cold.”

"Switzerland, huh?" Trevor stopped looking nervous and started looking impressed. "Why'd you
leave?'

"It didn't work out." Seph rolled his eyes.

Trevor nodded, as if this answer wasn't unexpected. "The Havens your parents ides?' He
gestured vagudy at their surroundings.

"My parents are dead. | have a guardian. A lawyer. He set it up,” Seph replied, thinking that he
should buy a T-shirt that said, ORPHAN FROM TORONTO. It would save timein these Stuations.

"So what's the ded here? How do you get dong with the gaff?" Seph continued. Not that
Trevor's advice was likdy to be hdpful in his case.

Trevor leaned forward, putting his hands on his knees. "Oh, | was in trouble a lot before | came
here, t0o. You just need to follow the rules. Do that, and youll be okay. They specidize in boys who've
hed problems at other places.”

"Redly?' Great, Seph thought. I've landed in some kind of upper-class reform school. Trevor
seemed norma enough, though, and he'd been there three years. "Do they kick you out if you get in
trouble?'

"No one gets expdled from the Havens," Trevor said. "Youll see. Ther program is very—what
they call— effective”

Something in the way he said effective sounded dmogt sniger. It made Seph want to change the
subject. Trevor's lgptop caught his eye. "I have my computer set up, but | don't see any jacks in my
room. Is the cabling included or do | have to pay for wiring?"

"We don't have our own Internet access," Trevor sad.

Seph stared a him. "Why not? It's so easy. They could use a campus-wide wireless network if
they didn't want to lay cable.”

Trevor shook his head. "No, | mean, we're not dlowed. They have computersin the library. You
can do searches in there if you want, but they screen the Stes”

"That's crazy. They can't do tha. | have friends online” Seph didnt remember that being
mentioned in the glossy brochure.

Trevor shrugged and looked at his watch again. "Wl it's about time for snvimming. You'd better
get changed if you don't want to be late”

Seph rubbed his aching temples. "I'm going to pass. It's been along day dready.”

Trevor's eyes widened in surprise. "Dr. Leicester excused you?"

"Not exactly.”

Trevor stood up. "Then you'd better get ready.”

It seemed that the vist was over, s Seph stood dso. "Okaray, guess I'll get ready, then," he
sad.

"Il wait for you, if you hurry up."

But Seph didn't hurry fast enough, because afew minutes later he heard Trevor at his door. "I'm
going ahead. I'll see you down there.”

Seph changed into his trunks and pulled his sweetshirt and jeans on over them. Descending the
darstwo a atime, heleft the building and followed a wood-chip path back through the woods toward
the waterfront. He didn't see any students around; they must've dready gone down to the cove. A Sgn a
the dock pointed him to the right, down the shorédline, to awell-worn path dong the water. A cold dither
up his spine sad he was beng watched. Twice, he turned and scanned the path behind him, then
shrugged and waked on. Findly, the path turned back into the woods. Hey.

He turned again, and this time a stocky boy with wire-rimmed glasses and a ruddy complexion
stood in the middle of the path. He wore husky-syle jeans and a sweatshirt, and blinked his eyes redly



fadt, like he was nervous.

"Hey," Seph said. "You late for snvimming, too?"

"No, | ... & ... | d-don't ..."The boy began coughing, sruggling to draw bresth. He groped in
his pocket and produced an inhder. He took a long pull off of it, and put it back. Then, with a
determined look on his face, he extended his hand to Seph.

"I'm Seph McCauley," Seph said, thinking maybe you got excused from svimming if you had
aghma. He gripped the other boy's hand, then flinched as he recognized the sting of power. "Hey! Are
you ... ?'

"Ligen. | n-need to tak to you." The boy looked up and down the path, mopping sweat from his
forehead with the deeve of his sweatshirt.

"I'd redlly like to talk to you," Seph said, unable to believe hed met two wizards in the space of
afew weeks. "But | have to get to swimming. Could we meet later, maybe at dinner?"

"No. | c-can't ... That won't ..."

"Hello, gentlemen." Seph looked up to see a handsome young men in a tweed sport coat with
leather patches on the elbows, carrying a battered lesther briefcase.

"H-hdlo, Aar ... M-Mr. Hanlon." The other student looked petrified, like he was about to wet
himsdf. Or have another asthma attack.

"Joseph. Aren't you supposed to be a svimming?' Mr. Hanlon asked, smiling.

"l was just on my way."

"Good. Best be going. Dr. Leicester doesntt like it if you're late”" Hanlon placed a hand on the
boy's shoulder and propelled him down the path the other way.

"I didn't get your name!" Seph caled after him. But the boy only hunched his shoulders and kept
waking.

That guy has issues, Seph thought, continuing down the path. | don't know how much help hell
be. But I'l try to find him at dinner.

Eventudly, the path broke out of the trees at a place where the ocean cut back into the shoreline,
cregting a protected inlet, lined with stones, out of Sght of the school buildings.

There mugt have been dxty boys in the water, ther heads deek and dark againg the gray
surface. A few more were sripping off their siweatshirts on the shore. All of them looked miserably cold.
Seph spotted Trevor treading water ten yards ouit.

Dr. Leicester stood on the shording, dressed in a heavy sweatshirt, jeans, and windbresker.
When he saw Seph, he blew sharply on a whidle to get everyones atention. "Boys, meet Joseph
McCauley. Thisishisfird day a the Havens, and heislate for svimming.”

The reaction to this was remarkable. The other boys dl looked away or looked down, asif they
wanted to avoid any connection to his transgresson. Some of them peered back toward him, when they
thought Le cester wasn't looking.

Seph amiled, lifting his hands in gpology. "Sorry. | got confused. | was waiting for everybody at
the spa.”

Laughter floated across the water, then quickly dwindled under Leicester's disgpproving gaze.
The headmagter didn't seem susceptible to Seph's legendary charm.

Seph Ieft his clothes on a pile of rocks some distance from the water's edge, and hobbled over
the sony beach to the water. HEd hoped that the water would be warmer than the ar, but was
disappointed. It was like stepping into snowmelt. His feet went numb immediaidy. He waded out to his
knees, then to hiswast, gasping.

The water was murky and unpleasant. The rocks dong the bottom were dippery and invisble, so
thet even in the cove the waves threatened to knock him over. Something squirmed under his Ieft foot
and he thrashed backward, into unexpectedly deep water. His head went under, and he swalowed a
mouthful. He came up like a sounding whale, spraying water everywhere.

Hed had enough. A few quick strokes took him back to the shalows. Shivering, teeth chattering,
he hauled himsdf onto the shore. Hed dmost made it back to his muddle of clothes when someone

gripped hisarm.



It was Trevor, covered in gooseflesh, lips pae with cold, water diding off his dark body onto the
rocks. "Get back in the water, Seph,” he said, without meeting Seph's eyes. "Jugt do it. Come on." He
put a cold hand on Seph's shoulder asif to urge him aong.

Seph blinked a him. He looked over his shoulder a Dr. Leicester, who stood expressionless,
watching. All right, he thought. If he was going to try to stay here two years, it was best not to get into a
baitle of willson hisfirs day. Gritting his teeth, he picked hisway back across the beach and waded out
into the water, not looking back to seeif Trevor was fallowing.

This time the water seemed more tolerable. Maybe he was getting used to it. His extremities
tingled as the feding returned, and he was no longer shivering. He strode ahead more confidently,
continuing until the water lapped a his collarbone. Though the sun was gone, intercepted by the
surrounding trees, he fdt dmost warm.

He looked around. The other boys stood as if frozen, saring down a the water in disbelief.
Another minute passed, and the surface of the water began to steam in the cold ar. He might have been
neck deep in the warm Caribbean.

No. This can't be happening. Seph looked over a Lecester, who wasin conversation with one
of the boys on shore. He hadn't noticed that anything was amiss. Seph splashed toward a crowd of boys
ganding to one side, near the shordline, positioning himsdf so that his head was just one of many pocking
the gray surface. Now, just relax, he commanded himsdf, dosing his eyes, trying to loosen his muscles,
to empty hismind.

How long could he last? He wasin trouble dready, and it was just the firg day.

He sorted through a litter of memories from his school career. The homicidd ravens a S
Andrew's. The explosions and firesin Scotland. The wolves that had startled the nunsin Philaddphia

By now the water was close to spa temperature. All conversation in the cove had died. The
svimmers looked down at the vapor collecting at the surface, rigng up around them like moring mist on
an upland lake. No one said aword, to each other or to Leicedter.

Hndly, the boy who had been speaking with the headmaster broke away and stepped into the
water. He sumbled backward with a yelp of surprise and sat down, hard, on the rocks. Gregory
Lecester svung around and stared at the boys in the water and the steam bailing up around them. Then
he began searching the faces of the boysin the water until he found Seph.

Try as he might, Seph couldn't look away. The headmaster stood, studying him like a specimen
on adide. No questions, no dishdlief, no chalenge or confusion, only this intense and dinica scrutiny, as
if he were looking into Seph's soul with full knowledge of what lay within. Then Leicester amiled like it
was Chrigmes.

Shuddering, Seph took a step backward.

The headmagter's gaze shifted to indude the whole group. "Gentlemen, perhapsiit is a bit brisk
for svimming after dl. You are dismissed to your own pursuits until dinner.”

For a moment, no one moved. Then the exodus began, slent as lemmings in reverse. Seph left
the water on the far Sde of the cove, kegping as much distance between himsdf and Leicester as
possible. He pulled his sweatshirt and jeans over hiswet skin and picked up his shoes, unwilling to linger
long enough to put them on. Singing his towe about his shoulders, he followed the others toward the
woods.

Seph froze in middtride and stood waiting without turning around. The headmaster's gaze pressed
on the back of his neck.

"Come up to my office after dinner. | think it'stime | explained a bit more about our program.”

Seph nodded and walked on, into the trees.



Chapter Three
A Magical Collaborative

Seph awoke to a loud pounding. Still groggy, he sumbled to his door and opened it. It was
Trevor, dressed for the outdoors, amiling tentatively.

"Seph. Supper's a seven thirty. We have time before then, if you want to look around.”

Seph rubbed his eyes and looked back at his bed. "Sure. Thanks. I'm glad you knocked. |
might've dept right through.” He yawned. "Do we have to dress for dinner?'

"Collared shirt or sweater. No jeans or Swvedts.”

"Okay. Give me aminute

Trevor hovered by the door while Seph changed his clothes and ran his fingers through his hair.
They descended the stairs and pushed through the front doors.

Thefral autumn daylight had aready fled. It would have been pitch-black under the trees, save
for the tiny lights that outlined the paths between buildings Seph braced himsdf for questions or
comments about the peculiar events in the cove, but none came, so Seph said, "Tha was pretty weird.
What happened at svimming, | mean.”

"You never know what's going to happen around here," Trevor said, shrugging.

"What do you mean? Are you saying weird things have happened before |—before now?"

"I mean nothing." Trevor hunched his shoulders like a turtle retregting into his shell.

"I ran into this guy in the woods. A student, | think, kind of stocky, with glasses and an inhder.
Do you know who that would've been?’

Trevor looked himin the eyes. "I don't recollect anyone like thet."

Seph debated whether to force the issue. He guessed he could get what he wanted from Trevor.
But decided not to push it. It's my firs day, he thought. | can use dl the friends | can get.

Trevor took hisrole as tour guide serioudy, pointing out features of the campus: the tennis courts,
the amphitheater.

"There's dmost a hundred students here, freshmen through seniors. They come from dl over, and
alot of them get scholarships. There's dso a bunch of dumni living here on campus, doing research with
Dr. Lecester.” They passed more dormitory buildings "All the dorms are pretty much the same. The
dumi have their own dorm, cafeteria, and commons area.”

"Why would dumni hang around on campus after graduation?' Seph asked. "Wha about
college?'

Trevor looked away, focusng on the path ahead. ™Y ou'd have to ask them.”

They walked through Gareth Hdl, the classroom building, past empty lecture hdls. "School's
been going for a couple weeks, so you're going to have to catch up with your assgnments” Trevor said.
"Let me know if you need help with anything."”

The art and mudc building was farther north dong the shoreline. "They make us dl take a muscd
ingrument,” Trevor explained. Seph nodded. Typicd. He'd brought aong his saxophone.

Next Trevor led him down to the waterfront and out onto the dock. "Dr. Leicester's a sling
fanatic. Our saling team has held the Atlantic Seaboard Scholastic Cup for three years. Everyone hdps™

"Mmmm," Seph replied, committing himsdf to nothing. He couldnt very wel tdl Trevor he
expected to be gone by Christmas, given the start hed made at the cove.

"Thisis our boathouse." Trevor pushed open the door to the smdl, weather-beaten building Seph
hed noticed when he arrived. It was a plain, square wooden structure with a rough planked floor. A
narrow wooden wakway ran dong the far Sde of the room, surrounding the boat dip. The water sucked
and dapped at the pilings underneath. The building smelled of marine gasoline and what Seph assumed to
be fish guts.

"They keep the motorboat in here mogt dl the time, and sometimes the sallboats if they need to



be fixed. Youll get redly good at dgpping on varnish, believe me™

Tha was no problem. Seph was used to hard work. Hed spent every summer deaning and
changing beds and washing dishes at Genevieve's bed-and-breakfast.

"Timeto eat," Trevor announced, and turned back toward shore.

The dining hdl was on the fird floor of the admin, building, with a full wal of glass overlooking
the water. Servers circulated through the room, dearing tables and refilling water glasses.

In addition to burgers and pizza, there was hand-carved roast beef, afish entree, a sauté of the
day, a vegetarian wrap, grilled sandwich, and a sdad bar. Could be worse. Seph had been raised to
appreciate good food, but he wasn't a snob.

Seph scanned the dining room, but he saw no 9gn of the boy with the glasses.

He and Trevor carried their trays to alarge, rectangular table by the window. A hdf dozen boys
were dready seated there. Conversation died away when Trevor and Seph sat down, but then everyone
took turns introducing themselves. Troy was a smdl, scholarly-looking black student, dressed in a white
dress shirt and bow tie. Harrison had the kind of clean-cut, preppy look that is often mideading, while
James was blunt and cocky with overdyed black hair and multiple piercings and tattoos.

Troy was from Philaddphia. "I've been in public school, private school, every rdigious school
you can think of," he explained. "They said | was hyperactive." Seph found that hard to believe, given his
buttoned-down appearance. Troy was a senior, and said he hoped to attend Y de the fallowing year.

Harrison and James were juniors, Harrison from San Diego and James from Houston. Both
readily admitted to a history of heavy partying.

"I had atrust fund, you know?' Harrison said, suffing down the last bite of a burger and chasing
it with soda. "So | didn't see much point in schoal. | got high alot, cut class a lot. Meanwhile, my parents
were spending dl ther time getting a divorce. Then my grandfather said | had to come here, or there
would be no more money. | guess | forgot that a trust fund has a trustee.” He laughed loudly and punched
Seph playfully in the shoulder.

This place isful of midfits, Seph thought, rubbing his shoulder. Just like me.

WA, not exactly like me,

Once again, he waited for mention of the incident of the cove, but it didn't come up. It might as
wel have never happened.

"What about you?' James asked Seph. "How'd you end up here?'

"I had to leave my lagt school.” Seph tilted back a bit from the table, resing his pams on the
edge of the hardwood, rocking back in his chair. "I had a difference of opinion with the adminigration.”

"About what?' Troy leaned forward.

"They thought | should come to class" Seph replied, making eye contact with each of them. "I
hed other priorities."

"Like what?" Harrison grinned in anticipation.

"You know. Hanging out with girls. Hacking into the school computer.” He rocked forward, so
dl four legs of the chair struck the floor with a bang. " Skinny-dipping in the faculty pool.”

This brought hoots of laughter from Harrison, smilesdl around. An end to the inquistion.

Time to change the subject, he thought. Seph never had any difficulty directing a conversation.
"How do | get my schedule? | guess | should've asked Dr. Leicester about it."

"Theyl ddliver it to your room before Sunday night, with the books youll need,” Trevor replied.

Seph went through the rest of his usud lig of questions. All the students had mailboxes in the
adminigration building. He could get money at the cashier's office, but there wasn't much to spend it on.
He could use his student card to rent movies and order pizza through the bookstore.

"So what do you do for fun around here?" Seph asked, pushing a last bite of fish around his
plate.

"Not much," Troy replied. "Watch movies, hang out. And hey, you can go see the bears and
raccoons a the Dumpdger.”

Harrison added, "There's lots of sports, like crosscountry skiing and snowboarding. Saling's
over, but itll start up again in the spring. Over & the rec. center you can do tennis and racquetbdl.” He



shrugged. "That's about it."

"Dont worry about having nothing to do,” Trevor sad, raling his eyes. "They work us pretty
hard."

"What about girls?" Seph had attended boys schools before, but modly in cities, where there
was ample opportunity for soddizing.

"Youll have to wait until summer,” Harrison said regretfully. "Or winter recess, anyway."

Seph took this news philosophicaly. N'exigez pas beaucoup et vous ne serez pas dégu. Don't
expect much, and you won't be disappointed.

One thing he did expect was Internet access. "What's this ded about not being able to go
online?'

"It'sweird," Harrison said. "They're up-to-date in alot of other ways."

"Let's go ask Dr. Leicester about it Seph suggested. This was greeted by a notable lack of
enthusasm. Which was surprising, because people dways liked his ideas. He tried again. "We could get
up a petition. Have a demondtration.”

Troy cleared histhroat. "Um ... | don't think that's such a good idea."

"Dont you even care?' Segph demanded, exasperated. Being online was like having access to
oxygen.

"You could ask Dr. Leicester about it," James ventured, making it clear Seph was on his own.
"But | wouldn't get your hopes up. | think the dumni go online, but that'sit."

"That's another thing," Seph said. "The dumni. What's up with them? What are they doing out
here in the middle of nowhere?' He looked around the table, but nobody met his eye. "I mean, aren't you
curious?' There was some shrugging of shoulders and clearing of throats. But no rea response.

"Okay. So you're not curious." Seph pulled out his cdl phone, wondering if the changein location
would make any difference. It didn't. "My cedll phone isn't getting asgnd. Should | change providers?”

"I guess theré€'s no trangmisson towers around here” Trevor said. "Nobody's phone works.
Youll have to use aland line"

Thiswas the most passive group of students held ever met. It was as if something had taken the
rowdy right out of them.

"Is there a Catholic church near here?’

"There are no churches of any kind that you can get to,” James said. "Youll have to makeit up to
God in the summertime.”

"Therés nothing?' Seph looked around the table. "'l can't believe that."

"They have an outdoor chapd here, though | can't tdl you why, in this dimate," Trevor sad.
"There are ecumenicd services once a week, ether there or in the admin. building.”

Genevieve had been a devout Catholic, so Seph had attended Jesuit schools until she and the
Fathers had disagreed on how to ded with his magicd extravagances. The Jeslits had proposed an
exorcism. Genevieve had declined.

Church had dways been a sanctuary. The Latin Masses relaxed him. He liked the reassuring
cadence of the old language, like ancient charms againg the darkness, the perfumed smoke risng from
the censers, the cavernous architecture within which his problems seemed smdl and manageable. He
seemed to have an dfinity for ritud.

No Masses. Wdll, he didn't expect to stay long.

"Which one of you is Joseph McCauley?'

Seph looked up, Sartled, redizing that the table conversation had died avay. Two young men,
perhaps college age, stood at the head of the table. One was tal and whippet thin, with hair and lashes so
pde as to be dmogt transparent. The other was dark haired, broad shouldered, and bulked-up. The kind
of guy who had creasesin the back of his neck and needed two-a-day shaves.

"That'sme" Seph said, rasing his hand and waggling hisfingers. "What's up?'

"Dr. Leicester would like to see you in his office

Seph noticed that everyone else a the table was focused on the floor. Like in class, when you
hadn't read the chapter and were &raid the teacher would call on you. "Okaray. Andyou are ... 7'



"I'm Warren Barber,” the blond one said. "Thisis Bruce Hays." Asif that explained anything.

Seph glanced at his watch. Almost eight o'clock, and, despite his nap, he was bone tired. Best to
get this mesting over with so he could go to bed. He pushed back his chair and smiled around the table!
"Hey. Good to meet you. Thanks for dl theingde. Guess I'll see you later.”

They dl studied him as if they were trying to fix his image in ther minds, like they might forget
what he looked like after he was gone.

"Good luck, Seph,” Trevor said softly.

"Welcome to the Havens™" Hays said as they climbed the gtairs from the cafeteria levd to the
adminidrative offices on the third floor.

"Thanks. Ah—are you faculty members?' Seph asked, while trying to imagine what these two
could possbly teach.

"Nah. Were dumni,” Barber replied. "Were the dpha wolves in this organization. Hate to tdl
you, but you've been dining with the sheep.”

"I... um..." Seph had no due how to respond to this.

"Dude, you're going to like it here," Hays said, dapping him on the back. "We promise.”

Dr. Leicester's office occupied the choice position &t the front of the building, with the best view
of the ocean. It was like no headmaster's office Seph had ever seen: deekly modern, with a fax,
computer, printer, and scanner. He saw none of the usud diplomas, awards, and other detritus of
interschool competitions, save saverd large salling trophies,

Seph looked longingly at the array of cutting-edge hardware, then leaned his hip againg a table
by the window. "So. What exactly do you do here?' he asked Hays and Barber. "Are you like, teaching
assigants?’

Hays and Barber looked at each other. "I guess you could say we're more like, you know,
research assgtants,” Barber said, grinning.

Seph thought they looked more like, you know, thugs. If you saw Hays and Barber waking
down the street, you'd cross to the other side.

WEell, maybe good help was hard to find. "What's your research about?' Seph asked. "Do you
have a grant, or what?'

"Dr. Leicester will tdl you more about the—ah— research,” Hays said. "The thing to remember
about usisthat we rule on this campus. We answer only to Dr. Leicester.”

Wel, if o, it's kind of a remote kingdom, Seph thought. 1'd rather rule a few square blocks of
Toronto than—

"Hdlo, Joseph.”

Seph swung around. Dr. Leicester stood in the doorway.

"Thank you for coming up. Have a seat.” Leicester pointed to one of two chairs drawn up to a
table in the corner. Seph sat. Leicester took the other seat. "Youve met Mr. Hays and Mr. Barber?
Good."

A file folder lay on the table. Leicester pulled it toward him and began ledfing through the
contents. "Joseph, | told you earlier today that here a the Havens we pride ourselves in taloring the
curriculum to the student. Based on your record and the difficulties you've been having, | suspect that you
meay require specid attention.”

Seph peered at the pages between Leicester's hands, trying to read upside down. "I'm not sure
whet you mean. What difficulties?’ Muddled by fatigue, his mind was not as nimble as usud. "I've been
doing redly wdl. If you look at my transcripts, youll see that..."

"I'm talking about the episode down at the cove this afternoon.”

Admit nothing—that was his firg rule. "I'm sorry | was late. Il make sure it won't happen
agan."

Leicester waved away his answer impdiently. "The ocean very nearly came to a boil. Most
unusud, even in midsummer. In fact, it's never happened before.”

Appeal to logic—second rule. "What's that got to do with me?' Seph looked from Leicester to
the two dumni and back again.



"We bdieve you were the cause—intentiona or not."

Dday the inevitable—third rule. "L ook, I'm redly tired, and none of thisis meking sense. Could
we talk about this tomorrow?"

Lecester riffled through his papers. ™Y ouve changed schools four timesin three years.”

"Sometimesiit takes awhile to find a good fit."

"I understand there have been other incidents. Fires. Explosons. Hying sheep?' Leicester raised
an eyebrow.

Seph was baffled. If Leicester knew his history, then why had he been admitted in the firgt place?
He shoved back his chair and stood. "Hying sheep? Sorry. | don't know what you're taking about. I've
redly got to go." He turned toward the door, but Hays and Barber blocked the way.

"St down, Joseph,” Leicester said camly. "Please. Trugt me, it'sin your best interest to hear me

Hays and Barber weren't moving. Seph returned to the table and sat.

"That's better." Leicester Sghed and thought a moment, as if unsure how to begin. Findly, he
reached out and closed his hand on Seph's forearm. Seph flinched, expecting the crushing grip
characteristic of men who make areligion of working out. What was surprisng was not the strength, but
the raw power that roared through. Seph sucked in his breath, sruggling to keep a stunned, stupid look
off his face and not sure he succeeded. After a moment, Leicester released hisarm. The print of his hand
remained.

Dr. Leicester was awizard, too.

Leicester's voice trickled into his brain, exploding with a hegt like Genevieve's brandy. "None of
what's happened is your fault, Joseph. Wizards need training, and | expect youve had none. You are
very powerful, from what 1've seen. And power will find its ... outlets” He paused, then spoke aoud.
"So. Am| right so far?'

Wordlessy, Seph nodded, dill trying to grapple with this sudden twist of events.

Lecester patted him on the shoulder. "I know this mugt be a bit ...jaring.” The wizard settled
back in his chair. "Once, Mr. Hays and Mr. Barber were just like you—gifted but unschooled. Now they
are wdl on their way to becoming magters.”

Hays and Barber smiled modestly.

If I were a master of magic | would work on my appearance, Seph thought.

"What about everyone ds=?' he began. "Arethey dl ... 7'

"Mog are not. Mogt are only what you would cal wayward." Leicester shrugged dismissvely.
"We recruit students who've had difficulty elsewhere because often that indudes persons like yoursdf.
The untrained gifted." The headmaster toyed with an eaborate ring he wore on the middle finger of his
left hand. "How much do you know about the guilds and the dements of power?'

"Alittle”

"Tdl me"

Seph searched his memory. "Um. The gifted are born with Weirstones, a crysdline source of
power that dts behind the heart,” he recited. "The power runsin families. The ... ah ... kind of Weirstone
you have determines the nature and extent of your power and which of the guilds you belong to."

When Seph paused, Leicester nodded, encouraging him to go on.

"The magicd guilds include sorcerers, seers, warriors, enchanters and wizards. In the specidty
guilds, the magic is more demental, more direct. Wizards are the most powerful, because they shape
meagic with words."

"And who told you dl this?'

"My foster mother. She was a sorcerer.”

Genevieve damed shed promised his parents not to involve him in the dangerous world of
wizardry. So sheld left im with a thousand questions and a power he couldn't control.

"And where is your foster mother?"

"She died three years ago.”

"Aty." Leicester mustered up the familiar, sympathetic look. "So you don't have any family.”



"Not redly."

"What is your House dfiliation?"

The same question Alida had asked. Maybe now he could findly get some information. "'l guess||
don't know much about the Houses"

Leicester studied him with his ball-bearing eyes, asiif trying to decide if he was tdling the truth.
"Asthe ruling guild, wizards have been required to develop systems for the dlocation of power. Else we
would have had Armageddon on our hands."

Seph sensed that Leicester had delivered this speech many times before.

"There are two mgor Houses of wizards, the Red Rose and the White. Wizard families dign
themsdves with one or the other, and many of those dlegiances go back to the War of the Roses in
fifteenth-century Britain. Interactions between the Houses have been governed by a document caled the
Rules of Engagement, the treaty that ended the war.

"For centuries, power has been dlocated between the Houses by a series of tournaments.
Members of the Warrior Guild fight as proxies for the Roses. The winning house rules the Weir—the
magica guilds—until the next tournament is held. It's a system that has worked well."

Seph leaned forward. His weariness seemed to have disappeared. "Why havent | heard of this?'

"Here in the States, many of the Wer don't know they are gifted. Old connections have been
broken. Some who came here made a conscious decison to leave their Houses behind." Leicester
sghed. "l suppose the underguilds saw it as an opportunity to escape from service. But for wizards, the
result is that young people like yoursdf have no guidance or ingruction. And that can be disastrous. Our
purpose here a the Havensis to remedy that."

"S0 you're saying you can train mein wizardry?'

Leicester amiled. "l am saying that, yes."

"And I'll learn how to control magic, and how to avoid...accidents."

"Yes"

After the warehouse, Seph had wanted to have nothing to do with magic, ever again. But he had
no choice. In his case, power had away of surfacing in uncontrollable ways. To be able to control magic,
to useit properly ... that would be amiracle.

But he knew enough to question wizards bearing gifts.

"What'sinit for you?' Seph asked.

Lecester stood and walked to the window. He gazed out at the harbor, hands clasped behind his
back. Then turned back to face Seph.

"These are troubled times for the Houses, a time of great danger. Back in the summer, a
tournament in Britan went wrong. The Rules of Engagement were broken. A group of modly
servant-guild rebels has taken sanctuary in Ohio. An anarchist who cdls himsdf the Dragon is fomenting
rebdlion and attacking wizards of both houses dl over the world. Alliances are shifting. If war breaks out
between the Houses again, we are dl at risk.”

He paused, asif expecting a reaction, but Seph said nothing. HEd dways found that he learned
moreif he kept quiet.

"To answer your question, | am dill nomindly affiliated with the White Rose. But it is my hope
that through our work here a the Havens we can create a new path, a new order that ends the
bloodshed and diminates the constant warfare between the Houses. Think of what we could accomplish
if we were not focused on murdering each other.”

That made sense.

"Are there students from other guilds here?' Seph asked. "Like warriors and ... and sorcerers?’

"They hardly need the kind of indruction | can provide. After dl, they are bred to a purpose.”
Leicester's expression was faintly disdainful. "No, we focus on wizards. Our graduates become the most
powerful users of magic in the world.”

"How long have you been doing this?"

"We graduated our firg class five years ago."

"How do people find out about the Havens? I've been looking for help for three years, and I've



never heard of it

Lecester amiled thinly. "The nature of wizard palitics requires that we be discreet. You may have
heard that we closdy control communicationsin and out of here. Thereis a reason.”

"But | don't understand why ..."

"When you know more, youll understand,” Leicester said sharply. "We can't risk discovery by
those who would destroy our only red hope for peace. There are those who have a srong vested
interest in mantaining the status quo. For that reason, it's important that no whisper of this reach the
Roses"

From what he knew of wizards, Seph wasn't surprised to learn that Leicester had a politica
agenda. Genevieve had infusad into hm a deep suspicion of wizard palitics, which often seemed to
invalve bloodying the underguilds. No doubt the headmaster would try to get him involved sooner or
later. But hed ded with it, if he could get the hep he needed. "How does it work? Who does the
teaching? How long does it take?"

"Shdl we assume, then, that you are interested in joining our magica collaborative?' Leicester's
eyes glittered.

"Yes Absolutdy.” The precison of the wizard's language was a warning, but he could not afford
to say no.

"Good," Leicester said. "l thought that would be your answer."

"When do we get started?' Seph persisted.

"Take afew days to settlein and get caught up with your other classes. Then well talk again. We
have techniques that streamline the process."

"lant there something | could be reading in the meantime, some way to prepare?”’

Lecester studied him a moment. " Perhaps. Do you have a Weirbook?'

"I don't know what thet is" Alica Middleton had mentioned Weirbooks &t the party.

"Each member of the Waeirguilds has a Weirbook, created at hirth. Even those in the servant
guilds It summarizes the member's magica lineege and family history. Wizard Weirbooks include charms
and incantations that have been handed down through families over the centuries™ He paused, raisng his
eyebrows ininquiry.

"I don't have one" Seph admitted.

"Actudly, you do have one" Dr. Leicester said. "It's a matter of locating it. What is redly key is
what | told you earlier: we require totad commitment from our wizardry students. Are you capable of
thet?"

"Yes dr," Seph replied. "You won't be disgppointed.” Hed lived precarioudy for years, like
someone with a termind disease, never able to plan more than a few months ahead. Whatever the
consequences of thisdecison, hed risk it.

"Good," Leicester said. "Oh, and it would be best for you not to discuss any of this with the
Anawer." At Seph's blank look, he added, "The ungifted sudents. It only causes resentment, and we
don't want them spreading rumors once they leave the Havens. In fact, it would be best for you to keep
your distance from them outside of class”

Seph thought of Trevor and Harris and Troy and the others. "I don't understand. Why do we ..."

Lecester waved his hand impatiently. "Oh, be polite, of course. But youll find youll have little in
common with them as your traning progresses. Once you are properly enrolled, well move you into the
Alumni House with the others.”

Seph remembered how Trevor and the others had responded when he mentioned the aumni.
"Thewizard students livein the Alumni House?"

Leicester nodded. "All of the dumni are gifted.”

Seph glanced a Hays and Barber. "Are they ... have they dl graduated? | meen ... is there
anyone esemy age? Will | dill be in class with the others?' He fdt connected to Trevor and the others
now that he'd met them.

"WEell get into that once your training is underway." The wizard stood, sgnding that the interview
was a an end. "Now, you'd better get on to bed. Y ou've had along day."



And Seph redlized he had been dismissed.

Chapter Four
A Vigt to the Alumni House

As promised, Seph's books and class schedule were ddlivered to his door early Sunday morning.
He found the locations of the classroom buildings on the campus map, reviewed the syllabi, and started in
on hisreading. He'd dways been a good student, so he didn't think held have any trouble catching up. He
wanted to get as much work as possible out of the way before his classes in wizardry began.

By late afternoon, however, he was having trouble concentrating on eighteenth-century European
higory. He tried it with and without headphones. He moved from his bed to his desk, hoping gStting
upright would enforce some discipline. But he found himsdf punching randomly at his keyboard, wishing
he could go online. He was used to spending hours every day online with his friends, a simulaing blend
of media, music, IMing, and homework.

He thought about Leicester and the dumni. Wondered how long it would take to gan control
over hisgift, as Leicester cdled it. How would the lessons work? Would Leicester tutor him one-on-one
30 he could catch up with the others? Would they recite incantations in class? Practice spdll-casting on
the soccer fidd? Would his not having a Weirbook be a handicap? He'd dways been popular anong the
Anaweir. Would he have trouble making friends among the gifted?

Leicester had said that Seph had a Weirbook somewhere. If so, he could find the answers to his
guestions between the covers.

Some of them, anyway.

Maybe he should try and get to know some of the dumni right away. Organize a study group.
Make some dlies who could hdp him dong.

Preferably someone other than Hays and Barber.

Hefindly gave up and set histextbook aside. Shoving his feet into his shoes, he walked down the
hdl to Trevor's room. Trevor's door was open, and Seph heard the throb of a heavy bass line hdfway
down the corridor.

Trevor was sprawled on the sheepskin rug in front of his fireplace, two-finger typing into a
notebook. Papers and books lay scattered dl around him. He looked up at Seph, blinking, asif surprised
to seehim.

"Let's do something,” Seph said.

Trevor hit the mute button on his player and squinted at Seph. "Suchas ... 7'

"Anything," Seph said expansvely. "Let's go."

"I don't know. I've got alot of homework." Trevor hesitated, gudying Seph warily. "By the way,
you okay? How'd it go with Leicester lagt night?"

"Hne Great. We tdked things out, and we're okay."

"Youre kidding, right?'

Trevor looked so solemn that Seph had to amile "Yeah, I'm kidding. Sort of. You coming? It's
going to be dinnertime pretty soon, anyway."

They waked out into the dusk. Seph breathed in the complex, burnt-toast scent of the autumn
woods.

Trevor became more animated once they'd left the dorm and his homework behind. "Maybe we
can get aracquetball court and play before dinner,” he said.

Seph looked down at his jeans and sweatshirt. "What about dressing for dinner?'

Trevor grinned. "It's Sunday. Weekend rules. Dr. Leicester's usudly not around.”

They were passing the Alumni House. "Hey, hang on a sec. Let's take alook ingde.”



"No, Seph, come on." Trevor grabbed for hisarm, but Seph was aready through the doorway.

The foyer opened into a common room with a large stone fireplace a one end framed by
bookshelves. Leather sofas crouched like stranded bovines dong the perimeter of a Persan rug. It was
dmilar in gyle to the other buildings Seph had seen, but more opulent, more expensvely decorated,
aggressvely masculine. No one was in there, but Seph could hear the murmur of conversation and clatter
of dlverware from a nearby room.

Trevor gripped hisarm hard. "We're not supposed to bein here" he whispered.

"l just want to look around alittle” Seph whispered back. "Don't worry. It's cool.”

"I meanit,” Trevor perssted. "Let's go."

Seph scanned the directory next to the sairwell. "Hey, theré's alibrary on the second floor. Have
you ever been up there?'

"No. | said. We're not alowed.”

"I bet they have Internet access.”

"Seph. I'm leaving. Come on." Trevor took two steps toward the door.

"Beright back." Seph took the steps by twos, paused on the landing, and turned left dong the
gdlery, passing rows of unmarked doors. A door at the end of the hdlway stood partly open. Peering in,
he saw rows of shelves loaded with dusty, leather-bound books. A flicker of movement to the right
gartled him. He jerked back, flatening himsdf againg the corridor wall. Then he heard an exploson of
voices from the firg floor.

"Wha are you doing in here?' someone demanded. The voice was familiar. Then something or
someone was dammed hard againg the wall.

Seph leaned over the gdley raling. Bruce Hays had Trevor shoved up againg the wall. Seph
heard a scrgping of chairs, and then ahdf dozen others poured in from the dining room, forming a jostling
semicirde around Bruce and his captive. Warren Barber was among them.

Trevor said something back, so faintly that Seph couldn't make out the words. Whatever it was,
it mugt have been unsatisfactory, because Bruce did something and Trevor screamed.

"Hey!" Seph charged back dong the gdlery and vaulted down the stairs. He shoved his way
through the circdle of wizards and gripped Brace's arm. "Let him go!™

Bruce flinched, released Trevor, and svung around, hands raised as if to fight. His eyes widened
when he saw Seph. "What? Y ou're with him?"

Warren Barber turned on Trevor. "Y ou know you're not dlowed in here" he said in a soft voice.
Barber extended a hand, and Trevor pressed himsdf back againg the wadl, dosng his eyes, sweat
pebbling his forehead despite the chill in the air.

"Ease up. It was my idea," Seph said, stepping between them. He amiled and shrugged, turming
on the charm. "I just wanted to look around.”

Warren wasn't impressed. "This one should know better.” Warren's breath stank of beer, and he
spoke with the ddiberation of the profoundly wasted. He reached around Seph, grabbing a Trevor, and
Trevor jumped backward.

Seph pushed Warren's hand away. "l don't see why it's such a big ded. What are you hiding in
here?'

"Wdl, itis" Warren said, rubbing his stubbled chin with the palm of his hand. "It isabig ded."

"Warren ..." Bruce cleared histhroat.

"Didnt Dr. Leicester tdl you to be careful who you hang out with?" Warren said to Seph,
nodding at Trevor.

Seph lifted his chin defiantly. "Come on. Do you do everything Leicester tells you to?!

Warren's amile faded, leaving resentment in its wake. "What do you mean by that?"

Seph looked around the cirde of wizards, his gaze lingering for a moment on each face. "l mean
that my friends are my business."

Nobody sad anything for a long moment. Then Warren shrugged and smiled, as if trying to
disdam dl the threats and innuendos that had gone before. But the amile never made it into his eyes. "All
right then," he said. "It's just a—you know—misunderstanding.”



"It's cool, Joseph,” Bruce said reassuringly. "Wait till you move in here. Itll be great. The other
dorms suck in comparison. The food's alot better, too. Hey, why don't you come on in and have dinner
with us? We canfill you in on some things”

It was an invitation that clearly did not include Trevor.

Seph was tempted. He could definitdly use some filling in. But he fdt the need to edtablish a
boundary, to make a statement about who he was and what he would tolerate. "I've dready got plans
tonight,”" he said, amiling. "Maybe another day?'

"Sure" Bruce said. "Come to dinner tomorrow. We start around seven.”

Trevor looked from Bruce to Seph to Warren. "Dont tdl Dr. Leicester | was here" he
whispered. "Please”

Warren amiled walfighly. "What's the matter? Afraid youll get a demerit?'

"Please" Trevor repeated. "I'm redly sorry. Just don't tdl Leicester.”

"Maybe you'd like to be my persond servant for a month. Hmmm?' Warren said. He grinned at
the other wizards. "Trevor isvery good at doing laundry. Much better than the service. Gets those colors
sparkling.”

"Hey, Warren," Seph said, keeping his tone light. "Enough already. What don't you understand
about leave him alone?"

Warren raised a hand, grinning. "Sure. No problem. See you tomorrow."

Seph touched Trevor on the shoulder. "Come on, Trevor. We got placesto be."

Once outsde, Trevor didn't speak, but turned and headed back toward the dormitory, head
down, scuffling hard through the leaves.

Seph had to trot to catch up. "Hey! Trevor! Look, I'm sorry. You were right. | should've listened
to you."

Trevor didn't look up, and his pace didnt fdter. Findly, Seph grabbed his am, spinning him
around. "Tak to me, will you?"

Seph hdf expected Trevor to rip free, or punch him, or something, but he just stood, gazing
down at the ground, a muscle working in his jaw.

"l said | shouldve ligtened to you," Seph repeated. "Thet was totdly bizarre. But no harm done,
right?'

Trevor looked up a Seph like held told the sickest kind of joke. "Right. Sure. No harm done.”

He went to turn away, but Seph tightened his grip on hisarm to keep himin place.

"Let. Go. Of. Me" Trevor kept his eyes averted, asif it might be dangerous to look at him.

Seph kept hold. "What? What isit?'

Trevor just shook his head.

Seph carefully released a trace of power into Trevor. Feding bad about it, but needing to know.

He could tdl Trevor didn't want to answer, but the words poured out just the same. "You never
sad you were one of them."

"One of who?" Seph asked, though he dready knew.

Trevor cut his eyes toward Alumni House.

"I'm not an dumnus” Seph said, lamdy. "I'm a junior. It's just that I'm enrdlling in a specid
program.” Trevor said nothing. "Ah ... why? What do you know about them?”

Trevor shuddered. "l don't want to know anything about them—you." Now he did try and
wrench free, and Seph let him. "You don't care what happens to any of us. Some of us listened to Jason,

"Who's Jason?'

"Hetold us we should fight back, and we tried, and now Sam is dead and Peter and Jason are
living a the Alumni House."

Trevor may as wel have been spesking in Japanese. He'd left Seph back at the firs sentence.
"Hght back againg what? Who's dead? | don't know what you're taking about.”

Trevor had his hands over his ears, speaking loudly enough to drown Seph out. As if afrad Seph
would seduce him with words. "I've gone Sx months without a disciplinary, and now ..."



"Il go to Dr. Leicester,” Seph offered, dill bewildered by the emation in play. "Il explan.
Whatever it takes."

"No," Trevor said. "Don't do me any favors. Youll make things worse. Jugt stay away from me”
He wheded and waked away, back toward the dorm. Seph stood and watched him until he was logt in
the shadows of the trees.

Chapter Five
Total Commitment

The next evening, Seph dressed carefully in a cotton shirt, khakis, and a jacket (no tie), and
gdled his hair, reasoning that there was a chance Dr. Leicester would be at dinner. He made his way to
Alumni House at the appointed time, hoping that the evening would go better than the encounter of the
day before.

To be honest, he didn't redly care for any of the wizards hed met so far.

Mr. Hanlon, whom held met in the woods, greeted him at the door to the dining room.

"Cdl me Aaron," Hanlon said.

Although Seph had been careful to arrive on time, service was dready underway. The room was
reminiscent of the dining hdl in a very expensve ski lodge soaring beamed cellings, flagstone floors, a
mammoth fireplace, and awadl of windows overlooking a waterfdl.

The dumni were gathered around a long table. There were fifteen in dl, not counting Seph, a
mixture of faculty members and "researchers’ like Warren and Bruce. Leicester wasn't there. Servers
circulated unobtrusively, pouring beverages, passing platters of appetizers, dearing dishes, and taking
orders from an upscae menu. To Seph's surprise, beer, wine, and liquor flowed fredy, but then, he
guessed most of the dumni were of age.

Aaron placed Seph in a pogdtion of honor, at the table center, then sat beside him, with Kenyon
King, a phys. ed. teacher, on his other sSde, and Bruce and Warren across the table. Someone st a
platter of spiced shrimp in front of him, a glass of wine by his right hand. The dumni up and down the
table introduced themselves.

At the far end of the table was a rumpled kid with glasses and a twitch, who introduced himsdf
as Peter Conroy. It was the boy Seph had met in the woods two days before, on the way to svimming.
He tried to catch Peter's eye, but the other boy wouldn't look at him. Seph shrugged. It seemed less
important here, surrounded by wizards, than it had been the other day.

Seph sipped cautioudy at his wine, meaning to keep his wits about him. It had a ditinct Gewurz
nose. He amiled to himsdf. Genevieve had taken atypica French atitude toward wine, consdering it less
risky than water. So heéld had his share a her table and in Europe.

"So tdl us about yoursdlf, Joseph,” Aaron suggested. Everyone leaned forward.

The quegtion he despised. "Um ... | was born in Toronto, but I've moved around a lot. | was
rased by afoster mother. A sorcerer.”

"That must've been fun," Bruce said, making a face. "Raised by a sorcerer. Did she have you
hunting toadstools and grinding up frog's tongues and like that?"

Seph blinked at him. "Wdl, no. Can't say that | ever did that." He thought of saying, We used to
go to markets in Chinatown and pick exotic roots and vegetables.

But he didnt.

"Anyway, | havent had much training in wizardry. | was hoping you could tdl me something
about the program here.”

"We have a grest library, reserved for the use of the dumni,” Aaron said. "Thousands of volumes
on charms, incantations, attack spdls, and shidds. Plus Weirbooks from famous families™



"S0. Isit mogly independent sudy?' Seph asked.

"Wdl. Kind of," Bruce said. "Dr. Leicester has a magicd shortcut system that dlows dl of us to
share knowledge and power. So youll bein busnessin no time"

"Shortcut?' Leicester had mentioned something about that a their meeting. Seph looked down
the table, and it seemed that there was alot of foot Shuffling and seat shifting going on.

"Plus were involved in alot of off-campus assgnments,” Warren said. " Specid operations.”

"Like what?"

"Wdl, you know." Warren looked uncomfortable. "I think Dr. Leicester told you something
about his dream of uniting the wizard houses. So we work on that.”

"It's redly cool. Getting out on our own,” Bruce sad. "Weve travded dl over the world.
Thalland. London. Brazil."

Seph fdt that somehow he dill wasn't getting it. It's was like sex, the way people taked dl
around it but you could dill end up not knowing the basics. "Who pays for dl this?' he asked.

"Dr. Leicester has backers,” Aaron said. "Trus me, money's not a problem. We don't pay a
penny for tuition, cdothing, room and board, or anything e He picked up a shrimp. "As you can see,
everything's top shdf."

"How long does the program last?" Seph asked, handing his plate to the server. "How long do
mogt people Say?"

Everyone just kind of stared at him as though it were aredly hard question.

He tried again. "I mean, by the time | graduate next year, will | know everything | need to
know?'

Aaron was thefird to recover. "Yes™" he said, amiling. "By next year, youll know al you need to
know."

Over the next two weeks, Seph settled into the cadence of life a the Havens. Schools were
totaly different; they were totdly the same. The course work wasn't as rigorous as hed feared. In fact, it
was rather superficd. It seemed that the adminidration at the Havens wasn't focused on the Anawelr
Students who filled most of the seats.

It was aamdl school, and because Seph and Trevor were both juniors, they had severa classes
together: algebra ll/trig and physics, socid studies, and English literature. But Trevor's warm friendliness
hed morphed to a sullen and twitchy mistrugt.

Trevor mugt have told the others about what happened at Alumni House. Harrison and Troy and
James were dill chatty and cheerful, but it was the spun-sugar kind of speech about nothing, usudly
reserved for snitches and the rich, insufferable cousins you see once a year. Seph knew he could win
them back if he tried, but he reined in his powers of persuasion. Friendship didn't mean much if it was
inflicted. Once or twice aweek he ate dinner at the Alumni House. He wondered what they said when he
was gone.

At firg glance the faculty seemed to be a mixed lot, from the charming Aaron Hanlon to gruff
Hliott Richardson to the buff physcd education teacher Kenyon King, to tiny, blue-blooded Ashton
Rice. They were diverse, but there was something the same about them, too, some shared experience.

Like Harvard men. They all have the mark of the Havens upon them.

One evening, Seph received a note at dinner, on the sailboat stationery, PLEASE BE AT THE
ALUMNI HOUSE AT 9 P.M. G. LEICESTER.

Nine o'clock was afunny time for a mesting, but maybe this meant his magicd traning was about
to begin. Seph fdt a rigng excitement, mixed with apprehension. So far, he didn't much care for Leicester

or the dumni. But he would take what he needed from them and move on.

That night, the fog rolled in off the Atlantic and condensed into rain—the cold, relentless drizzle
that Genevieve cdled larmes d'ange. Angd's tears. Seph pulled on a bulky sweater sheld knit for him,
jeans, and a leather jacket. Thus armored, he waked through sopping leaves and dripping trees to his
rendezvous.



When he arrived at Alumni House, he was surprised to find the common room empty, except for
Warren Barber, who leaned againgt the mantel, smoking and flicking ashes into the fireplace.

Warren tossed his cigarette into the hearth and scooped up an amload of dothing from the
nearest chair. "Everyone dseismesting us at the chapd,” he said. "Let's

Seph hesitated. "Were megting outsde?' Was this some kind of hazing event?

"Brilliant, ain't it?"

Seph had no choice but to follow. Warren led the way into the woods, fallowing a wood-chip
path that bridged alittle stream in severd places. Mist dung to the ground, waist-deep in places, beaten
down by the rain. Seph swiped water from his face, looking from sde to sde, wary of an ambush.

About a mile into the woods, the trees thinned into a dearing, reveding a rude amphithester.
Rows of stone benches faced a raised platform with an dtar in the center, framed by standing stones and
lit by torches, the light smeared by the migt.

It reminded Seph of places held seen in Britain— Cdtic temples of druidic magic. "What's this dl
about?' he muttered, shivering.

Warren led the way up the center ade toward the platform. When they reached the front, he
tossed Seph awad of cloth. "Put thison,” he said.

It was a rough-woven wool cowled robe, bleached white. Seph pulled it on over his damp
clothes. Warren shrugged his way into a robe of his own, his a deep gray color. The gloom under the
trees eddied and shifted, and other gray-robed persons appeared, moving slently onto the platform,
behind the dtar.

"You. Stand here" Warren tugged Seph to a spot in front of the benches, facing the platform,
then joined the others on the stage.

And then, findly, a black-robed figure, tdl and spare, materidized on the platform. His face was
hidden in shadow, backlit by the torches dong the perimeter, but Seph knew beyond a doubt that this
was Gregory Leicester.

Lecester carried a g&ff, atdl column of meta-— bronze and gold layered together, topped by a
faceted crystal. Embedded in the crystal was something dark, like a shadow or aflav. An amulet. Seph's
eyes were drawn to it; he had to force himsdf to look away.

It was, perhaps, a show—some kind of initiation ceremony meant to establish solidarity. Like
joining a lodge. It should have been amusing, what with dl the pageantry and costume, but Leicester
didnt come off as much of a showman. Seph didnt like being Sngled out, placed before the dtar,
dressed like a sacrifice. His skin prickled and his mouth went dust dry.

"Joseph McCauley has come before us, with a request to join our order of wizards" Lecester
intoned, his voice emerging from his black hood. "Is this, indeed, your intention, Joseph?”

Seph cleared histhroat, feding an intense pressure to respond. "I ... ah ... guess s0," hereplied.

Seamingly undeterred by this lukewarm reply, Leicester continued. "We have agreed to consider
this request. Does the petitioner understand whét is required of him?'

Agan, the feding of focused pressure, the pressure to say yes. Indinctively, Seph pushed back.
"No, not redly,” he said. "Can you tdl me?"

Leicester paused, as if this answer were unexpected, then responded awkwardly. "You are
required to link your Weirstone to mine"

Reflexivdy, Seph pressed hisfingersinto the skin of his chest, through the folds of the robe. His
eyes fastened on a shdlow stone bowl that sat atop the dtar. And the knife that lay next to it. He licked
hislips and swdlowed. "Wha?'

Lecester shoved back the hood of his robe. "Through the spesking of charms, and the letting of
blood."

"Is that necessary?' Seph asked, druggling to maintain an expression of polite inquiry. "l just
want to be trained in wizardry."

Lecester rolled back the deeves of his robe like a surgeon preparing for a procedure. "Wizardry
manifests early,” he replied. "Most begin their training very young. You are far behind your peers. This
sydem is a shortcut. It dlows your powers to be used safely without extensve remedid traning. We



havent the time for that.”

Seph had the sense that Leicester was choosing his words carefully. As if what he said might be
technically true, but intentiondly mideeding. Seph fdt a more subtle pressure, like an undercurrent of
meagic at work. His musdles loosened and his head swirled with inarticulate thought.

He mounted a faint protest. "So you're saying that if | don't go through with this ... um ...
ceremony, you wont train mein wizardry?'

"I'm saying it takes years to develop skills enough to practice wizardry safdy. I'm saying you are
getting a very late start. I'm saying this is the way we do things at the Havens" Lecester picked up the
knife and nodded to someone behind Seph. "Bring the supplicant.”

Bruce Hays and Warren Barber materidized behind Seph and gripped his elbows. They dragged
him forward, hdlf lifing him up the steps and then pushing him to his knees in front of the dtar. They
stripped back his deeve and pressed his am againg the cold, rough stone, exposing the indde of his
wrig.

It was like a dream. Almogt asif he were watching it happen to someone dse. He bardly fdt the
blade as it bit into his flesh, and his blood flowed into the stone bowl. He should have been horrified as
Leicester spoke words over the bowl in some language of magic, dipped the crysdline head of the Saff
into the blood, and then lifted it to drink.

Thisis wrong, Seph thought. But he fdt muddled and lethargic, limp and passive, carried dong
through the ceremony like alesf in the current.

"Now, risg)" Leicester said to Seph, "and speak the words after me" Barber and Hays lifted
Seph to his feet and held him upright. Their hands burned through the rough fabric of his robe as a
thought burned itsdf into his mind.

This was dearly some kind of pagan ritud. What, exactly, was he being asked to ddiver into
Leicester's hands?

He pressed his bleeding am into his sde. The cryddline head of the daff blazed, caging a
greenish light over the participants. Something fluttered at the edge of his vison, like a scrap of black
fabric. And again, and more, blotting out the torchlight. Bats. Clouds of bats, swooping about the heads
of the dumni, slently dive-bombing the proceedings. Severd of the celebrants covered their heads with
thar ams.

A ggn.

Seph looked across the dtar, to where one of the dumni stood watching. Peter Conroy. His face
was a mask of dismay. When he saw Seph looking, his eyes widened behind his glasses. He shook his
head, ever so dightly.

A warning.

Leicester spoke his magicd phrase, then paused expectantly, waiting for him to echo it, like a
vow in a devilish wedding ceremony. The hooded figures leaned forward in anticipation.

"No," Seph said. "'l can't.”

"Would you like me to repest it, Joseph?' Leicester asked softly, encouragingly.

"No. | mean | changed my mind."

For amoment, Leicester seemed too astonished to speak. "What?' The word seemed to spatter
out into the migt.

"I refuse”

A rumble of surprise rolled through the dumni, quickly difled. Peter closed his eyes and breathed
out, asif relieved.

Leicester's voice was cdm and reassuring. "What's bothering you, Joseph? The panful part is
over. When we're finished, well go back to the Alumni House and dress that scraich and make
arrangements to move you in. Y our traning will begin immediatdly.”

"What's bothering me?" Seph shivered. It was raning harder now, plagtering his hair againg his
forehead and soaking him nearly through. Somehow, it seemed to clear his head.

Hisam 4ill streamed blood, and he pressed it tight againg his Sde. "Y ou're drinking my blood.
Asking me to swear some kind of oath | don't redly understand. | can't be involved in a ritud like this.



It's like, out of a screamer movie. To be honest, thisisredly fresking me out.”

Leicester's breath hissed out impatiently. ™Y ou said you wanted to learn about wizardry.”

"I do." Seph looked around the circle of robed wizards, hoping someone would speak up in his
defense.

"That can't happen unless we finish."

Seph took a breath. "Then it can't happen.”

"Two weeks ago, | asked if you were willing to make a tota commitment. You assured me that
you were."

Seph jerked free of Hays and Barber. "I think you need to tdl me exactly what 1'd be committing
mysdf to."

A muscle twitched in the headmaster's jaw. Leicester's voice was ill soft, but there was a thread
of ged init. "Youd do better to ask about the consequencesif you refuse.”

It sounded very much like a threat. "What consequences?”’

"Ther€s a reason wizardry training starts early,” Leicester said. "When untrained wizards reach
adolescence, they ... sdf-destruct.”

"What do you mean?"

"Perhaps it's hormond,” Leicester sad ddicady. "Perhgps developmentd. It begins with
uncontrolled releases of power. Then the magic turns inward and destroys the mind, resulting in
depression and hdlucinations. It's not unusud for untrained wizards to go insane”

Seph thought of the warehouse. The destruction of the bell tower. It seemed tha heldd had
uncontrolled spasms of power dl his life And they seemed to be getting worse—more frequent. He
scanned himsdf for symptoms. Since the warehouse fire, held been depressed. He'd found it difficult to
concentrate. But wasn't that norma for a person with innocent blood on his hands?

"Joseph,” Lecaister said, in the manner of a man who is trying hard to be reasonable. "Everyone
else here has agreed.”

Seph looked around the circle of faces. Hays and Barber were openly amirking, eyes ditted
agand the rain. Some of the celebrants looked back a him goicaly. Others, induding Peter, looked
down at ther feet or off into the distance. It was not especialy reassuring.

"I'm sorry," Seph said. "l just can't.”

"Hne" Leicester said venomoudy. "Then suffer the consequences” The wizard took a step
toward Seph, extending the staff. Seph retreated, but came up againg someone—Hays or Barber—who
held him in place. Leicester pressed the blood-smeared head of the gaff agangt Seph's chest, over his
wildy beating heart. Power pulsed through it like some kind of magicad CPR machine.

"It won't be long before youll beg for another chance” He motioned to the rest of the dumni.
"Come adong. We're wadting time here.”

Thedumni disappeared into the trees, leaving Seph to pick his way back through the wet forest
on his own.

Chapter Six
Conseguences

Seph woke in the pitch black, freezing and soaking wet. He pushed himself upright, his
palms diding against sodden, splintering wood. Moonlight intruded through two windows, high on
the wall. He sat hip deep in frigid water, and more poured in through a great square hole in the
floor. Still disoriented, he staggered to his feet.

He was in the boathouse. He recognized it from his visit with Trevor during the campus
tour. He could make out the vague shapes of equipment hanging on the wall, see small objects



already bobbing against the dark surface of the water.

Hed returned to his room after the aborted ceremony in the woods. How had he ended up
here? And where was the flood coming from?

The water dapped against the walls, higher than before, almost to Seph's knees. His mind
was sdow to process. Was the tide coming in? Surely they would build a boathouse to withstand
the tide. People who knew about oceans would know better than that.

His wet khakis clung unpleasantly to his legs. The water had reached his thighs. With
difficulty, he waded to the door and pulled the handle. It didn't budge. He yanked again, bracing a
foot againgt the doorframe. Suck. Or locked. Panic fluttered under his breastbone. The water
was risng, and he couldn't get out.

It didn't make sense. Surely this old building wasn't watertight. It ought to leak water like
a sieve. Had he been drugged, spelled, carried here by the alumni on Leicester's orders? For
what?

He squinted into the darkness, teeth chattering with fear and cold, looking for a way out.

He could swim out through the boat well, though he didn't like the idea of diving into that
black water. By now it was so deep, only a disturbance on the surface told him where the opening
began and the floor ended. He moved cautiously forward, feeling for the edge of the floor with
feet that felt clumsy and numb with the cold. Blundering off the edge, he plunged feet-first into
freezing water. He shot back to the surface, propelled by the current, and raked his wet hair out
of his face. Folding himself at the waist, he tried to dive deep, but was thrust back to the surface
each time, gasping for air. There was no escape that way. Coughing and spitting out salt water,
he found the edge of the floor again. When he stood up, the water lapped at his collarbone. He
needed to get to higher ground. He bumped into the fish-cleaning table, pulled himself up, and
managed to plant his feet on it. Now he was immersed only to his waist, but he hit his head on the
celling, and the water was till rising.

"Help!" he screamed, his shouts faint and ineffective. "1'm locked in the boathouse! Help!
I'm drowning!"

While standing on the table, he could just reach one of the small windows if he stretched
far to one side. Grabbing a large landing net that hung on the wall, he dammed it against the
glass. The net was lightweight, and he was working at such an angle that he couldn't produce
much force againgt it. Finally he lost his footing, flailed wildly for a moment, and went under
again.

He surfaced, spluttering, treading water. Then he gasped as something did past him,
roiling the surface of the black water like a great serpent, its rough hide scraping him as it went
by.

Seph sucked in a breath and went absolutely ill, save the rough pounding of his pulse.
For a moment, the water was quiet. Then a thick, muscular tentacle searched along his leg, did
upward, and tightened around his waist.

He pushed at the creature, pounded on it, tried to push himself out of its grasp using both
hands, getting a mouthful of water as he did so. His fists made no impression on its leathery hide.
His flailing foot encountered something soft and yielding, and the monster's grip relaxed
fractionally. Launching himself upward, Seph wrapped his arms around one of the rough wooden
beams that supported the roof.

He clung there, gasping for breath, but he could not lift himself completely out of the
water. Ripples spread from the far corner as the creature surfaced, its pale, dispassionate eyes
and razor teeth revealed in the light from the window. A squid? An octopus? Some unknown
monster that had lain hidden in the ocean's depths until now?

Once again, a tentacle quested forward, diding beneath the water like a great snake. It
explored along his thigh, then wrapped about his hips.

Sowly, inexorably, it dragged at him. Desperate, he tightened his hold on the ceiling
beam, turning his face upward so he could gulp some air. He no longer tried to disodge his



attacker, but held on for dear life. His joints cracked as a relentless strength threatened to pull
him apart.

Suddenly, the monster rocketed forward in an explosion of spray and fastened its teeth
into hisright leg. Seph screamed and tried to pull it off, losing his grip on the beam. He managed
one last breath, sucking in a mixture of seawater and air, before he was pulled beneath the water
and into black despair.

Light awoke Seph a second time, painful light that caused him to roll onto his face to exclude it.
He wasin bed. Something terrible lurked in memory, a beast kept leashed in the back room of his mind.

He swdlowed; his throat was so raw it brought tears to his eyes. He fdt like held been beaten.
Every musde in his body ached. He struggled to his knees, and then the full recollection of the night
before flooded back. He vomited over the sde of the bed and onto the floor. His throat fdt worse then
ever.

He ralled over onto his back and stared a the celing. It gradualy came to him that he was in a
bed, back in hisroom in the dormitory. He was soaked in swest, not in seawater, and he was dive. He
ran his hand tentatively down hisright leg, then hisleft, and could find no evidence of injury. He checked
twice, to make sure. Hot tears of rdief filled his eyes, did from the corners and onto his pillow.

The mongter had ripped him apart. He'd gazed hopeesdy up a the undersurface of the ocean as
his own blood clouded the water, had tasted it in his mouth, had fdt the great jaws close on his flesh,
tearing it away in pieces. His sruggles had grown wesker as he succumbed to oxygen starvation and loss
of blood.

Sill, it hed taken along time to die.

He sat up, drew his knees up into a protective postion, and leaned his chin on his hands,
shivering. Had it been a dream, then? If o, it was like no dream held ever had before. It was the
three-dimensiona, surround-sound, full-color mother-of-all dreams.

His bedding was completely mangled, evidence of a sruggle that had lasted most of the night.
The cdling and walls were pocked with scorch marks, as if held been flinging out sparks. Good thing
they hadn't caught or he'd have burned to desath.

He did out of bed, avoiding the mess on the floor, went into the bathroom and rinsed out his
mouth. His face stared back at him from the mirror, pae and haggard. Gingerly, he fingered the broken
blood vessdls around his eyes. Half-moon welts marched across his pams, the prints of his nails

Grabbing atowe, he mopped up the floor as best he could. He carried it into the hal and threw
it into a laundry bag, then heped himsdf to fresh towds from the linen cart, working automéaticaly. He lay
back down in bed and turned his face to the wadll, afraid to deep, too tired and heartsick to do anything
dse

Leicester's words came back to him.

It's not unusual for untrained wizards to go insane.

The next morning was Monday. Seph didn't go to breskfast, or attend his firg class in the
morning. Around 10 am., when Dr. Leicester returned to his office, Seph was waiting outside, seated on
the floor, arms clasped around his knees.

"Joseph," the headmagter said, looking down a him. "Aren't you supposed to bein class?'

"I need to talk to you," Seph said. It was more of awhisper. It hurt to speak.

"Why don't you come back this afternoon, after classes are over? You don't want to get off on
the wrong foot."

"I'm dready off on the wrong foot. | need to tak to you now."

"Of course. Come in" He stood asde so Seph could enter his office. Seph moved carefully,
because every part of him hurt, body and soul.



For his part, the headmaster looked amost cheerful.

"St down," Leicester said, dosng the door behind hm and gesturing toward the table by the
window.

"Il tand. This won't take long." Seph gathered his thoughts. "I came to tdl you that this isnt
working out, this placement, | mean. Since | can't be trained in wizardry here, I'm going to contact my
guardian and make arrangements for atrandfer.”

Lecester raised his hands to stop the speech. "Joseph, St down.” When Seph didn't respond, he
added, "St down, | sad."

Seph sat. Leicester sat across from him, stegpling his hands and resting his chin on his fingertips.
"I'd hoped

perhaps you'd come to tdl me you'd changed your mind."

"I have. I've redized that coming here was a misteke.”

"Areyou so sure of that? Where else are you going to get the help you need?!

"Il find someone e to teach me”

"Redly? Who? You told me yoursdf you've been looking for a teacher for two years. | bdieve
you're running out of time"

"I've done dl right so far.”

"Have you?' The headmaster studied him. ™Y ou're having symptoms, aren't you?"'

Seph looked himin the eyes. "No." He'd been lying for alifetime and was redly good &t it.

Lecester wasn't impressed. "What isit? Halucinaions? V oices? Dreams? Paranoia?'

“Nothing."

"If you are hdludnating, it is your own fault. You have to give us the chance to hdp you."
Leicester leaned back and folded his arms. " Cooperate with us, Joseph. That's dl we ask." He amiled.

Seph remembered the scene at the chapd: the flickering torchlight, the atar, his blood flowing
into the stone cup, the saff blazing up.

Thewarning on Peter's face.

Seph leaned forward. "If you want to help me, then teach me. But I'm not joining your cult or
dub or whatever."

The amile froze on Leicester's face. Then withered. "Let me be plain. Our enemies are gathering.
My House—the White Rose—is the current holder of the Hoard. That is the collection of magica
artifacts handed down over the centuries through the tournament system.

"Lagt week, operatives beieved to be working for the Dragon launched an attack agangt a
megica repository in the southwest of Britain. They carried off weapons of unimaginable power.

"However, some believe the thieves were actudly working for the Red Rose. There is tak of
retdiatory action. As you can see, the stakes are incredibly high. The tinies spark could st off a
conflagration like the world has never known. | believe my inititive may be the last great hope for peace.
Can you understand why | can't risk training someone as powerful as you whose loydty is questionable?"

It made sense. It made tota sense. And yet Seph had been on his own long enough to learn to
trugt his indincts. And his indincts said that Leicester and Barber and Hays were not peacemakers.
Maybe he was crazy, but he had nothing else.

He amiled his best amile. "Dr. Leicester. | wish you and the dumni the best of luck in preventing a
Wizard World War." If that's what you're really about. "But I'm redly—you know—apoaliticd. | have
alot of persona issues to work through. | can't be joining a movement. Il find someone to train me on
the outsde. And maybe when I'm older I'll fed differently.” It was a pretty speech.

Seph stood. "I'm gaing to cal Sloane's in London. They'll get me a flight, but I'll need a way to
the airport. | tried my cdling card on the phone in my dorm, but couldn't get through. | need to cdl this
morning, during business hours."

"I'm afraid that won't be possible" said Gregory Leicester.

Seph was sure hed misheard. "Y ou're not going to let me make a phone cdl?'

Leicester stood and leaned his hips back agang the table. "It's time to grow up, Joseph, and
understand afew facts. Your guardian committed you. You are a minor, and he sgned papers. Do you



know what that means?'

"Committed me? Like I'm mentdly incompetent or something?'

The headmaster sghed. "It looks like Mr. Houghton has not been completely sraightforward
with you. Thisis, in fact, a school for wayward and emationdly disturbed adolescents. | am, in fact, a
psychologis.”

"Wha?' Seph thought of the glossy brochure with the sailboat on the front. "Houghton never said
anything about psychiatric trestment.”

"The fact is, Mr. Houghton doesn't want any more catastrophes. He only wants to know that
you'rein recovery.”

The headmagter returned to the table and sat down, dropping the file onto the polished wood in
front of him. Retrieving a pen from his pocket, he pulled a fresh sheet of paper from the folder and
scratched out afew notes.

"I don't believe you," Seph said. Leicester kept scratching away. "l don't drink or use drugs. No
one ever said that | am a danger to mysdf or anyone e

Lecester glanced down at his folder. "Didn't a student in Switzerland file assault charges againgt
you?"

Pergpiration trickled between Seph's shoulder blades. He wiped his damp pams on his jeans. "It
was a misunderstanding. They dropped the charges.™

The headmagter tapped his pen on the papers in front of him. "There was dso an ... incident in
Philadelphia.

Seph stared a him wordlessly. How could Leicester possbly know about Philade phia?

Unless Denis Houghton had told him.

After Genevieve died, Seph had been determined to find out more about his parents. Soane's
hed stonewalled him, so Seph had begun a search online, usng the resources of adoptive children's
networks, the genedlogy Web stes and mall ligts, and eectronic vitd records. Hed findly found his birth
record, showing held been born in Toronto to Heen Jacoby and Jared McCauley. When hed tried to
dig further, hed found no birth records for them, no grandparents, aunts or uncles, no ligings in dty
directories in Cdifornia or Toronto, no hews stories about the fire, no red estate records, nothing.

It was dl just a pretty construct with no truth behind it.

He'd broken into the adminigrative offices of the school held attended at the time, in Philadelphia
Hed hoped there would be some record of his parents, or amoney trail that might lead to some answers.
All hed found in his file was copies of tuition payments and vouchers for living expenses from Soane's.
He had trashed the officein frugtration. For that, he'd been expelled once again.

"Then there was the warehouse fire, of course.”" Leicester opened the folder again and scanned a
document ingde. "Y ou've quite a record with the police. Pity about thet girl.”

A prickly heet collected in Seph's hands and arms, symptoms that often portended a release. He
sruggled to control his anger. "Houghton doesn't know anything about ... about magic. Why would he
blame me?'

"Mr. Houghton doesn't think you're a wizard. Mr. Houghton thinks youre a violent young
hoodlum who likes to set fires and blow things up.”

Seph recaled tha last meding in Toronto, Houghton's tweeded arm about his shoulders. But
who knew what Houghton might do? Sloane's had been devoting some very expensive partner time to
Seph McCauley's problems.

“If Houghton had me committed, | want to hear it from him," Seph said findly. His face was hat,
hisarms heavy, asif laden with power. And just then, he didn't care to restrain it.

Lecester shrugged. "Write to him, if you like. Y ou will not be alowed phone cdls in your current
... ungtable condition."

"Let me emal him, then."

"Joseph. You must understand. | can't risk having the Havens come to the atention of our
enemies. And given your history, | cannot safdy teach you wizardry without some dement of contral. It
would be like putting a gun into the hand of a lunetic.”



Asif to underscore the headmaster's words, the fax machine exploded, sending shards of metd
flying and clouds of toner ralling toward them.

Leicester looked alittle rattled. "Joseph ..."

A row of Chinese vases lined a shdlf over Leicester's desk. They began to vibrate—then, one by
one, imploded like targetsin a shooting gdlery.

The headmagter spoke in his psychiatrist voice. "Joseph. You're out of control.”

The track light flickered, and the fixtures exploded. The front window bowed outward, then
shattered, bits of glass glittering in the sunlight as they fdl into the harbor.

"Il go to the Roses," Seph said. "Theyll give methetraining | need.”

Lecester extended his hand and spoke a cham. Something dammed into Seph, like a missle
from a compressed ar weapon, and he was down on his back on the floor, unable to move.

Lecester spoke from above him. "We cdl that a subduen charm.”

Seph said nothing.

"Given the current political Stuation, | can't risk your derting the Roses to what's going on here.
They would murder us dl." Leicester paused. Seph ill didn't respond. "Il let you up when you can
control yoursdf."

Seph lay there a moment, breathing hard, then said, "Okay.” Lecester muttered afew Latinesque
words and Seph was able to St up and drag himsdf to his feet. "So you're going to hold me prisoner
here

Lecester twisted the ring on hisright hand. "Write a letter, Joseph, if you mugt, and we will mail
it. And carefully consider the choice before you. If you don't learn to manage your power, it will destroy
you. | will not waste time on anyone who is uwilling to commit to our cause and submit to my
leadership. It's unfortunate, but that's the way it is. Until you complete the ceremony, nothing happens.”

"There are plenty of lawyers in the world. If Denis Houghton committed me without a proper
evauation, I'll sue both your asses.” Seph stalked out, damming the door and dattering down the dtairs.

When he was sure the boy had gone. Gregory Leicester picked up the phone and pressed an
extenson. "Joseph McCauley may attempt to cal off-property,” he said. "See that he's unsuccessful.” He
thought a moment, then added, "Meet mein my office in ten minutes. All of you." When he replaced the
recever inits cradle, he was amiling agan.

He walked to the window. It was a beautiful autumn day. The sun glinted off the waves in the
harbor, and the trees on the point were dl in high color, the reds and golds that brought the tourists out.
He sghed, flexing his hands. He musgt find the time to go salling again before the weather turned.

Joseph was incredibly powerful. As soon as Leicester had reviewed the boy's carefully worded
recommendations, held known. He had an indinct, after dl these years. But held been overeager. Hed
tried to move too fast, and the boy had balked. He should have lad the groundwork, should have
softened him up before he asked him to commit.

Stll, Leicester thought he could be managed, untrained as he was. Right now he was more angry
then frightened. But that would change. Leicester would break him, he would rein in that wild power and
put it to use. He closed his eyes, and his breath came allittle faster.

It would have been easier if McCauley were younger. Twelve was ided, but Sixteen would work.
Hed never known his system to fall, save once. Last year, hed accepted an older student who had
received some traning esewhere. It had been a mistake. The boy was ill a the Havens, but perhaps
not for much longer.

There was a knock at the door. "Comel" Leicester said. The dumni filed in, fifteen of them, dl
tdented wizards. But none so powerful as Joseph McCauley. Leicester surveyed them, sorting through
hismenta notes. Being linked to them, he knew more about them than they ever suspected.

Warren Barber hated sarving anyone. That, and the fact that he was the most powerful of this lot,
made him dangerous. But his crudty and hislack of amord compass made him usgful.

Bruce Hays loved having power over others. He would serve, if in turn, others served him.

Aaron Hanlon was smooth and articulate, a master of mind magic. Kenyon King was reasonably
powerful, physcdly strong, and skilled at covert operations. John Hughes was invduable as a sysems



expert. They were the core.

Wayne Eggars had accepted his role as physcian. Ashton Rice and Elliott Richardson would
serve, if reluctantly. They were reasonable men. They had accomplished much aready.

Martin Hdl and Peter Conroy were wesklings. It was not a matter of lack of power, but a
reluctance to take ruthless action when required. Conroy in particular was a loose cannon, but they both
contributed power to the mix.

"Good morning, gentlemen,” he said. " Joseph McCauley dill declines to link to us”

A mutter of surprise rolled through the dumni, but was quickly stifled.

"He has threatened to go to the Roses. Thisis unacceptable. | believe a peer-to-peer approach
may be effective. | make it your charge to convince him to join us, through whatever means necessary.

"When he linkswith us, you will be richly rewarded. If he continues to resist, wdl, | think you dl
understand that there will be consequences.” Now they dl looked down &t their feet, afraid hed use one
of them as an example. He'd done it before.

"Givehimto me" Warren suggested. "I'll turn him around in a day."

Leicester dghed. "If it were a matter of brute force, Warren, 1'd have settled the matter already.
This requires subtlety. Credtivity. Seduction. Not your long suit, I'm afrad" He rubbed his pams
together. "WeIl meet again on the subject in two weeks. Are there any questions?”’

There were none.

The next day, after another night of excrudiaing dreams, Seph waked over to the art and musc
building and found a house phone back in the vending area in the basement. He picked it up and dided 0.
When the secretary in the admin, building answered, he said, "I'd like to place an outside cdl, usng a
cdling card." He gave her the cdling card information and the phone number, induding the country code.

There was a brief pause. "Your name, please?’

"Joseph McCauley" Seph replied, hope evaporating.

"Youll need to get adminigrative approvd,” she sad briskly. "Shdl | put you through to Dr.
Leicester?!

"No, thank you," Seph said, and hung up the phone.

The classroom routine was socthingly familiar, a little eddy in the madness of life at the Havens.
Lecture, discusson, homework, examinations. All of the usud tools were in evidence: wood-and-metal
desks lined up in rows, chakboards, snks and burners and hoods in chemigtry lab. New textbooks that
amdled of ink, with spines that crackled when you opened them. Like students everywhere, the sudents
a the Havens whined about homework.

Seph sat inmath class, chin propped on his fig, watching Mr. Richardson scribble equations on
the board. Richardson would have been a the outdoor chapel, garbed in long gray robes, heping preside
over that magicd sacrifice. In retrospect, it seemed like a bad dream. What had spooked him? Rain and
mig and bats and mummery.

And the fact that it seemed so important to Leicester.

Inmusic, Mr. Rice told Seph he could schedule private lessons outside of class to work on piano
or saxophone or another insrument. He encouraged Seph to consider joining the wind ensemble.

The bloody wind ensemble. It was so normal. So hard to reconcile with his fear of deep, his
dread of getting into bed.

After hislagt class, and before dinner, Seph went back to his room and booted up his computer.
Hed decided to go ahead and write his | etter.

TO: Denis Houghton, Esg., Guardian of Joseph McCauley
FROM: Joseph McCauley



RE: School placement at the Havens

When | arrived at the Havens, | was told that 1'd been committed here for psychiatric treatment.
I'm not sure what your intentions were, but the daff is unqudified and the methods used are crud,
arbitrary, and inconsstent, thus unlikely to prove effective.

This placement is not medting my needs. | would like to request an immediate move so that | miss
as little school as possble. | would consider a public school placement with private therapy if that is
eager, in any geographic location. | will do everything | can to make it work out.

Itiscriticd that this request be acted on right away. At the very least we need to meet to discuss
my Stuation and arrange to get a second opinion. If you bdieve | would benefit from therapy, | have to
think that there are better options.

He read it over again and bolded the part about doing everything to make it work out. He
thought it sounded, wdl, sane. And non-accusing. He got it ready to mal and dropped it in the mal chute
a the admin, building when he went in for supper.

The dreams came like heat lightning in summer, terrible dreams that illuminated those places in
Seph's soul that were better Ieft in the dark. The violence was sometimes physica, sometimes emotiond,
or both. All of his fears and insecurities surfaced and became weapons againgt him. The worst of it was
that he never knew what to expect. Sometimes he would struggle to stay awake, then fdl adeep in the
early hours and deep untroubled until his darm sounded. Sometimes he dreamed three nightsin a row,
then nothing for three days.

The bizarre occurrences that had dways dogged Seph seemed to intensfy. He touched a light
switch in hisroom and the eectrical power in three buildings went out. Cakes fdl and milk went sour in
his presence. Hawks and ospreys collected on the roof of his dormitory and escorted him to his classes,
swooping down on faculty dong the way. The water froze in the pipes of the adminigration building, and
trees bloomed out of season. A pack of wolves haunted the campus for a time, gray shadows lurking
among the trees.

Seph congtantly second-guessed his decison. He knew there was no guarantee he could find
hep outsde of the Havens. Maybe Leicester's offer was his only option. Maybe his magicd outbursts
would increase until he had to be shot like a rabid beast.

The leaves on the aspens had been turning when Seph malled his fird letter to Sloane's. They lay
like gold dust on the ground when he posted his second. He began to write severd times a week so he
could fed tha he was redly doing something. He gave up on sane and nonaccusng and resorted to
desperate and threstening. There was never any response.

He tried to phone off-campus a hdf dozen times, from various phones and under assumed
names. He was dways intercepted by polite saff members who referred him to Dr. Leicester.

He continued to eat dinner a the Alumni House. They were his only potentid sources of
information, his only avenue of hope. They'd been trained in wizardry; they dready knew how to manage
their power. He reasoned that if he could win some of them over, they might share the secret that would
prevent the dreams.

He focused especidly on Peter Conroy. Thet first day, Peter had been eager to tak with him,
obvioudy had information he wanted to share. But now Peter practicaly ran the other way when Seph
approached. If he managed to corner him, some of the other dumni would intervene. Something had
happened to frighten him away.

Others of the dumni worked hard to win him over. They shared no useful magica secrets with
him, but plied him with offers of food, liquor, and illiat drugs. Faculty and dumni mingled a parties where
he seemed to be the unwilling guest of honor. Maybe, he thought, drugs and acohol would help.



But something told him they wouldn't.

Bruce Hays whispered to Seph about the unlimited power that lay within his grasp. "Maybe you
report to Dr. Leicester,” Hays explained. "But when you think about it, the rest of the world reports to
you."

Aaron Hanlon advised him that, given the current unsettled political Stuation, it was best to
shelter under the protection of a powerful wizard. "There's going to be bloodshed,” he warned. "Though
Dr. Leicester is doing his best to prevent it. Just like during medievd times, it wouldnt hurt to have a
patron.”

It was like being rushed by a desperate and diabolica fraternity. But, given the fact that Trevor
and the other Anawer were avoiding him, Seph found himsdf spending more and more time in thar

company.

Seph was in the warehouse, stumbling through darkness, his wet shirt pressed to his face
to defend against the oily smoke. His throat was raw from shouting and from breathing in the
toxic air. He could see nothing, could hear nothing, save the roar of flames and the groaning of
the old building as the timbers burned through.

"Maia! Maia, can you hear me?"

The fire crews had arrived, and were pouring water on to the roof. He was doshing
through knee-deep water while the skin on his upper body blistered and burned. He reached down,
wet the shirt again, and pressed it to his face. He breathed in the stench of burning hair, and
realized it was his own.

He was in a corridor now. When he extended his arms, he could feel walls to either side.
He must be in the office areas to the back. Perhaps sheé'd taken refuge here when the way out was
blocked. He passed through several doorways, carefully closing the doors behind him to keep the
flames at bay a little longer.

Then he heard it, a faint cry from somewhere ahead. "Help!"

He stumbled on, touching the walls now and then to guide him. The walls were hot, the
paint sticky under his hand. "Maia!"

He pushed through another doorway.

"Sepht”

The voice was weak and thready, but close, now, only a few feet ahead and to the right.

"Keep talking, Maia. I'm here to get you out." He crawied along the floor, groping with
his hands, until he felt fabric under his fingers. She was huddled in a corner, where she'd retreated
to try to keep her face beneath the smoke.

He tried to gather her up in his arms, but at his touch, her skin charred and burned and
turned to ash, spiraling to the floor. He tried again, and her flesh crumbled in his hands, revealing
bone. He screamed and let go, and she fell.

"Maia," he breathed, diding to the floor, gathering her lifeless body into his lap, rocking
her as gently as he could. "Maia, I'm s0 sorry.” The heat was blistering. His tears evaporated,
hissing, as soon as they emerged.

He was aroused by an incessant pounding. Firefighters. He didn't answer. Hed resolved to say
and burn. Somewhere, a door opened and closed.

"Seph?"

How did they know his name?

Everyone knew. Everyone knew he was guilty.

"Go away," he whispered, halding fiercdy to Maias body. "Y ou're too late.”

Someone had hold of hisarm, shaking him. "Seph! Come on! Snap out of it."

Seph opened his eyes to aview of Trevor's worried face. He looked over Trevor's shoulder. He



was in his room. Sunlight dappled the hardwood floor. He had no idea what time it was. "Sorry.” He
forced the word out panfully, groaned, and wound his fingers into the bedclothes. "I'm okay now.
Pease. Leave me done”

Wood scraped againg wood as Trevor pulled a chair up next to the bed. It creaked as he
dropped into it. 'l don't get it," he said.

Seph turned his face away. There was no point in pretending. He fdt like crap and knew he
looked it. The room dill reeked of vomit and terror.

When he was younger, they'd said he was possessed. He supposed he preferred crazy. But he
knew what happened when the only people who care about you are on retainer. You end up in places
like this. He needed to plan, to drategize. But first, he needed to get rid of Trevor.

"Look, | was up barfing dl night, dl right?'

Trevor cleared his throat and looked away. "l heard you."

"So | don't want company.”

Trevor didnt move, but sat, biting at his lower lip. "I don't get it," he repeated. "You're one of
them.”

Seph blinked, brushed the back of his hand across his eyes, refocused on Trevor's face. "What?'

"You're one of them. You've been hanging out at Alumni House. So why are you up screaming
every angle night? | have to wear my headphones to get any deep.”

"Oh. Wdl. Sorry. | get nightmareswhen I'm sick. That's all.”

"What did you do? Y ou must've redly messed up.”

"What are you taking about?' Seph rolled onto his back, staring up at the calling.

Trevor leaned in close, bregthing the words into Seph's ear, as if afraid of being overheard. "He
cdlsit thergpy." Trevor looked down at his hands. "The dreams, | mean.”

Seph's battered mind grappled with this, tessing out arevelation. "Y ou're tdling me Leicester has
something to do with ... with ..."

The look on Trevor's face was a yes. "It's like, whatever you're scared of, that's what he uses”

Seph shoved himsdf into a hdf-gtting pogtion, leaning back againg the carved headboard.
"Y ou're saying he makes people hdlucinate. Dream. Have nightmares.”

"That'swhat I'm saying."

"This happened to you?" Seph gestured weskly, taking in the trashed room.

Trevor swalowed hard. His dark face was nearly gray, the brown eyes muddy with remembered
pain, his hands clasped tightly together. "'l acted out alot when | firgt got here”

"Heusesthis ... as punishment?'

"He cdlsit therapy,” Trevor repeated. "If you don't cooperate, | guess he thinks you need more
therapy. So ... inaway ..."

"And other people have dreams? The Ana ... other students? Not just us?'

"Everybody has dreams, a least a firs. He says they're working through ther hodility. Only, |
figured you were different. I mean, youre like him. You and the dumni. Y'dl have ... some kind of
power. Elsewise, why would the dumni stay? 1'd leave, quick as | could.”

Seph was only hdf ligening. He wasn't crazy. It wasn't his own power that was destroying his
mind. It was a odl. It must be. Leicester was spdling him, making him think he was crazy, make him
desperate enough to agreeto ... to ... what?

"Jus do what he says," Trevor said, asif reading his mind. "Whatever he asks. | can tdl you from
experience what will happen if you try to fight him. It's up to you, but my advice isto St up and speak
and rall over, whatever it takes. Sucking up ain't that hard, once you get the hang of it."

"Doesn't anybody complain?' Seph asked.

"What're you going to say?" Trevor lifted his hands, pams up. "You had a nightmare a school
and Dr. Leicester did it? Who would believe a story like that from someone with a track record like
"Lecester saysthisisaplacefor ... for psychiatric cases. He told me we're hdludnaing.”

"I guess it's possible. | was a little rough before | got here, but nobody ever sad | was crazy.



Before | came to the Havens, dl | dreamed about was girls™

"Couldn't your parents get you out of here, if you asked them?'

Trevor laughed bitterly. "Look. My parents love the Havens. This is the firg school that didn't
expd meindde of sx months. All of my bad behaviors have been—what's the word—extinguished. I'm
getting good grades. I'm probably going to college. I'm not a problem anymore. How'm | going to
convince them to bring me home?

"A few times, snce I've been here, parents have come to campus dl fired up about something
they've heard. Leicester meets with them, and they go away satisfied. Or, a least they go away. He can
be very persuasve, | guess. Anyone who complains redly pays for it later.” He cleared his throat.
"Besdes, it an't so bad if you don't give him a reason to mess with you."

Seph remembered ther vist to the Alumni House, Trevor begging Warren not to tdl Dr.
Leicester. "So what are Leicester and the dumni up to?!

Trevor shook his head. "I don't know, and | don't want to. Tdl you the truth, he don't seem
interested in the other students. I'm not sure he could pick me out of alineup. But I'm not stupid. | figured
out that if | cut class and messed with the teachers and smoked in the locker room, I'd pay for it. So |
stopped. And since then he's left me done”

Seph pushed back his sweat-matted hair. "Listen, how can | cdl out of here?!

"You can use ay of the campus phones” Trevor sad. "If you have a cdling card, the office
meakes the cdll for you."

"No, | need aphone | can use mysdf.”

"There's some kind of code to cdl direct. The office makes the cdls" Trevor hestated. "Who
you going to cal?'

"I need to reach my guardian. I've got to get out of here. Leicester won't put the cdls through.”

"Jus be careful, Seph. Leicester knows everything. What he doesn't know, hell get out of you
somehow.”

"Soif he asked you about this conversation, you'd tdl him?"

Trevor raised his hands, pams up. "Look, man, don't blame me. It's like you can't help it. HEs a
hypnotist or something.”

Or something. Of course. Which meant Seph couldn't confide in anyone, or ask anyone for help.

"You mentioned someone named Jason. What'd he do? What happened to him?*

"Look, forget | ever said anything about him."

Seph rested a hand lightly on Trevor's shoulder, looked himin the eyes. "Tdl me"

Trevor swalowed hard, asif trying to stop the words. "He was dirring things up. Wanted people
to fight back againgt Dr. Leicester. Him and Sam and Peter. Then Sam drowned, and Peter and Jason
are with the dumni now."

"Sam drowned?" Seph repeated. "Do you think ..."

"I don't think anything." Trevor gave Seph a look. "And don't you push, because that's dl |
know."

Seph had to find away to escape. Leicester had made it clear he wasn't going to let him go urtil
he got what he wanted. With Lecester torturing him every night, Seph didn't know how long he could

keep saying no.

After the conversation with Trevor, Seph began waging a very smdl, very unequa war agangt
the Havens. He tried to run away three times in October, but they seemed to have an uncanny dbility to
track his movements. He hid in a ddivery truck, but was intercepted at the gate. He tried to ded the
school van, but the dectrica system shorted out when he put the key into the ignition.

His class attendance deteriorated. He took a case of beer from the Alumni House, and drank
until he passed out, hoping to anesthetize himsdf. The firg part of November, he set a fire in the art and
mudc building after hours. When they dragged him into Leicester's office, he said, "Expd me" Instead,
they confined him to his room and the dreams intengfied.



Night and day began to merge into a long and painful continuum. If he stayed up dl night, he
hdlucinated during the day. Severd times, hopeesdy confused, he begged Trevor to tdl hm whether he
was awake or adeep.

Trevor seemed to have forgiven Seph for the Sn of being gifted. He tried to help by cooperating
with dl of Seph's experiments. On the theory that his dreams were bang triggered by something in his
room, Seph spent the night on Trevor's floor. The dreams followed him. Trevor stayed over in Seph's
room, so he could wake him when the dreams began. But it was impossble to wake Seph from his
nightmares, and Trevor couldn't bear to be anywhere near while they were going on.

Meanwhile, Leicester and the dumni watched him, like predators stalking wounded prey, waiting
for him to fater so they could close in for the kill.

Gregory Leicester sat in his favorite chair and gazed moodily out to sea. It was unnaturdly dark
for that time of day, and the lights were dready ablaze out on the dock. They were predicting a
northeagter, one of the fird of the season. Leicester could dways detect the drop in pressure when a
gorm was on the way.

Joseph McCauley was both extraordinarily powerful and amazingly resistant. Hed been a the
Havens for more than three months under intengve pressure. Save the one previous falure, no one had
ever held out so long. Could Joseph have had some contact with Jason? No. He'd been careful to keep
the two apart.

Asdways, Leicester was impdient with the process, more so in this case, given the prize thet lay
within his grasp. Recruitment was messy and uncontrolled, and there was adways the chance that the
intended would escape by taking his own life. This his continuing rebellion was a warning. He resolved to
have the gaff keep a closer eye on Joseph.

He was sure the matter could be handled more efficently. He had no doubt he could quickly get
what he wanted, given a free hand with the boy. It was D'Orsay who had ingsted on this tender
approach, the dreams that marked the soul and not the body. D'Orsay believed it would be difficuit for
the Wizard Coundil to trace thiskind of dow poison to them, if it came to that. It was Solitting hairs, but
then that was a palitician's job.

Leicester wished he had Joseph's Weirbook. 1t would help to know a little more about him, his
grengths and weaknesses. That might bring some indght, provide a drategy. He hungered for the
opportunity to put that remarkable power into play.

He drained his glass, feding a little better. The boy knew there was a way out; he couldn't hep
but be tempted to take it eventudly. It might take a little research, a little more pressure, but Leicester
was confident he would be successful in the end.

Chapter Seven
Jason

You don't have to understand. You just have to survive, Seph told himsdf.

He dreamed every night now, and the nightmares were longer and more intense than before. He
fdt wasted mentdly and physicdly, yet he forced himsdf to get up out of bed and wak over to the
cafeteria and eat breskfast. Sometimes he went to class, sometimes he just returned to his room and lay
daring at the caling.

They were coming in the daytime too, driking out of nowhere, alitting him deanly from redlity in
an indant. He would awaken screaming in math class, arying out in the middle of government, muttering
and twitching in chemigtry class. He nearly blew up the building when he ignited the chemicasin the lab.



Everyone pretended not to notice. It was as if he traveled around campus with a dreadful
diffigurement, and those around him had been told not to stare and point. It was impossible to learn
anything. He no longer fought back, no longer spun any plots againg them. The spark of resistance was
extinguished in him, save his refusd to give them the one thing they wanted. He was like a prisoner under
torture who refuses to surrender the password long after he's forgotten why. It was dl he could do just to
be in the world.

The only thing that helped was walking. As long as he kept moving, the demons couldnt catch
him. At firg he walked restlesdy from building to building. Later, he put on snowshoes and walked for
miles through the woods. Once he madeit as far as the wdl that bordered the property. But he couldnt
find the gate and he couldn't seem to get a grip on it to dimb before they came and took him back.

Or maybe that was just a dream.

Chrigmas was coming, but Seph wasn't looking forward to it. Trevor had invited Seph to spend
Chrigmasin Atlanta, but Leicester vetoed the idea. Seph's condition was too ddlicate, he said. Seph had
to admit that anyone who saw him would have to agree. He looked terrible. He continued to lose weight
despite eating dl he could.

He had begun to think of ways to kill himsalf: clever, foolproof ways that wouldn't land him in the
infirmary. He imagined he was locked in a room with two doors. Degth lay behind one of them, Gregory
Lecester and his offer behind another. There was no other way out, as far as he could see.

Trevor Hill was worried about Seph. He knew from experience that one night of "thergpy” was
life changing. From what he'd seen and heard, Seph had suffered through forty or fifty of them. Yet there
seemed to be something iron-hard in Seph, some stubborn inginct for surviva that kept him going.

Sill, Trevor could tdl that Seph was faling. He looked frall, insubgantid, like someone whose
Spirit is devouring his flesh. By now, he might actudly be mentdly ill, his brain damaged by days and
nights of torture. Trevor fdt guilty because he hadn't been able to offer any help. Guilty because he was
glad it was Seph and not him. Confused because he couldn't figure out why Seph was being targeted. He
wasnt like the other dumni, who treated Trevor and the others like dirt when they noticed them at dl.

On the day the tarm ended, Trevor invited Seph to his room to keep hm company while he
packed. Trevor had ordered Christmas presents through the mail to take home with him. He'd wrapped
up some books for Seph, and ingsted that he open them.

Seph sprawled on his back on Trevor's bed in a kind of persstent twilight. He clenched and
unclenched his hands, twitching and shivering by turns, staring out at the world with his changeable eyes
asif he could see things no one else could see. Sometimes he touched the cross he aways wore around
his neck and muttered to himsdf in French.

"Look," Trevor sad findly. "Give me the name of that law firm in London. Il cdl them from my
falks house while I'm home."

For a moment, Trevor thought he hadn't heard. Then Seph dirred. "Wont do any good. I've
written to them a hundred times. They've never responded.”

"Wdl, maybe it would help if they heard it from someone dse" Trevor inssted.

"All right. Il get you the number."

Trevor sudied him. "Hey," he said softly. 'Y ou going to be dl right?"

Seph didn't answer for a moment, and that hesitation worried Trevor even more. "Il be okay,”
he sad findly. "I don't know what €lse they can do to me"

The campus was egily quiet after the departure of the other students. The regular med service
was discontinued over break, but the dining room in the Alumni House continued to operate. Seph took
his meds there with the faculty and other dumni who remained on campus.

It made no sense. Didn't they have families? Didn't they have anywhere better to go for the
holidays?

Seph shuffled through Trevor's books with the idea of loang himsdf in fiction, but couldn't seem
to concentrate. Entire days vanished from memory. He continued to wak when hefdt up to it.



Soanes sent a large gift basket and a generous gift certificate, a card printed with his name.
Back in September, Seph had been convinced held be expdled from the Havens by Chrismas. Now 4l
he could think about was escape.

Chrigmeas Eve dinner was served by candidight in the degant, two-story dumni-gaff dining hdll.
Bruce Hays and Warren Barber, the two enforcers, sat on ether sde of Seph. The other thirteen dumni
were ranged around the table. He grappled with the names, was pleased when he remembered most of
them. He hadn't dreamed for severd days, and his head was clearer than usud.

Martin Hall was functioning as sommélier, arding the table, opening wine and pouring. Liquor
flowed at the open bar, and a different wine was paired with each course. Leicester wasn't there.

Tenson crouched in the room like a snappish dog, and Seph couldn't help but think that he was
the source of it. The others watched him when they thought he wasn't looking and whispered together at
the far ends of the table.

"Where's Dr. Leicester?' he asked Bruce, as the fish course was taken away.

Hays wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "He left two days ago. Went back home to
England, | guess. Be gone a week."

"So, drink up, Joseph." Barber put the wine glassinto his hand. "Cat's away."

Seph had, in fact, been pacing himsdf, meking a show of Spping a his wine, and ignoring the
whisky Barber set by hisright hand. The others drank with desperate intengty, like mourners a a wake.

After dessert, Ashton Rice sat down at the piano and began banging out carols. Ther voices rose
in a drunken, off-key chorus. Hays and Barber didnt sing. They set a whisky bottle between them and
took turns pouring.

"Doesnt anyone go home for Chrigmas?' Seph asked, oppressed by the forced gaety, yet
hoping he might learn something useful.

"Homeis no longer ... rdevant,” Hays mumbled, looking surprised to have come up with the
word. He blinked at Seph owlishly. "Youll find out. Youll see. Werelike ... blood brothers. Bloody ...
Samese twins" He groped for the bottle.

Barber dammed his glass down on the table, rattling the crockery. "Only, Joseph's too good to
join, remember?"

The dnging dwindled away, and Seph was once agan the rductant center of atention. He
cleared histhroat. "Maybeif you tdl me what'sgoingon ..."

"Hed rather go crazy." Barber clutched at Seph's shirtfront and dragged him to hisfeet. "The rest
of us have to answer to Leicester. But Seph's got his principles.”

Seph found himsdf nose to nose with Barber's stubbled face. "Hey, let go!™ Seph tried to wrench
himsdf free, and heard fabric tearing. "What's wrong with you?"

Hays pawed ingffectudly a Barber's shoulder. "Cmon, Warren. Joseph'll be dl right. Give him
time"

"In the meantime, we're paying for it" Barber shoved Seph up againg the wadl. "Maybe we
haven't properly explained ... the benefits of membership. We're your only friends now, do you hear me?
Other than us, you got nobody."

Seph fdt the burn of power building at his core. "Let go. I'm warning you."

"Warren ..." Hays sounded worried. Eggars rose to his feet like he wanted to intervene, but was
unsure how to proceed. The others clustered unhappily around them.

"Leicester's been ... on our backs...since

September,” Barber gasped, punctuating his speech by damming Seph againg the wdl. "What's
it going to take?"

"Leave ... me ... done" Seph shoved out with both hands. Months of fear and frudration
seemed to detonate in his fingers and a percussion like a gunshot sent Barber flying backward onto the
table. He did across it on his back and off the other sde, sending wineglasses and dessert plates
crashing. Seph charged after him, vaulted over the table, and legped on top of Barber as he lay on the



floor. They wrestled briefly, Seph smashing his fig into Barber's face, Barber too drunk to evade him.
And then they dragged Seph back, severad of them together, pinning his arms, their hands hot and
electricd agang his kin.

Barber staggered to hisfeet and sumbled toward Seph, murder on his face. But help came from
an unexpected quarter. Martin Hall stepped between them, holding the butcher knife that had been used
on the crown roast. The blade wavered in his hand, but it was very large. "Get back, Warren. You're not
yoursdlf."

"Get out of the way!" Barber said, coming on.

"Andif Dr. Leicester comes back and finds you've beaten him to death, what then?'

Barber's forward progress dowed, then stopped.

"Stop it,Warren! Hasn't there been enough bloodshed dready?' Martin waved the knife wildly,
and Barber stepped back. Martin turned toward Seph, and Seph was surprised to see that his face was
streaked with tears. He gestured with the knife. "Let him go. You know as wdl as | do tha he's not the

After amoment, the grip on Seph's arms relaxed. The hot hands dropped away.
"What's the matter with you?' Seph pivoted so he could look into dl their faces, hidden and
revealed in the candidight. "Why do you stay here? What kind of hold does he have on you?'

Barber clenched hisfigs. "Who the hdl do you think you are, lecturing us?"

Seph was beyond caring. "He's gone! He's in England. Thisis our chance. Let's get out of here.
Or, if you likeit here so much, then let me go.”

Martin spoke with great dignity and sorrow. "We can't do what you ask, Joseph. Now, go on
back to your room and lock the door until my colleagues have sobered up.”

They dl stood watching as Seph backed out of the dining hdl, leaving with more questions than
answers.

Despite the episode in Alumni House, Seph dept peacefully on Chrismas Eve and Christmas
Day, nearly twenty-four hoursin al. He assumed that it was because Leicester was away. As aresult, his
head was clearer than it had been for along time, and being in the Alumni House gave him an idea.

He knew his letters to Sloane's were being intercepted. After dl, Seph was a vauable dient with
alarge trugt fund who would gain control of it one day.

Which made him think of e-mail again.

Surdy the dumni were online. That must be why they had their own library. If there was no
access in the library, held bresk into someone's room. Maybe Trevor had cdled Sloan€'s, but Seph
decided he couldnt afford to wat until classes resumed to find out. By then, Leicester would have
returned and he would no longer have easy access to the Alumni House.

He waited until the day after Christmas, after histhird good night's deep in amonth. He ate a late
breskfast with Martin and Peter in the dining room & the Alumni House. He made it a point to gt with
them, and tried to question them, but got nowhere a dl.

Barber douched in just as they were finishing, wearing what looked like a mgor hangover. Seph
jumped when Barber patted him on the shoulder, but Barber acted like he didnt remember the
confrontation a dinner. And perhaps he didn't. HE'd been pretty wasted.

When the dining room began to empty, Seph went to the washroom and took histime. Findly, he
dipped through the hdlway and into the back stairwel beyond. The door into the sairwel bore a sgn,
FACULTY AND ALUMNI ONLY. He took a deep breath. What could they do, kick him out of
school? Send him another nightmeare?

The door a the top of the stairs opened onto a smdl circular landing, with hdlways spoking off
to either Sde, the gairway to the third floor directly ahead. The corridors were lined with gleeming wood
molding, shaded wal sconces, rows of closed doors. No one seemed to be around.

Hed try the library fird. His presence there would be easier to explain.

The hallway to the left was lined with classrooms, with the library at the far end. Fortunately, the



heavy wooden door was unlocked. He glanced over his shoulder, stepped indde, and pulled it shut
behind him.

The library smdlled like Genevieves dtic: of dust and mildew and disntegrating paper. He difled
a sneeze. The books on the fird set of shelves appeared to be quite old, with dark leather covers and
stamped gold lettering. Curious, Seph pulled a volume from the shef, tilting it so the title caught the light.
It s;emed to be in Lain. Transformare. The next one was entitled, Extracten Poysoun 1291. Not
Latin, exactly. Hed studied Latin with the Jesuits. But close. Middle English? He moved on into the
room, hoping to find what he was looking for &t the rear.

He worked his way toward the back wal. More old books and some new ones. He pulled out
one of the newer ones. Spdlbinding: The Art of Influencing Others. Here was the reading he should
have been doing. Rows and rows of large volumes were shelved together, books that looked somewhat
dike Thar titles were amilar, too. Weir Smy the John Artur. Weir Thompson Harold Franklin. Weir
Huntingdon Bru Amfeld.

Weirbooks. They mugt be. Seph lifted one down and leafed through it. The firgt part was taken
up with afamily tree, dl handwritten, going back centuries, illuminated in bright colors. Another section of
the book was entitled "Charms and Incantations” Something about the books struck a chord with Seph,
dirring up amemory he couldn't quite capture. Reluctantly, he returned the book to its place on the shdlf.

Hefindly found what he was looking for under the windows at the back of the room. There were
ax computers lined up on tables and networked to a cable plugged into the wall. They shared a common
printer.

Seph couldn't shake the feding that he was being watched. The hair on the back of his neck
stood up, and his arms prickled with gooseflesh. The building creaked and complained under the assault
of the wind. He peered over his shoulder, seeing only books and dust and narrow aideways. Shrugging,
he hit the power button on one of the PCs. It sounded jarringly loud in the stillness as it booted up.

The computer hadnt even made it through its startup routine when he heard running feet.
Swearing softly, Seph hit the power button again and the screen went dark. The door dammed open,
and the lights overhead nickered, then kindled into brilliance.

"I saw someone moving around in here," someone said breathlesdy.

"You stay by the door," the other replied. "I'll check it out."

Seph dipped between the rows of shelves and cat-footed up the aide dong the wall toward the
exit. Peter Conroy waited by the door, nervoudy scanning the aides, forehead gleaming in the overhead

light.

"You sure you're not seeing things again?' The other voice was familiar and dartlingly close at
hand. "Y ou'd better not have dragged me up here for nothing." Seph could hear the sound of feet moving
toward him. He was trapped.

Someone clapped a hand over his mouth and grabbed him by the arm, pulling him back against
thewdl. "Be quiet!" avoice hissed in his ear. It said something se Seph couldn't make ouit.

At that moment, Warren Barber came around the corner and waked toward them. He 4ill
looked a hit green from last night's drinking. Seph didn't struggle. He stood quietly, wondering what the
pendty for breeking into the dumni library would be.

To his amazement, Barber waked right past them toward the front of the library. "Nobody's
back here now."

"l swear | saw someone on the monitor.”

"Yeeh? Wel, maybe he flew out the window. Asif someone would break into a fregking library.”

"Keep 4ill!" the voice whispered again. Seph turned his head dightly so he could see who had
hold of him. To his shock, he saw nothing but the shelves of books behind him. There was no one there.
The hand over his mouth tightened, smothering his exclamation of surprise.

He fdt sck. He was hdludnating again. He must be. His pams went dammy with sweet, and he
wiped them on his jeans.

Barber and Conroy met up a the front of the room, then walked up and down the stacks again,
passing within inches of Seph and hisinvisble captor. Barber ill reeked of beer.



"Youre ddirious, Conroy,” Barber sad, shaking his head. "You mustve blundered onto the
Sci-F Channd." Conroy was il protesting as they walked out and closed the door behind them.

"Jus be cool a minute” Seph's captor indructed him. "Make sure they're redly gone™ Seph
stood as il as he could, dthough he was beginning to tremble, his heart pounding wildly. After a minute,
the hand was removed from his mouth.

"Come on," the disembodied voice said. Someone shoved Seph up the ade to the front of the
room, then to the right, toward a door marked AV Storage. "In there)" the voice said, and Seph pushed
the door open. It was a large closat, lined with projection equipment, AV carts, and a couple of old
computers. Seph stepped insde and the door was pulled shut behind him.

"No cameras in here" the voice explained, following with something that sounded like Latin.
Suddenly, asif assembled out of the air, he could see the body that went with the voice.

He looked to be seventeen or eighteen, dightly built, dressed in a black T-shirt and jeans. His
har was dark, but had been bleached out at the tips and spiked, an amateur job. He had two earrings in
one ear and one in the other. He was grinning as if delighted.

"So you're the newbie" he said. "I heard you were here. Not that anyone offered to introduce
us of coure” He swept an am toward an audiovisud cart. "Welcome to the catacombs” he said
gravely. "Have a sedt.”

Seph sat down on the cart with a bump and put his head in his hands. Hed thought he was
clearheaded after two nights of deep. Apparently he'd thought wrong.

"Areyou dl right?'

Seph looked up to find the stranger Saring at him. "l ... I'm not sure”" Seph replied cautioudy. "l
... & ... | haven't been wdl."

The boy leaned agang the wadl. "Allow me to offer you a belated wedcome to the
Havens—where dl your dreams turn into nightmares”

Seph laughed in spite of himsdf. It struck him that it had been forever since heéld laughed, forever
dance held actudly heard anyone make a joke. "I'm Seph McCauley.” He hesitated. "How'd you do that?
Are you one of the dumni?| don't remember you from Christmas dinner.”

The dranger rolled his eyes. "No, I'm not planning to join that particular club. I'm jugt the
poltergeist in this haunted house. I'm Jason Hdey."

Jason. According to Trevor, he was the one who'd indigated the ill-fated rebdlion. Who'd gotten
Sam killed.

"Y ou're gifted, but you're not one of them?'

"Nope."

"That's not whet | heard.”

"Wadl, you heard wrong. By the way, if you're going to be snesking around in here, you ought to
know that they have cameras just about everywhere. Matter of fact, | wouldn't do or say anythingin your
room that you don't want to share."

"Then you're a Sudent?" Seph persisted.

"So to speak,” Jason said dryly. "I'm not supposed to be up here, ether, but I'm doing a little
independent research.”

"So what'd you do inthere? It was like we were invisble”

"Oh, we were better than invisble" Jason replied. "We were unnoticeable.” He laughed as if
this were afine joke. "How long have you been here, Seph?’

"Since September.”

"Y ouve been here dmog four months, and you haven't given in?" A note of respect crept into
Jason's voice. "And they've been doing you?' He touched his head with his fingertips.

"Almog every night now." Seph laced his fingers together and stared at the floor.

"You mug be damn tough,” Jason said. "But they're getting to you, aren't they?"

Seph nodded, without looking up.

"And you're cludess about what's going on." It was not a question.

"It's like they're trying to make me crazy."



"If you think they're trying to make you crazy, it's because they are. Crazy enough to join them.”
Jason pushed away from the wal and came and sat next to Seph on the cart. He stared at him for a long
minute at close range. "Can't your family get you out?'

Seph shook his head. "I don't redly have any family. Only a guardian. A lawyer in London.”

"What were you doing in the library?"

"I'm trying to reach my guardian. Dr. Leicester won't et me call him. I've been sending |etters, but
no response. So | thought 1'd emall him from the computers out there."

Jason shook his head. "Won't work. They batch everything and go through dl the messages
before they go out, even in the Alumni House. You'd need to use one of the machines in adminigtration.
And you can forget about your letters. If they didn't go draight to the shredder, Leicester's been reading
themin bed."

Seph blinked. Jason Haey was matter-of-fact, authoritative, convincing. "What about you? Why
havent you joined?'

Jason stood. "L ook, I've been warned againgt having any contact with you. If they find out weve
been together, ther€ll be hdl to pay.”

"You're saying | might end up like Sam?"

Jason nodded, rubbing the bridge of his nose as if it hurt. "Yeeh. Or | might" He cleared his
throat. "Anyway. Nice meeting you, Seph. Good luck.” He turned away.

Seph did between Jason and the door and put his back againg it. "No. Tdl me what's going on. |
cant fight them if | don't know what I'm fighting. If | stay here much longer, | will be crazy." He cast
about for a weapon. "If you don't hep me, Il tdl them about the invighility thing. I've got nothing to
loe"

Jason stood, handsin his pockets, lips pressed together, looking off to the side as if he might find
his answer written on the wdl. "Ligten,” he said after along pause. "Let methink about it. Meet mein the
woods by the outdoor chape tomorrow at sx. And you'd better not let anyone follow you."

Seph nodded, and stepped aside. Jason brushed past him and was gone.

The next evening, Seph left the dorm, avoiding the paths and cutting through the woods. The arr
was cold and clear, prickling his nose, and his breath emerged in clouds of vapor. The winter sun had
dready set and the moon hadn't risen, but the snow reflected back what light there was and made it easy
to pick hisway through the trees.

Trevor had said Jason was with the dumni now. But Jason said he wasn't, and Seph hadn't seen
him at the ceremony in the woods or at dinner. It was as if Jason had been hidden away from Seph, and
perhaps from everyone. Why had Jason been told to stay away from him?

Now Jason wanted Seph to meet him at the outdoor chapel. He couldn't hep wondering if it was
atrap.

He approached the chapd from the woods on the right Side. Surrounded by soaring pines, it had
the look of a primitive cathedral. Someone had been there before him. Snow had drifted over the seats to
the rear, but several rows of stones at the front had been brushed clean. The dearing was quilted with
tracks, and the snow around the seats was beaten down, as if by many feet. The notion of a trap
returned.

He dimbed onto the stone platform. There were Sgns of recent activity there as wel. Someone
had congtructed a ring of weathered gray stones in the center, and left blackened remnants of a fire
within. Had there been another ceremony? The bonfire must have happened within the past week,
because it had snowed afew days before Chrigmas.

Seph shivered, and not from the cold. The wind sighed through the trees.

He grabbed up a fdlen branch and poked it through the ashes and chunks of charred wood on
the makeshift hearth. Something glinted in the pale moonlight that filtered through the trees. He caught it
on the branch and lifted it. It was a gold chain with a pendant, blackened from the heet of the fire. It
looked familiar, but he couldn't place it. He put it in his pocket.



"Someone was celebrating the solstice” Seph spun around to see Jason danding a few feet
away. The moon was behind him, his face hidden, his shadow tdl and angular as it stretched across the
gone toward Seph. His gdled hair stood up a bit from his head like a crown. He looked like a shaman
from an ancient tribe, in a leether jacket and blue jeans.

"Soldtice?'

Jason nodded. "It's the best time to conjure old magic. Leicester'd better be careful or he might
get burned." Stooping, he picked up a piece of the wood from the fire and put it into his jacket pocket.
"I'm surprised they didn't clean thisup.”

He sat on one of the stone benches, his shadow compressing itsdf, and motioned for Seph to gt
next to him. Warily, Seph complied.

Jason stared into the cold hearth for a long moment, a musde working in his jaw. But when he
began to speak, the words poured out in arush, as if he had dready made his decison, and just wanted
to get it done.

"Look. I'm going to tdll you some things. But you'd better know now that I'm dead if Leicester
ever gets awhiff of this God knows what hell do to you. After what happened with Sam and Peter, |
swore I'd work done" He paused again. "So what I'm saying is, if | help you, and Leicester twids your
am and you spill your guts, I'll kill you." He opened his eyes and looked directly at Seph, and Seph
believed Jason Hdey when he sad it.

"So the quedtion is, are you strong enough to say no to him?" Jason's eyes were like bright blue
cydas.

Seph nodded. He had dready said no to Leicester, and he was paying for it, every night.

"Good," Jason said. He sat thinking for a moment, as if he weren't sure how to begin. "How
much do you know about the magicd guilds?'

"A little. Nobody's trained me, if that's what you mean.”

Jason grinned. "Truly. I've seen your work. Nice job on the chemidry lab."

"You sad you had something to tdl me"

Jason's gmile faded. "All right. Leicester is trying to get control of young, ignorant wizards like
yoursdf." Jason threw him a Sdeways look. "Wizards born into Anaweir families Mogtly he gets your
common hoodlum. A lot are referred from the courts. The program up here works wdl for them.
Lecester shows them afew of his nighttime videos, and they settle right down. So his success rate is very
high." Jason pushed himsdf up and off his stone seat, pacing back and forth in front of the dais. "But
every o often he turns up a pearl in his oyster. That's you, Seph.”

Seph nodded toward the stone platform. "He brought me up here right after | came. | was the
guest of honor a some kind of ... of ritud."

Jason rested his hand on the dtar. "It's Old Magic. He wants you to link to him. Y ou've seen the
faculty and the dumni. All former students, dl wizards, dl under Leicester's control. | guess it's an easy
| for mogt of them. Y ou're a teenager, you've been in trouble dl your life, and he promises to make you
‘one of the most powerful magica practitioners of the age.’ | mean, why would you read the fine print?"

Jason had totdly nailed Leicester's suffy private-school British accent, and Seph couldn't hep
laughing. "What's he want with them?'

"I don't know, exactly,” Jason admitted. "But if you have even two or three wizards, you have an
amy. He trans some of them, anyway. That's what the library is for. All magic and poisons and
incantetions. Huge section on attack spells. Some of the dumni have spent years sudying here.
Leicester'sin no hurry, because wizards live a long time. He hits pay dirt probably only once every two
or three years. | came lagt year as a kind of bonus, but | haven't worked out very wdl. But, you—"
Jason smiled crookedly. "Powerful as you are? He's never going to let you go.”

"Wha makes you think I'm powerful?' Seph was absurdly flattered.

"Trus me. That's why you've been having so much trouble. When you don't know how to use it
or disspate it, magic builds up and eventuadly explodes. It's like sheking a bottle of soda.”

"But what's he going to do with an amy of wizards?' Seph persisted.

"Did you hear what happened a Raven's Ghyll?'



Raven's Ghyll. That girl Alicia had mentioned it at the warehouse. "Some kind of tournament?'

Jason settled back on the bench. "I hate to break this to you, but as a rule, wizards are nasty
people. They're powerful, capricious, ruthless, egotistica, used to getting their own way. That's beng
kind. There are two great wizard Houses, the Red Rose and the White. They started fighting back during
the War of the Roses, if you know your British history. After a couple centuries of bloodshed, they
adopted a document cdled the Rules of Engagement. Without it, they might have wiped themselves out
years ago.

"For hundreds of years, the only sanctioned fighting they've done is through the Game. Even in
the tournaments, the fighting is done by warriors, not wizards. It's a fight to the death. They use medieva
wegpons, and it'sdl redly structured under the rules. The winning house controls the Hoard: a crapload
of property, magicd artifacts, and like that. Still, there's a lot of unofficial bloodshed and intrigue that
goes on behind the scenes. They cdl that wizard politics.

"There was this tournament & Raven's Ghyll last soring. An amy of ghosts showed up, the
players revolted, and the rules were changed. They established a sanctuary— in Ohio, of dl places.
Some little town caled Trinity.

"Snce then, the Roses have been conspiring, trying to figure out how to retain control of the
Hoard and regain control of the other guilds™ He paused. "Y ou know about the other guilds?!

Seph nodded. "Sorcerers, seers, warriors, and enchanters. | know a lot about sorcerers. Less
about the others.”

"They've been dominated by wizards, because wizards can shape magic with charms. But they
each have ther own specid tdent. Sorcerers are good with materias, megica objects, potions, plants,
and like that. Seers have the gift of prophecy. Warriors kick butt in a fight. Enchanters ..." Here he
gmiled dreamily. "Enchanters have the gift of charisma They cdoud the mind and dimulae
the—ah—senses”

"Okay." Seph had never heard the guilds described in just that way before.

"I've never met an enchanter,” Jason said, rather wigfully. "So. The Roses have established
something cdled The Council of Wizards, supposedly to fadlitate planning of the Interguild Council
required by the new rules.

"Therés adso an underground interguild network led by someone cdled the Dragon. They've
managed to keep the Roses occupied fighting among themsdaves. They intercept messages, plant fase
ones, blow things up. After the council refused to give up the Hoard, the Dragon's operatives began
raiding weapons caches dl over the world. When | get out, I'm joining up with him. Or her. | figure any
enemy of Leicester isan dly of mine”

"Sois Leicester working for the Roses?' Seph asked. "I got the impresson he's not."

"Lecester'sin league with another powerful wizard, name of D'Orsay, who is Gamemaster of the
Council. They have meetings up here sometimes. They're planning something, and you know it has to
invave the dumni. It may be the wizard wars, dl over agan."

"How did you end up here?" Seph asked.

Jason hunched his shoulders and looked away. "I'm the product of a mixed marriage. My mother
was a hedge wizard—an expert in oiritudity and Old Magic. My father was Anawer. He wasn't exactly
okay with the occult, so she downplayed her gift. When | came aong, she taught me some easy charms,
how to use tdismans, kids duff, modly. It took me a long time to understand that the magic was in us
and not in the tools and incantations.

"She died when | was thirteen. Redly young for a wizard." He seemed to be picking his way
caefully. "Anyway, my father remarried, this time to an Anaweir woman. They were happy, but | was
pissed off. My mom had dropped this big load on me and there was no one | could tak to, no one to
teach me. | didn't get dong with my stepmother.”

His face twisted, a recollection of old pain. "They both acted like | was crazy or dangerous or
something. They were probably right. | knew how to stay out of trouble, but | didn't. The courts got
involved. So they sent me here. | actudly thought it might be ... better. To get away, | mean." He
laughed bitterly. "I was wrong."



"How long have you been here?'

"I'masenior. | came midway though my junior year."

"Why'd you come back?" Seph demanded. "I'd do anything to get out of here.”

"I never left. He kept me here dl summer, some bull about making up work in summer school.”
Jason rolled his eyes. "That was a treat. Me and Leicester and the zombiesin the Alumni Club. He got to
metoo late. | know too much about Old Magic to agree to any kind of linkage™ He fumbled in his jacket
pocket, pulled out a pack of cigarettes. His hands shook, and it took him three tries to strike a metch.
The flame threw the angular bones of his face into sharp relief. "See, I'm like you, Seph. Nobody's got
the frickin' porch light on for me”

There was nothing to say to that, so Seph didn't say anything.

Jason waved away the smoke and the sentiment. "Whoa. Didn't mean to get maudin. Anyway.
I'm not staying much longer. I'm here for two reasons. For one, I'm teaching mysdf wizardry, and ther
library isamazing. Secondly, I'm trying to find out what D'Orsay and Leicester are planning. If | want to
join the Dragon, | figure I'd better bring something to the table.”

Seph studied him skepticdly. "How are you going to get away? I've been trying to leave since
September. Even when | make it to the edge of the campus, | can't get past the wall.”

"Itsawizard wall. A magicd barrier. Youll never get near enough to dimb it, and forget about
finding the gate." Jason seemed to rdish the role of expert.

"S0 how are you going to get out?'

"That's one of the things I'm researching. That bastard won't keep me here when I'm ready to
go." Jason had a reckless confidence that Seph envied.

Seph sorted through his mentd lig of questions. "If your mother was a wizard, that is, if women
can be wizards, then why would Leicester start a boys school ?*

Jason snorted. "Probably has more to do with Leicester's attitude toward women than anything
else. Not exactly callegid, if you know what | mean.”

"How'd you do that thing in the library? The invighility thing."

"Unnoaticeable. It's a charm that acts on the observer. A subtle difference. What's invisible?
You? Your clothes? The duff you're carrying around? The unnoticesble charm requires a tdisman. An
atifact of magic. Barber and Conroy didn't notice us, but we were unchanged. The only thing is, you
can't cast gpellswhile you're unnaticesble. Because charms are noticeable, of course.”

Of course. "How does Leicester do it? The nightmares, | mean?'

Jason shrugged. "He's a wizard. It's a charm of some kind, probably a spoken one. It wouldn't
be too hard, | guess, snce it's used againg people with no training.”

"I don't get it. HE's atrained wizard. There's got to be another way he can get what he wants™

"He can use High Magic to make you crazy, but not to make you submit. Linkages are tricky.
They have to be voluntary. Plus, linkages go both ways. So there's dways the chance that hell encounter
awizard more powerful than heis, and then held be toast." At Seph's blank look, he added impatiently,
"Thisis Old Magic. He usesit because other wizards aren't familiar with it, but he's not an expert, ether.”

"What's the difference between Old Magic and High Magic?'

"Old Magic is more basic, hedge wizards and backstreet conjurors use it. There's a lot of blood
sacrifice and whatnot.”

"He has this gaff he usesin the ceremony.”

"Yup. Probably has a megical dement in it. You know, a dragon scae or something” Seph
couldn' tdl if he was joking or not.

Seph duffed his frozen hands into his pockets. "What happened with Sam and Peter?!

"Sam and Peter." Jason looked away and kicked a an icide on the undersde of the bench. It
exploded into shards of glittering ice. "I had this idea for a coup. | mean, you could tdl the dumni were
miserable and the Anawer were scared. | figured if we dl joined together, we could win.

"Peter was the only other gifted student who hadnt joined. Sam was Peter's best friend.
Anaweir, but fearless. They were up for it" Jason fdl dlent for a moment, Saring bleskly out into the
seds.



"It was doomed from the start. The dumni are totdly under Leicester's control. Magicdly, at
least. Worse than usdless. Someone told Leicester. He threatened to kill Sam, and Peter caved and
agreed to link." Jason gmiled bitterly. "Afterward, Peter needed to be taught a lesson and Sam was
expendable, so they killed him." He looked up a Seph. "And, no, | can't prove it. But it'strue.”

"What'd he do to you?' It seemed like a persona question, but Seph had to ask.

"Wdl. He didnt kill me. I'm too vauable an asset, potentidly, at least. And he and his buddies
are leery about physcd punishment that leaves evidence. But as you know, he can be very credtive”
Jason swallowed hard and stared down at the snow.

Seph shuddered, looking about the chapdl. "How do you do it? How've you lasted so long? He's
been a me night and day with dreams and hdlucinations. I'm literdly going crazy. | don't know how
much longer | can take it." It didn't make him fed any better to know that Leicester would be back in a
few days.

"You promised you wouldn't give in, remember? Well both be screwed if you do.”

"I'm doing the best | can.”

Jason smoked in slence for a few minutes, flicking ash onto the snow. He seemed to be
grappling with an important decison. Findly, he shrugged. "Okay. I'm aready hafway in, | might as wel
godl theway." He stared up at the sky. "Look, Seph, | can teach you how to ded with the dreams. But
if Leicester finds out I'm helping you, well both end up in hiszombie army."

Seph sraightened, suddenly hopeful. "If 1 could just get some deep, | think | could hold out
indefinitdy,” he said.

Jason took along drag on the cigarette, released a spira of smoke. "How do | know you're not a
sy for Leicester?”

Seph shrugged. "l was thinking the same thing about you."

Jason put his hand on Seph's shoulder and stared into his eyes.

"I'm guessing you'e for red,” Jason sad findly. "You don't have that dopey look I'm used to
seaing. All right." He stood, grinning crookedly, and stubbed out the cigarette. "Now I'll take you to my
lar."

They waked back through the woods toward the Alumni House, fallowing the path Seph had
broken through the snow on his way out. When the wind caught the tops of the pines, show cascaded
down around them, some of it finding its way under the collar of Seph's jacket. Under the clear sky, the
heat of his body bled away, leaving him shivering. Jason's light jacket hung open, and he didn't react to
the cold a dl. He stopped just indde the edge of the trees.

"Hold on to my arm, and be quiet." Jason muttered his words of magic and disappeared, but
Seph could dill fed his am under his fingers. "No one will notice you, ether,” the voice said. The
invisble, or rather, unnoticegble Jason led Seph out of the woods and across the lawn to the Alumni
House. They entered the front hdlway and passed through the common room. Martin and Peter were
sprawled in front of the TV, playing cards, but they didn't acknowledge ther passage. Jason led Seph to
the staircase at the back of the building, and then down the steps to the basement.

There were workout rooms at the base of the stairs, then more offices and storage rooms. Jason
went on past them down two intersecting corridors to a door at the end. The door opened, and he was
propdled indgde. The door dammed shut behind them, and a bolt did home on the insde. There was
more scrambled Latin, and then Jason reappeared, laughing a the startled expression on Seph's face.

"If they have cameras everywhere, aren't you afrad well be spotted in here?' Seph asked,
looking around the room.

"Oh, | handled that. I've provided them with an dternate sound and video. Wizards cdl that a
glamour. It's a sensory charm that works whether you're there or not.” Jason hit a button on his CD
player and musc erupted from the speakers. Despite being in the basement, his room was comfortable.
He had his own refrigerator and private bath. Ceramic tile covered the floor, and rows of bookshelves,
modly empty, lined the walls. A computer desk stood againg the far wall. The open wadls were papered
with music posters. Jason pointed to an upholstered chair. "Have a seet."”

Seph dropped into the chair. "Why are you staying over hereif you're not one of the dumni?’



"Leicester needs to keep me away from newbies like yoursdf. They think they can keep track of
me better. Asfar asthey know, | spend most of my time sulking in my room." He opened the refrigerator
and rummeaged ingde. "Want something to drink?'

"Sodas good." Seph accepted a can of orange.

Jason sat down on the bed and gestured toward a CD rack next to the sound system. "Pick out
something else if you don't like Irish punk.” There was an eagerness about his hospitdity that suggested
Jason had been londly, too.

"Thisisfine" Seph gestured at his surroundings. "Nice place.”

"For a prison." Jason leaned forward. "Now, about your dreams. If | teach you how to block
them, there can't be any change in your behavior. Do you understand? Y ou've got to convince him that
youre dill a the end of your rope and beginning to swing. If you start bopping around campus, chipper
and carefree, hell know something's up.”

"I don't think there's much chance of that."

"Thething is, you have to follow directions, or you may end up dead.” Jason dipped his hand into
the neck of his shirt and pulled out an object attached to a chain around his neck. He lifted it over his
head and handed it to Seph.

It was a Sone circle, heavier than Seph expected from the sze of it, in aflat black color. It was
covered with faint markings scratched into the surface. There was a sense of depth to it, as if he were
looking through a window. But when he peered through the center, he was looking into...nothing. When
he passed his hand behind it, there was dill nothing.

"What isit?" he asked, trying to hand it back to Jason.

The other boy shook his head. "The generd term is dyrne sefa, meaning heartstone, or secret
heart. They are objects that act as assst devices to the gifted,” he said. "They were made by sorcerers a
long time ago. They're the experts when it comes to materids. But no one knows how to make them
anymore."

He salled on, warming to his topic. "This one is cdled a portal. It's a piece from my mother's
collection. It's very old magic. Not well known today. | don't even know dl the things it can do. And |
can guarantee you there's nothing in the dumni library about it. Dr. Leicester thinks of himsdf as a
scholar, but he dabbles in things he doesn't understand.” Jason snorted in disgust.

"Redly?" Seph touched the tdisman with his forefinger asif it might bite.

"Portds are used for illuson and soiritud travel. | use it to cast the unnoticegble charm. Dreams
are jugt a kind of brain chemidry. You're going to use this to step away from your body so you can
escape Leicester's enchantments. Il go over the charm with you until you get it right. Put the portal on
the table while you practice. We don't want any screwups.”

Seph hedlily set the piece down on the table, ressting the urge to wipe his hands on his jeans.

In terrenus sanctum. The charm was a kind of bastard Latin. It wasn't too difficult. He had
adways had afadlity with languages, anyway. It didn't take him long to master the incantation. He had to
sy it five times correctly before Jason was satisfied.

"What does it mean?' Seph asked.

"Into the sanctuary,” Jason replied. "The way | undersgand it, youre retregting into your
Weirstone. Where Leicester can't intrude. The taisman dlows you to go and return. Before you go, you
need to decide when you want to return. If you don't, well, you never come back. Okay, put it on under
your shirt,”" he said, gesturing toward the dyrne sefa.

Seph scooped the portd from the table and dropped the chain over his head. He shoved the
gone into the neckline of his swestshirt so it rested againg his chest. He expected it to be cold, but it fdt
wam and heavy againg his skin.

Jason pointed to the bed. "Now lie down here and tdl me how long you want to deep.”

"Do we have to do this now?" Seph assumed the position anyway.

"No worries" Jason whispered. "Trust me"

"An hour, then."

"An hour." Jason ran hisfinger over the runes on the dyrne sefa. "These can be read as numbers,



if you know how to read them. For example, thisisa one. You can choose one, two, three hours and so
on. | can doitinthe dark, but I don't recommend you try." He grinned. "Wizardry is a kind of anti-tech
thing. Meaning it's not that exact. But time passes quickly.

"Now say the charm. Y ou don't have to say it out loud.”

All right, Seph thought. Choose an hour and say the charm. He touched the stone circle as Jason
hed done, found the symbol for one hour, spoke the charm carefully, moving his lips but not spesking
doud.

Seph fdt as though he had plunged into an icy pool. The shock of it drove the bresth and blood
from his body. Then the cold was gone and he was light, very light, a vapor, an idea in the void, a
gimmer in the darkness. Free. He was conscious of a boundary, an enclosure, no more than a thickness
of the air.

He was aware of a spreading warmth, atingling in his extremities, inrushing sensation. He opened
his eyes to find Jason sprawled in the chair, headphones on, fingers steepled together, sudying him.

"It didn't work,” Seph said.

Jason laughed and pulled off the headphones. ™Y ou've been out for an hour. Check your watch.”

Seph did. It was &fter nine o'clock. He blinked, opened his mouth, closed it again.

Jason looked graified at Seph's reaction. "Not exactly like degping, but close enough. You get
some rest. Your mind is safe from Lelcester.”

"And you can do thisfor eght hours?'

"Or ten," Jason said. "Here, I'll show you." He pointed out the rdevant symbols on the portal.
"Only, best if no one finds you've checked out, since youll look like you're dead. So youll want to lock
up before you use the charm, and don't plan on degping too long."

Jason was right, Seph thought. Seeping without dreaming. It was amiracle. Only, he wouldn't be
sure until he tried it overnight. His hand found the stone, traced the shape of it under his sweetshirt. "Do
you have any more of these?' he asked, feding hopeful for the firg timein along while.

"Keep that one. | have something dse | can use. Jugt don't lose it. Like | said, they don't make
them anymore." He frowned, biting his lower lip. "Well need to build a glamour so Leicester's convinced
you'e ill dreaming.”

Seph sraghtened. "'l thought you didn't know much about wizardry.”

"My mother specidized inillusons, glamours, spiritudity, traveling around outside the body usng
tdismans Jason replied. "'l grew up on this suff. Unfortunately, she never taught me. much about how to
kill people." Seph looked up, startled, but Jason was staring down at his hands, and Seph couldn't see his
expression.

"What else can you teach me?' Seph asked.

Jason shrugged. "Like | told you, | don't know alot. I'l be glad to teach you what | know. But
you can't go showing off dl around the campus. Remember what | sad: as far as Leicester and everyone
eseis concerned, you need to stay scared and stay stupid.”

"No problem,” Seph replied.

Chapter Eight
Through the Portal

Jason spent an hour or more in Seph's room, prowling around, weaving his "glamour,” as he
cdled it. Firgt he blocked the cameras, then constructed a complicated multilayered charm, parts of it
triggered by the assault of the dream spell. When he was finished, Seph's room was a fortress againgt
prying eyes, and his dreams were his own.

Seph used the portd when he went to bed. He would lie down, choose the duration of his



absence, and spin out the charm in his head. Sometimes he woke up when the charm wore off, and lay
quidly in the dark. Sometimes he kept right on deegping. Jason warned him not to use the charm twice in
one night. "You know how sometimes you go to hit the snooze darm and hit the wrong button? If you
blow this one, youll never wake up.”

Whether it was the magic in the stone or the charm Jason taught him, or both, it worked. The
porta was the taisman that kept the dreams at bay and kept Gregory Leicester out of his head for as
long as the charm was in force. Sometimes the dreams came on toward morning, after his return.
Sometimes they caught him during the day. But the fact that he could deep peacefully for 9x or eght
hours, could keep the nightmares away when he chose, that made dl the difference. Before the encounter
in the library, Seph had fdt himsdf dissolving, as if he would eventudly cease to exis. Now he dowly
reassembled himsdlf, and his head was clearer than it had been since Thanksgiving.

Jason had a second stone pendant, hexagond in shape, and good for some of the same
purposes. He used the unncticeable charm to roam dl over campus, lurking, as he cdled it, while his
glamours convinced the school adminigrators he was holed up in his room. He spent much of histime in
the library, sudying the attack charms and sorceries Le cester had collected for the dumni.

Seph never knew when Jason would be waiting outside his door in the morning, or touch him on
the shoulder as he crossed the campus. "Unnoticegble is better then invisble™ Jason pointed out. "It acts
on the observer and not the observed. Ergo, unnoticeable doesn't leave footprints.”

And s0, the unnaticegble charm was the second charm Jason taught him, so they could sneak
back to his basement room. Jason cautioned Seph to speak the charm out of Sght of the ubiquitous
cameras. Seph was dready known to have a habit of waking in the woods. He would wak a distance
into the forest, in a different direction every time, speak the charm, and then wak back to the Alumni
House.

They generdly met in Jason's room where he kept notes and papers on his research as wel as
books of charms. Jason seemed dmog as hungry for companionship as Seph, snce he didnt go to
classes and didn't interact with either the dumni or the Anawelr. He lived life in the shadows—studying
wizardry as best he could out of books, and oying on Leicester and his coconspirators.

Seph had no interest in going to war againg anyone. He knew that once the digtractions of the
holidays were over, Leicester would turn his full atention back to Seph. Although he fet stronger after
only aweek of uninterrupted deep, he worried about his ahility to hide it from the headmaster.

Students trickled back during the last weekend of winter break. At the end of fdl term, Seph had
fdt himsdf diding into the abyss. Now he was eager to see Trevor, wondering if his friend had contacted
Soane's and what the response had been. Though he checked his room severd times, Trevor dill hadn't
arived by late Sunday night.

A message had gone out over the intranet that there would be a student assembly in the
auditorium of the art and musc building early in the morming on the firg day of the term. So Monday
morning, Seph knocked a Trevor's door just before eight o'clock to seeif he wanted to wak over to the
assembly together. Still no answer. Probably adready gone, afrad hell be late, Seph thought as he
dogged through the snow to the art building.

The auditorium was nearly ful when Seph arrived, so he sat in the back. The hdl reverberated
with voices grumbling about being back a school, exchanging stories about the winter holidays. Seph
nodded to Troy and Harrison, who were gtting toward the middle. Even Jason dipped into the room at
the last minute, taking a seat close to the door.

Gregory Leicester mounted the stage at the front and called for quiet. He looked out over the
sudents, asif mgpping the faces in the crowd. Seph thought the headmaster had picked him out before
he started speaking. He wondered if he'd noticed Jason in the back.

"Thismorning | mugt welcome you back to the Havens on a sad note. | regret to inform you that
welve lost one of our studentsin a tragic episode over winter break.”

Seph knew who it was before the words were spoken. He wanted to run from the room before
he heard, but it was asif he were bolted to his chair.

"Trevor Hill took his own life while he was home for the holidays" Leicester paused. "Trevor



was a boy with a great future ahead of him. He was a junior, an honor student, and a Havens success
gory. He was especidly known for his generogity of spirit, for his willingness to hdp others without
regard for hisown ssfety.” Leicester's gaze settled on Seph.

"We cannot know what was in his mind at the time of his death. But his passing represents a
greeat loss to the school and to dl of hismany friends. Let's dl observe a moment of slence in memory of
Trevor Hill."

A hush fdl over the auditorium. Some of the students closed their eyes; others stared at each
other, stunned. Seph dumped in his seat, eyes wide open, watching the man in the front of the room.

After a moment, Leicester spoke again. "We sent a flord arrangement on behdf of the faculty
and students. We aso have contact information for those who would like to send a card or letter to the
family. Thank you for coming." And then Leicester was gone out the side door.

Seph sat without moving as the rest of the students shuffled out. A series of disconnected scenes
ran through his head like an endlesdy repesting video. He hdf hoped he would wake up to find thet it
was dl a dream.

He recdled the lagt time he saw Trevor in his room, before he Ieft for the holidays Trevor
offering to contact Sloane's from his parents house, and Seph agreeing. Then Jason tdling him that dl the
sudent rooms were wired by the adminigration. Findly, the night at the amphitheater, pulling the gold
chan and pendant from the remains of the fire. Now Seph knew where he had seen it before.

He pushed himsdf up out of his seat and forced his way through the amdl knots of students who
dill lingered in the back of the auditorium, buzzing with scanda and voyeurigtic grief. He went outside and
headed for the adminigtration building at a trot, his boots crunching in the snow, his breath pluming in the
Clear arr.

He was jugt passing the Alumni House when someone reached out and grabbed his arm, pulling
himinto a doorway .

"Where do you think you're going?' It was Jason, of course—unnoticeable Jason.

"Leave me done" Seph tried to rip hisarm free.

"Where are you going?'

"To see Leicester.” Seph struck out at the air, but it seemed that Jason had more than his share of
ams and legs. It was like fighting an invighble octopus.

"No, you're not, and you'd better chill out or I'll spdll you."

Seph stopped sruggling.

"Now come downstairs where we can tak." Jason kept a tight grip on Seph's arm, maneuvering
himinto the sarwdll.

Once in his room, Jason remateridized. "St down,” he commanded. Seph subsided into a chair,
gauging the distance to the door, trying to figure out how he could get past Jason.

"Now tdl me" Jason said, planting himsdf in the way.

"Leicester killed Trevor Hill because he was gaing to try to reach my guardian. It's dl my fault."
Seph trembled with rage and remorse.

Jason tilted his head to one side. "Why would your headmaster kill someone for contacting your
guardian?'

"You of dl people should know why." Jason leaned forward and put both hands on Seph's
shoulders, his blue eyes blazing. "Y ou go into Leicester's office with a bunch of accusations, and the firg
thing he's gaing to think is, 'What's happened to Clueess? Who's he been taking to? Couldn't be Jason
Hdey, could it?"

Seph tried to look away, but Jason kept his grip on him. "And let's say you confront Leicester,
and you find out your theory is true? What exactly are you going to do about it?" Seph said nothing.
"Don't you see? Every piece of information you give imis a weapon. And there's nothing you can do to
him. Nothing." Jason released Seph and stepped back.

"You don't understand. Trevor tried to help me, and now he's dead.” Images came back to him:
Maids flesh disntegrating under his touch. Trevor's scorched amulet amid the ashes a the amphithester.

Jason dropped into a chair and closed his eyes. "If you're asking meif | think Leicester would do



it, I'd say yes, in a heartbeat. And for less of a reason, too. He'd do it because Trevor was your friend
and supported you while Leicester was trying to make you crazy." Jason shook himsdf, as if trying to
didodge a memory. "Haven't you wondered why | don't hang out with the other students? Don't you
think I'm tired of being done dl the time?'

He released a breath, a long, wounded sound. "It's because Leicester can get to you through
them. | talked Sam and Peter into going up againg him. Now Sam is dead, and Peter ..." His voice
trailed off.

"Youre scared of him."

"Youre damn right | am, and you should be, too. The Anawer are so damned fragile” He
gripped the arms of the chair asif holding himsdf in his sedt.

"Lagt oring | complained to my father about this place. | bitched so much he decided to
investigate. He cdled Dr. Leicester, asking questions, even came out for a vist, but didn't learn much.
Everyone here was happy except me, blah, blah, blah. Still, Dad promised he would tak to a couple of
psychotherapigts, figure out if what was going on here was legitimate. Within a month, and before he
could get very far with it, he died of a heart attack.”

"You think Leicester had something to do with it?"

Jason waved his hand impatiently. "Leicester has never taken any pains to deceive me about
what he is, because | dready knew too much when | got here. On the day my father died, Leicester
cdled me into his office, and told me when and how and where it would happen. Then he made me st
there until the call came”

"My God." Seph swalowed down the Sck that rosein his throat.

"He thought he'd found the way to break me. And it dmost did, because | knew it was my fault.”
Jason closed his eyes again, and Seph could see tears collecting at the corners. "If | hadn't been such a
jerk when my dad remarried, | wouldn't have ended up here. If | hadn't complained about it to my father,
hed be dive today."

"How can you think it was your fault?' Seph whispered. "Lecester isa monger.”

"If I don't get to blame mysdif, then you don't, ether. But | think you can see that if anyone has a
reason to go after Leicedter, it'sme”

"I didn't know," Seph said quietly. "How can you stand it?'

"I can stand it because | know [l find away to get Leicester and D'Orsay in the end. I'll do it or
die trying. I've stayed here because | need to learn enough to do it. And then I'll join up with someone
powerful enough and organized enough to hep me. Right now, that 1ooks like the Dragon, if | can find
him."

He looked up a Seph. "Lecester enjoys inflicing pain on people. I've been a source of
entertainment for him. He thinks hell have me in the end. He can take his time. I'm an orphan like you.
Nobody cares what happens to me.

"Jugt stay away from him. At least, you can tdl yoursdf you're not sure about Trevor, because
you arent. If you can't do anything about it, it's better not to know."

Jason unfolded from his chair and began pacing, a cat in the smdl cage of the room. He could
never stay ill for long. "If Trevor was killed because he was going to tak to your guardian, then
Leicester didn't want that to happen. | bet the whole story about them committing you is bogus, and
Lecester isworried about what might happen if you contact Sloan€'s. So maybe Soane's is your key to

getting out.”

With the death of Trevor Hill, the old guilt returned. Trevor had found a way to survive at the
Havens until Seph had come dong. Even though he was Anaweir, hed risked everything for Seph. Now
Seph's nightmares were mosily about Trevor.

Along with the quilt came a hatred for Leicester that smoked and smoldered under his
breastbone like a degp mine fire. He began wearing Trevor's pendant, dong with the portd stone and
Maids cross. Images of revenge dternated with dreams of escape.



Seph took his lead from Jason and kept his distance from the other students. Sometimes he ate
lunch with Troy, Harrison, James, and some of the others, but he never accepted ther invitations to play
racquethal, or tennis, or to go up to the movies in the auditorium. He spent his free time in his room,
reading, or roaming the campus by himsdf.

Seph did his best to project the image of one whose hold on redlity is tenuous. He let his
appearance go. His har grew long and curly for lack of cutting, and he rardly combed it. He dill
hdlucinated during the day, checking in and out without warning. Sometimes whole chunks of time went
missing.

He mumbled to himsdf in the hdlways, flinched away from phantoms, and sat through classes as
if in a trance. Some of the other sudents seemed to regard him as they might a fly caught in a dangerous
web. Get too close and you might become entangled yoursdlf. So they left him drictly alone.

On the other hand, the dumni continued to take an unwelcome interest in Seph. Now it seemed
that everywhere he went, Warren Barber turned up, offering hep with homework, music downloads, pills
and peppermint schnapps and potent South American weed that might settle Seph's nerves. Bruce Hays
and Aaron Hanlon invited him to eat with them in the dumni dining room, and to work out in the fitness
center in the basement. On Leicester's orders, no doubt.

Seph went, hoping to glean information that might prove useful. But the dumni were more
resstant to mind magic than the Anawer.

Now tha he knew the stakes in the game they were playing, Seph was extraordinarily careful
about usng magic in the open. He kept his distance from Lecester for fear the headmaster would see the
truth in his eyes. He and Jason spent as much time as possible in the dumni library. Jason tapped volumes
of notesinto atiny eectronic organizer, while Seph used his knowledge of Lain to decipher the Middle
English manuscripts.

They spent hours trying out incantations in the hidden corners of campus, moslly attack charms
and charms of protection and influence. As Seph became more sdlf-aware, he emitted fewer "sparks” as
Jason cdled them, thet is, unintentiond releases of power. When Seph noticed the magicd tenson
building up in his body, he found ways to use or disspate it.

Jason proved to be reckless, arisk taker when it came to magicd experiments. He would launch
powerful combinations of chams without a clear notion of the consequences. Sometimes Seph
wondered if he had a desth wish.

Seph tried to fit the concept of magic into mah and physcs: the tdleology that he had dways
taken asthe truth. As far as he could tel, physcad magic was most ussful in generating energy: light and
heat and air currents, the movement of molecules that were loosdly packed to begin with.

The other important role of magic was ininfluendng others. As Jason sad: the Anawer had little
protection againg wizards in that regard.

"Anawer women can't resst wizards" he said. "All that barely controlled power. They can sense
it, you know. The touch of a wizard drives women wild. That kind of direct physcd magic is cdled
persuasion” He grinned and laced his fingers behind his head. "It can get very complicated.” Jason
goparently thrived on those kinds of complications.

Seph thought of the way girls responded to his touch, the power that spilled from his fingers. He
hadn't used it inappropriately—had he?

He was more comfortable with spoken charms, because he could better control the outcome.
Seph loved the cadence of magicd language. He rolled the ancient charms off his tongue, conjuring
words from the ancient magi. Sometimes the words came from within, like a spring bubbling up from a
deeper pool. He had never been more convinced of the power of language, the legp from symboal to
redlity.

He noticed Jason watching him as he drew the spels off the page and spun them out, like
shimmering flamesin the air. "You redly have a gift, Seph,” Jason said once. "Y ou're more powerful than
Il ever be. If you could find a teacher, | bet you could blow Leicester away.”

Jason's drength lay in the area of glamours deceptive images and vigons that carried no
firepower, save ther ability to confuse, distract, Sartle, and scare. And that was enough. Sometimes, out



in the woods, Seph would wak into one of Jason Haey's fever dreams. HeEd encounter a gryphon
grazing on ferns or a satyr or a phoenix perched in the branches of an oak, or a great ship saling through
the trees crewed by impossibly beautiful mermaids.

Seph asked about Weirbooks.

"You have one somewhere," Jason said. "It was created by the Sorcerers Guild when you were
born, and it can't be destroyed. If you could find it, it would tdl you dl you want to know about your
family.

Jason showed Seph his own Weirbook. Jason's name was recorded on the last page, dong with
his parents and grandparents. The genedogy went back to the tenth century. He kept it locked up,
protected by a series of complicated charms. "You don't want your Weirbook to fdl into your enemies
hands. Then they have your higtory, and they know your weaknesses and strengths.”

Seph was fascinated by the idea that, somewhere out there, his higtory lay between the covers of
abook, if he could only lay his hands on it.

By the end of April, goring was vigting the Havens in frudrating fits and starts. The snow melted
away to patches where the heavy drifts had been, and daffodils glittered among the trees. Gregory
Leicester had vistors, dso. Rentd cars and cars with out-of-state plates appeared in the parking lot,
feeding what appeared to be a series of smdl meetings. One morning, Jason intercepted Seph on his way
to class, pulling himinto a sairwell.

"D'Orsay's here)" he whispered. "Gamemader of the Council. Let's go." Within seconds, they
were both unnoticeable, loping across the grounds, heading for the adminigtration building.

Thiswas a very private mesting, just Leicester and D'Orsay, held in Leicester's office on the third
floor, with Hays and Barber stationed in front of the door like bouncers a an exdusive club. Seph and
Jason had to wait in the hdlway for two hours until Martin Hall arrived with lunch. They managed to dip
through the doorway behind him when he rolled the cart in.

D'Orsay and Leicester sat at the table by the window, bodies rigid, faces stony, like a quarrding
couple interrupted midspat. Papers were spread out across the table and a notebook computer sat
between them.

Claude D'Orsay was atdl wizard with close-cropped gray har and custom-tailored clothes. He
wore a heavy gold chain around his neck, the emblem of hiswizardry office.

When the door closed behind Martin, Leicester hissed, "I can't believe the Dragon's that difficult
to find. He puts up new messages every day. Ligen to this" Leicester pulled his laptop toward him and
read from the screen. "'One wonders what games the Gamemadter is playing. Sources tdl the Dragon
that D'Orsay has scheduled a series of secret meetings leading up to the Interguild Conference. If you've
not received an invitation, | suggest you watch your back.' Where the hdl does he set his information?!

"Guesswork and speculation,” D'Orsay suggested, Spping & hiswine,

"Redly? He goes on to lig the dates, participants, and locations of three of the medtings”

"Let me seetha." D'Orsay turned the screen so it faced him. Then swore softly and pulled out a
cdl phone. He punched in a number and spoke into it, low and urgently. Jason nudged Seph with his
elbow.

When D'Orsay put the phone away, Leicester said, "We're running out of time, Claude. He's got
the Roses murdering each other in the streets. How long before they come after us? He knows were
medting outsde of the usud channds. Y ou promised you'd run imin to ground before the conference.”

"We dmog had himin London. WEelIl get him the next time. Nora Whitehead's working on it."

Leicester frowned. "Nora? Thisis too important to hand off to her. Why aren't you handing it
yoursdf?'

"I am handling it. Nora's working for me."

"She doesn't stland a chance, if it comes to a dud. If it's who we think it is, hell cut her to pieces
and then where will we be?' Leicester didn't seem to be as concerned about Nora as worried his quarry
might get away.

D'Orsay flicked imaginary lint off his trousers. "Don't be theetricd. I'm not planning on a dud.
There's no one we could send againg him, one on one”



"Doent the man have afamily? Someone we could use to draw him out of hiding?'

"I was told they were dl murdered back in the day,” D'Orsay said, frowning, as if this was most
inconvenient. "Apparently that's the source of his fanaticism. But we think we may have found a
vulnerability.”

"A vulnerability?' Leicester raised an eyebrow skepticdly. "What?'

D'Orsay glanced about, as if there might be spies behind the stonework. The outing of his
mesting had dearly rattled him. "Ah ... let's see what comes of it. We should know, fairly soon.”

"Farly soon?' Leicester rolled his eyes. "Weve spent years on this project. They're too close to
you as it stands. If they trace us back here ..."

D'Orsay's expresson morphed from disgppointed to annoyed. "Unlike you, | have other
respongbilities. While you're playing schoolmaster, I'm courting seven different sides, trying to keep this
whole scheme from unraveing. Keep in mind that there are advantages to having the Dragon at large.
When items disappear from the Hoard, he aways gets the blame.”

He stood and dropped his napkin on the table. "No one wants to catch the Dragon more than |
do. But just now | have to go and reschedule three meetings before our colleagues walk into atrap.”

The two wizards glared at each other, emitting fant showers of sparks.

"Il call you when the roster isfindized," D'Orsay said, suffing a sheef of papersinto a briefcase.

Seph and Jason managed to dide out after him when he went out the door.

Back in Jason's room, Jason fizzed with excitement and worry, pacing back and forth. "Did you
hear that? 'If you've not received your invitetion, watch your back." And did you hear D'Orsay? They
don't know who they'd send againgt him—he's that powerful. The Dragon's got this network of spies dl
over the world that he works congantly ..."

"Do you think they redly know who it is?' Seph asked. "They seemed pretty confident.”

"I've heard rumors.” Jason shrugged. "Seems to me the Dragon would be dead by now if they
did know."

"So Leicester's onling" Seph muttered to himsdf, sorting through a pile of CDs. "He must have a
wirdess network in his office, a lesst.”

"But they think they've got something on him," Jason leaned againg the doorframe. "l wish there
was some way to warn him."

Seph chose a CD and did it into the player. "If 1 could just get into Leicester's office, | bet |
could break into his sysem.”

"To warn the Dragon?"'

"No. To emal Soanes. So | can get out of here. And don't give me that look. | don't redly
want to get involved with the, um, wizard palitics, as you cdl it. You don't have enough information to
warn the Dragon, anyway. What are you going to say? 'Be careful, they're on your tral? Watch your
back?"

Jason wasn't redly ligening. "Maybeit is time to leave. Maybe | should get out and try and find
him. Tdl him about the mesting here, the dumni, and dl that. See what he makes of it." He tugged at his
earlobe. "Then again, | could hang around, see what dse | can find out. | wish | knew when this
Interguild Conference they're taking about is™

Seph fastened on the notion of leaving. "How would you ded with the wal?*

Jason grinned. "l think I've findly got that nalled. Barber's the architect, you know. | heard him
bragging about it when | was lurking in the dumni dining room. So | tossed his room and found some
books on the subject.”

"So how does it work?!

"It'sared, physcd wdl overlaid with confuson charms. So you can't stay focused enough to get
over or around it. I've put together some countercharms that should work."

"Should work," Seph said skepticdly. "Then let'stry it

Jason shook his head. "I don't want to tip Leicester off before I'm ready to leave"

"If you can leave, you should. Before something happens.”

"I redlly don't care what happensto me. Aslong as| get Leicester.”



In the end, Jason decided to say alittle longer to seeif he could gather more news to take to the
Dragon. But Leicester and D'Orsay didn't meet again.

A few weeks later, in mid-May, Seph brought his workout gear to the Alumni House one
evening, intending to meet Jason to go over some books they'd taken from the library. He ate dinner with
Martin and Peter, then waked through the common room and into the stairwell. He took a quick look
around, then spoke the unnoticesble charm. Just then, the door flew open behind him.

It was Warren Barber. He mugst have followed Seph out of the common room. He looked
around the landing, puzzled. Seph had just stepped through the door, and now he was gone. Seph
wondered if Barber had even heard him say the end of the charm.

Barber stood frozen for a moment, ligening, then loped down the stairs with Seph ghodting dong
behind him. When Barber reached the basement, he looked up and down the empty halway. Seph
dipped into the workout room. A moment later, when Barber opened the door, Seph had disabled the
charm and was adjugting the weights on the rowing machine. Fortunately, there was no one esein there.

"What are you doing in here?' Barber demanded, scanning the room, his pae brows drawn

together suspicioudy.

Seph locked the weights in place and looked up a Barber, lifing an eyebrow. "I'm ... um ...
working out?"

Barber leaned againg the doorframe and lit a cigarette. "Yeah? Wdl, it an't heping. You look
like a bag of bones.”

Seph shrugged. "It helps me deep.”

"I've got quff thet'll help you deep. What do you need?’

"No, thanks"

Barber blew out a stream of smoke. "What are you trying to prove?'

Seph stopped wrestling with the machine and turned and faced Barber. "I don't get it. Why does
it matter to you so much? Do you get a bonusif | link with Leicester?”

"More like, hell make us miserable until you do."

Careful. You don't know anything. "Why does he want this so much?' Seph asked. When
Barber rolled his eyes, he added, "No, redly. | want to know."

"You're just a blue-blood rich kid. Y ou think you can just decline Dr. Leicester's invitation like he
asked you to africking soiree. He won't take no for an answer. If he can't use you, hell destroy you."
Barber stubbed out his cigarette, turned on his hed, and walked ouit.

Seph waited hdf an hour. When he peered out into the corridor, there was no sgn of Barber or
anyone ese. He dipped down the hdlway to Jason's room.

"Sorry I'm late" Seph said after Jason shut the door behind him. "Barber dmogt caught me”" He
explained what had happened, as Jason cleared books and papers off a char so Seph could st.

"He believed you?" Jason asked, frowning. He pulled two cans of soda from the refrigerator and
handed one to Seph.

"I think so. | mean, he left a hdf hour ago.”

Jason started to say something ese, but then his head snapped up and the blood drained from his
face. "We're screwed!" He flung an am out toward Seph, cagting an unnoticesble spell. At the same
ingant, the door banged open, the bolt dropping to the tile with a hollow ping. Gregory Leicester stood in
the doorway.

"Dr. Leicester,” Jason said, dmost choking on the words. "l didn't hear you knock."

"Hedlo, Jason," the heedmaster said, his gaze drifting around the room, settling on the two cans of
soda dill Stting on the table, the piles of books and papers on the desk. He remained where he was,
filling the doorway, asif to prevent any attempt a escape.

Jason and Gregory Leicester faced each other. The ar shimmered with the tensgon between
them. Jason was deathly pale.

"Jason, what do you know about Joseph McCauley?' The voice was complex, full of fire and
ice, sorcery and menace.

Jason toyed with his earring, frowning, as if ruggling to remember. "He's the one you told me



about, right? He spent alot of timein this building over winter break. | think I've seen him in the workout
rooms."

"Weve been working with hm dl year, but we aren't making the kind of progress we would like.
He's hdlucinating. Ddusond. Dangeroudy symptomatic. But refuses our help. And now ther€'s been a
change in his behavior that makes me think perhaps he's been spending time with you." The voice was
gentle on the surface, but there was sted undernegth. "Do you remember our discusson about your
negative influence on the other boys?'

"I'm not supid.”

"I hope you haven't been filling his head with a lot of tak about conspiracies” Lecester
continued. "He's extremdy vulnerable right now.”

Jason stared at the floor. He didn't say anything.

"Have you forgotten the consequences we had talked about, both to you and to him?!

"I haven' forgotten," Jason replied, He looked up a Leicester in the eyes. "Bdieve me”

"Good," Leicester said softly. He took another look around the room. And then he was gone.

Seph breathed. "Thank God," he said, hdf aoud. He waited a count of five, then disabled the
charm. Jason did not look relieved. He dill sat on the edge of the bed, saring out a nothing. His face
was the color of putty, and he was shaking.

"Wil, that was too close" Seph sad.

Jason looked up as if startled out of his reverie. "That's wasn't close, Seph. That was dead on.”
He stood and went to his closet, rummeaged through it, and produced a backpack. He unzipped it and
spread it out on the bed.

"What are you doing?"

"I've got to get out of here”

"Wha?"

"He knew you were in the room, Seph. Barber mugt have gone to get him as soon as he Igft the
fitness center. All that suff about your ddicate condition—that was for your benefit." Jason shoved his
Weirbook into the daypack, followed by his organizer and notes from the library.

"How do you know?' Seph watched as his friend continued to pack. He took very litle a
photograph of awoman in a frame, a sweatshirt.

"Trus me. We've never had a conversation like that— ever." Jason zipped up the pack. "If you
hadn't been here, I'd probably be dead by now. He's not sure how much you know. He's hoping |
haven' ruined you. Asit is, theyll probably come for me tonight. They'll wait until you're back in your
room."

"Il stay here, then." Seph sat back in his chair.

Jason laughed. ™Y ou're redly something, you know that? Believe me, you don't want to do that.
Besides, I'm leaving.”

"Then I'm going with you."

Jason shook his head. "No. You're safer here than you would be with me. They may be waiting
for me, but they won't kill you as long as they think they can get to you. Make sure they keep thinking
thet."

Seph cast about for an dternative. "Weve been sudying attack magic for months. We can teke
himif we work together."

"Look, man, I'm flattered. Y ou're the one with the talent. I'm cagy as hdl, but I'm just not that
powerful. It'd be two againg sixteen, and they've been training for years. Leicester channds them,
somehow. There's no way we win. I'm not getting anyone else killed."

"I'd rather be dead than stay here”

Jason shook his head. "Ligten to me. Y ou're tough. You made it on your own for four months,
remember? | ill don't know how you did it. And now you have the dyrne sefal’ He paused. "L ook, if |
get out of here, I'l get you out. | promise. I'l contact Sloane's, whatever it takes."

Seph swdlowed hard. "I'm sorry, Jason. I'm the one who got you busted. Firgt Trevor, and now
you."



"Seph, I'm arad | haven't appropriately oriented you to your new role.”

"What do you mean?'

Jason grinned. "Wizards never say they're sorry—not about anything.” Jason embraced, then
released him quickly. "Whatever happens, it's been cool knowing you, Seph. Never think any different.”

Seph was speechless for a moment, his throat congested with grief. Then he said, "Where will
you go? How can | find you?'

"If you get out, look for the Dragon. If you can't get out, Il come after Leicester, sooner or
later." He pulled on his jacket, dung his pack across his back, spoke his charm, and was gone.

Chapter Nine
Desper ate M easur es

The normd cadence of life a the Havens continued after Jason's departure for everyone but
Seph. For most of the students, Jason had never existed so no one noticed his absence.

Days passed, and there was no word from Jason and no indication from Sloan€e's that he had
contacted them. Seph was increesngly worried. Had Jason even made it past the wal? There was no
due from Leicester or the dumni. They asked him no questions about Jason's disappearance, which
Seph took as a bad Sgn.

Seph continued to vidt the dumni library, but it was an empty gesture. There seemed to be no
future in it, no outlet for the magic he copied into his memory. Seph fdt more done than before. Jason
hed been hisfirg teacher of magic.

Hisonly teacher.

The weather continued to warm. Students clustered under the pavilions between classes, eagerly
exchanging summer plans. Frisbees soared over tiny patches of lavn and the school dress code was
chdlenged on a daly basis. Seph checked the mal regularly, hoping he might at least hear something
from Soane's about arrangements for summer. Then Gregory Leicester cdled Seph into his office one
afternoon after class.

Seph went rdluctantly. He assumed an audience with Leicester could not bring good news. He
was right.

The headmaster rose from his computer when Seph arrived. "Come in, Joseph,” he said. "St
down." He gestured toward the same table where they had sat the night of Seph's arrival. Seph perched
on the edge of the seat, bracing his pams on the aams as if ready to launch. Leicester sat down across
the table.

"Were concerned, Joseph,” he said. "I had hoped tha your continued deterioration might
convince you to cooperate, to submit to trestment.”

Seph fixed his gaze over Leicester's shoulder, looking out &t the horizon. "I don't need treatment.
| need training."

Lecester shook his head, asif this notion was preposterous. I cannot risk training a wizard who
is so totdly out of contral. It would be like handing a flamethrower to a child. You require limits and
close guidance in order to develop your powers safely.”

"Let me go, then. I'll find someone ds="

Lecester 9ghed. "l think it's time we change our approach. I'm going to ask your guardian to let
us keep you with us this summer. I'll have more free time, then, and you won't be in class. Well work on
your issues together, Joseph. Well do some intengve one-on-one therapy, some guided imagery. How
does that sound?'

Seph could imegine what kind of images Leicester would share with him. And with the wizard
present, he wouldn't be able to use the talisman.



No doubt Houghton would agree to Leicester's proposal. The lawyers would be glad they didn't
have to find a summer placement.

Unless Jason got to them fird. He cultivated that fading hope.

Two weeks before the end of the term, Seph decided he couldn't wait for Jason any longer, but
hed to try again to contact Soane's on his own. For that, hed need to break into Gregory Leicester's
office. If any computer on campus had unrestricted access to the outsde world, it would be his

Seph began monitoring the headmagter's movements. Leicester sometimes worked in his office
until late into the night. Fairly conagtently, however, he walked over to the dumni building for dinner
around eight. For severd nights running, Seph marked his departure from the admin, building, his arriva
a the Alumni House, the wak back to his office. He was dways gone for at least an hour, sometimes an
hour and a hdf. That would be long enough.

At his previous schools, Seph had been known as something of a hacker. He thought he could
probably break into the school's e-mail system, depending on the service provider, operaing system, and
levd of security. He might even be able to come in through the front door without bresking code, if
Lecester was doppy about passwords. Which he might be. This kind of attack might not be anticipated
a aplace like the Havens, where magic and wizardry were the wegpons of choice,

He chose a Sunday night in late May. Sitting at the end of the dock, facing to the side, he could
monitor activity at the admin, building. The office was illuminated and he could see Gregory Leicester a
his desk overlooking the harbor.

About 7:45, Leicester threw on a jacket and cut the lights in his office. Seph left the dock and
walked around to the front of the building, gpesking an unnoticegble charm when he reached the
shadows dong the side. Leicester exited through the front door, his boots crunching on the grave of the
parking lot. He was heading for the Alumni House.

Seph turned the corner and entered the admin building. Unnoticeable, he waked past the
cafeteria where students lingered over dessert and dimbed the steps to the third floor. Passing through
the darkened hdll, he tried the door to Leicester's office. It was unlocked. He ligtened for a long moment
and, hearing nathing, dipped indde and closed the door behind him.

Now he just wanted to bein and out as quickly as possible. He crossed to the computer and sat
inthe chair. He touched a key and the screen illuminated. Leicester had signed off but |eft the computer
on. gleicester was the user name.

Seph plugged his jump drive into the USB port and ran the script hed written earlier on the
computer in his room. It crunched away, trying passwords. While he waited, he searched the desk
drawers, which were nearly empty. He eyed the phone on the desk, but decided againg chancing an
outsgde cdl. Soane's would be closed at this hour, anyway. He was roating through the filing cabinets
when he heard the computer cyding through its startup routine. He wasin.

Seph opened the browser, then typed in the URL for a search-engine company that offered free
emal service. In afew minutes, he had set up a new account and user name. It wouldn't fool anyone if
he were caught, he redized. All Leicester would have to do was look at the mall's destination. But at
least it might prevent any bounce-back mail from going to the headmaster. He logged back in under his
new name, Dragon.

Hisfingers flew across the keys. He typed in Soane's gateway email address and accessed the
firm's online address book. He sdlected every persond e-mail box on the lig, Soane, Smythe, Houghton,
and dl the rest of the associates.

MR. HOUGHTON AND COLLEAGUES: | am being held prisoner here a the Havens School
inMaine. | was told that your firm had me legdly committed for menta hedlth trestment, but | have not
been dlowed to confirm that with you. Although | have written to you via the post numerous times, there
has been no response. | am not alowed telephone or e-mail access.

| have been subjected to severe emotiond abuse and mentd torture snce my arivd in
September, which | can no longer endure. If there is no response to this email within three days | will kill
mysdf. | am perfectly serious. JOSEPH MCCAULEY



BTW: Do not reply to this email. Do not cdl. Come in person and don't leave without seeing

He looked the email over and was satisfied. No lawyer could fal to respond to such a message.
He drew a shaky breath and hit the SEND button. A message came up. YOUR MESSAGE HAS
BEEN SENT. It was done.

He knew he should leave, but Leicester's mal program beckoned. Perhaps hed find some
mention of Jason, or the Dragon, or the other parties to the congpiracy Jason had described. He opened
themall program and scrolled down through the inbox. Here was something: RE: RECORDS FOUND
AT THE DRAGON'S LONDON HEADQUARTERS from D'Orsay.

Jugt then, Seph heard a door dam and footsteps gpproaching. The lights kindled in the outer
office. Heart pounding, he exited out of the mal program and signed off, leaving the desktop as he'd
found it. He jumped up and crossed to the door, flattening himsdf againg the wall next to it.

It was Leicester, of course, back from dinner. The headmaster tossed a folder onto his desk and
sat down at his workstation. Seph edged around the corner and out the door. He was hdfway across the
outer office when he remembered held left his jump drive plugged into the port of Leicester's computer.
He considered retrieving it later, but decided againg it. There was nothing to link it to Seph specificdly. It
would be lessrisky to leave it than to try and retrieve it, unnoticegble or not.

He walked through the suite of offices and down the stairs. A few minutes later he was on his
way back to his dorm, one shadow among many in the gloom under the trees.

It was alittle after 6 am. on Tuesday morning when they came for him. Seph was il in bed, but
he was a light deeper now, whenever he wasn't uang the portal, and he woke when he heard the key
turnin the lock. He had the deadbolt thrown, so it gave him time to make sure the portal sone was ingde
his shirt before the door flew open. It was Warren Barber and Bruce Hays.

Seph propped himsdf on his elbows. "What's going on?"

"Get up, Joseph,” Warren said. "You need to come with us”

"Am | late for something?" Seph looked from one to the other for a clue. They had thelr stone
faces on. He sivung hislegs around and put his feet on the floor. "Isit okay if | get dressed?”

They stepped back to dlow him to get out of bed and stood waiting while he pulled his jeans on
and found his shoes and yesterday's socks under his bed. Since they were wearing jackets, he pulled on
aswesatshirt. Something told him they wouldn't wait for him to brush his teeth. He ran a hand through his
ragged har and said, "Okay." They pushed him out the door ahead of them and descended the dairs,
Warren and Bruce on either sde, each gripping an arm. Once outside, they steered him toward the
adminigration building.

Seph decided to try again. "What's thisdl about?'

"I tried to warn you, Joseph,” Warren said.

It mugt be the email, Seph thought. Unless it was Jason. The criticd question was whether
Soane's had responded or not. It occurred to him that the day could bring ether a mgor improvement or
adramatic deterioration in his prospects.

There weren't many students on the campus at that hour, except for afew hardy souls headed for
the gym. The air was soft, the sky was pale, and the light was growing. A light mis lay on the harbor. It
was going to be abeautiful day. For someone.

Seph and his escorts entered the admin, building and climbed the open staircase to the third floor.
They took him directly to Gregory Leicester's office and pushed him forward.

Lecester was ganding at his magnificent window, his hands clasped behind him, watching the sun
come up over the water. John Hughes was seated at Leicester's PC, franticdly typing in commands.
Hughes was one of the dumni, a stocky man in his twenties with a receding hairline. He functioned as the
systems adminidrator for the school.

It was the email, then.



Warren cleared his throat nervoudy. "Here's Joseph.”

Lecester did not look back at them, but turned instead to Hughes. "Wdl?'

Hughes hdf turned around in his chair and shook his head. "A number of them have dready been
opened. They were sent out on Sunday night. No response.” He glanced at Seph, then looked away.

"l see" Lelcester dghed, and stared out to sea again for a moment, then turned to face the trio in
the doorway. " So, Joseph. It appears you have made a mistake.”

Seph remembered Jason's advice. Be stupid and be scared. He tried to play stupid. "Already?'
He lifted his shoulders dightly. "I just got out of bed.”

Lecester's hand came up and forward. The blow came so quickly, Seph had no time to react. A
figlike concusson of ar struck him full in the face and threw him back againg the door, his feet literdly
leaving the ground. His head dammed hard againg the doorframe before he did to the floor. Hisright eye
swam with tears and he tasted blood in his mouth where hislip was cut. He wiped his nose with the back
of his hand, and it came away covered in blood.

He looked up to see that Leicester hadn't moved from his position by the window. Warren and
Bruce had split off to either side, out of the target area.

Leicester thrugt his hand toward him again. The next blow caught Seph just under the ribcage,
throwing him back into the wal and driving dl the breath out of him. He rolled over, trying to scramble
out of the way, but the third hit im sguare in the back. Each fdt like a dedgehammer againg flesh and
bone. Seph doubled up on the floor, making as amdl a target as possible. After two more blows, he
wondered if Leicester intended to beat him to desth.

He sruggled to pull the air back into hislungs It hurt to breathe, and he suspected his ribs might
be broken. Leicester crossed the space between them and spoke to Seph on the floor from his terrible
height.

"Who do you think 1 am? A high school principd?' he spat the words out derisvely. "Did you
think you were going to get a bloody detention?* His voice grew louder with each sentence.

Despite the pain, Seph managed to push himsdf into a hdf-gtting postion, leaning agang the
wall. He shook his head, trying to clear it, flinging blood in asmdl arc. Hislip was sweling, and the entire
right Sde of his face fdt numb, which was probably a blessing. His legs tingled, and he wondered if his
soind cord had been bruised by the blow to his back. "Why can't you just let me go?" he whispered.

"No one leaves the Havens until I'm ready. Y ou should know that by now."

Seph knew he should just keep quiet, but he couldn't hdp himsdf. "Jason Haey left," he said.

"Ah, yes. Jason Hadey has indeed |&ft the Havens." Havens amiled. "Did you think I'd let him out
dive?'

It was one of those times when the body seems to act without the counsd or gpprova of the
conscious mind. Seph McCauley bunched his quivering legs under him and launched himsdf at Gregory
Lecester. He hit im hard, in the midsection. It was very much like hitting a concrete wall, but Seph was
ableto land at least two good punches before Leicester pinned his arms to his Sde with one massve am
and wrapped the other around his neck, cutting off his ar supply. He increased the pressure until black
spots appeared before Seph's eyes, then relaxed it enough to keep Seph from passing out completely.

As soon as Seph had enough ar to do so, he launched into one of the attack charms he and
Jason had memoarized in the library. But he was cut off mid sentence by blinding pain like a current that
flamed through his body and left him limp and trembling when it was findly over.

"Dont be afool,” sad Leicester.

But Seph was reckless with anger. "Youd better kill me" he gasped, "because if you dont, |
swear I'll kill you."

Leicester was spesking into his ear. "Why would | kill you, Joseph, when | have so many other
options?' He laughed softly. "You think you've had dreams? | can give you a nightmare that will last a
week. Why, | can give you a nightmare that will last the rest of your life. We cal it going insane,

"Now, the question is whether we need to keep you around in case someone responds to your
message. | think not. You won't be in any condition to tak to them anyway. You threatened to kill
yoursdlf, Joseph, and | think you're going to succeed. Youll cease to exig as fa as Soanes is



concerned. Think of it. Well have you dl to ourselves. A wizard's lifeime. No more paperwork, no
pesky correspondence going back and forth." He touched Seph's damaged face, running his thumb down
hischinline. "No need to keep you pretty in case someone coniesto cdl.”

Leicester tightened his grip and spoke a charm. The flames raked through Seph again, and he
screamed, dl of his muscles seizing with the pain of it. He couldn't say how long it went on, but Leicester
suddenly released his hold on him, and Seph dropped to the floor like arag doll, whimpering, desperately
suckingin air.

"At lagt, perhaps, you begin to understand. You see how restrained I've been. Now the gloves
come off. | won't make the same migtake | made with Jason. Y ou're going to beg for the chance to give
me what | want. | promise to take my time. Well learn so much, you and |, about your capabilities.
Y ouve been atough little bastard. Now well find out just how tough you are.”

Seph lay with his face againg the varnished hardwood, his breath coming in ragged gasps, his
heart pounding in his ears. His skin was dick with sweat, and he was shivering. He could think of only
one way out of his predicament. He had to find away to make Leicester kill him.

Gradudly, he became aware of a commoation in the outer suite of offices. Raised voices, like an
argument. Seph turned his head dightly so he could see. Leicester turned toward the door. Peter Conroy
dipped into the office and spoke, quigtly and urgently, to Leicester. Leicester listened, with his eyes on
Seph. He nodded, said afew words, and Conroy Ieft again.

Leicester lifted an upholstered chair like it weighed nothing and set it in front of the door. Then he
did his hands under Seph’'s arms and hauled him into it. Seph bit his lip to keep from crying out. He tried
to retreat into the chair, to curl himsdf around his many hurts like an injured animd. But the headmaster
gripped his chin hard and lifted his head so Seph had no choice but to look himin the eyes.

"It appears there's been a response to your message. Sloan€e's has sent someone to inquire after
you." Leicester dropped his hot hands onto Seph's shoulders. Power roared into him again, different from
before, power that drove the strength from his muscles and bones, leaving him totaly conscious but
hel pless—too weak to hold up his head. An immohilization charm. He couldn't speak or move amuscle.

Leicester arranged Seph's body in the chair, meking no attempt to be gentle. He raked Seph's
curls back out of his eyes and looked down at him, apparently satisfied. "Now you can ligen while | send
her avay." He paused. "And when | return, | promise | will make you wish you'd never been born." Then
he was gone, the three dumni following him.

So Soane's had sent a woman. Seph had hoped they would send someone he knew, Denis
Houghton, even. He didn't know any femde associates of the firm. Seph swallowed down his despair.
These wizards could outfox or overpower any lawyer. He didn't want to have to heer it.

The group outside must have moved closer to the door, or perhaps Leicester engineered it <o,
because suddenly the voices came through cearly. First a woman's voice. "We received his message a
our offices

Sunday night. I'm not leaving without talking to him."

"I'm afraid that won't be possible just now," Leicester replied.

"What do you mean?' the woman demanded.

"Joseph has disappeared. No one has seen him since supper last night. He Ift thisin his room.”
There was a brief dlence, asif the woman were reading something.

"This doesn't sound like him. How do you know he wrote it?'

"It wasin hisroom, Miss..."

"Downey," the woman said.

"Areyou ardative?' Leicester asked, like a coroner seeking the next of kin.

"l am the boy's legd guardian,” the woman said. "That's dl you need to know. | fal to understand
how you could lose my ward overnight.”

"One of the boatsismissing," Leicester said. "He might have taken it out last night.”

"I find that hard to believe," the woman replied. " Seph has never been fond of the ocean.”

There was something oddly compdlling about her voice. It was like a song that you can't let go
of. Seph was struck by the use of his private name, her confidencein her knowledge of him. She daimed



to be his guardian. But Denis Houghton was his guardian. Downey? He'd never even heard her name
before.

"Why haven't you caled the police?' she demanded. "Why didn't you cdl us before now?"

"Weve only just discovered he was missing,” Leicester said. "Were conducting a search
oursalves. It wasn't unusud for him to disgppear for hours a a time. He liked to wak done in the
woods." He was aready speaking in the past tense.

"Hrgt you imply he's gone boating in the dark, now you tdl me he's been waking in the woods dll
night. Do your students never stay in their beds?!

The woman was persistent, but it wouldn't matter. She couldn't force them to produce him if they
cdamed he was missng. And Seph knew he would never be found.

"Why don't you come down to the cafeteria and have some coffee” Leicester said. "The search
parties will be reporting back here. As soon as there's any news—"

"Seph said you wouldn't dlow him to cdl us. He said you were holding him prisoner here.”

Seph could dmost see Leicester shrugging his shoulders. "I don't know where he gets these
idess,”" the heedmaster said. "Frankly, Miss Downey, weve done our best to work with Joseph. You can
tdl by the note he left that he's unstable. In fact, welve come to believe that he's psychotic. Yet we were
told none of this when we admitted him."

"You make it sound like he's been a problem since September,” she said. Papers rustled. "l have
dl his progress reports here, and they suggest nothing of the kind."

Soon enough, the dance would be over. They would maneuver the woman out of the office and
down to the cafeteria. Then they could tuck him somewhere out of the way, and his chance would be
gone. He'd sacrificed so much, perhaps everything, to get Sloane's to send someone to rescue him.

| can't let her leave without seeing me, hetold himsdf. He tried to move, to twitch afinger, but
nothing happened. Frudtration built up in him, and then something else, more familiar. He focused his
atention on the door, concentrating, pushing energy into his extremities. And then it happened. A
cascade of blue flame erupted from his fingertips and blew down the door between the offices with a
bang like a gunshat.

There was a brief, sunned sllence. "What the bloody hdl was that?* the woman cried.

A clamor of voices erupted. Explanaions and protests. Someone appeared in the doorway.

She was amdl, with short, layered hair, like Slver and gold spun together. She wore a tailored
black suit with a very short skirt, and had amezingly long legs for such a smdl person. When she moved,
Seph found it impossble to look away. She seemed to shimmer, sending sparks in every direction. She
looked like no lawyer Seph had ever seen.

"Thank God," the woman said. He could tdl she recognized him immediatey. She shook off
Lecester and came toward him, the others trailing behind her like the tail of a comet. Warren and Bruce
blundered into each other in their eagerness to get near her.

It was an exquistdy awkward moment, the wizards, the woman, the briefly lost and suddenly
found Seph. For his part, Gregory Leicester looked like he might just murder Seph, right then and there,
regardless of witnesses and the representative from Sloan€e's.

The woman's eyes never left Seph's face. Now that she was closer, he could see that they were
deep-blue violet flecked with gold. "Dear God, what have they done to you?' Seph was desperate to
reply, but dl he could do was stare a her hdpledy.

Gregory Lecester found his voice. "We ... ah ... didnt want you to see him like this He's
heavily medicated. He's been uncontrollably sdf-destructive these past few days” Leicester looked
disconcerted, something Seph had never expected to see.

She was findly within arm's length of Seph, but now she looked back a Leicester for the first
time. "l see what you mean. He's given himsdf a bruta beating. Most unusud.”

She looked upset, distressed, angry, yet she was not making as much fuss over his appearance
as he might have expected. She's not shocked, he thought. Not even surprised. Like she knows what's
up. And with that came a fragment of hope.

"Hélo, Seph. I'm Linda Downey."



Seph kept garing at her, spinning out slent pleas. Find a way to get me out of here. And then
the tears washed over the great dam of his eyes and streaked down his face.

Linda Downey nodded, dmost imperceptibly, as if shed heard, and understood. She leaned in
and gave him a light kiss on his forehead and whispered, so only he could hear, "Courage, Seph.” Then
she turned back to Leicester and the others.

"Clearly, this placement has been nothing short of a disaster. I'm teking him back to see his
regular therapist. I'm hoping he won't require hospitdization.”

Therapist?

She gestured to Hays and Barber. ™Y ou two. Help me get himinto my car.”

They stepped forward obediently. But Leicester shook his head. "The boy stays here" he sad.
"Asyou can see, he'sin no condition to trave.”

The woman sighed and changed tactics. "Dr. Leicester, | think it's time we were frank with each
other. | do believe you dl are wizards and you have this boy under a spdl.”

She might as well have said the law firm of Soane, Houghton, and Smythe believed in fairies.
Seph squinted at her in disbelief. The dumni stirred and muttered, but Leicester seemed unimpressed.
"S0?" he said, letting the word drop between them like a gauntlet. He was meking it clear that what Linda
Downey knew, or didnt know, was irrdlevant.

She shook her head and regarded Leicester with alook of pity. "Do you have any idea who this
boy is?'

Lecester frowned, opened his mouth, and then closed it again, looking from Lindato Seph.

"Obvioudy, you don't." She put her fingertips under Seph's chin and tilted his face upward.
"Look a him! Look at his eyes, the shape of his nose.”

Lelcester studied Seph, but his scowl said he was dudess as before.

"I find it hard to believe you can't spot it" She cleared her throat. "Joseph McCauley is the
naturd child of one of your colleagues on the Council of Wizards. A delicate matter, as he is married to
someone other than the boy's mother.” She paused again. "His wife is a powerful wizard and has been
unforgiving of such transgressions in the past. The boy has been kept ignorant of his background, for fear
the story would come out. But Seph's father takes a strong interest in his welfare and upbringing. Seph is
hisonly son.”

She knows who my father is. Despite Leicester and the Alumni, despite his desperate Stuation,
despite everything, Seph waited breethlesdy for Linda Downey to say his name.

Lelcester seemed to be rummaging through some kind of mentd ligt. "Who isit?' he demanded.
"Tdl me. Who's his father?'

Linda said nothing.

"You don't mean ... Ravenstock?' The wizard's face trangtioned from incredulity to cunning
conviction. "It is, isnt it?"

She hesitated, then said, "It's redly none of your business. But youll find out soon enough if you
don't unbind the boy and let him go. His father flew into Portland yesterday. Y ou can imagine his reection
when | forwarded Seph's message. If | don't show up with his son in Portland by this afternoon, his father
will take this place apart, stone by stone, until he finds him. No excuse will be good enough to satisty him.
And you can be sure hell bring the matter to the Council next week."

Lecester clenched and unclenched his figs. "Why didnt Ravenstock come himsdf, if he's so
concerned?’

Ravenstock. Joseph Ravenstock. Hey, I'm Seph Ravenstock. Seph tried out the name in his
mind.

"Congdering his pogtion, he wishes to keep the maiter private. So he sent me as his
representative. If hed expected a problem, I'm sure he would have come himsdf.”

"How do | know you're tdling the truth?" Seph could tdl Leicester didn't want to believe her.

"I'm the boy's guardian. | can show you papers, if you like™" She dug in her briefcase, pulled out a
wad of papers and handed them to Leicester. He scanned them unhgppily and handed them back.

But Houghton's my guardian. Isn't he?



"Look," the woman said. "We're counting on your discretion. Seph's father doesn't care about
whatever itisyou're doing up here. But his tolerance does not extend to his own son. The boy has been
badly beaten, starved, and tortured. If this comes out, it would be naturd for the Council to assume that
you were targeting his son for a reason. A political reason.”

"And why should we dlow you to leave here, carrying taes?' Leicester asked. He took a step
toward her, reaching out to take her wrist. She stepped back, deftly avoiding his hand.

"I'm expected back with Joseph tonight,”" she said camly. "How would you propose to explain
our disappearance?’

Leicester looked bereft, like his birthday had been canceled. Clearly, he was trying to devise
some dterndive to letting Seph go. But it was dso obvious that the woman's threats had been effective.
He wouldn't want the Council involved, wouldn't want to draw any unnecessary atention to the Havens.
He had to weigh the potentia risk of rdeasing Seph againg the damage of certain exposure.

Hndly, he shrugged, not at dl graciousin defeat. "Very wdl. Wait in the outer office a moment. |
need to speak to Joseph in private.”

She didnt want to go. Seph could tdl. And he didnt want her to go, ether. But she went,
looking back over her shoulder asif it might be the last time she saw him.

Leicester pointed a Seph and muttered the countercharm. Seph stirred in his chair and tried
unsuccessfully to get to his feet. The headmaster grasped him by the front of his sweatshirt and dragged
him upright so their faces were inches apart.

"So, Joseph, you're going back to your father. | hope youll have a wonderful reunion. Just
remember one thing—if even a whisper of what's going on here reaches any member of the Council,
whether it's traceable back to you or not, | will make it my missoninlife to track down every member of
your miserable family and every friend you ever had down to the most ephemera romantic fling, and |
will kill them in the most excruciating way possible. And when I'm done with them, | will come after you,
and we will resume where we |eft off."

Seph looked back at him and said, "Can | go now?' And thought, You come after me and I'll
be ready next time.

Leicester let go of him and took a step back. Keeping his back straight, feding Leicester's hodtile
glare on the back of his neck, Seph limped into the outer office, where Linda Downey was walting.
Though he towered over her, she did her hand under his elbow to support him. Magic flowed into him,
powerful suff that made his head pin, though somehow different from what he was used to.

Leicester and the dumni had followed him out. He seemed to be trying to place Linda within his
scheme of things "l assume that you are Ravenstock’s latest ... lover?”

"Assgant," she said, seering Seph toward the door.

Seph looked back at Leicester, burning an image for later use. Somehow, I'll make you pay, he
thought. For Sam, whoever he was and might have been. For Trevor. And for Jason, most of dl.

He shuffled panfully to the door, with Lindas hand at his elbow, and then out the door and to the
dairs. They managed to navigate the stairs, and hobbled out the front door.

The BMW waited in the parking lot. Linda opened the passenger door for Seph, helped him in,
closed it behind him, and dimbed in behind the whed. Though she seemed cam, her hand was sheking
and it took two tries to fit the key into the ignition.

Seph pressed himsdf back into the seat. Linda Downey drove fast and aggressvely, ramming
through the gears, jouncing down the dirt road a a reckless speed, reminding Seph of each and every
injury. He looked over a her. There were spots of high color on her cheeks, and her eyes were
dternately reveded and conceded in the shifting light under the trees. This was his father's girlfriend?

Seph tried to get comfortable, Hill unable to believe that he was findly leaving the Havens. "So
we're heading for Portland?' He could hardly force the words between his swollen lips. His tongue
explored ajagged spot where a tooth had broken off.

She nodded. "It's the fastest way out of Maine. But firs we need to find you a doctor.” She
looked over a him, biting her lip. "The nearest hospitd is probably in Portland.”

Lindas scruting made Seph uncomfortable. “I'm dl right. Redly. It looks worse then it is 1'd



rather not have to answer any questions.”

"Seph, I'm so sorry. | had no idea what was going on." Her voice broke. "And when we received
your email, I ..."

"Who is Ravenstock?'

"Never mind him. He's no one you're related to."

He wasn't surprised, somehow, but he was a little disappointed. He erased Ravenstock from his
mentd file, the place where he kept the clues to who he was. "Weren't you teking a chance in there?!

"I didn't have much choice. | had to hope you looked like someone on the Council

"Thank you ... for coming ... whenyou did," he said. "They were going to kill me. Or worse."

She glanced over a him. "Why?'

"I think he likes it. Hurting people, | mean." Leicester's threat was fresh in his mind. He wasn't
going to say much until he found out who and what she was.

Linda cleared her throat. "'l don't redly know how much you know ... about the magicd guilds™
She looked draight ahead, asif embarrassed. Asif she were about to ddiver "The Tak."

"I know dl about it" he said, rechecking the rearview mirror for the fifteenth time. "Wair,
Anawerr, wizards and spdlls. If that's what you meen.”

Hed surprised her. "Who told you? Was it Leicester?

He shook his head. "My foster mother told me a little. The rest, | learned here” He thought of
Jason, and his breath came ragged when he drew it in. He closed his eyes, trying to remember how it had
fdt when held smashed into Leicester. Wishing held managed to get off a charm.

"Areyou sure you're dl right?'

"I'mfing" Seph said. "Perfect.” He looked sdeways at her. "So you're a wizard?'

She shook her head. "No. Enchanter.” She ddivered the word quickly, as if unsure of his
reaction.

An enchanter! Jason had been fascinated by enchanters, but said hed never met one. Seph
remembered something Jason had said, and before he could think, he had blurted it out. "Is it true an
enchanter can bewitch any wizard, no matter how powerful?* Then he clapped his mouth shut. Not a
guestion to be asking someone he'd just met.

"Wdl. | suppose that depends on the enchanter, and the wizard, and how careful he or she is
about being bewitched. Of course, as agenerd rule, wizards are more powerful than enchanters. But if |
come on awizard unawares ..." She let go of the whed and flexed her fingers like a cat unsheething its
claws

"But who are you? Do you redly work for Soanes?!

"No. They work for me. What | said in there was true. I'm your guardian.”

Something told him she wasn't being completdy honest. It was as if she were tranducent, and
every 0 often the light would shine through, illumingting her, reveding shards of the truth, like gold
dlittering in the sand.

"Did ... do you know my parents?' He wasn't sure what tense to use.

"I knew them. Years ago," she said.

Ancther lie. He sat up straighter. Linda Downey knew the truth about him, he was sure of it. He
would find away to get it from her, no matter how awful it was.

"If you're my guardian, how come I've never heard of you?'

"I became your guardian after your parents died. | ... | travel alot and | wanted something stable
for you. So Genevieve LeClerc agreed to foster you."

"But who were my parents?' Seph perssted. "What were thar names? Where did they live?
How did they die? Do | have other family?' It was a cascade of questions, the questions of a lifetime.

She ran her tongue over her lips. "Surdy Genevieve told you dl that. Your faher ... was a
software engineer. There was afire”

"Dont give methat fary tae. I'm just a made-up person. My hirth record is a fake. There is no
news story about afire. No Sociad Security death records. I'm not supid.”

"No one ever said you were" She kept her eyes on the road, asif it would be dangerous to look



a him. "Thetruthis, | can't tdl you what you want to know. So don't ask me any more.” Her tone was
sharp, her knuckles white againg the steering whedl. There was a brief, strained slence. Then she went
on.

"I placed you with Genevieve when you were a baby, because | knew she would take good care
of you. You liked it there, didn't you?' The question camein arush, a pleafor reassurance.

"I liked it there." Seph looked out the window. "I loved Genevieve."

"I guess | haven't done so wel the past two years. You see ... my nephew was in trouble, and
... wdl ... | got distracted. There€'s been alot going on. Houghton assured me that you were doing well.
Until he called me about the emall.” Her voice trailed away.

"Where are we headed, anyway?'

"A town caled Trinity. It'sin Ohio, on Lake Erie. A college town."

"Trinity, Ohio." Jason had mentioned that name. An image surfaced. Barns and slos. From the
forest primevd to the Midwestern farm. He tried not to make a face. It hurt to make aface.

Anywhere is better than where | came from, he told himsdf. Just then he wanted to burrow
into the Midwest, to pull the farmland of Ohio over himsdf like a blanket.

"Why Trinity?' he asked. "Is there another school there?"

"My sdter lives there. Plus, it was designated as a sanctuary after the tournament a Raven's
Ghyll."

Right. Jason had said something about a sanctuary, "in Ohio, of dl places™

"Why a sanctuary?'

"Therésalot going on," she said again, asif that explained anything.

"Are there any wizardsin Trinity?" he asked.

She nodded. "Yes, | know of at least two, and there are probably more. Why do you ask?'

"l need more training."

She nodded. "I suppose your lack of training is my fault. Genevieve was...was wonderful, but
not very gpproving of wizards" She nodded agan, as if confirming some unspoken thought. "Yes, |
imegine we can find someone in Trinity to train you."

"Good." He leaned back and closed his eyes, but he could il fed the pressure of her gaze.

"If you fed up to it, why don't you tdl me what happened a the Havens™

He kept his eyes closed. "I redly don't fed up to it.”

She fdl dlent. She had secrets, so did he. Gregory Leicester's threat lingered in the back of his
mind. It might be that the only person to tdl this story to would be the Dragon. Someone powerful
enough to put it to use.

Linda Downey had saved his life, and for that he was graeful. If she wanted more than that,
sheld have to earn histrust.

Late that evening, Gregory Leicester sat at the end of the dock, leaning againg the cold metd of
the boatlift. Not even the lovdiness of the soring evening could soothe him. He was drinking Courvoiser
agan, and more than usud.

The boy had made a fool of him. First held broken into his office and sent the emails. Then he
hed actudly dared to attack him. And held walked away with hardly a scratch. Not a good lesson for the
dumn who were there to seeit.

He consoled himsdf with the anticipation of the summer to come. There would be a meeting of
the Council the next week. He wondered if he could use the information about Ravenstock's bastard to
direct his vote on the condtitutiona issue.

Once the other students were gone, he'd need time to work with the dumni. In truth, he could do
without the distraction of trying to break the boy, and then train him. Even with the loss of his two latest
prospects, he had fifteen wizards linked to him. Tha should be plenty, assuming the Dragon and the
others could be kept in the dark alittle longer.

He swirled the amber liquid in his glass, feding better. The cdl phone at his belt buzzed and he



considered ignoring it. But the number had been given only to a chosen few. So he pulled it from its dlip.
"Leceder.”

It was Claude D'Orsay His voice was tight with excitement, unusud for the reserved Master of
the Games. "Y ou have a student by the name of Joseph McCauley.” It wasn't a question.

Joseph McCauley again. "What about hm?' Leicester drained hisglass

"I'm coming to Maine tomorrow. Confine im until | arrive.”

"Wha are you taking about?"

"Do you know who the boy is?"

Oh, that. Leicester snorted. "I heard about it today. Hes Jeremy Ravenstock's bastard.
Apparently, Ravenstock's trying to keep it a secret. Not very successtully, I'm afrad.”

"Ravenstock? Not unless Ravenstock is the Dragon, which is absurd. We both know the
Dragon's true identity. We think the boy's his son.”

For along moment, Leicester could say nothing at dl. "Are you sure?'

"We found his name in some files a the Dragon's hideout in London when we raided it a few
months ago. We searched dl of our databases, Socia Security records, and so on, but it took a while to
find him. The boy was born in Canada. The hirth certificate is a phony. His parents never existed.
Someone has gone to alat of trouble to hide who he redly is™

It had definitdy not been a good day for Gregory Leicester, and now the cognac was no longer
working. Joseph McCauley's face was before him again, and he saw the resemblance immediaidy. It
was unmigtekable. The imprint of the devil was dearly on his offspring. It confirmed both the father as the
Dragon and the son as his blood. "He's gone, Claude," he whispered, ungble to bdieve it himsdf.

"What do you mean, he's gone?"

"He l¢ft this morning. His guardian picked him up.”

"His guardian? Who?"

"A lawyer named Linda Downey. She said she was representing Ravenstock. The boy acted like
held never laid eyes on her before.”

"Linda Downey," D'Orsay repested. "l remember her. She was at the tournament last summer.
An enchanter.”

"An enchanter! "The glass shattered in Leicester's hand and he stared down at the blood that ran
across his pdm. It was suddenly clear to himwhy she had been so hard to resist.

D'Orsay was dill going on about Linda Downey. "She was unforgettable. Bewitching, redly. |
wonder what her connection is to the Dragon.” He was quiet for a moment. "So she charmed you into
gving up the boy?'

"Never mind how she did it. How was | supposed to know who he was?' But looking back, he
hed trouble remembering how she'd persuaded him to relinquish something he wanted to keep so badly.

So young. So powerful. So resstant to persuasion. He should have suspected from the beginning
that the boy was a spy. But why would the Dragon have risked his son in such a scheme when he had
gone to so much trouble to hide his identity?

"I think we can assume that by now the Dragon knows dl about the Havens" D'Orsay said.
"You're going to have to vacate."

"Il reinforce the perimeter. We were leaving soon, anyway. There€'s no reason to change our
plans. The boy declined to link to me, so he doesn't know much. And if we can find him, we can use im
to lure the Dragon out of hiding."

"Did they say where they were going?' D'Orsay asked.

"No." Probably not Portland, Maine. "Where is she from?'

"I don't know where she lives, but | could find out. She has some connection with the Sanctuary
that was established after that disaster at the tournament last spring. Some little town in the Midwest. It
might be a place to gart.”

"Let melook for them. I'll try to intercept them before they get into the Sanctuary.” Leicester had
his own, persond reasons for doing so. "I have video of Joseph, and | may have some dill pictures. I'll
e-mal them to you."



And s0 it was agreed.

Chapter Ten
The Werweb

Seph dternatdy watched the scenery and dozed in the brief, intensve catnaps that had become
his cusom at the Havens. He was like an animd for whom a moment of inattention could be the
difference between life and desath.

Linda watched him when she thought he wasn't looking.

They followed the long cirde of 1-95 around Boston before taking the turnpike west across
Massachusetts.

They stopped a one of the plazas on the turnpike where the restless traveling public can buy
whatever they need. He picked out two Toronto Maple Ledfs shirts and a Blue Jays sweatshirt, two
pars of sweatpants, underwear, and a toothbrush. The sum total of his possessons a the moment. He
changed his ruined shirt and carefully cleaned the blood from his face in the washroom, his skin ginging
from the nagty dispenser soap.

They left the highway at Stockbridge, Massachusetts, just across the border from New York.
Linda drove into the hills, high above the town to an inn she knew. They ate dinner in a amdl dining room
overlooking atumbling stream, and took two rooms under the name of O'Herron, because she happened
to have identification in that name. He didn't question that, nor did he bother to cal Denis Houghton to
verify Linda Downey's tory. There didn't seem to be any point.

Seph didnt use the portad stone when he dimbed between the sheets that night. He was
apprehendve, though, wondering if Gregory Leicester could 4ill reach out to him over the distance
between them. He dept restlessly, but his dreams were the naturd kind.

The next morning, they left before the sun rose, while the inn was il clothed in the shadows of
the mountains. They struck out across the state line into the long corridor of New York State, crossed
the Hudson, and joined the New Y ork Thruway near Albany.

Linda could tdl from the way Seph moved that he was giff and sore. He kept his elbows down,
close to hissdes, asif guarding his midsection. Hislip was cracked and swollen, and the entire right Sde
of his face was bruised. He didn't complain, though, and shook off Lindas questions.

Lindaliked being able to look over a him after so many years of watching him from a distance.
She studied the dark curls, which were longer than usud, and ungdled; the eyebrows that would be
heavy when he grew to be a man, the bones of his face as the light changed. He needed heding, she
knew, but she didn't know the remedy for whet alled him. She would ask Nick Snowbeard about it when
they reached Trinity.

She wondered how she could keep the gathering darkness away from him. The Sanctuary would
be safer than anywhere else, but it might aso bring him to the attention of those who had overlooked him
up to now.

Hadtings would know the news from the Wizard Council, but she would have to be careful with
him, what she asked and how she asked it.

Leander Hastings didn't need to know about Seph McCauley.

They left 1-90 west of Cleveland. By now it was after seven, and Seph's ssomach was reminding
him that they hadn't eaten lunch. Linda glanced over a him. "We're close" she said. "Do you want to



stop and eet, or walit till we get to town?”

Seph shrugged. "Let's just get there”

They were driving close to the lakeshore now. Seph saw sgns for wineries, bed and breskfasts,
and Trinity College. When they rounded a curve, he saw the town itsdf, across a amdl bay, like a scene
from a postcard. Quant storefronts and Victorian houses clustered dong the water, the stark white
steeples of churches rigng behind, a picturesque harbor and marina lined with boats. More sailboats
were anchored just offshore.

The town shimmered in the danting sunlight, as if there were an iridescent vell draped across it,
some peculiar trick of the light. The car dowed, and Seph glanced over a Linda She was frowning,
heed tilted, as if seeing something she didnt like. She removed her sunglasses and leaned forward,
squinting through the windshield, then took a quick Ieft at the next intersection and headed south.

"What's wrong?' Seph asked.

"I don't know."

They detoured south for a few miles, then cut west and back north so that they approached the
town from the south. They came over a ridge, perhaps an ancient shordine of the lake, and once agan,
the town lay gowing before them with the lake beyond. Indistinct, purple-pink, like a poorly printed
illugtration in a pulp magazine. Linda shook her head, muttering to hersdf, made a sudden right turn into
the parking lot of asmdl diner, and jerked to a stop.

"Let's eat here)" she said. "Go in and get us a table. Get whatever you want, and order me a
sdad. | need to make a phone cdl." She pulled out a cdl phone and waved him off.

Baffled, Seph went on into the restaurant. It was nealy empty, maybe because it was a
weeknight. The only employee in evidence was wiping off glasses behind the bar. He motioned Seph to a
back table, saring at his bruised face with frank curiosity, as if hoping his guest would pay for his dinner
with a story about his recent besting.

By the time Linda came in, the food had dready arrived. "Who'd you cdl?* he asked.

"My nephew. Jack," Linda explained. "He's going to meet us here. My sdter, Becka, is a lawyer.
She dso teaches literature at Trinity College. Jack's her son, alittle older than you.”

Seph shrugged, puzzled by the change in plans. "Okay."

"Hesawarrior,” Lindawent on. "One of the Weirlind."

Seph stopped chewing and looked up. Jason had said warriors were exceedingly rare. Like an
endangered species. "A warrior? Are you expecting trouble?”

Linda shrugged. "I don't know. | hope not. He might bring some other people aong.”

"What's wrong?' Seph asked.

"Theres a magicd barrier around the town—a Weirweb. | want to know how long it's been
there and who put it up.”

A Weirweb. A cold finger ran down his spine. Seph recaled the barrier around the Havens, with
its smudgy, iridescent appearance. The vl over Trinity was Smilar. Could it be a coincidence?

They finished their food, and Seph ordered a piece of gpple pie ala mode. He was dissecting i,
consuming it in a hundred smdl bites, when the door opened and three people waked in.

One was an old man, very thin, with a trimmed white beard and bright black eyes. He leaned on
adaf with an intricately carved bear's head on it. Although wizards couldn't reedily recognize their own
kind, he seemed to be a prototype.

He was unlike the other wizards Seph had met. There was something kind and reassuring about
hisface, in the laugh lines around his eyes.

The other two were about Seph's age. One was a tdl, ahletic-looking teenager with bright
red-gold har and blue eyes that reminded Seph of Lindas. He was dressed in jeans and a T-shirt that
revealed his broad chest and shoulders and muscular ams. He grinned when he spotted them in the
corner and crossed the space between the door and the table in afew long strides.

I've never seen a seventeen-year-old built like that, Seph thought. This must be Jack, the warrior.
He glanced down at himsdf, ashamed a how gaunt he looked.

"Aunt Linda" The red-haired boy put his hands on her shoulders, leaned down and kissed her



cheek.

The third member of the trio was a girl, dmost as tdl as the boy, though her har was chestnut
brown. There was a certain physica grace and confidence about them. Ther raw physca power seemed
to push everyone e<e to the periphery. If Jack's a warrior, Seph thought, then so is she.

"Hullo, Aunt Linda" The grl embraced Linda Downey dso, a litle more dhyly. Seph was
beginning to fed left out amid dl the meeting and greeting. But he fdt the wizard's eyes upon him, and in a
moment, the warriors noticed him too. Jack rocked back on his hedls, and the girl's right hand crept to
her bdlt asif she might find a weapon there.

Seph stood up. "I'm Seph,” he said, dicking out his hand to the wizard. Seph sensed
well-controlled but elaborate power behind the grip. He had the feding the old man dready knew exactly
who he was.

Linda nodded toward the wizard. "I'm sorry, Seph. This is Nicodemus Snowbeard,” she said.
"And my nephew, Jack Swift, and a friend, Ellen Stephenson.” She put her hand on Seph's shoulder.
"Thisis Seph McCauley." She didn't qudify himin any way.

Jack Swift, Seph thought. Where have | heard that name before?

"You never said he was awizard," Jack said, not bothering to hide his surprise. They were 4l
three looking curioudy at Seph's cut and swollen lip, his battered face. "Since when does a wizard need
sanctuary?' There was a degree of chdlenge behind the question.

Seph lifted his chin and looked Jack in the eyes. He was dmogt of a height with the warrior,
though Jack probably outweighed him by hdf. "Why? Y ou the gatekeeper?

"Jack, you of dl people should know it's not difficult to make enemies, no matter who you are,"”
Linda said quickly.

That wasiit. Jack Swift was the warrior who'd played in the famous tournament at Raven's Ghyll.
The rebe behind the change in the rules. And he was Linda Downey's nephew.

Seph remembered what sheld said in the car. My nephew was in trouble, and ... well ... 1 got
distracted. Seph studied Jack with new interest, like held suddenly discovered a celebrity Stting next to
hmin amovie theater.

The newcomers pulled more chairs around the table.

"How did you get through the barrier, Nicodemus?' Linda asked.

Snowbeard nodded at the two warriors. "Jack and Ellen brought their blades. They were able to
cut a path for us”

"And before we were through, we had company." Jack stretched his long legs into the aide
"Four wizards showed up, dl excited at firgt, but they lost interest when they saw who we were.”

"The wizards who put up the web can detect any disturbance in it. Rather like a spider waiting for
its prey,” Snowbeard said. "Whoever did it has ared tdent and an excess of power. It's incredible that it
went up thet fagt.”

"What did the wizards look like?' Seph pushed aside the remains of his pie, no longer interested.

"They were dl pretty young, maybe afew years older than us™ Blen said.

"They asked about an enchanter and a young wizard, matching your descriptions,” Jack added,
fixing Seph with a gaze that conceded nothing. "They were typicd wizards—arrogant and pushy—buit |
guess they decided they didn't want to get into it." The warrior flexed his hands and rested them on his
knees, asif he wouldn't have minded getting into it.

"They ordered us to leave the web done" Ellen added.

"How does a Weirweb work?" Seph asked.

The old man stroked his beard. "It's a soft barrier that selects for Weir, for people carying a
stone. Anaweir can pass through it without even noticing. For us, it's a very dicky trap. It will hold you
fadt if you touch any part of it. Given enough time, | could force an opening. But it's made to be resstant
to spdlcading.”

Barber had put up the wizard wall at the Havens. But how could they have tracked them here so
quickly? And why let him go, only to come after him here?

"The Weirweb is an interesing choice of weapons” Snowbeard said thoughtfully. "It was



commonly used in the wizard wars back in the sixteenth century. Wizards would trap Weir from the
opposing housesin the web and then pick them off at thair leisure, or take them prisoner. It's fine work. |
haven't seen anything likeit in several hundred years.”

Seph blinked at the wizard. How old could he be, anyway? Jason had said wizards lived dmost
forever, but Seph had thought he was exaggerating.

"Wadl," Snowbeard continued. "Were going to have to assume that someone wants to keep you
from reaching the sanctuary. Their use of the web suggests they want to take you dive. Otherwise they
would have st a different kind of trap.”

"So," Jack said, leening across the table, speaking directly to Seph. "Did you piss somebody off,
or what?'

"Will you rdax?" Hllen said, frowning a Jack. "Can't you see he's had a hard time?!

Seph shoved his chair back. "Hey, if we can't get in, I'll just go somewhere ese. | don't want to
inconvenience anyone."

Linda put her hand on his arm. "No. | want you in the sanctuary.” She glared around the table,
daring anyone to disagree.

"What's so specid about the sanctuary?' Seph asked

"Attack magic is not dlowed within its boundaries,” Snowbeard replied. He covered Lindas
hand with his, and murmured something to her. "Now, then. It will take some time to get through the
web, and | don't think we want to have to entertain four wizards while we are doing it. So | suggest we
Cregte a digraction.”

He leaned forward. "Well spread out. Jack and Ellen will cut a path through for Seph. They're
familiar with your car, Linda, yes? So you and | will create a diverson with the car. With any luck, they'll
come after us. By thetime they discover ther mistake, you're in." He paused. "Hopefully. At least it will
golit them up. | can create a rather spectacular diverson, if | do say so. I'm the mogt likdy to succeed
and come out dive, and if | don't, I'm nearly four hundred and ninety-two years old." He turned to Linda.
"Is there anything you would like to get from the car?’

Linda paid the check, and they walked out to the parking lot together. A black Subaru stood in a
secluded spot in back of the restaurant. Jack opened the trunk and lifted out two ornate swords, handing
one hiltfirs to Ellen.

The wespons illuminated the parking lot, bright sparks in the gathering dusk. Jack's was the
larger of the two, and it had a large red ruby set into the hilt. Jack handled it as though it weighed nothing.
He buckled on aleather harness with a scabbard that danted across his back.

Maybe those are magic pieces from the golden age of sorcery, like the dyrne sefa, Seph thought.

"Let's synchronize our watches. It's seven forty-five" Snowbeard said. "Linda and | will break
into the web at eight fifteen. Wait a few minutes, then cut through yoursalves.”

Snowbeard did behind the whed of the BMW, with Linda on the passenger side. Jack and Ellen
and Seph dimbed into the Subaru, laying the swords down between the sedts.

They drove in tandem, with Snowbeard leading the way dong country roads, turning as often as
necessary to keep close to the shimmering border. It seemed to stretch as far as the eye could see, even
arching over top of the town. It would be easy to walk into, if you weren't paying attention.

About amile to the west, Jack pulled wel off the road, into the edge of afidd. The three of them
cimbed out, Jack and Ellen carying ther swords. Snowbeard drove on, disgppearing over the next
ridge.

They'd chosen a spot where the barrier cut across a fied. A battered farmhouse crouched next
to the road, its pant gone gray with weeather. The foundation of the house was overgrown with wild
roses, sprays of red and white flowers with ydlow centers. In the pasture, cattle wandered back and
forth through the barrier, obliviousto it. The late day sun danted across the barnyard.

They dipped past the house, moving behind the barn where they would be less likdy to be seen
from the road. Here, between the barn and the fenced pasture, the grass was nearly knee-high and
conceded hidden hazards: rusty pieces of old farm machinery and piles of cow manure.

Up close, the barrier was revealed as an intricate network of nearly tranducent cords, as thick as



Seph's little finger. There was hardly an inch of space between them anywhere. There was something
mathematica about the pattern, like the spokes of a spiderweb. It had a kind of maevolent presence, as
if it were dive and watching them. He couldn't tdl how thick it was.

Jack paced up and down impatiently, svinging his sword like a scythe, dipping off the tops of
weeds. Seph and Bllen sat down in the grass and waited. Biting insects buzzed around their faces.

At 8:15, they queued up a the wall, Jack firs, then Ellen, followed by Seph. "Well only be able
to hack a narrow path,” Jack warned Seph. "This suff is tough to get through and it kind of fillsin behind.
S0 be careful not to touch any part of it."

In the distance, they heard a boom and saw flames fountaining into the air like a series of gigantic
Romen candles. The diverson had begun.

They'll be lucky if they don't draw the locd police, too, Seph thought.

Jack's blue-edged blade hit into the web, sending bits of cording flying. The net responded
immediatdy, shrinking back before them. A muttering arose from the Weirweb, like the sound of an
angry crowd. It grew until it became a great walling clamor.

Jack looked over his shoulder, meking a face. "Hard to take, isnt it?" He turned back to his
work. He flowed from stance to stance like a fencer, the sword a bright blur, Snging as the web keened.
The warrior's swordplay was poetry in flesh, dthough it wasn't long before his T-shirt was stuck to him,
and sweat poured down his face. Ellen followed behind, dearing loose tendrils and widening the path
behind Jack. They swapped places every few minutes. Seph watched to the rear, looking for any sgn of
pursLit.

They had cut a path about thirty feet into the net when it happened. One of the tendrils Jack had
broken whipped back, and Ellen sidestepped to avoid it. Her am brushed one of the loose tendrils &t the
sde of the path. The web reacted swiftly, throwing three new cords around her waist.

"Jeck!" She hacked &t the cords with her sword, but a line tangled around her legs, and she fdl.
More strands wrapped around her sword arm, seemingly attracted by her vidlent efforts to free hersdf.

"Will you hold 4ill?* Jack plunged into the growth around her, dicing away a the bonds that hed
her whole body prisoner. He used his blade like a surgeon, dicng through the web, miraculoudy never
drawing blood. Ellen sat stone 4ill, unflinching, though sweering creatively. But the net responded by
throwing out more cords. Jack had to be careful not to become entangled himsdf. He was making no
vishle progress. He yanked a blade out of a shegth at hisbelt and looked over a Seph. "Liden, are you
any good with a knife?'

Seph was no good with a knife at dl, but he accepted the blade and began hacking at the thick
tendrils, conscious of time passing, working as quickly as he could while trying to stay away from vitd
organs. All around them, the web seemed to be chuckling triumphantly.

After five minutes, Ellen was wrapped up as securdy as before. She looked up a Jack and
Seph. "Go on," she said. "Y ou've wasted too much time dreedy.”

"No," Jack said stubbornly, dashing at the cords a her waist. His hair was plastered down with
swedt.

“"Lindatold us to get Seph to the Sanctuary. Take him and come back for me. | can take care of
mysdf.”

"Right," Jack growled. "Againg wizards. When you're trussed up likea...."

"Whose fault is that? | mean, if you were alittle less dumsy with that sword of yours ..."

"Dont think you can make me mad enough to leave you here"

"I know these people,” Seph said, chopping at the cord that bound her ankles. "Were not leaving
you here."

"That's brilliant. Let's dl three get captured.” When they didn't respond, she added, "You know
I'mright.”

"Hne" Jack swiped at the swest that streamed down his face. "You come on!" he said to Seph.
"The sooner we get through, the sooner | can be back.” Jack pivoted away from Ellen and began hacking
away agan with a vengeance, sending tendrils flying. The keening wall started up again. They moved
forward rapidly. It was probably another twenty yards to the inner wal of the barrier and hdf a mile



beyond that to the edge of the town.

When they broke through, Seph turned and looked back at Ellen. She was dtting quietly, no
longer struggling. She scowled and waved him off when she saw him looking at her.

"Go back for her," Seph said. "Il go the rest of the way on my own.”

Jack shook his head. They would be in the open from the edge of the barrier to the dty limits
"Let'sgo." He started across thefidd a arun, hislong legs covering the distance in greet legping Strides.
Seph followed, determined to keep pace despite the complaints of his tortured muscles and bruised

body.

Once they passed the edge of the barrier, Bllen could no longer see Seph and Jack, or hear the
sounds of their progress, only the gloating whisper of the web around her. She tried to ignore it. She was
uncomfortable, but she kept Hill, because the web around her tightened every time she moved. A cow
passed through the barrier and stopped afew feet away, saring at her curioudy. The cow lifted her head
and looked back down the pathway. Ellen heard something, too. Someone was coming.

It was one of the four young wizards they'd encountered on their way out of town. He had
backcombed, white-blond hair, and a stubble of beard so pale as to be dmog tranducent. His eyes were
adiluted color, like whitewash spread too thin over blue.

He looked surprised to see Hllen, as though it was inconcaivable that she would disobey his
orders. "You agan. | told you not to touch this™ The tendrils making up the wal responded to his
presence like snakes to a charmer, curling over his shoulders and diding between his feet, murmuring
excitedly.

"l was judt trying to get back to town, and | got tangled up." Ellen assumed what she hoped was
ablank, stupid expression. She'd spent alifetime lying to wizards. Their arrogance made it alot easier.

"What's this?' The wizard gently freed Ellen's sword from the tangle of vines and examined it,
turning it to catch the light. He took a few practice swings, handing it like a golf club. "This is awesome.
Whered you get this?'

"I bought it off a deder.”

"Do you have any more pieces like this?'

Blen shook her head, weatching the wizard brandish the sword and wishing she could get her
hands on it.

"What are you, a sorcerer?"

"I don't know what you're talking about."

Thewizard rolled his eyes. "Right. What's your name?’

Not a good idea to give a wizard identifying information. "Nikki. With two k's and an i. What's
yours?'

"Warren Barber." He eyed her suspicioudy. "Look, sweetheart. | know something's going on.
Fires. Explosons. People running around with megical swords. Old men in sports cars.”

"It's been like this ever since they set up the Sanctuary. It attracts dl kinds of riff-reff. It used to
be anicelittle town." She looked up a him. "Now. Could you get me out of this web?'

Barber carefully set the sword down out of Ellen's reach, then began crooning charms, coaxing
the cords away from Ellen's body until her legs were freed. He left her hands securely tied. She extended
her bound wrigs. "What's with this?'

"I have a feding you know more than you're saying. | think with a little persuasion youll tdl me
whet it is" He smiled and extended his hands.

Blen knew wdl how painful a wizard's touch could be. So much for pesceful coexistence. She
bunched her legs under her and rammed her head into Barbers face, feding his nose crunch a the impact.
She landed, ralling, and gripped the sword hilt with her bound hands. Swinging the blade upright, she
thrugt it at the wizard's midsection, flames dancing eagerly at the tip. But he legped back out of range,
soinning additiond cords from his hands that snaked around her body, despite her efforts to cut them to
pieces. They condricted urtil she was totaly immobile, and then Barber yanked the sword from her



hands and et it aside.

He kndt and leaned over her, blood sreaming from his broken nose, pade face spotted purple
with rage. He wrapped his hot wizard hands around her throat and sgueezed. She twisted and turned
under his weight, but couldn't free hersdlf. Spots danced before her eyes, then coalesced into darkness.

Something thudded into them, and then the wizard's weight was gone and her arway was
miraculoudy open. Ellen sucked in great lungfuls of air until her vison cleared. She looked up to see Jack
and Barber drding like fighters being paid by the round.

"You dl right, Ellen?" Jack asked, without taking his eyes off Barber.

"I'm fing" she croaked, feding stupid, lying on the ground, tied up like a holiday ham. "Cut me
loose when you get a minute?!

Jack reached over his shoulder and drew his sword, Shadowdayer, with a ddicious hissng
sound. He stood with his feet spread apart alittle, the sword pointed at the wizard.

Barber took a step back, outsde of the immediae reach of the blade, and swept his hand
toward Jack. Flames sprayed at Jack's face, but he parried them with his sword.

Barber cast an immoahbilization charm, but before it was out of his mouth, Jack spoke the counter
spdl, gumbling over the words a bit. Barber licked hislips. "Y oure awizard?'

"Maybe" Jack stood in aready postion, his blue eyes hard and cold.

Barber feinted toward Jack, then launched a gout of flame a Ellen. Jack threw himsdf into the
peth of the attack, shoving Ellen asde. Tongues of flame engulfed his sword arm. Shadowdayer dipped
from his grasp, landing with a thud in the tdl grass. Swearing, Jack leaped after his blade, but Barber
spun out long cords that tangled in hislegs and wrapped themselves around his body.

Almogt lazily, Barber raised his hands to ddiver a killing blow. Suddenly a peculiar expression
spread across his face. He swayed, then toppled forward into the grass and lay 4ill.

Fndly free, Jack retrieved his sword and stood over the wizard, both hands wrapped around the
hilt, the tip of the blade pressed into the back of Barber's neck. But Barber was out cold.

Seph McCauley materidized before ther eyes, asif out of the ar, holding a large branch like a
basebdl bat. When he saw that Barber was truly down, he tossed the branch aside. "Best | could do,” he
sad apologeticaly. "I can't cast charms while I'm unnoticegble. Anyway, | don't know alot of magic.”

"Wil, obvioudy you've learned something,” Ellen said, extending her wrists so Jack could cut
them free.

"Not that I'm ungrateful, but what the hdl are you doing here?' Jack demanded of Seph. "I told
you to say where you were."

Seph swept his har out of his eyes. "Did you? | mustve misunderstood.” He nudged Barber with
hisfoot. No response. He looked around. "Hey, the wal's down."

Hlen looked up. The wal was disntegrating, dissolving into tattered wisps of mig.

" guess it needs some sort of conscious atention from Barber to keep it intact.” Seph shrugged.
"The other wizards will know he's down. Now would probably be a good time to get going.”

Reductantly, Jack lifted his blade away from Warren Barber's neck and shoved it back into his
badric. He was pae and sweating and obvioudy in pain. His forearm was blistered from wrigt to elbow
where Barber had flamed him.

"That arm looks bad,”" Ellen said. "Maybe Nick can take alook at it before your mom seesit.”

They began waking toward town, thistime crossing the fidds and orchards unimpeded.

Jack swiped sweat from his brow with the back of his good hand. "Who was that guy?' he asked
Seph.

"I went to school with him" Seph said. "At the Havens."

"Mud be a great place, the Havens," Jack said sarcadtically. He seemed to be in afoul temper,
probably not improved by the pain in his am. He glanced sideways a Seph. "I can't understand why
we're getting involved in afight between wizards."

"Weé're gaing to be involved, whether we like it or not,” Ellen said. "You know that."

Seph scowled. "I don't expect any of you to get involved. If | have my way, | won't impose on

you any longer.”



It was full dark by now. They began waking dong the highway toward the town center. They
had walked perhaps amile when they saw a car dow down and pull onto the shoulder. It was the black
Subaru, with Nick Snowbeard behind the whed and Linda next to him.

"Hey! "Jack said, pulling a set of car keys from his back pocket. "How'd you start my car?' he
demanded in mock amazement. "Do you even have a driver's license?'

"I 1 did, they would probably take it away after tonight,” Snowbeard replied.

They drove to apavilionin a park dong the lakefront and gathered around a battered picnic table
for the debriefing. Snowbeard kindled a wizard light in the center, casting a soft illumination over dl of the
participants.

Linda leaned forward and squinted across the table, then reached out and gently touched Jack's
hand. "What happened to your am?"

They told Snowbeard and Linda about the encounter with Warren Barber.

"Can you do anything for him, Nick?' Linda asked.

Snowbeard dudied the injury, then leaned toward Jack and gripped him a the wrig and
shoulder, careful not to touch the blistered area. Power rippled between the old wizard's hands, like a
cool stream flowing over Jack's skin. The blisters subsided, though the area was Hill angry red.

Jack released along breath and managed a grin. "Thanks, Nick. Thet feds alot better.”

"Less chance of infection now, Jack, but the area will be very tender for the next few days"
Snowbeard said. He looked at Ellen. "What about you, my dear?'

Hlen had a necklace of purpling bruises around her neck, but she brushed off Snowbeard's
question. Seph was getting the impresson that she was not the kind of person who enjoyed being
rescued.

Jack turned to Snowbeard. "What happened with the other wizards? Where's the Beamer?'

Snowbeard amiled, ralling his gaff between his hands. "I managed to bore quite a way into the
web with wizard flame and what-not. Then | set off some spectacular fireworks. When the wizards
arrived, we raced off in the car. They, of course, assumed it was Linda and Seph.

"They were young and quite enthusagtic. We led them on a merry chase, but we never actudly
made it into the Sanctuary. So | parked at the mdl out by the highway interchange. We went in and logt
oursalves among the shoppers. Your car's dill there”

"How'd you get back to town?" Ellen asked.

"We found a kind family willing to drive us" Snowbeard sad blandly. "We told them wed
missed the lagt bus™

"We thought we'd have trouble getting through the Weirweb, but it was dready down,” Linda
added.

"So," Seph sad. "What do you think is going on?"

Linda cleared her throat. "Lecester wants you back. For some reason. Barber is working for a
wizard named Gregory Leicester,” she explained to the others. "He was Seph's headmadter a a private
school upin Mane"" She did aglance at Seph and he looked away.

"Leicester is aso on the Council of Wizards," Snowbeard added thoughtfully.

"They can't be sure that Sephishere" Linda suggested.

"They've seen the Beamer," Hllen said. "And they've seen you."

"They haven't seen Seph, though,” Linda pointed out.

Snowbeard said, "It occurs to me that there's nothing to keep them from coming into town for a
look around. And, depending on how you read the Rules of Engagement, they might be able to find a
way to get you or Seph out of town by trickery or force as long as they don't use magic.”

"But | can use wizardry to defend mysdif, right? Assuming | can find someone to train me" Seph
shrugged.

"I can teach you," Snowbeard said, looking from Seph to Linda and back again. "Depending on
what you want to learn.”



"Great. Thank you." Seph turned to Jack. "Um ... where did you learn to use a sword like that?"

"My teacher was a wizard named Leander Hadtings" Jack replied. "He specidizes in training
warriors. He taught me how to fight."

Hastings. "Does he livein Trinity?" Seph asked.

"No." Linda answered for Jack.

"I'd love to learn how to fight like that,” Seph said.

Linda put a hand on hisarm. " Seph, you're not a warrior, you know."

"Mog wizards can get what they want without fighting anybody,” Jack said. He looked at his
watch and shoved back from the table. "I'd better get home. I've got exams tomorrow.”

"What are you two going to do?' Ellen asked.

"Well say a Jack's," Lindasaid.

"Shouldn't we cdll firg or something?' Seph looked from Linda to Jack.

Jack shook his head. "My mom's used to Aunt Linda showing up unexpectedly. If she didnt
show up unannounced, she'd never show up at dl."

"Don't worry, Seph," Linda said. "Béieve me, she won't have a problem.”

When they returned to the car, Jack did behind the whed this time, shoving the seat back to
accommodate hislong legs. Snowbeard sat next to him, and the others climbed in back.

"Snowbeard livesin an gpartment over Jack's garage,” Linda explained. "He's kind of a part-time
caretaker. He was Jack's wizardry teacher, too. He's been with Jack since he was a baby."

"If wizards don't need to learn how to fight, what does a warrior need with a wizardry teacher?”"
Seph asked.

"I guess you could say I'm kind of a mongrd,” Jack said, raling his eyes. "A wizard with a
warrior's stone. Or awarrior with awizard's body."

Another long story, apparently.

Jack and Bllen lived two doors apart on Jefferson, a brick street lined with tdl shade trees and
huge old homes set back on big, informa lawns. They dropped Ellen off first. The Subaru coasted to the
curb, and Ellen climbed out and retrieved her sword from the trunk. A shadow detached itsdf from the
darkness on the front porch of the house and came toward them.

"Hey, Will," Jack called. "Waiting up for Ellen?'

"Hey, Jack." Will leaned into the passenger window. "When | see Ellen charging out of the house
with a big amile on her face, carrying her sword, | know it means trouble" He was huilt like a football
player, maybe alineman. He had close-cropped dark hair and wore cutoffs and a tank top.

"Aunt Linda" Will had spotted her in the backseat. "I should've known. There must be sorcery
afoot!"

"Hi, Will," Linda said.

"Thisis Seph McCauley,” Linda went on, resting a hand on Seph's shoulder. "He's going to be
daying a Jack's thissummer." She sad it asif it were a done deal. "Seph, thisisWill Childers, afriend of
Jack's. I'm not redly his aunt. Jack's friends just cal me that. Ellen moved in with him and his parents last
year after Raven's Ghyll."

Okay, Seph thought. Maybe that's the way it is in amdl towns, everyone related to everyone
ese livingin each other's houses. Maybe Trinity is just one big commune. He would try to redax and go
with it.

"Good to meet you, Seph,” Will was saying. "See you tomorrow, Jack. I'll be by around seven.”
Will and Bllen walked back toward the house,

They drove past two more houses and pulled into a grave driveway. Cirding around to the back
of a hulking Victorian house, they jolted to a stop in front of an old, detached garage. Jack shut off the
ignition. Linda turned to Seph.

"Jack's mom—my sster—is Anaweir. She doesn't know anything about this wizard and warrior
business. Okay?"

Seph nodded. "Got it."

Jack retrieved his sword from the trunk. Snowbeard said good night and dowly mounted a



staircase to the second floor of the garage. A moment later, a light kindled in the upstairs window. Linda
and Seph followed Jack up the wooden steps to the back door of the house, diding between two
overgrown hydrangea bushes.

We must look pretty scary, Seph redized, suddenly self-conscious. Though hisarm looked much
better than it had, Jack was dl muddy and grass stained, and Seph looked like held been on the losng
gde of afight. His change of clothes was dill in the BMW.

A narrow back staircase ascended into darkness just ingde the back door. Jack put his finger to
his lips and disappeared up the steps, returning empty-handed and without the baldric. Then he called,
"Mom! Are you presentable? | brought guestsl”

"I'min the sudy," awoman replied. "Isit anyone | know?'

"Yes and no." Linda and Seph followed Jack into the kitchen. It was huge, with a ceramic tile
floor and a large fam-gtyle dining table. Takeout containers crowded the counter next to the sink,
unwashed dishes stacked next to them.

A tdl, strawberry-blond woman entered the room carrying a coffee mug. It was clear where
Jack got his coloring. She wore faded blue jeans and sturdy, hippie sanddls, a sweatshirt carrying the
dogan BREAD AND ROSES. Hers was the kind of beauty that pretty turns into: fresh-scrubbed and
graightforward.

"Hi, Becka," Linda said.

"Linda When did you get to town?" Becka embraced the enchanter, leaning down to ddiver a
quick, fierce hug. "How long can you stay?"

Linda looked over a Seph. "I'm not sure.”

"Why do | bother asking? That's dways your answer." She turned to Jack. "Jack, where have
you been? Y ou know you have exams tomorrow."

"Hewaswith me" Linda said. "Sorry."

Becka findly noticed Seph, Hill hestating in the kitchen doorway. "Oh!" she said, her hand flying
to her mouth as she took in the evidence of his recent beating. Then she amiled and came toward him,
extending her hands. "Hdlo. I'm Becka Downey."

"I'm Seph McCauley,” he said. "Pleased to meet you." He extended his hand, and she took it in
both of hers and hdd on to it for a minute. There was something reassuring about the gesture, asif she
were dready on hisside. And blessedly, she did not ask questions. About hisface, &t leest.

"Have you eaten?' Becka looked over her shoulder at the debris on the counter.

"Oh, yes, plenty,” Seph said, feding awkward again.

"Then I'll get you something to drink, a least. | have some soda down cdlar.”

"Il go with you," Linda offered. Both ssters disappeared down the gairs.

"You might as wdl gt down," Jack said wryly, pointing to the chairs gathered around the table.
Seph sat. Jack pulled four glasses down out of the cabinet and filled them with ice, then carried them
caefully to the table. He turned a chair around and straddled it, resting his ams on the back and gazing
a Seph. There was an awkward slence. "Isit just you and your mom?' Seph asked. Jack nodded. "My
dad livesin Boston. They're divorced. | think when they bought the house they thought they'd be here
forever." He rubbed his chin. "Where are you from?'

"Moadlly Toronto,” Seph said automaticaly. "But 1've moved around alot.” He was suddenly very
tired.

"Wha are you, ajunior?"

Seph nodded.

"Aunt Linda said your parents are dead?"

"Shedid." Seph ignored the implied question, which he couldn't answer, anyway. But fortunadly,
jugt at that moment, Becka and Linda emerged from the cdlar with bottles of old-fashioned root beer,
gligening with condensation. They lined them up on the counter and opened them. As Becka set a soda
infront of Seph, she amiled a him and rested a hand on his shoulder. Seph wondered what they'd been
taking about downgtairs. He didn't have to wait long to find out.

"Seph, Linda says you could use a place to stay this summer. Jack and | would love to have you



here. Itll give us an excuse to finish the walpapering in the third-floor room."

Seph fdt blood rush to hisface. "Redly, I—"

Becka plowed on undeterred. "Itll be great. Well get to see more of Linda, snce | know she
wants to spend some time with you. And Jack can introduce you to his friends”

Seph glanced a Jack, who probably knew better than to object. "I don't redly want to
impose...."

"If it would make you fed better, you can hep Nick with the walpapering. There's dways plenty
of work to do around here. Please say youll say.”

Wordless, Seph nodded. Jack's mother was hard to refuse.

"Thenit'sdl settled."” She amiled a Seph. "Why don't you bring in your things?'

Seph looked at Lindafor help. She jumped in quickly. "We don't have much, because we ... ah
... werein ahurry. Well get you some clothes tomorrow, Seph.”

"I bet some of Jack's old clothes will fit him," Becka suggested. "The ones from before that
growth spurt last year." She laughed. "We have clothes in three Szes updtairs. They're scarcely broken
in

They changed the subject. Linda asked about Beckas work, and people Seph had never heard
of. Their voices gradualy faded to a kind of buzzing sound. Seph opened his eyes to find everyone
daing a him. Hed actudly fdlen adeep a the table. "Sorry," he whispered, mortified. "It's not that
you're boring. Redlly."

They dl laughed. "Jack, why don't you show Seph updtairs and hep him make up his bed?’
Becka suggested. "And you need to get to bed dso. | hope you found time to study before your aunt
camne”

Jack carried his glass to the sink, then nodded toward the back saircase. They dimbed the
narrow stairway to alanding on the second floor. Jack scooped up an amload of sheets and towes from
alinen closet in the hall, and they ascended another flight of tairs to the third floor.

There were four rooms on the third floor, three of which were crammed floor to caling with old
furniture, filing cabinets, and boxes of books. The largest room was sparsely furnished with a double bed,
bookcase, and dresser. One and a hdf walls were papered in aWilliam Morris print. More rolls of paper
and awetting tray leaned againg the wdl. There was a bathroom off to one side. The bed was stripped,
and everything was covered with afine layer of dust. It was suffocatingly hot and Suffy.

"I planned to move up here if it ever got finished" Jack explained. "Maybe now itll findly
happen. | hope you're not dlergic to dust.” He dropped the linens on the bed and muscled one of the
windows open while Seph went to work on the other, which seemed to be painted shut. With the
windows open, a cool breeze carried in the soft sounds of the summer night.

Jack and Seph rolled back the comforter and laid the sheet over the pad. Seph worked quickly
and effidently, despite being hdf adeep. HE'd made a thousand beds in hislifetime.

"Look," he sad to Jack as he crafted a perfect corner. "I'm sorry about moving in on you like
this" He couldn't seem to remember that wizards never say they are sorry.

Jack finished up his Sde too, less expertly. "It's okay. Redly. | don't mean to be rude. | just need
to get used to the idea. | guess youd say I've had a lot of trouble with wizards"" He straightened and
looked across the bed at Seph. "So you and Aunt Linda have known each other for along time”" There
was a question hidden in the statement.

"I met her for the fird time yesterday,” Seph replied. "She said she's been my guardian for years,
but it was news to me"

Jack frowned. "Yeeh, wel..." hisvoice traled off. "I'm sure there's a good explanation.”

"I guess.” Seph shrugged. "Isit true you used to go out with Alicia Middleton™?”

"Wha?' Jack straightened, dmost bumping his head againg the ceiling.

"Nothing. | ran into her in Toronto isdl. She mentioned your name." He raised an eyebrow. "She
seemed like bad news to me”

Jack stared a Seph. Then shook his head. "L ook, | don't know what's going on, either. But I'll
tdl you this | had the year from hell two years ago. It started with Leesha and ended with the tournament



a Raven's Ghyll. Ellen was the only good thing that came out of it. That and the establishment of the
Sanctuary.”

He leaned on the bedframe, and the musdles stood out dong his ams. "This past year has been
nice and quit. In Trinity, at least. | don't know how long itll last, but | just hope you're not the one to
mess it up." He amiled, as if to take the edge off, but his blue eyes were cold and direct. "I'll get you
some shorts to deepin”

When Jack came back up the stairs with an armload of clothes, Seph was dready fast adeep on
top of the comforter.

Chapter Eleven
The Sanctuary

When Seph awoke, the sun was diding through the branches, dgppling everything in the room. It
took him a moment to remember where he was. It had been a long time since held dept so long or so
soundly. He was 4ill lying on top of the comforter.

A pile of clothes lay heaped at the foot of the bed. He found a toothbrush and towels and soap in
his bathroom, and it was obvious that someone had cleaned in there. He washed his face carefully. The
swdling in hislip had gone down, but the rest dill looked pretty bad, having gone from red and purple to
purple and yelow. What he redly wanted to do was take a long, hot bath. Instead, he tried on clothes
until he found a workable pair of jeans. He pulled on a T-shirt that said TRINITY SOCCER and waked
downdairs.

The house had emptied out while he was adeep. Dirty coffee cups and glasses sat in the gk,
boxes of cered on the counter, and a newspaper lay spread out on the table. He poured himsdf some
juice.

"Seph, isthat you?' Linda appeared in the doorway, barefoot, wearing jeans and a tank top. She
didn't look much older than Seph. "We're on the porch.”

Seph walked out onto the screened porch. The stone floor was cool under Seph's bare fedt.
Lindaand Nick Snowbeard were gtting in two wicker chairs. Linda had a mug of tea in front of her on
the glass table.

"Hi." Seph paused. He dill hadn't figured out what he should cdl Linda Downey. She noticed his
hestation.

"Why don't you cdl me Aunt Linda" she suggested. "Everybody else does. | guess I'm a pretty
good aunt,” she added, asif reassuring hersdf.

Seph st hisjuice on the table, and drew up a chair.

"Whereis everybody?' he asked.

"Jack’s a school. Becka's at the univergty.” Linda drew her feet up under her and settled the
mug of tea onto her lap. "So it's just us™

Seph took a gp of juice Hislips and tongue il fdt swollen and dumsy. "What did you tel your
gger about me?'

"I told her you were hiding from an abusive family. Your parents beat you, and | was unadle to
get you removed from the home, so | spirited you away.”

"lant that illegd?* Seth asked.

"Becka doesn't dways play by the rules. She has a soft heart for children in trouble. | knew she
would take you in."

"I findly get a family, and they beat me up." Seph looked a Linda out of the corner of his eye.
"Wadl. If I'm going to be here dl summer, I'd like to find some kind of part-time job."

She frowned. "If you need money, Il ..."



"I'm used to working. I'd like to earn my spending money, a least." Seph wanted a source of
income that didn't go through Linda Downey. That wouldnt involve questions and explanaions and
contacting Sloane's.

"Maybe he could work for Harold Fry," Nick suggested. "Jack's crewing for im this summer, so
he might need someone at dockside and in the office.

"Who's Harold Fry?" Seph asked.

"He runs fishing charters to the western basin of Lake Erie)" Nick explained. "He's one of my
chess partners. | could put in aword.”

"Could you? | don't know much about fishing, but I'm willing to learn. Thanks" Seph was
pleased the old wizard was willing to hdp him. He turned back to Linda and continued his gentle
interrogation. "So Jack was the warrior who fought in the famous tournament at Raven's Ghyll."

"It was Jack and Ellen Stephenson.”

"Jack and Ellen fought each other? Aren't those tournaments to the death?"

"W, they refusad to go dong with killing each other. Thet started it dl.” She smiled wryly at the
expression on Seph's face, then went on, "The Judges of the Fidd made the mistake of trying to amend
the rules during the tournament, the first time they'd been opened in nearly a thousand years. They didnt
redize that bresking the Covenant made them vulnerable. They were forced to make other changes as
wel. The old rules codified the rule of wizards over the Weir. Warriors, enchanters, and sorcerers may
be powerful reative to the Anaweir, but we have dways been a the mercy of wizards, treated as
playthings, gladiators, and daves.

"The new rules do away with the old hierarchy and require the participation of dl of the guildsin
decison making." She shrugged. "That's why there's so much turmail. No on€'s sure how to implement
that. There's consderable mistrust among the guilds. The other Weir aren't eager to St down in a room
with a bunch of wizards. They would be in fear of thelr lives”

"Not dl wizards are like that,” Seph pointed out.

Linda nodded. "Paticulaly here in America, families are mixed. Jack is a warrior; I'm an
enchanter. Leander Hadlings is a wizard; his sster was a warrior. There are many wizards like Hastings
who hate the old system. They would like to make the new system work."

Seph pushed his ceredl bowl away and settled back in the wicker chair. "How do Jack and Ellen
get dong now?'

"Oh, they fight dl the time. On and off the fidd." Linda laughed. "Warriorsin love."

Seph digested that for a moment, then decided to change the subject. He turned to Snowbeard.
"When can | art training? I've dready done alot of reading.” He thought of the library at the Havens, dl
those rows of ancient books.

Snowbeard's eyes flicked briefly to Linda. She nodded reluctantly.

"Is there a Weirbook we could use?' the wizard asked. Another exchange of meeningful glances
between Linda and Snowbeard.

He'sin on the secret, too, whatever it is.

"You could use Jack's," Linda suggested.

"Would a warrior's Weirbook do me any good?' Seph asked. Jason's wizard Weirbook had
induded pages of spdls and incantations. "Warriors don't use charms, do they?'

Linda studied her hands. "It's actudly a wizard's book. Remember, Jack was a wizard born
without a stone. A wizard implanted a warrior stone in him. That's why he can do some wizardry. Nick
taught him, too."

Seph shook his head. "I don't get it."

"Jack was dying, so | found him a doctor, a wizard named Jessamine Longbranch,” Linda said, a
little defensivey. "She tricked me and implanted the wrong stone, hoping it wouldnt kill him. She planned
to play Jack in the Gameif it worked out. That's how he ended up in the tournament last summer.”

Seph was beginning to understand Jack a little better. But just then he was in no mood to be
cooperétive.

"What if | want to use my own Weirbook?' The question was intentiondly abrupt. He held her



gaze, experimentdly flexing his mind a bit, exerting some pressure. She looked Startled, then angry, and
then pushed back fiercdly. She was a master of mind magic, no doubt about it.

"Dont try that with me" she snapped. "Youll have to work with what we have."

She knows where the book is, Seph thought. He was sure of it.

"We can gtart today, if you like" Snowbeard looked a Lindafor direction.

"Seph, why don't | show you around town alittle first. Then the three of us can get my car. You
and Nick can gtart after lunch. Can you wait that long?" she asked sarcadticaly.

"No problem,” said Seph. "I'll get my shoes." He carried his dishes into the kitchen.

"We should be back inan hour or s0." Lindadid her feet into her sandds and stood. "L et's go.”

It was a beautiful late spring day. Now that it was daylight, Seph could see that Jefferson Street
was lined with painted ladies lovely old Victorian houses in authentic colors, iced with gingerbreed,
lovingly restored. Many of them were flanked by gardens planted with old-fashioned flowers: peonies,
irises, bleeding hearts, and ddphinium. Blue and purple spires of lupine lined the walk of the house across
the street. There mugt have been money in this town a hundred years ago, he thought, to have founded a
neighborhood like this. It reminded him of Toronto's Cabbagetown.

Jack had |eft the Subaru for ther use. As they drove down the dtreet, Linda nodded to a man
with close-cropped white har and layers of dlver jewdry who was retrieving his paper from his
driveway. Across the street, an older woman with clouds of gray hair was working in her garden. She
wore loose trousers and a short, Orienta-looking jacket. She waved at Linda as if she recognized her,
but seemed to be studying Seph.

Seph twisted around to look at them after they had passed by.

"Do you know them?' he asked, turning forward again.

Linda nodded. "Mercedes Foster is a sorcerer and a weaver. Blase Highbourne is a seer and
glveramith. We have quite a compound on Jefferson Street. Wizards. Sorcerers. Seers. Warriors. There
are more Weir in town than ever before. The establishment of the Sanctuary has made Trinity atractive
to Anawizard Weir, the nonwizard guilds that used to be controlled by wizards"" She braked to dlow a
fat gray tabby cat to saunter across the street. "Trinity has adways been a refuge for artists and
counterculturists associated with the universty. So the Walr fit in quite wel.”

She showed him the high school, ardativdy new building at the western end of town. Because it
was exam week, groups of students hung out in the parking lot, talking or waiting for rides.

Seph thought of the Havens. School would be in session for another week, and then the Anaweir
would disperse to wherever they came from, leaving the wizards behind. He wondered what story, if any,
had been concocted to explain his disappearance.

The town center had a familiar, European look. It was anchored by a large town commons
surrounded by the nineteenth-century stone buildings of Trinity College. Smdl businesses crouched dong
the edges of the campus. art stores and bookshops, gdleries and restaurants. Linda explained that both
Blaise and Mercedes had shopsin the area. They parked in an angle space aong the green.

The ar was cool under the trees, and Seph's shoes were soon soaked from the dewy grass. A
crowd of people was gathered around a brick-and-stone pavilion at the center of the commons, focused
on an elaborate marble structure that extended above ther heads. Ther excited voices floated over the
lawn.

"It'sjust afountain,” Linda said, looking puzzled. "Kind of a Greek Revivd piece. | can't imegine
what everyoneis so interested in. Maybe somebody's giving a speech.” Curious, they changed directions
and headed for the fountain. They had nearly made it there when they were intercepted.

"Ms Downey?'

He was alarge, bulky man with sandy hair and a graying mustache, wearing a brown sport coat
that was worn a the elbows. The fabric strained across his shoulders and back.

"Ms. Downey," he repeated. "I thought that was you. | don't know if you remember me. Ross
Childers. My brother Bill's boy, Will, is good friends with your nephew, Jack. We ... uh ... met after
that episode at the high schoal last year."

Lindasmiled. "Of course. It's good to see you again, Sergeant.”



"Please. Cdl me Ross™

"Ross” She nodded.

"Here for a vist, | guess?' He squinted a Seph. "Good Lord! What happened to your face,
on?'

Seph had dmogt forgotten about his appearance, and the question caught him off guard. He
blinked at the officer, then said, "'l was hit by afast pitch.”

"Forgive me" Linda said hadtily. "I should introduce you. Seph, this is Ross Childers. He's a
sergeant with the Trinity police.”

"Detective now, actudly.” He stuffed his hands into his trouser pockets.

"A detective" she amended. "Rossis Will's unde. Remember, Jack's friend? Y ou met him when
we dropped Ellen off lagt night. Ross, thisis Seph McCauley. He's going to be daying a Beckas this
summer.”

"McCauley?'The detective frowned and glanced over his shoulder at the crowd around the
fountain, then back at Seph.

"What's going on over there?' Linda inquired, falowing his gaze.

"There was some vanddism there overnight,” Ross replied. "Kind of bizarre. Come take a look.”
To Seph's surprise, the detective dropped a hand on his shoulder and propelled him quickly toward the
fountain. Linda had to hurry to keep up.

The crowd parted sufficdently to let them through. Everyone seemed to know the police
detective, but they looked curioudy at Seph and Linda

The fountain was made of white marble, a collection of scenes of Greek mythology. At the center
of the pool stood a statue of Perseus holding doft the Medusa's head. The decapitated Medusa lay
crumpled a his feet, and dongside her lay another headless body, this one dressed in a Toronto Blue
Jays shirt and jeans. Blood was spattered everywhere over the white marble, draining from the body as
the water hit it. Blood sprayed out of the fountain and fdl into the bloody pool below with a soft sound,
likeran.

In case the point was missed, a messagein large, violent letters was scrawled in blood across the
back of the marble bench that ringed the fountain. McCauley.

Seph tried to take a step back from the carnage but Ross Childerss am was holding him in
place.

"Kind of a mess, wouldn't you say?' The detective studied him shrewdly.

"Do ... do you know who it is?* Somehow, Seph managed to choke the words out.

Ross let hm dangle a minute longer, then said, "It's a mannequin. They dressed it up and
chopped its head off. Then they killed some kind of an animd, a pig we think, let the blood drip into the
fountain. Pretty sick." He paused. "You 9gn your work, Seph?!

"I never took you for anidiot, Detective, but | guess | was wrong,” Linda snapped.

Ross nodded grudgingly. "Okay. If I'm any judge, thiswas a complete surprise to him." He blew
out his breath asif unhappy with this assgnment. "But that doesn't mean he can't hdp us find who did it.
He comes to town, and suddenly ther€'s a crazy sunt in the park with his name on it. Must be someone
he knows." He moved to one side, in hopes of addressing Seph directly, but Linda sidestepped into his
path, so he had to speak over her head. "Blue Jays. That your team, Seph?" Seph just stared down at his
hands. "Y ou know anyone who might do something like this? Y ou ever play around with black magic?'

"I'm Catholic,” Seph replied in awhisper. "l don't do thet."

Linda glanced a Seph, changed tactics. "Look. Those are Seph's clothes. We left my car a
West Market Mdl last night while Nick and Jack and | were showing Seph around. The clothes were in
there. We planned to go back and get the car today.

"Someone mugt have broken in and taken them. How would we know who it was? Seph just
came from school in New England. He's never been here before, and he doesn't know anyone around
here, right?" She looked at Seph, and he nodded. He was more than happy to let her make up a Sory.

Ross massaged his temples. "Maybe the three of us should go take a look a the car,” he
suggested.



Linda shook her head. "You and | can go. I'm taking Seph back home."

"I sad | was sorry, didn't 1?7 He looked sorry, too. "Ligen, I'll pick you up a Beckas around
two."

Seph didn't have much to say on the way back to Jefferson Street. Anything, in fact.

"What isit?' Linda sad findly.

Seph cleared his throat. He didnt mean to sound ungrateful. After dl, Linda Downey hed
rescued him from the Havens only two days before. "I thought this was a sanctuary.”

Lindalooked over a him. "It is. Thisis the safest place for you."

"Then why don't | fed safe?" Seph fingered the dyrne sefa and rested his forehead againg the
dde window. "They were dready waiting for us when we got here. They went after Ellen. Then this. It
doesn't make sense. Leicester let me go, didn't he? Or did you just put a spdl on him, and now it's worn
off?'

"Think about it. Why do you think they tried to keep you from reaching Trinity? As long as the
rules arein force, he can't redly attack you here. Unfortunately, the rules don't forbid them from trying to
scare you to deeth.”

The other posshility was that Gregory Leicester was reinforang his warning to Seph to say
nothing about his experiences at the Havens.

"Wl they know exactly where | am. | don't like waiting around to be ambushed. Maybe |
should just go. Find me a summer camp in Canada, maybe. I'm used to being on my own."

"That's just what they're hoping youll do. Promise me youll stay in town."

Seph shrugged. He wasn't meking any promises. But he did need training in wizardry, and right
now, Nick Snowbeard was his only option.

It was dmaost one by the time they pulled in next to the garage.

Snowbeard was waiting for them on the porch. Linda told the old man about the bizarre display
a the fountain. He asked a few careful questions, but offered little comment. Linda went upgtairs and
returned with a leather-bound book.

"Thisis Jack's Weirbook," she explained, opening it to the last page and pointing to his name
inscribed at the end of afamily tree. She handed it to Seph. He scanned the genealogy, and then quickly
turned to the section on spdls and incantations.

There was a knock a the front door. Linda stood up and picked up her purse. "Ross Childers
and | are going to pick up the car and probably go back to the police gation to make a report. That
should give you two time for your lesson.” And then she was gone, out of the deep shade of the porch
and into the bright sunlight.

Seph thought Snowbeard might ask for a demondtration of what wizardry he aready knew, but
he didn't. Instead, the old wizard steepled his fingers together and spoke in a soft voice, quite formally.
"You may cdl me Nick. Shdl | cal you Seph?' Seph nodded. "Let's start a the beginning, Seph, and lay
the foundation. You may know some of this dready, but it bears repeating. This is not the kind of
education that should come to you piecemed, asit has”

He paused a moment, as if sorting through amyriad of mentd files. "Wizards can cal upon magic
inthree ways corporedl, through the body, incorporeal, through the mind, and langue d'charme, through
words of power, incantations.

"Wizards have long dominated the other magicd guilds, by virtue of a covenant forced on them
by deception a Raven's Ghyll in Britain centuries ago. With the exception of wizards, each guild operates
ina selective reelm of magic, and each is supreme in its own realm. For example, warriors like Jack and
Blen dominate in the physica, corporeal world of warfare. Ther magic depends on physica proximity
and gtrength. There is no mind megic about it. In a far, physca fight, a warrior will overcome a wizard
evay time" He amiled ruefully. "Naturdly, a wizard wouldn't confront a warrior in a far fight. We have
other ways to dominate.

"Enchanters like Linda specidize in magic of the mind and emotions. Again, they are supreme in
ther own ream. Even wizards have difficulty ressting an enchanter, and the Anawer are paticulaly
vulnerable to them.



"Sorcerers specidize in materia magic. They create tools, compounds, materids that can do
magicd tasks, or enhance the magic of others. They used to be much more powerful than they are now.
Many secrets of the sorcerers have been lost over time. That is why taismans of ancient times are so
highly prized."

Seph was acutely aware of the weight of the dyrne sefa under his shirt.

"Seers are probably the least powerful of the Welr. They see the future, but often cannot interpret
their visons in time to do any good. Some of them use tdismans—mirrors, crystds, and the like—to
focus and concentrate their power, to make it more effective, their visons easier to read.

"If awizard comes after you, he may use any of the three realms. For example, he may use mind
meagic to influence you to do something foolish. It's a subtle trick in the hands of wizards, most effective
on the Anaweir. Or he may use physical power. Wizards can inflict pain with a touch.”

Seph lifted his hand to his face, thinking of Gregory Leicester.

"You can be trained to resist a physicd attack, and you are powerful enough to do it, | believe.
That leaves the use of charms. You told me you had received some training in that regard.” The wizard
rased his eyebrows.

And so Seph went through his meager repertory, demongrating those charms he knew he could
perform flawlesdy—amadl, rough magics that could be practiced in a dormitory room.

Nick nodded in approva when he was done. "There are two components to a wizard's power
when it comes to charms: the gtrength of the stone he carries and the power of the articulated word.
Have you had any training in countercharms?"

Seph shook his head.

"Then well gart with that. A wizard's charm islike any other weapon. You mugt be dert for it at
dl times. And when the attack comes, you need to counter it before he draws blood, so to speak. If he
completes it, it may be too lae” Nick marked a few passages in the Weirbook. "Spend some time
sudying those charms. Well review the charms and the countercharms tomorrow.”

"You mean we're done?”!

Nick smiled. "It's nearly five o'clock. I'm surprised Jack isn't home dready.”

"I have a quedtion.” Seph had been ledfing through Jack's Weirbook, and it ill lay open on his
lap.

"What isit?'

"Everyone says the same things about wizards. We take advantage of the Anaweir. We treat the
other guildslike dirt. We're aways plotting against each other. What | want to know is is it some kind of
inborn trait? If it is, why aren't you like that? | had afriend at school, and he wasnt like thet ether.”

Nick sat back in his char and thought a moment. "The problem with wizards is that ther power
manifests while they are dill young. Young people shouldnt have so much power, because they lack
wisdom and discipline. They grow up spoiled, used to having their own way." He paused. "You can
compare wizards to wine. The best qudity wines are harsh and strong when they are young. But good
winesimprove with age. A poor quality wine never improves. Sometimes it gets worse. Wizards are the
same”" He leaned forward. "Sometimes | think it would be better if dl wizards were raised as you were,
by Anawelr, ignorant of their powers until they are grown. They might be more tolerant of others.”

There are drawbacks to that, Seph thought. The Anawelr are not dways tolerant of wizards.

Somehow it was easy to tadk to Nick. He was like the earth, wise and ancient and
nonjudgmentd.

"Do you know Gregory Leicester?' Seph asked. He looked down at the Weirbook to avoid the
old wizard's eyes.

Nick nodded. "I know him. He's one who hasn't improved with age. But he's very powerful.”

"He murdered two of my friends. It was my fault," Seph added, recaling his months of torture at
Leicester's hands, Trevor's desth, and the find capstone tragedy of Jason.

"Why do you think it was your fault?" Nick asked gently.

"They were trying to hdp me. If it hadn't been for me, they would il be dive”

"Perhaps that was their choice, not yours."



"They didnt choose to be murdered.” Seph traced the names in Jack's genedogy with his
forefinger, envious of hislinks to family.

Nick studied him. "And now you meen to take revenge on Dr. Leicester.”

Seph didn't respond, but embedded himsdf deeper into the chair.

"A highrisk enterprise, cartanly.” Nick smoothed down his mustache with his thumb and
forefinger. To Seph's surprise, the old wizard appeared to take him serioudy, but he didn't lecture him or
try to talk him out of it.

"What about the Dragon? Do you know where to find him?' Seth asked.

"A risky admission to make, these days," Nick said.

Seph noticed he didn't redly answer the question. "'l have information that might be hdpful to
him."

Nick cleared histhroat. "Perhaps you should think of the Dragon as more of an icon representing
amovement then as an individud.”

"Hre I'd like to talk to the icon who's been ripping off megical weapons from the Roses, fresing
members of the underguilds, and pogting Leicester's secrets on the Internet.”

Jugt then they heard a door dam esawhere in the house, and someone's noisy progress through
the kitchen. "Helo?' came the familiar voice. It was Jack.

"We're on the porch," Seph cdled back.

A moment later, Jack joined them. "Hey, Nick. Hey, Seph. | think | aced my government exam,
even though | didn't get to sudy.” He sprawled into one of the Adirondack chairs, seeming to fill up the
porch with his raw physica presence.

"Hey," Jack said. "Did you hear there was some kind of Satanic sacrifice on the commons?”

They filled Jack in on the news. "So Will's Unde Ross thinks you're a practitioner of the Old
Rdigion?'

"Old Religion?" Seph looked from one to the other for explanation. "Is that like Old Magic?'

"No. Thisisakind of blood magic that predates wizardry," Nick explained. "It goes back to the
polythesm that existed before the Anglo Saxons came to Britain. Their ceremonies focused on anima
sacrifice, sometimes humean sacrifice™ Seph shuddered, and the old men smiled reassuringly. “"Don't
worry, Seph. Like the other gifts of the Waeir, wizardry is not a rdigion. It's a gift, and a tdent and a
cdling. It's compatible with Caholicism, or any other fath. You would be surprised how many
well-known defenders of the faith have been Waeir."

Maybe. But when Seph thought of the display on the commons, it reminded him of the ritud &
the amphithester at the Havens, Trevor's neck chain in the ashes.

It didn't help when Ross Childers brought Linda home in late afternoon to report that the BMW
was atotd loss,

"I've never seen anything like it," he said, sheking his head, watching Seph for a reaction. "They
dashed the seeats to ribbons and then they set the thing on fire. How they got it to burn, | have no idea. It
burned so hot the tires were mdted to four puddies on the asphdt. It wouldve been hard to even tdl
what make it was, but they wrote your name on the pavement, jus like they did at the fountain." He
whidtled, like he was glad it wasn't him. ™Y ou got any enemies Seph?”

Once school ended, Jack and Ellen and ther friends Will Childers and Harmon Fitch were in and
out of the house dl day long. Fitch wastdl and lanky, with bleached-blond hair, glasses, and an uncanny
adility to speak to computers in thar own language. He spent severd days hdping Seph build a new
computer system to replace the one held Ieft at the Havens.

Fitch had his own computer consulting and Web page development business, counting among his
customers the school board, Trinity College, the town government, and chamber of commerce. He dso
hed several mgor corporate cusomersin Cleveland.

Seph began working for Fitch part time, writing basc HTML code, taking digitd photos for the
gtes, and cdling on dients, Snce Fitch's edgy thrift-shop attire freaked some of the corporate customers.



They worked for severd weeks inddling the hardware for the firg citywide wirdess network.
Htch danced on rooftops like some kind of manic digitd maestro in a Wi-F headset, waving his aams
and arying, "More power! Need more power!"

Fitch rented space on the second floor of Blaises shop, since his four younger brothers and
ggers made it impossble to work a home. The room was lined with servers and fla screens. On
Monday nights he hosted a Multimedia Monday Monster Movie Megafest (5M).

While Fitch wasn't a member of any of the magicd guilds, Seph was reminded tha there are
many kinds of gifts. Fitch had the ability to turn out the lights on the entire county or change any grade a
Trinity High School.

Seph dso worked part time for Harold Fry down at the docks, heping in the charter office and
filling in dockside. He found he enjoyed the physica labor a the harbor. His skin ressted the sun, as
aways, but his body filled out, morphing from gaunt to leen and muscular.

One night, Jack and Bllen invited Seph to something cdled a plaisance a heavily wooded Perry
Park. Jack parked the Subaru in a secluded spot, and he and Ellen retrieved their swords from the trunk.
The three of them hiked more than a mile through the woods to a hidden meadow. Jack paced the
perimeter, throwing up akind of magica barrier with quick, impatient gestures, while Seph trailed behind,
meking menta notes on the charms he used.

Hlen stood, relaxed, wating at the center of the fidd, the late-day sun glinting off her blade.
When Jack was finished, he strode toward her, stopping a short distance away, facing her. They both
indined their heads, grinning like they were about to be married. Seph had his ingructions, and when he
saw they were ready, he said, "Go to."

It was the remarkable dance of two gifted athletes, evenly matched. They covered the meadow,
moving furioudy forward and back, thrust and parry, atack and then retreat, cdling chalenges to each
other, trading insults and promises. The forest rang with the clash of their blades, and flames spun and
sparkled among the trees. Seph cdled time every fifteen minutes, and they battled to a draw after four
bouts.

Although the heet of the day had gone, they were both soaked in swest, practicaly steaming.
Hlen drank long and deep from her water bottle and wiped her mouth with her gauntleted arm. "Are you
feding dl right, Jack? Y our play'sflat, dl indl. | was hoping to give Seph more of a show."

Jack tested the edge of his blade with histhumb. "Actudly, Ellen, | wondered if you were coming
down with something. Y ou were downright lethargic. | nearly dozed off once or twice."

"W, that explainsit. You looked like you were adeep.”

With thet, they threw down their weapons and it dissolved into a wrestling match. In the end they
were kissng each other.

It was certainly a different kind of courtship, but there was a chemidry, an underdanding, a
kinship between Jack and Ellen that Seph envied.

The Wair colony of Jefferson Street embraced him, and he made the most of the opportunity,
marshaing weapons for a battle that might never take place.

Mercedes Foster, weaver and sorcerer, invited him into her garden, being careful to warn him
away from the poisonous plants that grew there. In the kitchen of her cottage, she made dyes and love
potions and memory cures. Soon Seph was heping her with potions and extractions, scanning through
her recipes for poisons and hypnotics, committing them to memory. He asked questions about taismans
like the dyrne sefa and borrowed her books on the subject.

She was less cooperative when he asked about Flame, the drug Alica had used on him in
Toronto. They were in her kitchen, drying trays of plantsin her oven.

"I hear sorcerers makeit for the trade,” Seph said. "It's dso caled Mind-Burner.”

Mercedes fixed him with her sharp, birdlike gaze and put her hands on her bony hips. "I don't
know how to make it, and | wouldn't tel you if | did. | don't believe in trading away your future for a little



extra power in the present.”

She wouldn't say anything more about it, but he found severd recipes for it in old texts, written in
Lain.

Blaise Highbourne, seer and slveramith, demondtrated the art of lost wax cagting and showed
Seph how to make slver wire jewdry. He dso explained the irony of prophecy: the fact thet it is dways
true, but often mideading. Iris Bolingame, wizard and glass artist, showed him how to capture space with
blown glass, to wrap bits of glass with copper fail, and solder them together. She aso shared charms and
incantations from her own Weirbook. While Nick carefully edited the information he shared with Seph,
Iris did not.

It wasn't long before a wak down Jefferson Street was like running a gauntlet. Mercedes had a
new plant to show him, or berries to send back to Becka Blaise wanted to share a book with him, and
Iris had another trick of wizardry for him to try. He couldnt make a move out of the house without
reports flowing back to Becka and Linda

"Welcometo lifeinaamdl town," Jack sad dryly. "Where everybody makes it their business to
put their noses in yours."

The perpetrators of the sacrifice on the commons were never apprehended. Ross Childers
dropped by occasondly to update Linda and Seph about it, but the invedigation went nowhere. Seph
saw no more dgns of the dumni.

Seph joined St. Cathering's, the Catholic church by the university. He usudly attended on Friday
nights, when the masses were in Ldin.

Though Jack had said that Linda never lingered very long in Trinity, she seemed in no hurry to
leave. Seph helped Nick finish walpapering the room upstairs, and Jack helped him pick out a new
sound system.

Linda 4ill refused to dlow Seph to leave the sanctuary. When Becka invited Seph to go to
Niagara on the Lake with her and Jack for the Shaw fedtiva, Linda kept Seph in Trinity with her.

He argued with her to let him go to Canada. "Don't you think it's safe now? | can't stay locked up
in here forever.” It had been more than a month since their encounter with the dumni, and there was no
dgn of invason of the sanctuary. But Linda was unmoved.

When he wasn't working, Seph spent long days a the public beach with Jack and his friends
once the weether turned hot. It was lorded over by diffs with clear, cold water and pebbled sand that
sparkled with quartz when the water retreated. Jack taught Seph to windsurf, and he found he had a
tdent for keeping the frall board upright and driving forward in long daloms, pardld to the shore.

Bedt of dl, after hislong dry season a the Havens, there were girls.

"Anavar women can't resst wizards" Jason had said. Once, the notion had made Seph fed
uneasy. Now he flexed his wizard musdesin every way he could.

He flirted with the year-round residents and summer girls, ate their chocolate-chip cookies and
frut sdlad, and smoothed sunblock into ther sun-warmed skin. He danced with them at the beach
pavilion on Friday and Saturday nights and stole kisses under the pier. He stayed out late, snce Linda
was unaccustomed to enforcing curfews.

Despite his late hours, most mornings he rose early and walked to the lake, grappling with
memories that kept him from deep. Jason, Jason's father, and Trevor were dead, but Gregory Leicester
dill lived, spinning his intrigues, effectively imprisoning Seph within the Sanctuary. Seph was building his
arsend of magic, but he had no way to use it agang his enemy—and no way to connect with the
Dragon, who might be able to use the information Seph had.

When he waked in the mornings, he often saw the same girl gtting on the rocks at the water's
edge, her far head bent over her sketchbook, one knee up, the other straight, her bare feet braced
agang stone. Her hand danced over the page, laying down shape and color. She frowned as she
concentrated, her lower lip caught behind her teeth. Sometimes she swiped at her face with the back of
her hand, leaving a smear of color.

He began to look for her, and she was there most days. She usudly brought her sketchbook, but
sometimes she sat and read, the book tilted to catch the danting light, drinking coffee from an insulated



travel cup. Some days she wore jeans and a T-shirt; on others she wore long tiered flowered skirts and
sheer cotton blouses that dipped off her shoulders.

He thought she noticed him, but she was careful not to look a him, and something in her
expresson and body language kept him at bay. He began bringing books dong, an excuse to linger,
sharing the same gtretch of beach. Findly, after along, frustrating afternoon in the hot sun, he decided to
introduce himsdif.

As so0n as his shadow fdl over her, she clutched the sketchbook to her body asif to protect it.

"Youreinmy light," she said, without facing around. Her accent reminded him of Trevor's, with
its soft southern vowels.

"Sorry." He circled around, squaiting next to her. Sheld hitched her skirts up to mid thigh,
exposng her legs to the sun. The wind had torn locks of her har free from the eagtic, and she tucked
them behind her ears. Up close, he saw that her har was dl different colors, like butter and sugar and
caamd, panted by the sun. "I see you here dl the timg" he sad. "I was wondering what you were
drawing."

"Your being curious don't make it your business, now does it?" Her eyes were watercolor blue in
her sun-gilded face.

Seph blinked and sat back on his heds. "Wel, no, | guess nat. ..."

She laughed. "You should see your face. You aren't used to girls saying no to you, are you?'

He shrugged and rested his ams on his knees. "We haven't even come to the hard questions
ye"

"Save them for someone ese. | come up here to sketch, not to flirt with the summertime boys.”

"Y ou're not from around here, are you?' No. He couldn't believe held said that.

"No. I'm not." Sand adhered to her long legs, to the tops of her feet. Following his gaze, she
scowled at him, then redistributed the fabric of her skirt, covering hersdlf to the ankle. She wore a ribbon
with afamiliar cameo around her neck, and he suddenly redlized where held seen it before.

"You work a the Legends?' The Legends was an inn and restaurant in a Victorian manson
overlooking the lake. Linda and Becka liked to go there for brunch.

"I'm waitressing there, okay? I'm from Codton County, a place I'm sure you never heard of "
She snatched up the case of pastels and snapped it shut, shoving it into her tote bag, falowing with her
sketch pad.

Seph watched this, unsure what held done wrong. "Look, I'm sorry. | didn't mean to run you off."
Why was he dways gpologizing?

"Never mind. The light has changed, my mood is ruined, and my hift is about to dart." She
stood, brushing sand off the back of her skirt.

A pile of drawings sat nearby, anchored by alarge rock. Seph reached for them.

"No! Leave them donel” She shoved him, hard, and the pages went flying, caught by the shore
breeze.

Bewildered, he scrambled after them, snatching some of them practicaly out of the waves. When
he had them dl, he turned and found she hadn't waited for him. In fact, she was dready a good distance
away, driding down the beach, shoulders hunched, head thrust forward. "Whet the ... ?' He looked
down at the wad of paper in his hand. The drawing on top was a face in charcod, a three-quarter profile,
long, curling dark hair, high cheekbones, a Romanesque nose, hdf amile, eyes set under a smudge of
dark brows.

His own face.

He pawed through the others. Seph McCauley sprawled on his back in the sun in his bathing
trunks, muscles picked out under the skin of his chest, one am flung over his eyes. Seph waking dong
the shore, a tdl, angular figure slhouetted againg the bright water. Seph sprawled on the rocks a the
water's edge, looking toward Canada. Studies of his back and shoulders, his ams and hands, tendons
and muscles fathfully rendered.

In each, he was surrounded by a nimbus of light, as if illuminated from within. Like images of the
santsin the old manuscripts. They were dl of him, save a few dill lifes of shdlls and rock at the bottom.



Thoughts surfaced, as from a dark pooal.

Why is she drawing pictures of me?

She knows I'm a wizard.

And then he was running, pounding down the beach after her, legping over boulders and
haf-submerged driftwood. He was perhaps a hundred feet away from her when she heard him coming.
She didn't look back, but increased her speed uniil she was running hersdlf. Her hair escaped from its
eadtic and streamed out behind her as she dodged around tree sumps and late-day beach srollers.

He ran fadter.

He'd dmogt caught up with her when she tripped over a tree root and went sprawling, diding
forward in the sand.

He fdl to his knees next to her. He put his hand on her shoulder and she flinched at his touch.
"You okay?' She didn't reply, but folded into hersdf as if she wanted to disappear. He rolled her over
onto her back and wiped the sand from her face with the hem of his T-shirt. She squinched her eyes shut,
like she could pretend he wasn't there. Her white lace blouse was smeared with wet sand, her chest
heaving as she fought for breath.

"Who are you, redly?' he demanded.

“l ... tdd ... you. 'm awaitress."

"What's your name?'

"Madison Moss™"

"Did Leicester send you?'

Now she opened her eyes and squinted a him. "'l don't know what you're talking about.”

"How did you know thet I'm ... awizard?"

She said nothing.

He dropped his hands onto her collarbone on ather side, fingertips pressng lightly againgt her
skin. Her geding of hisimage somehow gave him permission. "Now you're going to tdl me the truth," he
muttered. He released power into her—gentle persuasion. At fird it fdt good, like a long breath exhaled.
A trickle a firdt, and then a flood, and then he tried to pull away and couldn't. And more, and more, until
he was drained and nauseous and dizzy, like his very essence was being pulled out through his fingertips.

FHndly she reached up and pulled his hands away, then rolled him over on his back, folding his
hands across his chest like a corpse laid out on a bier. Black spots circled through his vison like vultures,
blotting out the sun.

She leaned over him. Touched his cheek gently and kissed him on the forehead. "Good-bye,
Witch Boy," she whispered. She stood, retrieved her bag, dung it over her shoulder, and walked away,
nat in any hurry thistime, asif she knew he couldn't follow.

He wasn't sure how long he lay there, unable to move. Like a drunk on the sdewak. Or a
creature that had washed up in a storm. Findly, he propped up on his elbows. His head swam, and he
thought for a moment he might be sick, but it passed. He rolled to his hands and knees. Severa of the
drawings had been trapped under his body. He folded them carefully and Suffed them into his back
pockets, then stood, liding a little, sheking the sand out of his hair. He fdt empty. He looked up and
down the beach. The sun had passed midday, and the beach was crowded. No sgn of Madison Moss.

He hauled himsdf up the wooden sairway from the beach, laboring like an old man. He found
Jack, Ellen, Fitch, and Fitch's girlfriend, Miriam, Stting at the picnic tables under the trees, durping down
frozen-custard cones.

Miriam was from Cleveland, and her family owned a cottage at Trinity Lakeside. She wore black
crushed velvet, kohl eydiner, and fishnets to the beach. Seph thought it was cool, in an impracticd sort of
way.

"Hey, Seph. Want to play tennis later?' Ellen asked when she spotted him. Then she frowned,
shading her eyes. "Are you dl right? Y ou look like you've got sunstroke or something.”

Seph dropped onto the bench next to her, exhausted by the dimb from the beach. "I'm okay."

"Here. Have some." She handed him her cone. He licked off half and handed it back.

"Who was that girl you were dancing with at the pavilion lagt night?' Fitch asked.



"Chrigty Laraway. She's taking classes a the Inditute” He closed his eyes, trying to remember
her face.

"Dude. | thought you were going out with Julie Steadman.”

"I've hung out with Julie a few times" Seph said, without opening his eyes. "I'm not going out
with her."

Jack finished his cone and licked hisfingers. "The locd girls are just thrilled to meet someone they
didn't hate in second grade.”

"Cmon, Jack, it's more than that,” Bllen said. She switched to a ditsy high falsetto. "He's so hot.
He's practicdly European. | mean, he's lived dl over the world. And he speaks French!" She nudged
Seph with her shoulder. "And have you seen his eyes? They change colors, and he has these long, dark
lashes. And the way he kisses." Sherolled her eyes.

"Shut up, Ellen," Seph said. Ther conversation was necessarily edited because of the presence of
Miriam, who knew nothing of the magica subtext.

"S0. What's the secret of great kissng, Seph?' Jack asked. "Isit technique, duration, intendty, or

power ?"

Seph sghed theatricdly. "Oh, dl right, Jack. I'll kiss you. But just this once." He rolled sdeways
to dodge Jack's haf-hearted swipe a him. Somehow, Jack dways came off sounding criticd. Like he
thought Seph was teking advantage of Persuasion.

"Guys are grumbling about the out-of-town competition,” Jack went on. He dtripped off his
T-shirt and mopped his face with it.

Seph shrugged. "Don't you think everyone brings something to the game?"

"What do you mean?"

"We dl use our assets. For ingtance, some people are redly buff." Seph glanced sdeways at
Jack. "Or they're great conversationdists. They play football or they're in a blues band. They write poetry
or they paint or they're good listeners. They have great hair, greet legs, a boatload of money and a boat.
Or they have tha je ne sais quais ..."

"Or that je definitdly sais quois, as the case may be" Jack replied.

"Shut up, Jack,” Seph sad, grinding the hed of his hand into his forehead. His head was
pounding.

"Some people would sy love int a game” Hlen mused. "I never bought that
dl'sfar-in-love-and-war bit."

Seph dhrugged in surrender. "Anyway, | cant do tennis tonight. I'm working for Harold this
afternoon, and tonight I'm mesting someone at the Legends.™

"Another date?' Miriam asked.

Seph stood to go. "Not exactly. She doesn't know I'm coming.”

The manager at the Legends Inn was happy to tdl Seph what time Madison Moss got off work.
He was even willing to let her off early, but Seph said no, he would just wait. He bought coffee at the
carryout counter and found a bench in the park across the street that afforded a good view of the
entrance. She came out of the front door right on time, looking up and down the street as if she hadn't
decided what to do next. She jumped and let out a squeak of fright when he stepped out of the shadows
and touched her shoulder.

"Oh, it'syou," she said, when he turned toward the light. "You about scared me to death.” Shed
rebraided her hair, but was dill wearing the beach-stained blouse and skirt.

"I need to talk to you."

"Oh. Wdl. Sorry. | ... um ... have plans. | have to go." She made no effort to be convincing.

"It won't take long. Promise." He took her elbow, careful not to let the dightest dribble of magic
escape. He wasn't sure he had any to spare, anyway. "Do you want to tak here or somewhere dse?

"I'm not going anywhere with you."

"Okay." He towed her back into the coffeshouse and out onto the terrace overlooking the lake.



He chose a remote table overlooking the gardens. The waitress drifted over, grinning and raisng her
eyebrows a Madison. "May | help you?'

Madison just stared sraight ahead, scowling and tapping her fingers on the edge of the table. Her
nals were painted purple.

"Two coffees and biscotti,” Seph said.

"l wanted tea," Madison said when the walitress had departed.

"You were drinking coffee on the beach.”

"Right now, | fed like tea"

"Next time, speak up."

"What makes you think theré€ll be a next time?"

Seph pulled her drawings from his jeans pocket and flattened them out on the tabletop.

Madison pursed her lips and looked out a the lake. "Do you know | got chastised for the state
of my uniform, Witch Boy?'

"My nameis Seph.”

"What kind of nameis that?"

"Short for Joseph.”

"Isthat afamily name?"

"I have no idea" The scent of jasmine wafted up from the gardens and fireflies sparkled in the
lawvn. "l don't redly know my family.”

She wrinkled her nose. " Sometimes that's not a bad thing. Who do you stay with?"

"Rebecca Downey. She's my guardian's agter.”

"Oh, | know her. She comes into the inn a lot." She gave him an gppraisng look. "She's very
nice" The subtext being, Unlike you.

"What about Madison? Where's that from?"

"I'm named after a county in Kentucky. Where my parents fird—ah—met."

The waitress set down coffee cups and plates of biscotti. "Hey, those are good!" she sad,
painting from the sketches to Seph.

"Will you put those away?' Madison gestured &t the crumpled pages.

Seph said nothing.

"Look," she said, wragpping her fingers around her cup. "I'm sorry | sketched you without asking
permisson.”

Seph waited. "Thet's it?"

"Wha do you want?'

"Wil, to gart, what did you do to me on the beach today?'

"You mean after you attacked me?'

He nodded grudgingly, conceding the point. "I'm sorry about that. It's just that | thought you
might ... have ahidden agenda." He couldn't very wel say, There are wizards after me and | thought
you might be conspiring with them.

"W, you came up to me, you know. | was minding my own business.

"I know. But what did you do to me?' he persisted.

"I kissed you." The corners of her mouth twitched.

"Before that. You left me on my back.”

Now she grinned flat out. " Sounds improper.”

"Thisisnt a joke. | want to know what ... who you are and what you're up to." Seph waved a
hend at the drawings. "What's with the aura? Why do you cal me Witch Boy?'

"Because that's what you are."

"Wha makes you think so?"

She gave him alook that said he wasn't fooling her one bit. "There are people in this world who
can get whatever they want, who can talk the money right out of your hand and make you glad you gave
it up. Some have the knowin' or the second sght. Where | come from, we cdl them witches or conjure



| call them wizards. "Why would you think I'm ... a witch? | never even spoke to you until
today."

"You didn't have to. I've dways been able to spot it. You shine like a house lit up for a party.”
She reached a hand toward him, stopping an inch from his face, as one might hesitate to touch a hot
dove.

"What happened on the beach today?' Seph persisted.

"I don't redly know." She shrugged. "l just don't seem to be susceptible to sodling.”

Seph leaned forward. "It was more than that. It's like you wrung me out or something.”

Madison took a hite of her biscotti. "This is a totdly weird conversation, Seth, or Seph, or
whatever your nameis”

"S0 can you use it? The power, | mean. After you drain it out of a person?' He reached out and
gripped her hand.

She snatched her hand back. ™Y ou're the witch, not me" She looked a her watch. "Ligten, I'm
working breakfast tomorrow. | need to get some deep.”

Seph ignored the hint. "Why do you sound like you're from the South?!

"Because | am. Codton County's down by the river. Southern Ohio."

"Why are you working here, then?

"My cousn Rachd owns the Legends. She needed a waitress, | needed the money, and | thought
| could add some beach landscapes to my portfolio.”

Seph laid some hills on top of the check. "But you're not sketching landscapes. Y ou're sketching
me"

She turned a deep red and looked away. "l ... | thought you'd make a good subject. You have
an interesting face. And chdlenging. | mean, you actudly make your own light." She stood, sgnding that
the conversation was over.

Seph followed Madison back through the coffeehouse. In the entryway, she turned and stuck out
her hand to him. "Well, good to meet you, Seph McCauley. And thanks for the coffee.”

He took her hand, but she didnt react to his touch the way other girls did. "Where are you
daying?' he asked.

"Me?" She nodded toward the gairs. "Right here, at theinn."

"If you work breakfast tomorrow, does that mean you get off early?

She pulled her hand back. "No. I'm working a double shift."

"When's your day off? Maybe we could hang out."

"I've seen you at the pavilion. Seems to me you're pretty booked."

Small towns. "I'mtrying to cut back."

Shelifted her chin. "What am |, a chalenge to you, or something?’

He shrugged. "Y ou're the one who kissed me" He knew held said the wrong thing when she
pivoted away from him and headed for the gairs. "Hey! Madison! I'm sorry, okay? Can't we just hang
out? You don't have to 9gn anything. Well do whatever you want.”

"Wdl ..." She paused, one foot on the firg step, her hand on the raling. She turned back toward
him, consdering. "It's been along time since I've been on a picnic.”

Chapter Twelve
Hastings

The next day was miserably hot. Seph |eft the beach early and stopped at the market on his way
home. Madison had agreed to a picnic, and Seph had agreed to provide the food. He meant to keep it
ample focaccia, cheese, antipadti, fruit. That and a burnt-sugar pecan tart that would sted anybody's



soul.

At firg he thought no one was home, but as he pulled a bottle of iced tea from the refrigerator, he
heard voices on the porch. He wandered out, expecting to see Linda and Becka, perhaps. Becka was
there, but she was stting across from a stranger.

He was tdl and lean, yet muscular, and had drong features—that other-side-of-ugly look that
women seemed to favor. He had green eyes and dark, unruly hair. He was dressed for the weether in a
cotton shirt and khakis, and there was a bottle of beer on the table in front of him. There was something
compelling about him, atightly coiled power that drew the eye.

"Oh hi, Seph. Is Jack with you?' Becka asked, looking over his shoulder.

Seph shook his head. "I came back from the beach by mysdf." He stared at the man, who was
looking back a him curioudy.

Becka noticed. "Seph, thisis Leander Hagtings, a friend of the family. He's vigting from out of
town. Leander, thisis Seph McCauley. He's been saying with us this summer.

Seph stuck out his hand to Hastings, and there was tha usud dectrica exchange between
wizards. "1've been looking forward to medting you," Seph said. "I've heard alot about you.”

Hadtings smiled. "Dont beieve everything you hear." His eyes were fixed on Seph, teking his
measure. There was something about him that reminded Seph of Gregory Leicester. He had the same
adility to intimidate, to overwhelm. But just now he looked allittle puzzled. "'Are you afriend of Jack's?’

"No," Becka explained quickly. "He was Lindas gues, origindly, though we've managed to sted
him from her. He comes from a complicated family Stuation.”

"l sea”

Seph needed to find away to tak to the wizard, to ask questionsin private. This was likdy to be
someone who could lead him to the Dragon. "Are you going to be gaying in Trinity long, Mr. Hagtings?'
Seph asked, hoping for ayes.

Hadtings shook his head. "Only a few days, I'm afraid. And a few days in Trinity is never
enough.” He paused. "Where do you come from, Seph?' The wizard had a trace of accent, as if he were
British, or had learned English oversess.

"I was born in Canada,”" Seph replied. "But | moved around alot.”

Becka looked at her watch. "Oh my, I'm sorry, Leander. | need to be down a schoal in hdf an
hour. Jack should be home soon, though, and | hope youll stay for supper. Will you and Seph be okay
for alitle while?' She seemed flustered, her face rosier than could be accounted for by the hest.

"I'm fine on my own, Becka, you know that. It's my fault for dropping in. Il stay for supper, if
youll have me, but I'm sure Seph has other things to do besides entertaining me. | can do some reading.”
He rested his hand on a stack of books on the table.

"Oh, it's no problem, redly,” Seph said hedtily.

Becka gathered up her laptop and papers, kissed Seph on top of his head, and then she was
gone, banging the screen door behind her.

Hadtings looked after her for a moment and then turned his atention to Seph. He looked like
someone who had forgotten something important and was trying to remember.

"S0 you came here with Linda?"

Seph et his tea on the table and settled into the chair across from Hastings. He decided to
answer the next three questions dl a once, before they were asked. "She's my guardian. I'm told my
parents are dead. And | don't know where I'm from. Not redly."

Hadtings looked surprised. “Linda never—"

"I know, she never mentioned me," Seph cut in. "l only met her afew weeks ago. But she's been
... great. SO's everyone ese herein Trinity."

"Who were your parents?' Hastings asked, leaning back in his chair. An unusud ring on his right
hend caught the light as he did so.

Seph hesitated, unsure whether to pass dong the lie "I never redly knew much about them. |
was raised by afoster mother. A sorcerer,” he added.

"Perhaps your foster mother would tel you about them, if you asked." His meaening was clear.



No sorcerer could resst awizard asking questions.

"She's gone now, t0o," he said. There is something deadly about this man, Seph thought. In
the world of wizards, it was sometimes difficult to tdl the good guys from the bad.

Seph decided it was time to ask a few questions before they were interrupted. He leaned
forward. "Jack told me you taught him how to fight."

Hadtings nodded. "I did."

"Can you teach me, too?"

"Jack isawarrior. That's hisgift. You're awizard. You're not dlowed to fight under the rules”

"But not everybody plays by the rules, do they?' Seph said quietly.

Hastings picked up his beer and drained it. "Why do you want to learn to fight?* he asked, ralling
the bottle between his hands.

"I have enemies.”

"Who?'

"Gregory Leicester,” Seph said, waiching Hagtings for any reaction to the name. There was none,
not even aflicker, though the wizard paused a moment before he spoke again.

"Wha do you have agang Gregory Leicester?' he asked, as if they were taking about the
westher.

"He murdered two of my friends.

Hadtings didn't seem surprised by this news. "I'm sorry to hear that," he said. "Were they
wizards?'

"One was awizard. One was Anaweir."

"Can you prove that he killed them?'

Seph thought about it. "Probably not.”

Hadtings Sghed and ran a hand through his hair, leaving it more tumbled than before. "Does Dr.
Lecester know you are gunning for him?"

He's making fun of me, Seph thought, dthough there was no trace of humor in Hastings's voice or
manner. "l told him I'd kill him," Seph admitted.

Hadtings shook his head and leaned forward. "Let me give you some advice, Seph. If you redly
want to kill a man, don't tdl him what you're about. And don't tdl everyone else, either. It sounds too
much like you are trying to convince yoursdf." He smiled, and it was not unkind. "For dl you know,
Gregory Leicester and | are old friends" he said.

"But you're not," Seph said. "Are you?'

"Weé're not," Hastings agreed, without stopping to think about it. "But | know him well enough to
uggest you recondder tangling with him.”

"It's not my choice" Seph moved on to his primary question. "Do you know where | can find the
Dragon?' he asked.

"The Dragon®?'

"The leader of the wizard faction opposng Gregory Leicester. Leicester is in league with
someone named Claude D'Orsay.”

"And how do you know dl this?" Seph redized suddenly that he was 4ill the one who was
ansvering mogt of the questions. And despite spending the day at the beach, he was aready ticky with
Swest again, while Hagtings appeared cool and relaxed. How does he do that?

"I was & a school cdled the Havens dl last year, up until June” Seph said, irritated. "The friends
he killed were students there. Leicester was the headmaster. So do you know the Dragon or not?!

Now Hastings studied him with more interest than before. "I've heard of the Dragon, of course,
dthough I'm new to the Wizard Council. The Dragon's not actudly on the council. He keeps his identity
hidden, but has considerable influence. Why do you ask?"

"I want to find him. | have some information that could help him." Seph meant to make Jason's
misson his own. Only, he was even younger than Jason, as Hadtings immediatdly pointed out.

"Y ou're too young to get involved in wizard palitics. It's not a game for children. | aready have
the reputation of being careless with the lives of children,” Hastings added, rubbing his chin.



"I'm not achild," Seph said hatly.

"I'm sure you are not. Not after a year a the Havens™ Hastings was about to say more, when
there was a choking sound, like a gasp, from the doorway, and Seph redlized they were no longer done.
They both looked up to see Linda Downey standing there.

"Ledd What are you doing here?' she demanded. She was looking from Seph to Hastings and
back again.

Hadtings rose eeslly to hisfeet. "It's good to see you too, Linda" He stepped forward, extending
both hands, but she stepped back, so he let them drop after a moment. He towered over the enchanter,
and the ar shimmered between them like two weather fronts meating. Seph filed the information away.

"I' hadn't heard you were coming,” Linda said findly. "What a surprise” Her voice was flat.

Hadtings nodded. "I didnt know you would be here, either. | showed up unannounced, but
Becka was kind enough to invite me to dinner. | was just getting to know Seph, here.”

"I thought you were at the beach,”" she said to Seph, in a tone that made him wish he were.

"I came back early,” he explained hadtily. "Jack should be home pretty soon.” As he spoke, they
heard someone a the back door.

"Seph? Y ou hiding out in here? | have five messages for you." Jack was laughing as he came onto
the porch. He stopped short when he saw Hadtings. "Mr. Hagtingd | didnt redize you were here. |
would have come home sooner.” This was one wizard he seemed pleased to see. "Does Mom know
you're here?'

"I dready saw her," Hagtings said. "I brought her some old books from the UK that | thought she
might enjoy."

Seph looked from Jack to Hastings to Linda Downey. He was aready sure that dinner would be
interegting.

Dinner was interesing. Becka put sdmon into the smoker and there were grilled vegetables,
warm bread from the bakery, and fresh sweet corn. She had bought raspberries and whipping cream, so
Seph made crepes for dessert.

Adde from the food, dinner was a feast of secrets. And dl of them revolved around Leander
Hadtings. Linda was brooding about something and had little to say to anyone. Seph redlized quickly that
Jack and Hadtings had a higory Becka knew nothing about. She and Hagtings got into a spirited
discusson about Cdtic archaeology that lasted through most of the med. Yet Becka seemed tentative,
unsure of hersdf where the wizard was concerned. And Seph noticed Hastings looking at him intently
severd times

If he was hoping for more private time with Hagtings &fter dinner, he was disappointed. The
adults sat on the porch, taking and drinking wine until late. Findly, Hagtings thanked Becka for hogting
hm and said goodbye to Jack and Seph. When he came to Linda, he took both her hands firmly and
lifted her to her feet. "Can you wak me out, Linda?' It was more a command than a request. Seph
wondered what the wizard was up to. Maybe he was going to tdl Linda about Seph's plans to find the
Dragon.

He fdt disgppointed. He was convinced that Hagtings knew where to find the Dragon, but
obvioudy he wasn't going to share that information with Seph.

The ar outsde was soft with the exhdation of the lake. When Linda and Hagtings reached
Hadings's car, he opened the passenger-side door. "Get in" he said, and waked around to the other
side without waiting for a response.

Fine, she thought. It would give her a chance to speak her mind to Hastings. She got in.

Hadtings dimbed in the driver's side, but he didn't put the key into the ignition. "I want to tak to
you about the boy," he said.

"If you mean Seph, | have something to say to you, too.” She looked himin the eyes. "Stay away



from him, Leander. Don't get im involved in any of your schemes. Even if he wants to be. He's aready
been hurt, and | don't want to see him hurt any more.”

"My schemes?' Hagtings raised an eyebrow. Linda glared at him, so he Sghed and sat back in his
seqt, draping his ams across the steering whedl. "How wel do you know him?' he asked.

"I've known Seph dl hislife" Linda replied. "Why?'

"He says he just met you this summer,” Hastings said mildly. "And I'm wondering why I've never
heard of him before."

Linda hesitated. "W, maybe our rdationship has been abit ... one-sided.”

"S0 you know him but you'd never actudly spoken to him?' Hastings rubbed his hand dong his
jaw.

"I've been his guardian since he was a baby," Linda sad sharply. "Why? What are you getting
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"If you're his guardian, then how in bloody hdl did the boy end up at the Havens?'

Linda shifted uncomfortably on the seet. "l ... | didnt arrange the placement. | never ... | never
made the connection. | didn't redlize he wasin trouble until the end of the school year." Guilt swept over
her.

Hadtings was blunt. "I don't believe in coincidences. | know Gregory Leicester, and | know what
he does to his sudents. If Seph McCauley spent a year there, then you have to assume Leicester has
control of him now."

"That'simpossble” Linda said flaly. "He was a mess when | found him. It was dl | could do to
get im out of there. Leicester was ready to kill him. And then they tried to keep us from getting to
Trinity."

"How did you happen to take him out of school?' Hadtings asked. He'd turned away from the
light, and she couldn't read his expression in the darkness.

"He sent out an email asking for help.” Hastings was slent. "Come on, Leander. You don't think
thisis some kind of trick, do you?'

"This might be just where Leicester wants him to be, right in the middle of the Sanctuary, right
next to you, Nick, Jack, and Ellen: dl the people who ruined their tournament last year and engineered
the changein the rules™

"How would they know held end up here? It's like | told you. Seph didn't even know about me
until | showed up a schoal.”

"What did hetdl you about school ?*

"He... wdl ... hewouldnt tdl me much. But you could tdl from the way he looked that—"

"Dont be naive. Look, as soon as he met me, he was asking about the Dragon and where he
could find him. Said he wanted to hep him. The boy's just a child, but he's powerful. Powerful enough to
overwhdm you. Don't you see? It's too risky to leave him here.”

Linda made an irritated sound. "Y ou're right about one thing. He is a child. He's just an untrained
boy who's been through hdll this past year. And now he needs to hed."

Hadtings turned and took Lindas hands. She flinched and tried to withdraw them, but he hed
tight, exerting pressure of his own. "Let me take him with me. | promise | won't hurt him. Given a little
time, perhaps | can undo the damage. It might help us learn more about what Leicester is up to, and how
to help hisvidims™

"That's what it'sdl about, isnt it?' she said bitterly. Y ou're hoping to use Seph to hdp you win."

"We have to win, Linda" Hagtings said softly, urgently, searching her eyes. "You know that as
wdl as| do."

She withdrew her hands. "Yes, we do," she agreed. "But not over the body of this boy. I'm not
letting him leave the Sanctuary.” When she saw his expression, she squared her shoulders and her chin
came up. "Don't try to bully me. And don't try to go behind my back, ether. If you lay afinger on him,
or tak him into anything, there will be awar between us, | promise you."

She pushed open the car door and dipped out into the darkness.



The next morning, Seph was awakened by a tapping a his bedroom door. He pulled on his
shorts and went to open it. It was Linda "Let's go get some breskfast,” she suggested.

Seph shrugged. "Okay." She had dark circles under her eyes, as though she hadn't dept well. He
wondered why. Hed been deeping better and better as the summer progressed and memories of the
Havens faded.

He pulled his T-shirt over his head and picked up his flip-flops, padding downgtairs barefoot.
They dipped out of the back door, and he sat down on the stoop to put on his shoes. He could tdl it was
going to be another hot day, but the morning was dill and cool and fragrant with the scent of the
hydrangess that crowded the foundation of the house.

They stopped at a coffee shop down by the universty and picked up bagels, juice, and coffee,
and then drove to the beach. It was nearly deserted, save a few early-morning walkers, and the snack
bar sat slent at the top of the diff. They picked their way down the ancient stairway to the sand and
walked out to the end of the pier. There they sat down, took off their shoes, and dangled their feet over
the water. Sea gulls wheded over ther heads, hoping for a handout. Way off to ther right, the sun
gleamed over the horizon, turning the tops of the waves to gold. The ar carried with it the scent of
Canada, fresh and clean, across the water.

He thought about Toronto, far to the north and east. He wondered who was living in his old
house now, if they dill took in guests, if they'd kept the big commercid range and the tiny-print
wallpaper.

"How do you like it herein Trinity?' Linda said findly.

"Wdl," Seph said. "I never thought 1'd like living in a amdl town, but | do. Mercedes and Blaise
and the other neighbors mind your business too much, but | like them. Jack and Ellen are redly cool.
They take me with them when they go out with therr friends, and 1've been meeting alot of people. At the
beach," he added, thinking of Madison. "Nick is avesome."

Linda gave a quick nod, asif satisfied. "I'm wondering about schoal in the fdl." She gazed down
a the water percolating around the rocks.

"I'm sure I'll be okay, wherever | go," Seph said. "Now that | have more training.”

"Do you aways have to be so damn agreeable about everything?'

Seph said nothing. He couldn't recal anyone goplying that particular term to him before.

"What would you think about going to school here in Trinity?"

He looked up, startled. "That'd be okay. Sure" His only contacts with the Wizard Guild were
Leander Hadtings and Gregory Leicester. And his connection with Hagtings ran right through Trinity.
"But...how could I? | can't say with Becka forever."

"You probably could. Becka is absolutdy taken with you, Seph.” She paused. "l could get a
house here, too. | can't promise to spend dl my timein Trinity, but you could stay with me when I'm here
and with Becka when I'm not.”

Seph couldn't hide his surprise. He'd had the impression Linda never stayed in one place for long,
never even wanted to say how long she would stay when she visted. Hed been thinking she might be
ready to get back to London, that only her concern for him was kegping her in Trinity.

"That'd work. Only ..." He paused, and then rushed ahead. "I'm going to have to leave the
Sanctuary one of these days. | likeit here, but | don't want to be a prisoner. I'm used to big cities, and |
haven't been anywhere dl summer. Don't you think it's safe now?!

"I don't know," she said, looking out at the water as if she might find answers in the waves. "I'll
fed better when the year is over. Maybe you could go to school here this year, and then well see” She
brushed bagd crumbs off her lap and clasped her hands together. "I've been wondering how you're
doing. | mean, if you've been aileto ... come to grips with what happened at school last year. If ...
you'd like to tak about it."

He looked draight at Lindaand said, "I'm doing the best | can.” And that was God's truth.

She backed off. "Okay. I'll register you at the high school and well see how it goes.”

Seph smiled. ..He had never had the chance to participate in this kind of decison meking before,



and he liked it. "Anewith me" he said.

"And, Seph, one more thing." He looked up. "Be careful with Leander Hadtings."

"What do you mean?' He remembered Linda and Hastings walking out together the night before,
and wondered what they'd talked about.

"He and his dlies have done a lot to keep people like Gregory Leicester in check. He's dways
focused on the big picture. But Sometimes he runs over innocent people on hisway."

"He said he has the reputation of being careless with the lives of children,” Seph said. "What did
he mean?'

"Oh, he told you that? But he didn't explain it, of course. Last year, in the tournament, he was
Jack's sponsor inthe Game." Linda Sipped a her coffee. "Leander taked him into fighting. In the end, it
turned out well. But he's a gambler. He takes chances with other people's lives" Linda put her hand
under Seph's chin and turned his face so she could look himin the eyes. ™Y ou could be next.”

"Oh, | don't think s0," Seph said. "He didn't seem too interested inme.”

Linda shook her head. "You're wrong. You don't know him like | do. Just remember whet |
sd”

Later, during his wizardry lesson, Seph had a question for Nick. "Why does Linda Downey
didike Leander Hagtings so much?"

The wizard glanced up a him sharply. "What gives you that idea?' They were gtting in the
kitchen of Nick's apartment. A large floor fan whirred at their feet.

"She warned me to watich out for him. She doesn't trust him."

Nick sghed. "Lindds fedings for Leander are complex. She doesn't entirdy trust him, that is
true”" He paused, asif conddering how much to share. "Linda and Leander were—ah—involved years

"What?' Seph looked up at his teacher in surprise. Y ou wouldn't know it."

"W, yes, Seph, you would know it, if you were older and just a bit wiser. Thar past makes it
difficult for them to ded with each other in the present.”

Seph remembered the tengon between the wizard and the enchanter, the spark and energy. He
thought about Lindas warning. "Is Hastings a bad man?'

"No, | wouldn't say he's a bad man. Heis one of those wizards who has improved with age. He
was quite dangerous and impulsve when he was young. Still dangerous, | suppose,” Nick fdl slent for a
moment, frowning a& some old memory. "Leander's father was a wizard and his mother Anaweir. His
older sgter, Carrie, was a warrior. The family did its best to keep her out of the tournaments, but the
Roses eventudly tracked her down and she was killed. His father died defending her. His mother was
never the same. Leander was ten a the time.

"By the time he was your age, he was dready fighting a personad war agang the
wizard-dominated hierarchy and the tournament system. He has never been afraid of afight. Never afrad
of dying, either.”

"But ... if Aunt Linda and Mr. Hastings agree about the tournaments and dl?' Seph persisted,
wanting to understand.

Nick amiled. "These are difficult times. Linda and Leander may agree about the ends, but often
disagree about the means." He put his hand on Seph's shoulder. "They are both very powerful people in
their own way. They will pull you, Seph, whether you like it or not. Eventudly, youll have to decide for
yoursdlf."



Chapter Thirteen
A Picnic on the River

Seph saw no more of Leander Hagtings, reinforcing his belief that the wizard had no particular
interest in him. The next day was Thursday, Madison's day off; the day of the picnic. She said she knew
of a good place, and she was the one with the car. She suggested he bring his sSMimming gear, so he
assumed it would be somewhere up on the lake.

The house had emptied out early. Jack had gone to play soccer with Will and Harmon, trying to
beeat the heat of the day. Becka wasin court, and Linda was actudly out looking at red estate.

Seph was just loading the cooler when Madison tapped on the screen door. "Come on in" he
sad. "I'm just about ready.”

She wore a green tie-dyed sundress over her bathing suit, a wide-brimmed hat, and sandals. Her
glittering hair was partly braided and beaded, partly hanging free, like rivulets down her back.

"Thisisa great neighborhood,” she said. "I'd like to paint this entire street. It's like a whole shdf
of wedding cakes, each fancier than the last.” She looked around the kitchen, a Seph's bags and parcels.
"Who dse did you invite?' she asked in amazemen.

She helped him carry it dl out to her old pickup. They loaded the food into the back, under a
tarp.

"Do you come from a big family, that you livein such a big house?' she asked.

He shook his head, diding into the passenger Sde and buckling his seat belt. "There's just me.
Likel told you, that's Becka's house. I'm saying here for the summer, at least.”

She turned Ieft on Jefferson, toward downtown, ramming up through the manud gears. Seph
liked that she drove stick shift. "What are you, a senior?" she asked.

He nodded. "Will be. What about you?"

"Il be a senior, too. But I'm going to be teking classes at Trinity in the fdl. At the Art Inditute
She ducked her head away as she sad it, asif he might question her right to be there.

"Wow. Congratulations. | hear it's hard to get in. But how do you take classes at the college if
you're dill in high school ?*

"Il be there as a post-secondary student. Here in Ohio, you can take college classes for free
while you're 4ill in high school. The school didtrict pays for it." Madison's cheeks went pink as she
warmed to her subject. "My art teacher & Coa Grove High School set it up. She said I'd redlly improve
with the right teacher, and | can get college credit without having to pay for it. I'm going to be living with
my cousin and working a the inn, so ..." She shrugged sdf-conscioudy, and Seph redized she mug be
nervous about fitting in as a high school student & an dite private school like Trinity College.

"Becka teaches English lit at Trinity. I've sat in on a few of her lectures. The students seem redly
lad back. | bet youll like it there." After hisyears of atending prep schools, Seph had been surprised a
the way the students dressed at Trinity: flannd shirts and swesatshirts and jeans in cool westher, T-shirts
and shortsin the summer.

He was s0 engaged in the conversation with Madison that he didn't redize they were heading
south ingtead of north, until they reached the highway interchange. As they accelerated onto the highway,
Seph sat up Sraighter, looking out the window, fighting off a sense of foreboding. "I didn't redize we
were going out of town,” he said.

Madison nodded. "Uh-huh. There's this redly cool nature preserve on the Vamilion River. In
Huron County. It's not far." She was looking at him allittle strangely.

"Oh" It's all right, hetold himsdf. No need to make a scene. He hadn't seen a strange wizard
dl summer. There was no way the dumni could be waiting a the city limits to intercept him, watching dl
the routes out of town. Besides, he was unlikdly to be spotted riding in an unfamiliar car.

They passed the dity limits without incident. The park was about a hdf hour away. It was remote,



thickly wooded, embraced by a great loop of the river gorge, and embroidered by rocky streams that
flowed into the river. The parking lot was empty.

"How'd you find this place?' Seph asked, hoiding the cooler onto his shoulder.

"I've been here fishing a couple of times" She grinned. "FHshing's an excuse to St by the water
and do nothing. Perfect.” They hiked upstream a short distance to a little meadow, shaded by tal trees
and bordered by little umbrela plants that Madison caled May apples. They spread a quilt and Seph lad
out the food.

It was a hot day, but it was cool under the trees dong the water. This is fine, Seph told himsdf
when he'd findly eaten enough. He looked over a Madison and smiled. More than fine.

Madison took off her hat and set it asde, groped in her tote and pulled out her sketchbook and
charcods. "You ruined my other drawings, so you have to St agan.”

Seph scooted closer to her. "I dready cooked for you. You mean | have to gt for you, too?' He
cupped her chin in his hands, pulled her toward him, and kissed her. She tasted of brown sugar and
butter, and her har smdled of citrus and lavender. Sunlight rippled over the quilt while the trees moved
overhead, asif they were underwater.

"Madison,” he whispered.

"My friends cdl me Maddie." She extricated hersdf from his embrace. PUlling her sketchbook
onto her lgp, she pointed with her chin to the riverbank.

"You. Sit over there"

Grumbling under his breath, Seph rose and took his place among the rocks at the river's edge
while Madison issued orders. "Hdf turn. Tilt your head to the left. Right leg straight. Stop scowling.”

Seph thought she'd done finein the past, sketching him without his cooperation. He posed for an
hour in the dappled shade, with the Vermilion River duicing about his feet, before she reented and
suggested they go wading in the river.

They loaded the picnic gear back in the truck, then walked about a mile and a hadf downstream
to the gorge. Seph stripped off his shit and Madison her sundress, and they left them high on the
riverbank. The water was cold, but refreshing in the afternoon hest. It was very clear, unlike the cove at
the Havens. Seph turned over rocks, disurbing sdlamanders and crayfish, catching them in his cupped
hands. He hadn't redized there were tiny lobsters in Ohio. Then the two of them sat in the shdlows,
letting the river roll over them.

"Do you have brothers and sigters?" Seph asked.

"I have alittle brother, John Robert. And ayounger sster, Grace." She spoke about them with a
fierce affection, asif they needed defending.

"Your parents were okay with you coming up here on your own?"'

"Therésjus Carlene. My mom. She wasn't too thrilled about it, manly snce I'm the babysitter.
But | can make more money working for Rachd than anywherein Coadton County. And Rachd watches
me closer than Carlene ever has™"

"So," Seph sad, trying to understand. "At home. Do you liveon a ... afam?’

"I live on Booker Mountain. My family's been there since before Ohio was a gate. It's a beautiful
place, but I'm afraid it's not much of afarm unless you want to grow rocks.” She skipped a stone across
the river so it landed on the opposite bank. "I guess you've lived dl over.”

"l guess™

"What's Europe like?' Sherolled her eyes. "I suppose that's like asking what's the ocean like."

"Yegh" He thought a moment. "There's less room in Europe. It seems like everything's packed
together compared to Canada or the U.S. But you have to pay closer attention. It's layered. Like a
tapestry woven with lots of colors and very smdl dtitches. Or ... or an Impressionist painting,” he added,
pleased to have come up with examples from art.

"Have you been to the Musée d'Orsay? In Paris?' She studied him like he was an exotic species.

He nodded. "It's afead, if you like the Impressonigs.”

"I'm going there some day," she said with conviction. "I'm going to vigt every gdlery in Paris and
every church in Florence. And egat gelaio every day."



When they were numb and shivering, they dimbed out onto the rocks and sunned themselves like
turtles. Madison ran her fingers over the dyrne sefa that hung around Seph’s neck. "What's this?'

"A friend a school gave it to me" Seph replied. "I guess you could say it enhances magic. It lets
the gifted do things they couldn't otherwise.” The memory of Jason brought pain, asit dways did, but just
then the Havens seemed far away. ™Y ou mentioned that you'd met ... witches at home."

"W, there's a strong tradition of magic around there. The folks that settled that area came from
Irdland, England, and Wales. My grandmother was a reader and adviser. People used to come to her to
have ther fortunes read." Shefdl glent for a moment, asif lost in a memory.

A seer, Seph thought. "Were there dso wizards in Codton County?!

She consdered this a moment. "There are people with auras. Like you. People with power.
Trinity's full of them. What kind of power, | couldn't tdl you. And I'd guess most of them don't know
they haveit."

"Were there others like you?'

She laughed. "1t'd be pretty hard to tdll. | don't have an auraand | don't have magic. | just kind of
svalow it up.”

When they were sunbaked and drowsy, they pulled their dry clothes on.

The shadows were deeper than before when they headed back. They followed a path upstream
dong the riverbank until they reached a place where the sdes of the ravine swept steeply up on ether
gde, forcing them back into the river. Seph had just taken Maddie's hand to help her across some
dippery stones, when he looked up and saw someone standing in the riverbed ahead, between them and
the sun. The contrast between light and shadow made it difficult to see, but there was something familiar
about the slhouette. When Seph shaded his eyes againg the light he saw that it was Warren Barber. And
behind him, Kenyon King, from the Havens.

Madison stepped up even with Seph, and looked curioudy a Barber, who was standing, amiling,
right in their path.

"Hdlo, Joseph,” Barber said. His voice was marbled with sorcery, meant to sedate and cloud the
mind.

Seph looked around. On either Side, the banks were too steep to dimb. Behind them, two more
wizards were picking their way down the riverbed. Bruce Hays, and Aaron Hanlon, who taught socid
Sudies.

"Who's that?' Madison began, but when she saw Seph's face, the words died away. She looked
over her shoulder, a Hays and Hanlon, and back at Seph.

"We thought you'd never leave your little nest," Barber said. There mugt have been an unspoken
question on Seph's face, because he added, "l used a different kind of web this time. Something to let
you out, but tie aline to you. Something that made you easy to track.”

Seph brushed at himsdf asif trying to didodge the invishle tether.

Barber flexed his fingers, readying them for use. "Weve come to take you back, Joseph,” he
sad. "It haan't been the same since you left.”

Seph spoke to Maddie without taking his eyes off Barber, acutdy aware of the wizards behind
him. "It's okay. | went to school with these people. Go on back to the truck."

"What's going on?' Madison looked over her shoulder. Hays and Hanlon had stopped a short
digtance away, asif wating for asgnd.

"Jug go. If I'm not there in helf an hour, go on without me"" When she didn't move, he pushed her
hard, and she sumbled afew steps forward. She looked back at him, her face ill full of questions. Then
she turned and waked away from him, up the riverbed, her figs clenched a her sdes. But as she tried to
dip past Barber and King, King reached out along arm and caught her by the hair, pulling her to him and
wrapping one arm around her. She struggled for a moment, dl knees and elbows, then stood 4ill, eyes
wide with surprise and fright.

"Let her go," Seph said, trying to keep his voice cdm and even. "She's not involved in this™

Barber amiled. "But you're involved with her, right? Y ou wouldn't run off and leave her with the
likes of us, would you? Just cooperate and maybe well let her go."



Seph knew that his primary advantage was surprise and the overconfidence of the dumni. If not
for that, he would have been immohbilized dready. If he didn't do something soon, he wouldn't get the
chance.

But Madison took that issue out of his hands. She twisted like an ed and kneed King in the groin.
He screeched and doubled over. He mugt have released power into her, because after a few seconds he
went down like he'd been clubbed in the head.

Seph pointed at Barber and cast an immohilization charm. He spun around and launched charms
a the other two wizards, but they were dready throwing up shidds and muttering counters. Barber stood
frozen, an incredulous look on his face,

"Gol Now!" Seph shouted to Madison, who had extricated hersdf from King's grip. "Get out of
herel"

"But | can hdp you!"

"I don't want your hdp!" Seph said, keeping his eyes on the three wizards. He didnt want
anything from the Havens to contaminate Maddie Moss. Didn't want Warren bloody Barber asking
guestions about her.

Didn't want her to get hurt.

She turned and splashed up the riverbed, in the direction of the parking lot, legping over
obstacles like a deer. Sheld logt her hat, and it floated down the river toward them, spinning in the
current.

Then Hays disabled the immohilization charm Seph had used on Warren Barber. That was the
problem. Unless Seph could take down dl three at once, they would help each other.

"What's this?" Barber said, looking more amused than worried. "I beieve the boy's been studying
out of school." He looked after Madison, asif debating whether to go after her, then shrugged. "Fity," he
sad. "l was teking aliking to her." He nudged King with his foot, frowning. "What's up, Ken? You going
to be snging soprano from now on?" King lay on his back, ill stunned.

Barber sgnded to the others, and the remaining wizards separated, advancing toward Seph from
three different directions.

Seph dimbed partway up the sde of the rocky gorge and turned to face them. The way to the
parking lot was blocked, and he had no hope of dimbing the rest of the way without being overtaken or
dissbled.

It was edily slent in the gorge. The birds were quiet, and he couldn't even hear the sound of
water cascading over the rocks. All he could hear was the harsh breething of the three wizards as they
advanced on him.

"You may think you're a wizard now, Joseph,” Warren said. "But we think you have a lot to
learn. And we can teach you, back a school." His voice turned soothing. "Tdl you what. Y ou won't have
to mingle with the other students anymore. Well let you stay in the Alumni House. Well be best friends™

Seph extended his hands. "Back off. | don't want to hurt you, but | won't let you take me"

"Please don't hurt us, Joseph,” Barber mocked. As he spoke, he gestured and a latice of
shadows did over Seph. He looked up to see the net descending on him and threw up his hands,
gpesking the countercharm. He had been spending considerable time on Weirweb counters. The net
dissolved into gleaming shards of dlver thet fdl harmlesdy about his shoulders. Then he swept hisarm out
inabroad arc, sending awadl of blue fame roaring downhill. The dumni threw themsdlves on ther faces
inthe river as the flames raked over them.

Seph teased earth out of the sde of the hill, rdeasing a landdide of boulders, then drove a flash
flood of water down the gorge. He was desperately flinging charms held never tried before. Some
worked and some didn't. He had to keep the dumni busy. If he took even one hit, he was done.

His only advantage was that Leicester wanted him dive. He was under no such redtriction,
dthough heredly had no desire to harm them. They were victims as much as he was.

Except for Warren Barber. Seph was beginning to think Barber was bad to the bone. Should've
killed you when | had the chance, he thought.

Seph inched up the riverbed toward the parking lot, fighting the dumni for every foot of ground.



He sensed rather than heard the subduen charm Barber cast, and threw back the countercharm. Warren
soun out more spider cords from his hands—looping, iridescent cords that threstened to ensnare
Seph—~Dut they dissolved under the same counter held used on the web.

They pressed againg the barricades he put up, seeking weaknesses, and toppled smdl trees on
the dope above, sending branches crashing down around him. They sent clouds of vapors toward him,
and birds tumbled out of the sky, stupefied. He was dready getting tired. He wondered how long it
would take them to devise something held never heard of, or to Smply overwhem him.

The wizards were soaked, plastered with mud, and bleeding. They'd obvioudy expected an easy
catch.

"Does Dr. Leicester mind if he's damaged or broken?' Hanlon gasped.

"I think we might have to damage him. | think it might be unavoidable” As if to reinforce his
words, Barber swung his fist, sweeping stones from the river bed into a deadly cloud that flew at Seph.
Seph fashioned a shidd and managed to deflect most of them, but a fis-9ze stone struck him above the
right eyebrow, gunning him momentarily, amaost knocking him from his feet. He staggered backward but
managed to stay upright.

Barber said something to the other two, and the three came forward, pointing at him and firing
charms, one after another. Seph struggled to keep up, knowing that if he logt focus for a moment, it
would be over. He fingered the dyrne sefa and thought about disgppearing, but it would do no good if he
couldn't keep up with the spellcasting. He might end up immohile and unnoticeable, lost in the Vearmilion
River Gorge forever.

Suddenly he saw movement just beyond the dumni in the ravine, a flash of light off metd, and a
familiar figure, moving fast. The three wizards were so focused on ther intended victim that they didn't
redize their peril until it was too late.

Blen Stephenson siwvung her blazing sword in a powerful two-handed sweep that diced through
Aaron Hanlon's ribcage dl the way to the spine, nearly cutting him in haf. Hanlon screamed and toppled
facedown in the river. He lay ill, his blood douding the water. She swung again, meta anging, diang
through Warren Barber's shoulder. A little different angle, and sheld have taken his am off. He spun
away, cursng, dutching at the wound with one hand.

Seph scrambled down the dope to join her, feet diding in the loose shde. Ellen was breathing
hard, but she was grinning, triumphant. Now it was suddenly two againg two, and one wounded on the
other sde.

"You okay, Seph?' She kept her sword up, her eyes on the two wizards.

"Hlen, | an s0 glad to see you,” Seph said. He was gppreciating the benefits of having a warrior
onhissde.

Seph sent a volley of immobilization charms raining down on the two remaining wizards. Ellen
spirded flames toward them, spinning off the tip of her sword and advancing on them with grim
determingtion. Warren Barber staggered backward, feding the effects of his wound. Now the dumni
were the ones on the defensive.

Seph knew they'd better make the mogt of ther temporary advantage. There might be more
dumni waiting in the wings.

"Hlen'" He moved in close so he could speak quietly. "I'm going to make you invisble" He lifted
the dyrne sefa from around his neck and hung it around hers. Then he gripped her am and spoke the
unnoticesble charm. "Don't let me lose hold of you. Now let's movel™ he hissed, pulling her down off the
dope and across the water to the other side.

The two remaning wizards swiveled about, solattering flames a random, muttering curses,
scanning the sides of the canyon and the underbrush at the river edge. Frustrated, they closed in on the
spot where Seph was lagt seen, raking it with wizard fire. Smoke filled the gorge as grass and brush
began to smolder. Barber sent another hail of stones swirling down the gorge and Ellen hissed in pain as
severd hit home,

"McCauley!" Barber shouted, his face purple with rage. "We know where you livel Weve been
on fricking Jefferson Street. Well find Linda Downey and her sster, Rebecca. Well find your girl. Well



find your warrior friend. And in the end, well find you."

Thedumni charged down the river a a dead run, convinced thar quarry was getting away. Seph
and Ellen splashed up the river in the opposite direction, toward the parking lot. They scrambled
desperately through the gorge, dashed by briars and branches, water and mud sucking a Seph's
flip-flops, Ellen's sword catching in the underbrush. He could hear no sounds of pursuit behind them, only
their |abored breathing and the racket they made as they forced their way through the trees.

They burst through the lagt of the brush into the parking lot. Madison was ganding by the car,
franticaly punching numbers into a cdl phone, when Seph and Ellen materidized out of the ar, Elen
carying her bloody sword.

Madison looked up and saw them. "You found him!" She shoved her cdl phone into her purse.
"Thank God! Are you okay?' She gripped Seph's elbows, peering axioudy into his face, touching his
forehead where the rock had hit him. Then she looked over his shoulder a Elen and sad fiercdy, "I
hope you chopped them into little bits.”

"Do you two know each other?" Seph asked, looking from Madison to Ellen.

Hlen was in a ready stance, facing the trailhead, watching for Sgns of pursuit. "Let's get out of
here. We can chitchat |ater.”

There were two more cars parked in the lot than when Seph and Madison had arrived. One was
the old Jeep that Will and Ellen shared. The other one was unfamiliar, a black minivan with a rent-a-car
dticker. It must belong to the dumni, Seph thought. At least he hoped o, because he melted dl four tires.

Seph rode with Madison in the pickup. Ellen followed behind in the Jeep. Madison seemed
accustomed to negotiating country roads; she drove fast, scarcely dowing for the curves and corners.

What a disaster. He'd been afool to take a chance with Madison. If not for her odd resistance
to wizards, she would have been killed, hurt, or kidnapped.

If Ellen hadn't shown up, he might be on his way back to the Havens by now. Which reminded
him. "You didn't seem surprised to see Ellen. And her sword.”

Madison glanced a him, then back a the road. "Is that her name? | was on my way to the
parking lot when she stepped out of the trees with thet thing and demanded to know where you were. |
thought she was sanding watch for those cregps. She thought 1'd led you into some kind of trap. It took
usawhile to sort it out. Then she went teering down the trail after you and | went to the car to cdl 911.
Only, | couldn't get my cdll phone to work. It's like, fried."”

She swerved around a dow-moving van. "Wheat the hdl happened back there, anyway? Does
thiskind of thing happen to you dl the time?'

Seph was scratched and scraped and bruised and his head was throbbing. He rested it back
agand the seat and closed his eyes. "Not too often. Let's just say | made a mistake."

"Those men were dl witches™

"Wizards"

"Whatever. So. Are you in some kind of magica gang war?'

He eyed her gumly, wishing she were susceptible to wizardry so he could just wipe her mind
clean. "I used to go to schoal with them. Now they're after me. | don't know why." He hoped they hadn't
noticed anything specid about Maddie. He hoped they wouldn't think about her at dl.

"You want to go sraight to the police station? Or we could look for a pay phone ..."

He shook his head, garing draight ahead. "The police can't hep." She opened her mouth to
speak, and he hdd up his hand. "What am | going to tdl the cops? | was attacked by wizards who tried
to snare mein a spider web? And then that nice Ellen Stephenson, who plays forward on the girls soccer
team, cut two of them to pieces with her magica sword?' He thought of Ross Childers and imagined his
reaction. Not pretty. "Jud take me home."

"Do you think they'll give up, after today?*

"No."

"Whdl, you can't just wait for them to try again.”

"I don't intend to." He had no red choice. He'd known that dl dong. He could remain a prisoner
inthe Sanctuary, walting for Leicester to target someone he cared about, or he could act.



She put her hand on hisarm. "I'm worried about you."

"You should be worried about yoursdlf. People who get involved with me tend to get hurt.”

"Maybe | can help you."

He couldn't believe it. They'd only just met, and they'd just had the date from hell, and she was
dill on hissde. "It's not up to you."

By now, they'd passed the dity limits the classy stone gateway for Trinity College and the Sgn
tha sad TRINITY HIGH SCHOOL DIVISION Il STATE SOCCER CHAMPIONS. Seph
wondered if the soft barrier worked both ways, if the dumni knew hed returned to the Sanctuary.
Maybe they could track his movements dl the time. The back of his neck prickled.

Madison swerved into Seph's driveway. Ellen pulled up behind them, but made no move to get
out, giving them a moment of privacy.

Madison helped unload the picnic gear onto the sidewalk. "Here, I'l hdp you carry it indde.”

"That'sdl right. I'l get it."

Madison leaned againg her truck, twisting one of her tiny braids between her fingers. "l have to
say, that was my most eventful picnic inalong time”

Seph looked away and swalowed. "No doubt.”

She gripped his hands and looked up into his face. "But | had a good time before ... ah ...
before the mayhem.”

Seph shook his head, bewildered. "I don't get it. | had to practicaly bribe you to get you to go
out with mein the firg place.”

"Who says we're going out?' She pulled back her hair, and the beads clattered softly together.
"For one thing, my drawing's not done. | need you to St some more.” She touched his face gently, as if
mapping the bone structure underneath. "Plus, | think we could maybe be friends. You're not nearly as
arogant as | thought you were at fird." She grinned. "You better cdl me, Witch Boy, or I'll come find
you, now that | know where you live" She climbed up into the seet.

Seph stood watching until the pickup disappeared around the corner at the end of the strest.

Hlen vaulted over the sde of the Jeep. "Need some hep?' She shouldered one of the coolers
and suffed the quilt under her arm. They managed to carry everything into the kitchen in one trip. No one
was around, but based on the debris left behind, Jack and his friends had passed through. Ellen drained
two bottles of water while Seph put the food away.

Blen was a mess. She was muddy and her clothes were torn. She had a nesty cut over one eye
and her cheekbone was tuming purple from the rockfal. She adso looked postivey eated. Seph was
beginning to redize that Ellen liked nothing better than a good fight, well concluded. He brought the
firg-ad kit from the downgtairs bathroom, and they sat a the table, methodicaly tregting each other's
wounds.

"You were redly good today,” Ellen said, lifing the dyrne sefa from around her neck and
hending it to Seph. "I couldn't keep track of dl the charms flying around. Those guys definitdly got the
word of it. Too bad we had to split, because | think we could have taken them.”

"Yegh" Seph swept back Ellen's chin-length brown hair and dabbed at her bloody ear. "Not that
I'm not grateful, but ... why were you at the park?" Seph asked.

"I was—you know—ouit hiking."

"I don't believe you."

Bllen opened the freezer, scooped up ahandful of ice, dropped it into a plagtic bag, and handed
it to Seph. "Put that on your head,” she suggested.

He pressed it againg the knot on his forehead. "So?"

Blen licked her finger and rubbed at a splatter of blood on her arm. "It was my day to watch
you, okay?"'

"What?"

"We trade off. Jack and Nick and Linda and me. Today, Jack was playing soccer, Linda was
out buying a house, Nick had just been on duty two daysinarow and ..." her voice tralled off.

"Y ou're saying you've been following me around al summer?’



Hlen cleared her throat. "Linda was afraid something like this would happen, or they'd find a way
to scare you enough to make you bolt. So ..." She shrugged her shoulders.

"l don't believe this"

"Bdieve me, it hasn't been the mogt excting duty, up until today. Seph goes to church. Seph
goes to the symphony. Seph gets hit on by girls at the beach!" BHlen nibbled a a broken nal. "This
afternoon, | fdt like some kind of chaperone, falowing you and your girlfriend around. So | dropped
way back. Guess | shouldn't have.

"Maybe they could've seen you if you'd been closer.”

"Maybe. Look, I'm sorry about your ... &h ... date.”

"You saved my life. Thank you." Seph was glad thet it was Ellen and not Jack. "Y ouve dways
treated me like I'm not, you know, the enemy.”

Bllen finished tweezing bits of gravel from her skinned knees, and picked up the washcloth. "We
have alot in common, you know," she said, bending her head over her work. "I never knew my parents,
ether. | was raised for the tournaments by wizards of the Red Rose.”

"Did they have some kind of warrior school?' he asked.

She snorted. "There aren't enough of us|eft tofill a school. | had a warriormaster—a wizard who
gpecidizes in training warriors. What you might cdl the coach from hdl. We were condantly on the
move, being hunted by the White Rose. So I've dways been the stranger. New kid at school. Kind of
likeyou." She shook back her shining hdmet of hair, as likdy to seek sympathy as any leopard.

"So how'd you meet Jack?"

"The Red Rose wizards learned that the White Rose had a warrior hidden away in Trinity. So |
came here to kill im." She said this matter-of-factly. "Only, | didn't know who to kill, and he didn't know
who | was. He sat behind mein homeroom, of dl things. Hewas ... you know ... | saw him and | went,
whoa! | guess | had this mgor crush. I'd never gone out with anyone, redly. He'd just broken up with
tha ... that Alida Middleton." Her inflection gave the name another meaning. "I'm not—you
know—good with people. And he was, like, Mr. Popular. But we kind of clicked, and one thing led to
another...." The color had come up into Ellen’s cheeks.

"When did you figure it out?"

"Jack gave himsdf away in a Street fight before we left Trinity. He didn't figure out who | was
until we met on the fidd at Raven's Ghyll." She grinned. "I'll never forget the look on his face” She
carried the basin of sogpy water to the snk and dumped it out.

"Widl, | don't think he likes me much."

"Oh, | wouldn't say that. Jack's just less open than he used to be, before Raven's Ghyll. It takes
longer to win him over." She sat down across from Seph again.

"I mean, here he was, living this storybook lifein Trinity. And then, in the space of a few months,
he finds out that everyone he knows is someone dse entirdy. His surgeon is a wizard who turned him into
amagicd freak. Hisaunt is an enchanter with a past. The old caretaker who lives over the garage is his
four-hundred-year-old wizard bodyguard. His former girlfriend is a treacherous, bottom-feeding,
double-crossing trader who's had him under a spdll.”

Seph bit the ingdes of his cheeks to keep from laughing.

"Bven his warriormaster, Hastings, has a secret plan— to play himin the Game and win dominion
over the Wizard Houses. Jack goes to the tournament and finds out his opponent is the gifl he's been
going out with, who, by the way, came to Trinity to assassinate him."

Seph shook his head, rendered speechless.

"Yet despite dl that, 1've never met anyone who was so0 ... So pure. | don't mean he's a sant or
anything," she added quickly, raling her eyes. "He jud... knows who he is and what he believes in. He
doesn't change his story day to day and week to week. He's the one you want to have next to you when
the bad thing goes down."

Seph wished he had the same certainty, the same sense of trgectory. Hed lost something
important at the river. Something he hadn't redized was histo lose: a growing sense of security.

Hed left the Havens with the intention of taking revenge on Gregory Leicester, but held dlowed



himsdf to be seduced by the magic of a Midwestern college town. Leicester had warned him not to talk,
and, for the mogt part, he hadn't.

Lecester wouldn't give up. It was only a matter of time before he tried again.

Unless Seph got to him fird.

"So what did those guys want?' Ellen asked. "You never said.”

"They said they came to take me back to schoal.”

"I don't get it," Ellen admitted. "Do you think they've been gaking you dl this time? Why?"

"I don't think even the dumni know," Seph said.

"The what?'

"The dumni. The ones who attacked us today. They used to go to school a the Havens now
they work for Dr. Leicester. | don't think they have a due why he wants me" He took a breath. "But
Aunt Linda does.”

"What are you taking about?"

"I think Aunt Linda knows why they're after me. That's why she has you dl weatching me every
day." He tossed the ice pack from hand to hand. "I don't suppose what happened today could be kept
just between us?'

"No way. Are you crazy?' Ellen stretched out her long legs. "Come on, Seph. You're in danger,
and you need help. Don't you think Linda deserves to know her indincts -were right?" She looked
sheepish. "For weeks, we've been trying to convince her that she was being paranoid and taling you
waan't necessary."

"I dready fed like a prisoner,” Seph said. "Itll only get worse if she finds out what happened.
Follow me around dl you want. | promise | won't leave Trinity. | won't put you in danger again. You
could've been killed today, too." He reached over and closed his hand over hers, looked her in the eyes.
"Blen. Please don't tdll.”

Her eyes widened and she tried to withdraw her hand. "Hey!"

He increased the gentle pressure, the flow of persuasion, feding guilty as he did so. Fndly she
nodded. "Okay. Our secret.” And Seph amiled, satisfied.

Chapter Fourteen
The Wizard Council

Linda Downey was in town only intermittently over the following two weeks. She seemed
distracted, a bundle of nerves. Maybe it's the idea of being tied down, Seph thought. Sheld closed on a
house on Washington Street, one block north of Jefferson, overlooking the lake. It was a amdl Victorian,
a former summer cottage that needed consderable work. She stayed in town long enough to hire a
squadron of contractors, then put Seph in charge of superviang them. ™Y ou're good at this kind of thing,”
she said. "Pick out some paint and wallpaper, and keep them honest.”

S0 he spent alot of time at the new house and dso working with Fitch and Harold. He avoided
the beach in the early morning, and when Madison left messages on Seph's cdl phone, he didn't cal her
back. When it came to keeping secrets, he had the experience of a lifeime to draw upon. He was
determined not to dlow her or anyone dse to become entangled in his persond vendetta He
remembered Leicester's warnings.

But the girls a the pavilion were no longer appeding. The image of Madison dways intruded: her
floppy hat with the long ribbon, the long vintage skirts and lace blouses, her arinkling of freckles and
sun-painted har. Even the way she looked down her nose a hm when she thought he was being
arrogant.

Leander Hadtings returned to town the second week of August. The meeting of the Council of



Wizards had findly been scheduled. It was to be held in Trinity.

He had spent an afternoon a the meadow with Jack and Ellen, coaching them through ther
routines. It was a hot day, and it had been a tough workout. Now the warriors were collgpsed into the
Adirondack chairs on the front porch, having put away about a gdlon of iced tea. Hagtings sat on the
cool concrete of the porch steps with Seph next to him.

They were taking about the upcoming mesting. Jack disapproved of the location. "Create a
sanctuary for the rest of us, then throw open the doors to wizards. That makes sense.”

"It's actudly a good thing," Hastings replied. "It mugt be, because Gregory Leicester and Claude
D'Orsay are opposed.” His glance rested on Seph a moment.

"Why isit agood thing?' Seph asked. Tiny, late-summer gnats rose up around him. He released
abit of power to keep them at bay.

"Theres consderable pressure on the coundl right now. Some members want to throw away the
Rules of Engagement and put down the rebdlion.” He smiled a& Jack and Ellen. "Go to war agang the
Anawer. Put these warriors and enchanters in their places™” He paused. "Others want to convene an
Interguild Conference as the new rules direct, and come to a workable agreement. Here in Trinity, al
voices are likdy to be heard, with no trickery, sorcery, or black magic going on. Well, trickery perhaps.”
He amiled again.

"Wheréesit bang hdd?' Bllen asked. She pushed her swegaty har behind her ears.

"They'l haveit a the Legends Inn."

"How many wizards are coming?* Seph asked.

"Therewill be twenty atogether. That's alot of power and spark for asmdl town."

"Will the Dragon be there?" Seph couldn't hep asking the question. He saw the Wizard Coundil
mesting as the dassic example of the mountain coming to Mohammad.

Hadtings turned and faced Seph, resting his hands on his knees. "l don't know, Seph,” he said.
"Why do you ask?'

Seph shifted uncomfortably under the wizard's scrutiny. “Like | said. I'd like to meet him.”

"l see" Hadtings continued to gaze a Seph until he shifted his eyes away. "As | told you before,
the Dragon is not on the Wizard Council. He prefers to work behind the scenes” He 4ill had not
answered Seph's question, and obvioudy didn't intend to.

Seph was determined to meet the Dragon if he came to Trinity. Surely, he would come. But then,
he wouldn't know himif he saw him on the street. "'l was hoping you could introduce me."

"I I see him, perhaps I'll tdl him you're looking for him."

"Will Gregory Leicester be there?' Seph persisted.

"Dr. Leicester is on the council, yes. Despite his disgpprova of the location, I'm sure he wouldn't
missit.”

Maybe there would be an opportunity to take Leicester by surprise.

Hadtings was watching him, green eyes intent under the dark brows. It was dmogt as if he could
read Seph's mind. "l think you should dl stay away from the inn during the medting.”

He spoke to dl three of them, but the message was intended for Seph. Ellen and Jack nodded,
but Seph merdly leaned back againgt the steps, dosng his eyes. He'd had a reveation. Leander Hastings
doesn't trust me, Seph thought. That's what thisisal abouit.

On the firg day of the council meeting, Seph set his darm and woke up early in his aerie of a
bedroom. Since the ill-fated picnic, held seen Lindas bodyguards following him around and pretended
not to notice. Today, he hoped to shake off his shadow by leaving the house before anyone was up.

He pulled on his shorts and T-shirt, then rooted in the back corner of his underwear drawer,
retrieving asmdl ceramic bottle with a crystd stopper. He did it into his pocket and padded downgtairs.
When he reached the second floor, he saw that Jack's door was open and his bed was made. Seph
glanced up and down the hdlway, stepped ingde Jack's room, and closed the door. He crouched down
next to the bed.



Jack's sword, Shadowdayer, was underneath, in its case. Seph knew better than to touch that.
Will and Fitch had helped Jack dig it out of a warrior's grave. Fitch said held nearly been torched when
he tried to open the case.

Seph did his hand between the mattress and box spring and pulled out a short knifein a sheath. It
was not Jack's weapon of choice, but held used it the day Seph arrived in Trinity. Seph shoved it under
his T-shirt, into the waig of hisjeans. He liked having it there. It made him fed as if he were findly going
to take action, ingtead of stting and waiting for another attack.

He'd been over to the Legends Inn the week before, familiarizing himsdf with the layout of the
place. Today he planned to find out where the wizards were meeting, and in particular, where they were
desping.

Seph crept down the back staircase, hoping to leave the house by the back door, but he ran right
into Becka, who was on her way out, dressed for court.

"Good morning, Seph. You're up early," she said, amiling. "Lindas home. She and Jack arein the
kitchen." She sad it loudly, too, so Seph knew Linda would be waiting for m to come around the
corner. Shaking his head, he went on into the kitchen.

Lindaand Jack were just finishing breakfast. They doruptly stopped talking when Seph came into
the room. Linda looked pae and tired. She wore the same black business suit sheld worn the day shed
rescued Seph a the Havens. "l think you've grown,” she said. "Every time | go away, you grow an inch!"

"Welcome home, Aunt Linda" Seph poured himsdf some coffee and brought it over to the table.

"How are my contractors doing, Seph? I'm medting with them in alittle while"

The contractors were absolutely dazzled by Linda Downey. Dave Martin, the generd contractor,
was dways thinking of some enhancement that he wanted to run by Seph, to see if he thought Linda
would approve. They never questioned the fact thet they were working for a Sixteen-year-old boy. It was
another one of those strange Weir-Anaweir relationships.

"They seem to be on schedule,” he said. "Dave has some changes he wants to go over with you.
The revised drawings are on the dining room table." Seph was afraid she would suggest that he go dong
with her to the meeting, but she didn't. He thought it might be her day to watch him after her absence, but
it wasn't, because she retrieved the plans from the dining room and picked up her briefcase.

"Have fun today, guys Be good, Seph." And then she was gone.

Jack studied Seph asif he were a problem he might have to solve. Seph was very aware of the
"borrowed" knife poking imin the thigh. | guessit's Jack’s day to watch me, he thought.

"Weé're going salling today," Jack said abruptly.

Seph's heart sank. The Swift-Downey family had a sailboat, a day saler they kept in the water dl
season. Jack had been promising to take Seph out on the lake. But it had never worked out. Until today.

"Today?' Seph cast about for an excuse. "Y ou know, today redly isnt avery ... | mean, | don't
redly ..."

"Wewon't go very far out,” Jack said, giving him that dead-on look. "Well just run up and down
the shordline. Will and Fitch are coming. My mom packed alunch. It'sdl sat."

Seph was caught, and he knew it. Whose idea was this? he wondered. The plan was dearly
designed to keep him away from the inn.

"Okay," Seph sad, forcing enthusiasm. "Great!"

Will and Fitch were waiting on the pier, chating with Harold Fry, when they arived a the
harbor.

Harold nodded to Jack and Seph. "Morning, boys." The old man watched as Jack legped nimbly
into the dinghy and stowed the gear. "When're you going to get yoursdlf ared boat, Jack?'

"That's okay, Harold, thisisdl | can handle for now." Jack braced the dinghy while Seph, Will,
and Fitch dimbed aboard.

"I'm. psyched," Fitch said as they rowed out to where Windego was anchored in the harbor.
"I've been dropping hints about going saling dl summer.” It seemed everyone was happy about the
excurdon but Seph.

It was abeautiful day. The lake was a tranducent bottle-green color, and only a few high clouds



interrupted the endless blue of the sky as Jack fired up the motor to push the boat out of the harbor.
Dozens of white salls pricked the horizon.

Once they were in open water, Seph resigned himsdf to the Stuation, working hard to crew
under Jack's direction. He remembered alittle about managing the sails from the times he'd been out with
Warren Barber. Jack was a smart and aggressive skipper, if Seph was any judge. Eventudly Jack turned
the mainsail sheet over to Seph while he managed the jib. The wind was brisk out of the west, and when
they got it right, the boat flew over the water, amashing through the great, lazy fair-weather swells. He
and Jack traded off, but Will and Fitch seemed indined to gt in the spray at the bow of the boat and do
aslittle work as possible.

They anchored off one of the less-crowded beaches east of Trinity, and went svimming. Seph
left Jack's knife carefully hidden in his clothes. The water was Hill cool, even in Augus, but it was a hot
day, and after only a brief period on deck they were ready to go back in.

After alesurdy lunch and another swim, they dozed for atime on deck, the boat gently rocking
inthe swells, before heading back toward town. They were moving againg the wind thistime, and had to
do some eaborate tacking. It took them much longer to return than it had to sail out.

"You're hired, Seph,” Jack said, grinning as Seph nailed a complicated come-about. "Better than
these two losers.” He nodded at Will and Fitch.

Ftch lifted his can of pop inatoast. "To the crew.”

It was late afternoon when Jack started up the motor and they threaded their way back into the
harbor. A perfect day, but Seph couldn't hep wondering if the meetings at the Legends might dill be
going on. He'd dready wasted one day out of two.

The other three had remained in their svimming gear, but he had changed back into his clothes,
dicking the knife back under his wai stband.

When the dinghy had drifted close enough, Jack legped out onto the pier and secured the line
He and Seph muscled the cooler out of the boat and carried their gear up the steps to the marina parking
lot.

Jack turned back toward the marina office. "I'm going to go see what kind of bait Jerry's got,” he
explained. "Maybe we can go fishing tomorrow." He headed back down the steps.

And that will take care of tomorrow, Seph thought. Now might be his only chance to break
away. As soon as Jack was out of Sght, Seph said, asif hed only just thought of it, "I just remembered, |
was supposed to meet Aunt Linda over at the new house at four thirty. I'm dready late. Tdl Jack | had
to go." Without wating for a response, he sprinted through the parking lot and around the corner.

The Legends Inn was about a quarter mile west of the marina, on a point of land that formed one
dde of the harbor. Seph wondered if Jack would guess where he had gone and come &fter him. He
would just have to move quickly enough to stay ahead of him.

Thefront door of theinn opened into the parlor, where held made his date with Madison Moss.
From his previous vist, Seph knew that the megting rooms and dining rooms lay immediatdly beyond. He
stopped at the reception desk and smiled at the girl in the high-necked Victorian blouse.

"Can you tdl meif the medting is dill going on?" he asked politely.

She looked Seph up and down skepticaly, disapproving of his saling clothes. "The medtings are
over for the day. They just adjourned about a hdf hour ago.”

"I have a message for one of the participants, name of Gregory Leicester. Can you tdl me which
room is his?"

"And you are?'

"Aaron Hanlon."

She extended her hand. "I'll give im the message.”

"I need to ddiver it in person.”

"Shdl | ring him for you?" She put her hand on the phone on the desk.

"That's okay," Seph said hadlily. "If he's not there, I'll just dip it under his door.”

She hesitated. There was obvioudy a policy. Seph was beginning to think he was going to have
to use more overt persuasion. But it seemed she saw little threst in Seph. "He's in Room 210. Second



floor. The elevator is over there” She pointed.

"Thank you."

He decided to take the Stairs instead, reasoning that he was less likdy to run into someone he
knew. It dso dlowed him to delay things that much longer. He could think about murdering Gregory
Leicester dl the way up to coming face-to-face with the wizard. Then the image faled. Not a good
omen. "Vous devez envisager le success,” Genevieve had often sad to him. You mug envison
SuCCess.

He redlized he was leaving a clear trall for anyone who wanted to track hm down. More than
that, he knew that murder was amortd sn, the kind that took you straight to hell. But he had no choice.
Lecester had dready killed Trevor and Jason, and it seemed he dill had plans for Seph. Panful plans, no
doulbt.

You've been a tough little bastard, Leicester had said. Now well find out just how tough
you are. Fragments of nightmares came back to him, like jagged glass beneath his skin. They'd come
close to taking him at the river; they might succeed the next time.

| know where you live, Barber had said. WEIl find Linda Downey and her sister, Rebecca.
Well find your girl. Well find your warrior friend. And, in the end, we'll find you.

Seph paused in the sairwd| and readied his weapons.

Hisright hand found the knife under his T-shirt, and he dipped it out into his hand. He pulled the
bottle from his pocket, yanked the stopper, and daubed the blade liberdly with the contents. Mercedes
Foster had warned him that it was more potent than the venom of any snake, and undetectable by
Anawer medicine. Carefully, he did the knife back into its sheath. Returning the bottle to his pocket, he
groped for the porta a his neck. He knew better than to engage Leicester directly. He would wait,
unnoticed, like a viper in the grass, for the headmaster to come within reach of his ing.

Unnoticegble Seph emerged from the stairwell and walked quickly down the hdll toward the end,
where he knew 210 mus be.

"Seph! Seph McCauley, isthat you?'

He spun around, dutching for the knife, his bresth caiching in his throat. Hisfirg thought was that
the dways rdliable unnaticeable charm hadn't worked.

But no. It was Madison Moss in a long skirt and deeveless cotton sweater and little strappy
sandds, her exuberant hair gathered into a net studded with rhinestones. His heart stuttered at the sght of
her. She bore down on him, as beautiful and dangerous as a summer storm over the lake. It seemed that
Madison was as impervious to unnoticeable charms as to other forms of wizardry.

"Where have you been?" she hissed. "I've left messages, |'ve stopped by your house ..."

He raised his hands asif he could hold her off. "Madison, we can't. Thisisn't a good time."

"W, | guess there is no good time. | thought we were friends. If this is about what happened at
theriver, | think | have the right to make my own choices."

She kept coming forward, and he backed away until she had him penned in a little dcove at the
end of the hall. Desperate to stop the flow of words, he gripped her wrigt and pulled her toward him,
pressing his hand over her mouth. "Ligten, some of those people we saw a the river are right here a the
inn. They'd like nathing better than to finish whet they started.”

Madison broke away from him and looked up and down the hdlway. Then she moved closer to
him and lowered her voice. "Then why are you here?' Her voice tremored a bit.

A gquestion that Seph could not answer. He gripped her elbows. "They won't notice me. I'll be
fine unless you give me away."

She blinked at him. ™Y ou expect me to believe you'e invighle? Right." But she sounded a little
unsure of hersdf.

Then he heard footsteps. He looked over Madison's shoulder and saw someone tdl and angular
driding toward them down the hall, like an avenging spirit.

It was Leander Hastings.

Seph nodded toward Hagtings. "He's looking for me. Please don't say anything." And he faded
back into the alcove.



Madison did not turn around. She advanced to the window and pretended to look out, resting
her hands on the gll. Hastings came on, scanning the room numbers to ether Sde. He paused when he
came to 210, turned aside, put his ear to the door, and knocked. There was no response. He
graightened and stood, watching Madison for a momernt.

"Excuse me" She winced when he spoke, then turned toward him, gripping her skirts on ether
sde. "Have you seen a young man about your age, tdl and thin, dark curly hair?' Hastings lodged himsdf
inthe entrance to the dcove, effectively preventing escape.

"No, gr, | haven't." She looked up a him, eyes bright, color high. "If he's a guest at the inn, you
could check at the front desk." Her eyes flicked quickly toward Seph, as if to verify tha he was dill
there. Then back to Hagtings.

"He's not a guest, though | have reason to believe he might have come up here. He passed by the
front desk not ten minutes ago." Hagtings leaned againg the doorframe, frowning.

Madison shrugged. "Haven't seen him. Now, if youll excuse me, | have work to do."

Hadling didnt move. He searched the dcove with his eyes, then looked back a Madison. She
glanced again at Seph. He shook his head, putting his finger to his lips. Hagtings reached into his trouser
pocket, drew out aamdl pouch, fumbled it open, then suddenly flung its contents toward Seph. It was a
light, glittery powder, and it coalesced around Seph like a hdo. Hagtings groped into the middle of it, his
fingers dodng on the chain around Seph's neck. The links dissolved under the wizard's touch, and the
dyrne sefa fdl free.

Unnoticesble Seph was noticesble once again.

"S0." Hadtings retrieved the dyrne sefa and put it into his pocket. Then dropped a heavy hand
onto Seph's shoulder, spun him around, and dammed him up againg the wadl. "I noticed at Becka's that
you were wearing a heartstone. Y ou've obvioudy learned how to use it His eyes were cold and green
astheice that forms on the deepest lakesin Canada. "Who are you looking for, Seph?’ the wizard said.
"Perhaps | can help you."

It was hard to speak and hard not to, with dl that wizard pressure on him.

"Tdl me" Hadings said softly. "Are you ill looking for the Dragon?' His hand pressed lightly
agang Seph's windpipe, vibrating with power. Even the dight pressure made it difficult to breathe.

"I'm ... I'mlooking for Gregory Leicester,” Seph whispered faintly.

"Y ou're looking for your master, then? Have something to tdl him, do you?'

"You ... leave ... hm ... done, do you hear me?'

In the heat of the moment, Seph had nearly forgotten Madison. Now Hastings and Seph both
turned to look at her. Seph blinked to clear hisvison and Hastings even loosened his grip dightly.

She grabbed Seph's arm. Power did through Seph like hot metd through flesh, from Hagtings to
Madison, scouring Seph's brain of coherent thought. Seph fdl, bresking the connection between them,
landing awkwardly on hisside.

Swearing softly, Maddie kndt next to Seph, cradling his head in her ams. Seph wanted to
reassure her, but he could find no words. All he could do was gape at her.

She was angry. That was the firg thing he noticed. But if the glitter powder reveded Seph's
power like an aura, it layered her in shadow. It festhered her arms as she moved, shrouded her dlittering
hair, rendering her insubgtantial as a irit, a negative image to Seph's positive.

Hagtings sat dumped againg the wal, breathing hard, dmilaly incapacitated. He squinted at
Madison and shook his head. "An diditor,” he whispered. "You mug be. | didnt think they redly
exiged.”

"I don't know what you're talking about, but if you hurt him again, I'll ..." She extended her hands
toward Hasting, who drew back hadtily, asif afraid of being burnt, ill Saring & Madison in wonder.

"Wdl, wel. What am | interrupting, here?'

Like coconspirators, they looked up as one. Gregory Leicester stood in the entry to the acove,
holding an ice bucket that dripped condensation. He looked from Seph and Madison to Hagtings,
rubbing his chin thoughtfully.

"We were just talking about you, Gregory,” Leander Hastings said, sounding somehow collected



in spite of his pogition on the floor. He looked from Leicester to Seph as if trying to discern the links
between them.

"Perhaps you would care to come in and have a drink, Leander,” Leicester offered. "'l was about
to have one mysdf. You could celebrate your victory today.”

"It wasn't my victory," Hagtings said, riang to his feet. "There is consderable support for the new
condtitution on the council.”

"But you spoke doquently on its behdf. Though why you want to empower hedge prophets,
enchanters, and warriors, | havent aclue" He might have said dime, vermin, and scum of the earth.

"I don't know what you think you're giving up. Other than the ability to push people around.”

"Then you won't join me for that drink?' Leicester seemed to notice Seph for the fird time.
"Hedlo, Joseph. Warren tells me he ran into you at the park the other day."

Seph extracted himsdf from Maddi€'s embrace and stood. "You stay away from me, and tel
Barber and the others to do the same. Or no one waks away next time"

"And yet, here you are, lurking outside my door." Leicester glanced a Hadtings, as if expecting
him to intervene. "Perhaps you've findly redized that you belong with us.”

"I'm never going back."

"WEell see" The wizard looked over Seph's shoulder at Madison. "Arent you going to introduce
meto your friend?’

Reverberaing with anger, Madison tried to push forward, but Seph stuck out his am to prevent
her.

"You stay away from her," Seph said.

"Never mind. I know how to find her. Madison, isn't it? Such an unusud name" Leicester turned
away, shifting the bucket into the crook of his arm and fitting his key into the lock.

Seph groped for his knife, did it free, and lunged toward Leicester. Hagtings reached around
from behind and gripped his wrist, dragging hm back, wrapping the other am around his body,
increesing the pressure and power until Seph's hand went numb and the knife thudded on the carpet.
Hadtings covered it with his foot.

Hadtings hed Seph immobile until the oblivious Leicester entered his room and shut the door.
Hastings scooped up the knife and, gripping the back of Seph's neck, propeled hm down the hdl to
Room 206. He unlocked the door and pushed him insgde. Madison followed them in and pulled the door
shut behind her.

The room seemed an odd setting for Hagtings: fussy with fabrics and Victorian touches, furnished
with antiques of mixed heritage. The window opened to aview of the lake. A suitcase lay open on one of
the beds. A amdl table was drawn up by the window, littered with the debris of amedting: cups, saucers,
glasses, and papers.

Hadtings looked at Madison, as if wishing he could make her disappear. Her expresson and
body language said she had no intention of leaving. Seph would have liked to have seen Hagtings try and
evict her after what sheld done to himin the halway.

Instead, Hagtings leaned againgt the door, his ams folded across his chest. "What shdl we do
with you, Seph?’

"Thisis none of your business. Why don't you just leave me done?" Seph stood, feet braced
apart, breething hard. He jerked his head toward Madison. ™Y ou should go."

"I'm not leaving thistime™" Madison sat down on the bed, looking mulish.

Hadtings ignored this exchange. "I told Lindait was too risky to let you stay here. It seems | was
right. When Jack called me, | knew exactly where to look for you."

"If it's a problem, jugt drive me to the dty limits The dumni will be happy to take me off your
hands."

Hastingss head came up. "The dumni?'

"Leicester's wizard daves. I'm wanted back at school, it seems.”

Hastings squinted at him asiif puzzled. Then sat down in one of the chairs next to the table. "Tdl
me about school.”



"The Havens? They have five hundred spectacular acres on the Atlantic Ocean. They win the
sling cup every year." Seph was being a smartass, and he knew it. "Do you have a pecific question?”

"Asit happens, | know something about the Havens," Hagtings said. "Can you explain to me how
you survived a year in that place? Can you tdl me why you're not with them?”

Seph had a sudden strong desire to win the wizard over. He was tired of worrying about the
adumni; tired of keeping secrets; tired of trying to solve his problems on his own; tired of sparring with a
powerful wizard who should be hisdly. If he couldn't find the Dragon, maybe Hagtings would do. "I used
the heartstone. The dyrne sefa”

Hadtings pulled the talisman out of his pocket and handed it back to Seph. "Where did you get
it?'

"Another student gave it to me and taught me how to use it. His name was Jason Haey." Seph
shoved the piece into the pocket of his shorts. "He was my friend. He was heping me. So they killed
him." He began pacing back and forth. "A week ago, Leicester sent some of the dumni to kidnap me. |
left the sanctuary, and they attacked me" He nodded at Madison. "If not for Madison, here, and Ellen,
they would have taken me" He rubbed his temples. "I can't stand it anymore. They tortured me for
months. They murdered my friends. Why won't they leave me done?’

He walked to the window and rested his hands on the sll, looking out a the water. A char
scraped on the wood floor, and then Hagtings was beside him. He grabbed Seph's chin and forced his
face around so he could look himin the eyes. It reminded him of Jason, the night he'd explained to Seph
about the Weir. After a moment, Hastings let him go and turned away.

Something had changed, but Seph wasn't sure what or how. He went and sat down on the bed
next to Madison and picked up her hand, endosing it between his two. "I'm sorry, Madison. I've been a
jerk. It'sjudt ... they threatened to ... | don't want you to get hurt.”

"Therés more than one way to hurt a person, Witch Boy," she said, looking down at ther joined
hands. "And different kinds of risks." She looked up a Hastings. "What was that you cdled me in the
halway?'

The wizard turned and leaned againgt the window seat. "An dicitor.”

She made a face. "What's that? It sounds, you know, like something you'd get arrested for."

"It's not nearly common enough to be illegd.” Hastings studied her with frank interest. "In fact,
dthough I've heard of dlicitors, I've never encountered one before.”

"Jason never mentioned dicitors when he described the guilds" Seph said.

Hadtings nodded. "Hlidtors are not Weir, snce they have no Weirstones. But they have the ability
to dicit magic, to draw it avay from others. And, of course, they're resstant to charms. As youve
probably guessed by now," he added.

"Arethey just resstant to wizards, or to the Anawizard Weir?'
Hadtings toyed with the ring on his right hand. "My undergtanding is that they draw magic of dl
kinds"

"What happens to the power?" Seph asked. "Does it just disspate, or could an dicitor use it
hersdf?'

Hadtings shrugged. "'l don't know."

Madison was looking from Seph to Hagtings asiif they'd suddenly lapsed into French. "I have no
idea what you two are taking about. Can someone help me out here?"

Seph traced the lines on her pdm. "The Weir are people born with magica gifts. Wizards like us
have the broadest range of powers. Others are specidigts; for ingdance, they can see the future, or make
magicd tools and remedies. The witches you knew a home are probably ether wizards or enchanters.”

"How do you two know each other?" Hagtings asked.

Madison kicked off her sandas and dug her bare toes into the rug. "Seph picked me up on the
beach one moming."

"She works here at theinn," Seph added.

At that she looked a her watch, and groaned. "My supervisor's going to kill me. I'm on duty.”
She dipped her feet back into her shoes and stood. "I have to go."



"Il cal you," Seph said.

"Right." And she was out the door.

Hadtings looked after her thoughtfully. "There's another term for dicitors™ he said.

"What's that?'

"Eviscerators.” He amiled wryly. "Coined by wizards, no doubt. Although they have no meagic of
their own, they're very dangerous creatures. Are you sure you can trust her? Unfortunatdly, theré's no
way to determineif she'stdling the truth."

Meaning by awizard's touch, no doubt. "So | guess we just have to rdy on our judgment, don't
we? Like the Anaweir,” Seph retorted, looking Hastings in the eyes.

The wizard raised his hand. "All right. You're the best judge, | suppose” He paused, as if
debating what to say next. "Look. It doesn't maiter who you're after or how strong the judtification. You
cannot attack anyone at the conference. This wasn't a good day for Gregory Leicester. He would seize
any excuse to undo what's been done.

"What happened?'

"The council agreed to convene an Interguild Conference to consider a new conditution based on
the revised rules. If Leicester and D'Orsay can't get their own way within a councl of their peers, it's
even less likdy where there are warriors and enchanters represented.”

"Seph, you have to promise me you won't do anything to disrupt the conference. It would play
right into Leicester's hands™"

"Killing Leicester is the best thing that could happen, it seems to me" He looked up into
Hastingss scowl. Reluctantly, he said, "Okay, | promise.”

"Youll need to stick with Jack al day tomorrow, or I'll know about it. And you're not to come
near theinn. If you violate ether of those conditions, it doesn't matter what Linda says. I'll put you away
where you can't cause any more mischief."

Seph nodded. He didn't have much choice. "Okay."

"Il take you home, then," said Leander Hastings.

The next day, Jack and Seph left at four am. to go fishing in the western basin. Seph learned to
bait hooks, cast aline, and clean fish. By the time they returned, the mestings at the Legends were over,
and the council had dispersed. Most I€ft the Sanctuary as quickly as possible.

That evening, Leander Hagtings, Bllen Stephenson, and Madison Moss came to dinner. Becka
was attending a concert a the Inditute. It was one of the warm nights a the end of summer that make
promises that won't be kept. Seph and Madison rolled lake perch in cracker crumbs and fried them while
Linda and Jack made sdads and roasted the corn. Although everyone was eager to hear wha had
transpired at the Legends, Lindawould dlow no discussion of events a the conference until dessert was
served.

"So how'd it go?" Jack demanded, when the ban was findly lifted. They were egting ice cream on
the screened porch. Seph and Madison had daimed the wicker swing and were pleasantly crowded in
together.

"I'd say the outcome was mixed today,” Hadtings replied. "Lecester and D'Orsay introduced an
dternaive conditution and put it on the agenda for consideration at the joint megting." He shook his
head. "I don't know how it could possibly pass. It's a nasty document. Worse than the origind rules” He
looked over at Linda, asif to get her reaction, but she seemed to be deep in thought.

"One concern is the location of the conference. They were ungble to change the composition of
the Interguild Council, but they argued againg holding the next meeting in the Sanctuary. They say that
thisis a hodtile environment, that the whole concept was forced on the Wizard Council at the tournament
last summer. Which it was"

Hadtings shrugged. "Leicester and his group had aready lost on many of the important issues. |
think there was some desire on the part of the Wizard Council to appease them somehow.”

"Where will the medting be hedd?' Seph asked.



"Second Siger. It's an idand in Lake Erie, in the western basin, actudly Canadian.” Hagtings
explaned. "Privatdy owned.”

"Second Sister?"Jack raised an eyebrow. "l didn't think there was anything there.”

"Therés an old winery, rather like a great stone cagtle. It's been renovated into a guesthouse. The
feding was that this would be a good compromise. Close to the Sanctuary, convenient for everyone.”

"They didn't want to have it in Raven's Ghyll?'Jack asked. That had been the Ste of the
tournament the summer before, in England. 1t was Claude D'Orsay's ancestra home, a stronghold of
wizards. D'Orsay was the hereditary Gamemagter for the tournaments. Seph knew dl this from Jack and
Bllen.

Hastings shook his head. "Frankly, none of the other Weir would set foot in the Ghyll. It will be
hard enough to convince them to St down in the same room with members of the Wizard Council.

"They ds0 inssted that members of the Wizard Council be present as observers. That notion was
popular with wizards, of course, those on both sdes of the issue who want to keep an eye on the
process. | just hope we haven't given up something important. The location was suggested by Adam
Sedgwick. Hes an dly of D'Orsay's. And D'Orsay and Leicester seconded it right away.”

"Have you found out who ownsiit?' Linda asked.

"A group of investors from Detroit. Friends of Sedgwick's." He shrugged.

"When will the meeting be?' Seph asked.

"In two weeks," sad Hagtings. "Invitations will go out in a week. A subcommittee is going to
decide who gets invited. That's me, Ravenstock, Leicester, and D'Orsay.”

Seph became dert a the name Ravenstock. "I hope Ravenstock ison our sde,” he said.

"He's with us now. So the subcommittee is evenly divided. It won't be easy coming to an
agreement on the membership.”

"l don't think wizards should pick the attendees” Linda said, as if coming out of her trance.
"Seems like the other guilds should choose their own representatives.”

"Seemslike" Hagtings agreed. "Only, they're not wel organized. Until this year, they were dther
hiding out or in service to wizards."" He turned to Jack and Ellen. "Don't be surprised if you are named to
the Interguild Coundil."

Blen sat up straighter, looking dismayed. "Can't you find someone ese? How am | supposed to
negotiate with a bunch of wizards?'

"Don't worry." Hagtings amiled at her. "There will be a whole teamn there. Besides, | think you
underestimate yoursdf."

Seph heard this exchange as if from a distance, distracted by Madison's hip pressing agang his
and her long hair brushing his arm, her bare back with its scattering of freckles. He knew he didn't have
to worry about being invited to the council meeting. He was smdl change in the wizard world.

He wondered if the results of the proceedings would make any difference in his own persond
gtuation. Perhaps a new conditution would get Leicester off his back, give hm something ese to keep
him occupied, since the current rules had done nothing to discourage him. 1t was something to hope for,
but Seph was not optimidtic.

There was one other card to play. He looked across a Linda Downey. Every day his wizardry
kills were growing. One day soon, he would ask his questions, and she would answer him.

Chapter Fifteen
The Storm

The day dfter the conference, Hagtings left for New York, where the subcommittee was
convening. Matters were moving fast. The invitees would not have much time to make ther decisons.



Perhaps that was part of the strategy.

School was scheduled to start in a few weeks, but it was hard to focus on that with so much
going onin the pardld universe of the Weir. Seph had dready registered at the high school and signed up
for his classes. He had never gone to a public school, but he was looking forward to it, especidly now
that he might actudly stay and graduate.

Lindas house was scheduled to be finished by Halloween. She and Seph vidted daly to monitor
its progress. His room had its own bathroom and a turret with a winding staircase, another specid touch
the contractor had suggested.

Madison worked a heavy schedule at the Legends, but Seph often met her for breakfast before
dhe started her shift. They sometimes waked on the beach early in the morning or on muggy summer
nights after her shift ended. They attended openings a Trinity's Chapel Gdlery. When she worked a
double shift, they would go to afternoon matinees in the air-conditioned downtown theater, blinking like
nocturnd animas when they emerged into the brilliant sunshine,

She =t limits that suggested that she just wanted to be friends. Seph was hoping for something
more. She seemed to look on Seph as a window into another world.

There was a widful urgency to summer pastimes in the last days before school started. Jack
made plans to take the sailboat out of the water, since it was unlikdy there would be time to go saling
once school wasin sesson. So aweek after the end of the Wizard Council, Jack invited Ellen, Seph, and
Madison to go salling one last time.

It was a beautiful late-summer day, not too hot, with high clouds and a brisk breeze coming out
of the west. There were whitecaps out beyond the cut from the harbor. The spray hit thair faces as they
headed into the wind, toward Sandusky. Madison had never been saling; she couldn't swim, in fact.
Seph had strapped her into a bright orange life jacket before they |eft the dock. She'd been pade and
snappish, but determined to go.

Now her gpprehenson seemed to have faded. She sat in the right rear corner of the boat, one
hand tralling in the water, her face turned up to catch the spray. She'd pulled her hair back into a ponytal,
anchoring a Cincinnati Reds baseball cap.

Hllen's saling skills were on par with Seph's. Sheld never sailed before coming to Trinity, having
gpent dl her time training to kill people. But she was strong and willing, and soon Seph and Ellen were
meking the boat fly over the waves, while Jack supervised from a seat on the Sde of the boat.

Seph loved this business of cgpturing the wind, of having his way with it. The breeze made him
fed like he was flying. He suddenly redlized that he was very much a home on the water after a summer
in Trinity. The contrast with his season a the Havens was breathtaking.

It was after two when they started out, and by four, they were dready severd miles west of
Trinity. The weather seemed to be turning. Great towers of clouds had piled up off to the west, and the
sky that had been blue was rapidly darkening.

"I don't remember hearing anything about thunderstorms” Jack said, puzzled. "We'd better head
back." Seph and Ellen brought the boat about, expecting the sdils to fill with the freshening wind, but it
died away suddenly, then changed direction, now blowing strongly from the east. They continued to have
to tack back and forth, finding it just as hard to head back as it had been to head out, againg the wind.

"That's werd," Jack sad. "Espedidly with what's coming out of the west." He looked
goprehendvely over his shoulder. The ragged edges of the cloud bank were overtaking them. The surface
winds were blowing one way, and the winds doft another. "Wed better use the engine or well never
outrun it. Il bring her in a little closer to shore” He sat down in the captain's chair and tried to start up
the engine. There was no response— no sound, save the dap of water againg the hull of the boat.

Jack lifted the cowling, peered into the tangle of metd, made a few adjusments, and tried again.
Sill nothing. He shook his head. "This thing worked fine two hours ago when we Iéft the harbor." He
stood carefully and looked about, scanning the horizon. The few boats that were left were far ahead of
them, scurrying for shore.

The strange eagterly was blowing stronger than ever, and the boat began to wobble in the heavy
seas. Madison crouched in the corner, holding on to her hat with one hand, gripping the toe rall with the



other. Jack helped Seph and Ellen put up the storm jib and took over the management of the sals.
Despite dl thar efforts and Jack's expertise, the boat seemed to be sanding il in the water as the sorm
overtook them. Jack strapped on hislife jacket and made sure everyone e did, too.

The lignt had fled, and the lake had turned from a deep blue to a date gray color, flecked with
white-and-yellow foam. The boat pitched and rolled as the seas grew heavier. Lightning strobed across
the sky and thunder boomed from not far off.

"Try the radio,” Jack directed Ellen. She played with it for a few minutes. There was no datic.
Nothing. "Either I'm not doing it right, or it's not working." she reported. Leaving the salsin Seph's hands
for a moment, Jack tried it himsdlf. The radio was dead.

By now the wind was a gde, the noise of the wind and the water so loud they couldn't hear each
other, even when they shouted. Jack moved quickly from one sde of the boat to the other, ducking
under the boom, directing them with hand gestures. A few large drops of ran splattered on the deck,
athough by now there was so much water aboard it was hard to tell.

Seph redlized the boat was actudly being driven backward in the water, stern fird, pushed by the
wind toward the west. He looked at Jack, who had stopped fussng with the sails and was garing, one
hend on thetiller, a the rear of the boat. Sipping and diding on the wet decking, they lowered the sals
with the downhaul sheets and snugged the salls to the poles. Water dopped over the stern as the boat
plowed on, threstening to founder them. Jack used the rudder to bring the boat about. They picked up
speed, cutting through the tops of waves asif they were under full canvas. Heading northwest.

And then it came to Seph, a reveation. You're no longer in the Sanctuary. You're nowhere,
but you're going somewhere, and you're taking three people with you.

The rain was shegting down in torrents, icy needles againg the skin. Ther clothes and har were
plastered to their bodies, and the noise of the sorm was a congtant clamor. Madison hung on grimly,
shifting her weight on command to keep the boat righted. Jack was gill maneuvering the rudder, while
Seph and Ellen released a little reefed canvas. The boat flew on toward an unknown destination. Away
from Trinity.

Seph had an idea, a desperate one. Beng careful to keep a firm hold on the rall, he worked his
way to the stern, where there was a storage compartment under the seat. He forced the door open and
pulled out a bright yellow, rubbery cylindrica object. Seph staggered back to the rall, dutching his prize
agang his chest.

"Wha are you doing with the raft?" Jack demanded.

Seph hooked both arms over therall and then lifted hisleg over.

"Seph, don't!" Madison released her death hold on the rall and dip-did toward him. Then the
boat bucked and she lost her footing and fdl, diding across the wet deck. She grabbed on to the rall and
pulled hersdf into a Stting position. A cut above her right eye weled up, the blood duidng away in the
ran as quickly as it appeared.

"Stay where you arel" he shouted, lifting his other leg over the rall. He dung to the outside, great
swells crashing over him, trying to maneuver the raft into the right position.

"Seph!" Madison was inching toward him again. "What's the matter with you?"

"Don't you see? The storm's for me" Seph said.

Jack gruggled with the tiller, trying to keep the boat from turning crosswise to the wind. "If you
think thisiswizardry, you're wrong! Not even awizard can control the weather."

"Bxplan this, then!" Seph would have waved his am had he dared to let go. "I'm going to ball.
Maybe youll be dl right."

"Come on, man!" Jack said desperately. "Get back in the boat. We've done okay o far.”

"It's not just the journey, it's the destination you should worry about.” The boat was dill flying
wes, asif pushed by an invishle engine.

The next part would be tricky. Somehow he needed to land in the raft. Tuming his back to the
rall, he grabbed the cord on the CO, cartridge in histeeth and gave it a fierce yank. The raft inflated like
aydlow bomb going off and Seph let go of theral just as a body dammed into him.

Hefdl through space in atangle of arms and legs. The raft smacked into the water, and Seph and



his attacker smacked into the raft a moment later. Water washed over them, and the raft bobbed to the
surface like a cork. Seph thrashed free, rolled over, and pushed himsdf into a Stting pogtion, spitting out
sdtwater.

Madison lay next to him, coughing and sputtering. He did his hands under her ams and hauled
her upright, dapping her back to clear the water from her lungs. Her hair hung in tangles, her teeth were
chattering, and she looked scared to degth.

"Why would you do that?' he said, genuindly bewildered.

She just shook her head. He pulled her in close, trying to warm her with his body. The sailboat
was nowhere to be seen. He and Madison and the raft were il flying before the wind.

Jack saw the raft momentarily, a yellow spot on the dark water, before it was swallowed up by
the slorm. He stood at the raling where held tried to grab Seph at the last minute. Ellen was knedling,
sunned, in the bottom of the boat.

The boat pitched and shuddered as the swdls crashed into it. Jack lunged and seized the rudder,
turning the boat into the wind, while Bllen pulled to her feet and scanned the water around them for the
raft.

The gorm seemed to be abating. The wind dwindled, the ran dowed and stopped. The
gckening pitching of the boat receded. Ellen released her grip on the rail, regaining a little color. Jack
looked to the west, where a dark curtain receded across the sullen waves. To the eadt, the sky was
brightening.

There was no sgn of Seph McCauley or Madison Moss.

Seph soon redized that what he did or did not do had absolutely no influence on the trgjectory or
speed of the raft. He lay back, holding tightly to the rubber handles on the sides, with Madison tucked in
next to him, her head resting on his shoulder. When they hit a particularly fierce wave, water cascaded
over them, but they could not be any wetter than they were aready. The storm raged around them,
despite the fact that Seph was cooperating in the only way he knew how.

Wherever they were going, he was sure it was bad news, dthough, if they were going to the
Havens, they were heading in the wrong direction.

He looked down at Madison. She was lying dill, eyes wide open, her Ieft hand il gripping his
life jacket. Eventudly, like an animd retresting from too much simulus, he dept.

When he awoke, it was dark and dill sorming, lightning harsh agang his eyes, and thunder
grumbling like the sound of a battle moving away from him. But it wasn't thunder or lightning that had
woken him, but the grating crunch as the floor of the raft hit bottom.

Looking over the side, he saw that it had been driven up in the shalows next to a beach. It was a
typica lake beach, a mixture of sand and rocks. The surface of the water surrounding the boat was
littered with seaweed and debris, driven there by the storm.

He shook Madison awake. She blinked at him, then floundered a bit, trying to St up. Gripping
her wrigt, he pulled her upright. "Weve run aground somewhere. They probably know I'm here, but |
doubt they know about you."

Seph did out of the raft into knee-deep water and helped Madison out after him. They waded
toward shore, pushing the raft ahead of them. Seph was covered in bruises, cuts, and scrapes.

They shoved the raft high on the beach, so it was out of the water and they were stidfied it
wouldnt float away. He put alarge rock in its center to anchor it. It would have made a good shelter, but
abright ydlow raft was just too congpicuous.

Dense forest crowded the beach on three sdes. The sand was spattered with flotsam from the
gorm, pockmarked from the rain, empty of footprints. Seph shivered. The ar was chilly, and he was
soaked through. It had nearly stopped raning.

"Come on." Seph was anxious to get off the open beach.



The late-summer woods were dark and clogged with underbrush. Water cascaded down on
them from above as they fought their way through it. Seph plowed forward, squinting into the gloom on
ather sde. Hefindly found a place where two trees had sagged together, forming a sort of cave that was
reasonably dry and hdlf filled with leaves. Not the best, but just then he couldn't be choosy.

"Why don't you stay here" he sad to Madison. "If you burrow down into the leaves it might be
warmer."

She swiped her hair back. "I think it's better if we stay together. | could help you."

"I they're looking for me it's better if we plit up. I'm going to try to find out where we are and
what's going on, and then I'll come back for you. If | don't come by sunup, try to find a house or a police
dation." Hopefully, someone other than Leicester or the dumni. It was the only plan he could come up
with.

Frowning, she reached up and picked leaves from the tangle of his hair. "If you don't come back,
Witch Boy, I'm coming after you." Then she crawled back into the shadows between the greet trees.

Reasoning that those hunting him would most likely target the beach where they'd landed, Seph
walked east, away from the beach. An overgrown path followed the shordline. It was easier going on the
trall than through the tangle of trees and briars and poison ivy. The humid ar had cleared in the wake of
the sorm, and it had cooled consderably. Clouds saled east, driven by a brisk wind, and a few sars
pricked the western sky. The birds were beginning their predawn chorus.

He had waked nealy a mile when he came upon a ramshackle dock and padliocked,
boarded-up cottage. He judged that it would make a better shelter for a cold, wet person than a hollow
between two trees. Not only that, the padlock looked flimsy. Seph stooped and pried up a stone from
the walkway.

A dight sound behind him aerted him to danger. Then a nervous voice, mangling the language of
meagic. He turned, ill in a crouch, so as to make a smdler target, and threw. The stone struck Peter
Conroy in the forehead, shattering his glasses and putting an immediate end to the charm. Seph tackled
him around the knees, and they rolled down the dope into the water. They wrestled in the shdlows,
spouting charms and counters until Seph got Peter in a headlock and held his head under water long
enough to lay an immohbilization charm on him. Then he gripped Peter by the shoulders and dragged him
up onto the beach, not an easy task since Peter probably outweighed him by half.

Peter was agitated, wheezing, red in the face. "Inhder!” he gasped. Seph dug in Peter's jacket
pocket, found the inhder and gave him a puff. The wheezing subsided and Peter no longer looked asif he
were agphyxiating, though he dill looked terrified.

"Please don't tdl Dr. Leicester,” he begged. Despite the chilly air, sweat pebbled his forehead
and ran down hisface.

"l won't say anything if you tdl me what's going on,” Seph said. "Where are we?"'

“I...1... SsSecond Sigter. Were on Second Siger.”

Seph sat back on hishedls. "Second Sister? Ian't that the idand where the Interguild Conference
isbeing hdd?'

Peter nodded miserably. "Dr. Leicester wanted us to bring you before they dl got here”

"You brought me? How'd you do that? | thought wizards can't control the wegther."

"Usudly, they can't. But Dr. Leicester, he uses us, he links us, and with dl of us together, he can
do whatever he wants."

"What do you mean, he links you?' Jason had used that term, but Seph wasn't sure what it
meant. Y ou mean, like what he wanted to do to me at the chapd?*

"It's a charm. Back at schodl, | ... | didn't even know about wizardry, and | was having these
terrible nightmares, and Dr. Leicester said if | would agree to link to him, the nightmares would stop. And
they did, only ... he just takes over, and makes you do terrible things. It's like being p-possessed.” He
swallowed hard. "I'm sorry about Trevor. At Chrisimas, you came to dinner, and we'd just k-killed him,
and there you were, and you didn't know."

Seph recalled the bizarre Christmas dinner, the rdlentless drinking. Warren Barber accusng him
of being too good to join the rest of them. Martin Hal holding Barber off with his knife, tears running



down hisface, saying, Hasn't there been enough bloodshed already?

"Can't you leave? Or gang up on him?' Seph said.

Peter's pale eyes swamin tears. "Heé's linked to us. All the time, he's linked to our stones. If we
try to resd, it'slike he setsfire to our inddes” Tears spilled over. "'l used to think the dreams were bad.”

Seph shuddered, thinking of what might have been. What could 4ill happen. "What's Leicester
planning to do? What does he want with me?'

"I don't know. But we're dl out looking for you."

Seph couldn't help looking over his shoulder, scanning the dark shoreline. "Who's here?!

"Dr. Leicester. The fourteen of us who are left. Aaron Hanlon died, you know, after ... uh ...
after he and Warren and Bruce tried to bring you back."

An image of Hanlon lying on his face in the Vemilion River surfaced. "What d<e is here on the
idand?'

Peter blinked in surprise. "The winery, of course. And some abandoned cottages and fishing
camps. He owns the whole thing."

So much for finding help. "How did you get here? Is there a boat?"

"Dr. Leicester has a boat," Peter said. "There's a dock at the winery. And some of usflew in."

"How do | get to the winery from here?!

"You could keep fallowing the shore path. But they're waiting for you. There's dso a path across
the idand. They're probably watching that, too."

"Any suggesions?"

"Tumn yoursdf in?'

Seph thought of Madison hiding near the beach where they'd landed. He should go back and find
her, get her to someplace safe. Wherever that was.

There was the problem of Peter. Leicester might suspect Seph was on the idand, but he didnt
know for sure. Seph preferred to keep it that way.

Peter dtirred, reading something in Seph's expression. "Dont leave me like this. If Dr. Leicester
finds me, hell know | screwed up.”

"What am | supposed to do with you?" Seph asked.

"Wd|." Peter cast about for an idea. "You could kill me"

In the end, Seph left Peter dive, tied up and hidden in the boarded-up cottage. He knew
Leicester and the dumni might search the place, but he couldn't think what else to do. Eventudly, he
reasoned, Peter would work himsdf free,

Seph loped back down the trall toward Madison's hiding place. They'd find a lesstraveled
sanctuary closer to the inn, and then maybe they would find a way to sted the boat or cdl off-idand or
something.

He found the place where the two trees leaned together, the caveike hollow between. But the
hideout was empty. Madison was gone, leaving only a trampled-down place where her body had lan.
He just had time to regigter that fact when the immobilization charm smashed into him.

He went down in the leaves, and a dozen hands grabbed him. They propped him up, and he saw
a kaleidoscope of familiar faces: Bruce Hays, Kenyon King, Martin Hal, Wayne Eggars. Then Warren
Barber loomed up in his fidd of vison. He gripped Seph's shirtfront and jerked him to his feet. Bracing
Seph againg atree, he punched him, once, twice, three times. Face, somach, face again.

Fndly Barber released him. Seph hit the ground hard and lay there, his leg bent a an
uncomfortable angle, the world spinning. Someone kicked him.

He heard sounds of a druggle, Barber swearing, saying something about Hanlon, and King
sying, "Warren! Hey, Warren! Are you crazy? You know Dr. Leicester wants im dive”

Why did Leicester want him dive? And where was Madison?

He had little time to speculate. They flipped him face down and tied his hands securely behind his
back. Many hands hauled him to his feet. Then they were moving down the path in the direction of the
inn. They carried him, hands under his arms, holding on to the waist of his jeans. He dangled like a poorly

put together puppet in their grip.



Lights bled through the dripping trees. A hundred yards farther, and he could see a great, hulking
mass of stone. It was a huge house, a cadtle tha resembled a large outcropping of the rock itsdf.
Elaborate wakways and gardens surrounded it, illuminated by tiny lights thet glittered like stars through
the wet foliage.

They brought himin a Side entrance, which led into a long corridor paved in stone and lined with
elaborate metd wal sconces and ditted windows. The interior was layered in velvets and hand-loomed
tapestries depicting hunting scenes. They turned some corners and pushed open a door, ending in a large
sudy lined with bookshelves, a stone fireplace a one end. Orientd rugs covered the floors. A desk and
credenza anchored one side of the room, loaded with computer and communications equipment.

"Dr. Leicester?' Hays cleared histhroat. "We found him."

Lecester maeridized from the shadows &t the perimeter of the room like a predator with perfect
camouflage.

He surveyed Seph digpassionatdy. Seph hung between Hays and Eggars, soaked and dimed
with blood, sand, and mud, an anomdly in the eegant room.

"Release the charm and step away.”

Hays disabled the charm and propped Seph up on his feet.

Leicester opened a drawer in the desk and brought out a digitd camera. He took severd
photographs of Seph from different angles, then set the camera down next to the computer. Retrieving a
knife from the drawer, he extended it to Eggars, dong with asmdl plagtic bag.

"Get me some of his hair. Then cut him free and remove his shirt."

Eggars caefully lifted a lock of Seph's hair, diced it away, and dropped it into the plagtic bag.
Then he cut Seph's hands free.

Seph rotated his shoulders and rubbed his chafed wridts.

"I'm sorry, Joseph,”" Eggars whispered, not moving hislips

He and Hays stripped off Seph's filthy, blood-smeared T-shirt. Leicester held out a larger plagtic
bag, and they suffed it in.

"Get him something se to put on,” Leicester said, and Martin Hall left the room.

Seph stood shivering while Leicester opened a smdl cabinet at one side of the fireplace, chose
from the bottles clustered on a sideboard, and poured severd inches of amber liquor into a glass.

"Would you like something, Joseph?' he asked, without turning around.

Seph sad nothing.

Leicester laughed. "Will you relax? Believe me, | plan on keeping you reasonably intact. For a
least afew more days.”

Martin returned with a worn navy sweatshirt and handed it to Seph. He pulled it on.

"Wait outsde," Leicester said. The dumni obediently filed out.

"S0," sad the headmaster, in a way that suggested that matters were just as they should be,
"welcome to Second Sigter." He paused, anticipating a reaction, and looking disappointed when it didn't
come. "Yes. The ste of the Interguild Conference. We're quite anxious to show it off.”

"Why did you bring me here? | have nathing to do with this"

"Youll be saying here afew days, at least until your father comes.”

Father. A percussion began indde Seph's chest, reverberating into his throat.

Lecester misread his expression. "Redly. How long did you expect to keep it a secret?”

"My father is dead.” The old lie came back to him. Software engineer. Died in afire. ...

"He sent you to the Havens to spy on me, yes? And then sent Linda Downey to extricate you
when you were about to be exposed.”

"Wha?' It was just like when he was back in school and he was being accused of things. Except
inthose days he was dways guilty.

"Though I'm surprised the Dragon would put his own son in ham's way. He mugt have
considerable confidence in your abilities™ Leicester swirled the liquid in his glass. "I often wondered why
you were S0 resstant to persuasion. You and Jason Haey were the only recruits who refused my offer. |
should have known you were getting hep.”



"You think the Dragon ismy father.”

Lecester amiled, returned to the sideboard, refilled his glass.

"Why? What makes you think s0?" Seth said.

"We launched an operation againg the Dragon's hideout in London. He escaped, unfortunately,
but we found a file on you. Joseph McCauley. Correspondence to and from a law firm, admissons
papers from a school in Scotland. Dunham's Fidld, | believe it was."

Dunham's Fidd. Held lasted Sx months at Dunham's Field.

"When we looked into your background, we discovered certain ... discrepancies”” Leicester
spped at hisdrink. "You see, weve developed considerable stientific cgpabilities that will make it easier
to track the lesser guilds, to ferret them out of ther burrows. WeIl come to power in a different world.
You left alarge quantity of blood behind in my office. We've made a DNA maich.”

The tempo of Seph's pulse quickened. "A match with who?!

"Now | suppose well see whether your father feds any sort of obligation toward you."

"A match with who?"

"Since you and the Dragon have been working together, perhaps you can tdl us where to find the
othersinvolved in your organization. Those who won't be attending the conference.”

"Right. Wdl, you know, | dont think the Dragon redly exigs. | think you dl use him as an
excuse. Someone to blame thingson.”

"l had hoped that by now you understood the price of resistance. That you would want to
cooperate.” Leicester didn't look disappointed, though. His expression was that of a man gtting down to
afeadt.

Leicester set his empty glass on the table and came toward him. Seph took one step back,
another, then held his ground, his body tensing with remembered pain. He searched his memory of the
lessons with Snowbeard. Countercharms. Focus.

Leicester gripped his shoulders. His lips were moving, spesking the charm, but Seph wasn't
ligening. He was shaping the counter. Flames coalesced on Leicester's fingertips, but when he launched
them, Seph gathered them up and sent them roaring back.

Leicester screamed and released him as though held been scalded. He managed to throw up a
shidd—a hardened wal of ar—in time to turn Seph's following volley of flame Seph assembled his
shidd, hardened it, pressed againd Leicester's barrier, forced the headmaster back; back to the wall, flat
agang the wdl; pressed harder. They stood face-to-face, the clear shidds between them. Leicester's
eyes stretched open in surprise, the white visble around the bal-bearing centers. Swest rolled down the
headmaster's face, his jaw clenched with effort. His hands came up, pdms pressing againd the shield,
trying to force Seph back. FHame ran in rivulets on both sides, like rainwater down a window, eagerly
seeking away through.

Jason, Seph thought. Jason, Trevor, Jason's father, and me. How many tortured, how many lives
destroyed? The dumni, once students like him, made into mongters. He pushed harder, trying to squeeze
the life out of Leicester, to presshim like a grape.

The dumni poured into the room and dragged him back, beating him to the floor with ther
charms urtil he lay helpless on the cold stones. They gripped him by the hair, raised his head, and poured
athick, sweet liquid down his throat. It must be Weirsbane, he thought, recognizing it from Mercedes's
aray of potions. Disables the Weirstone. He coughed, spat, and rolled his head from sde to sde, but
they managed to get most of it down.

"Why won't you let mekill im?* he whispered. "What's wrong with you?'

He heard Leicester's voice issuing orders. They lifted him, carried him out of the study. Down a
narrow stairway, around turns, with scarcely room to manipulate his uncooperative body. The ar cooled,
ardling of damp stone. Lights flared ahead of them, driving away the dark. They passed through an
arched doorway into a smdl, rough chamber. Now the ar smelled of damp and yesast and fermentation.
Bareslined the wal.

It was an old winery. That wasiit.

They lad him on a table, immoahilized him, and disappeared. He lay flat on his back, squinting into



the glare of a bare lightbulb in ametd cage. The Weirsbane was taking effect. His thoughts moped abot,
caliding randomly, to little purpose.

Madison. Where was Madison Moss? No one had mentioned her. Was she dead? Hed
captive? Or had she escaped? If sheld escaped, where could she go? How big was Second Sigter?
Would there be places to hide?

Come back to me, Witch Boy. Or I'll come after you.

He willed her to say away.

Leicester said the Dragon was his father. And said there was proof. If it was true, why had he
never damed him?

He heard a sound, the door opening and dosing, footsteps. Leicester appeared within his fidd of
vison and leaned over him. The headmaster's left hand was wrapped in gauze midway up to his forearm.
Above the wrapping, the skin was angry red and blistered. Seph's work.

The gray eyes had changed, too. They were no longer flat, opague, metdlic. Now they burned
with hate.

He st a leather bag on the table next to Seph. Brushed Seph's hair back from his forehead, an
inimate gesture that made Seph's skin crawl.

"Now," the headmaster said. "Well tak."

Chapter Sixteen
Old Stories

Being & home was unbearable, Jack thought. The house on Jefferson Street had turned into a
dismd place, where people snapped at each other and blame hung in the air, unassigned.

It had been three days snce Seph and Madison disappeared. Tha fird day, Coast Guard
helicopters had searched until dark, but could find no 9gn of the raft. The search resumed on subsequent
days, in wider and wider circles from the point a which they'd disappeared. It was hard to reman
optimidic as the hours dragged by.

After the sorm passed, Jack tried the engine again, and it worked fine, the radio too. When he
radioed the Coast Guard, held had to tdl them that Seph and Madison had gone over the side during the
gorm, afew miles offshore. He and Ellen had been interrogated and tested for drugs and acohol by law
enforcement daff, who seemed to suspect that the accident had a more mundane explandion than the
one they offered.

The Coast Guard referred to the sorm itsdf as a"squdl line" At leadt it had shown up on radar.
Everyone agreed that Lake Erie in autumn could be treacherous. But no other boats had been trapped by
the storm. Only theirs.

If the Coast Guard and the police were bad, Linda and Hastings questioned them even more
rlentlesdy. They used Snowbeard's apartment over the garage as a command post. Linda sat, ill and
focused, her face pae as porcelain. Hastings paced back and forth like atiger in a cage.

"It's Leicester. You know itis" Linda said. Jack had never seen his aunt so desolate. She looked
... extinguished.

Hadtings shook his head. "No wizard is strong enough to control the wegther.” He turned to
Jack. "Isit possible that it was a naturd storm and Seph just panicked, thinking it was wizardry?"

Jack looked at Ellen, raised his eyebrows. She shrugged and looked away. "Anything's possible
on Lake Erie" he sad. "But I've been saling for years, and I've never seen anything like this. We were
literdly flying backward through the water under no canvas a dl. As soon as Seph and Madison jumped,
it stopped.”

Blen leaned againg the counter. "What I'm wondering is, if it's Leicester, why did he want Seph



back so much? | mean, firg, the thing a the park, and then ..." Her voice trailed off and she looked a
little confused.

"What thing at the park?" Jack asked.

Blen frowned. "I don't know. There was something that had to do with Seph and Leicester and
the park ... and | kind of forgot it." She pressed her fingertips to her forehead as if she could rearrange
thoughts from the outside. "Wizards attacked Seph at the Vermilion River,” she said hdtingly. "They sad
they were going to take him back to the Havens." She looked up, wide-eyed. "I killed one."

"And you forgot?" Linda demanded.

Hlen looked totdly lost. *I don't know, | ..."

Hastings swore softly, pounding hisfig into his open pam. " Seph. He mugt have used mind magic
on you. Leicester said something to him at the Legends about the park. Seph told Leicester to stay away
from him. Lelcester blew him off and Seph tried to jump him."

Blen shook her head, muttering to hersdlf. Jack took her hand and pressed it between his two.

"If we find Leicester, well find Seph,” Linda said.

"Where dse should we look?' Hagtings said, crackling with power and impatience. "We know
they're not in Maine. Leicester and his apprentices are gone and the schoal is locked up. He's not a his
placein Cornwall and they're not at Raven's Ghyll. That's three places they're nat.”

"WEell see im at the conferenceinten days" Jack sad dryly.

The subcommittee had met and the selections had been made. Hlen Stephenson and Jack Swift
would represent the Warrior Guild; Linda Downey, the enchanters, Blaise Highbourne, the seers; and
Mercedes Foster, the sorcerers. There were others Jack didn't know. The meetings would be held over
aweekend a Second Sigter.

"Something bothers me" Jack continued. "Leicester and D'Orsay approved each and every one
of usto come. You said as much."

"So it seems™ Hadtings said.

"Why would they do that?' Jack demanded as though it was somehow Hastingss fault. "They
hate us. Ellen and | started this whole thing, when we refused to kill each other in the tournament.”

"W, in your case, they probably didn't have much choice.”

Jack snorted. "What about Aunt Linda?' He gestured toward her with his chin. "She's caused
them a lot of trouble aready. You think they couldnt find another enchanter to nominaie? Someone
esser to handle?!

"So what are you thinking?'

"They let us choose our own representatives to the meding because they're bringing dl ther
enemies together in one place,” Jack said. "It'satrap.”

Linda nodded. "Probably. But either way, they have us. If we stay away, they win. If wego ..."

“If we go, well find out what they're planning,” Hastings said bluntly. “The trick will be to do that
and survive"

Jack tried again. "If each guild has one vote, then we redly only need one representative from a
guild. I could go, and Ellen could stay here."

"What?' Hllen sat up draight, bracing her hands on her knees. "Why? Don't you think | can
handleit?'

"You sad you didn't want to gt down and negotiate with a bunch of wizards" Jack pointed out.
"At least if there's an attack of some kind, | can use wizardry. Maybe that would be some protection.”

Bllen rose gracefully to her full height. Her T-shirt and jeans didn't show it off, but Jack knew she
was in fighting condition. They'd fought a match three days ago, and he was 4ill feding it.

Bllen's cheeks were flaming. "If you think I'm going to stay here in Trinity while you go off to put
your neck in a noose, you're crazy. Who was flat on his back at the point of my sword last summer, tel
methat?' Ellen dmost never brought that up. Except once or twice a week.

Jack turned to his aunt, hoping for an dly. "Do you have to be the one to go, Aunt Linda? Arent
there lots of enchanters to choose from?"

"I have to go, Jack, trust me" She looked asif she would say more, but then caught hersdf, and



sad quietly, "We're the ones who started this, and we have to finish it. Besides, would you have me send
someone elseinto atrgp?'

Blen rolled her eyes. "Y ou notice he dways wants to leave the women a home?'

Now Jack stood up and faced her. "I would like to keep two people | care about out of danger,”
he said bluntly. "It's not my fault that they both happen to be women."

Jack and Ellen stood, toe to toe and eye to eye, power spirding around them. Then Jack
reached out and put a hand on the back of Ellen's head and pulled her into his arms. They stood holding
esch other for along time.

The following evening, Linda went to the new house after the contractors had gone. They'd
finished mogt of the exterior work and had shifted to the indgde. Ralls of paper and cans of pant were
stacked in the utility room. Seph had selected mogt of it.

She dimbed the gairs to the second floor and went into Seph's room. It dready had a hollow,
abandoned feding. All the dreams sheld had were ending in this nightmare. She had been a foadl to think
she could protect him, sanctuary or no. She'd been greedy, and this was the result.

If only Seph had never gone to the Havens. If only sheéld dlowed him to leave the Sanctuary, to
hide somewhere ese. She pictured him and Madison huddled in the raft, flying through the darkness.

Linda sat on the floor in a corner of the room, wrapped her arms around her knees, and wept as
the light faded.

After a time, she looked up, suddenly aware that she was no longer done. Leander Hastings
stood in the doorway, his face shrouded in shadow.

"So hereyou are," he said.

He crossed the room until he stood over her. He put out his hand and dropped something into
her lap. 1t was a plagtic bag containing two pictures, some wadded up cloth, and a lock of hair, dark,
with alittle curl to it. Hair that could have belonged to Leander Hastings, but didn't.

She looked at the pictures first. They had come off a computer printer. It was Seph in a filthy
green shirt and blue jeans, looking waily at the camera. In one view she could see tha his hands were
tied behind his back. She pulled the cloth from the bag. It was the shirt he was wearing in the
photograph, smeared with blood and dirt.

She looked up a Hastings, waited for him to explain.

"Gregory Leicester contacted me. He's holding Seph. He wants to meet and make a ded." His
voice. Something in his voice. But Lindas thoughts were dready swirling medly.

Seph was divel Panic and hope and fear flooded through her by turns. And then, Why did
Leicester contact Hastings?

Hadtings squatted so that his face was dmogt on a levd with hers. Close. She pressed hersdf
back againgt the wall, but could put no more distance between them.

"Now here's the strange part. He told me he was holding my son." He paused. "And | was
confused, because | don't have a son.”

Linda looked away.

He already knows the truth. As soon as held heard it, he mus have known. All the man had
ever needed was a clue. She was cornered, literdly, in every way, her back againg the wdl. She knew it
was no use dissembling. "I'm sorry, Lee"

"You disappeared. | searched for you for more than a year. | nearly went crazy. Then dl of a
sudden, lagt year, as from the grave, you cdl me. All busness, as if the past never happened. Could |
help your warrior nephew Jack and save him from the wizards." He made an irritated sound. "I guess you
knew where | was dl thetime"

She spoke hegtantly. "Well, you have to admit, you cut a rather wide path.”

Thewizard sat down on the floor and leaned againg the wdl next to Linda He looked sdeways
a her. "You never told your family about the baby? Not even Becka?'

She shook her head. "No one knows. Except Nick. Genevieve LeClerc helped me. | knew her



from some of the networks. | stayed with her urtil | delivered. She was a godsend,” Linda said. "She was
great with Seph.”

"S0 you just went off and left him with this woman?' He intended it to be crud, and it was.

"Seph needed the kind of gability | couldn't provide. | couldn't risk anyone connecting him with
us It was theright thing to do," she added defensively.

"He should have been with his parents. You made that choice for both of us. That wasn't fair.
And it wasn' far to Seph.”

"Can't you see tha thisis the proof that | was right? Someone's discovered his parentage, and
now he's paying for it." Tears did down her face. "'l gave up everything to keep him safe. First you. Then
him." She was unable to speak for a moment.

Findly, fiercdly scrubbing the tears away with the back of her hand, Linda asked, "What does
Leicester want?'

"He wants me to travel to New Y ork tomorrow, and come aone. Hell contact me there, and tell
methe terms™ He massaged his forehead asif it hurt. " ou know he thinks I'm the Dragon. He has for a
long time. I've let him think it."

"What if he finds out you're not?"

Hadtings shrugged. "I don't know."

"Let me go meet Leicester,”" Linda sad quickly. "Let me tak to him. You know it's atrap.”

"What makes you think you would be an acceptable substitute?' He shook his head. "He doesn't
seeyou as a politica figure. Leicester just ends up with two hostages instead of one. The message was
addressed to me, Linda If | don't show tomorrow, Leicester says helll mal me another piece of our son,
something that won't grow back."

Linda buried her face in her hands.

Hadtings stroked her back, soothing her. "Besides, I've done nothing for the boy in Sixteen years.
| want Seph to know who his father is”

Chapter Seventeen
New Threats

Each time Seph surfaced, the pain returned, so he dove deep and stayed there as long as he
could. He fdt oddly inverted. During his time at the Havens, he had come to fear the descent into the
abyss of deep. Now it was a refuge from what seemed like years of torture a Lelcester's hands.

But hands plucked a him and voices nagged a him rdentlesdy. "Joseph.” He gave up, opened
his eyes, and looked into Martin Hall's worried face.

"What do you want?' he meant to say, but it emerged as a panful croak. HEd been screaming,
asif inanightmare. But it wasn't adream. It was redl.

The thought amused him, and he laughed. Unsuccessfully. More of a wheeze.

"Come on, Joseph,” Martin said. "You have to eat something. You've been deegping for three
days." He picked up a sweet roll and waved it enticingly under Seph's nose. The mingled scents of yeast
and sugar turned his ssomach.

"Go away, Martin. | mean it." Seph tried to organize his face into a scowl, but his body wouldn't
obey his commands. He fdt asif his skin had been flayed off, hisflesh exposed. Even the pressure of the
sheet was dmogt too much to bear.

But Peter appeared on his other sde, and together they hauled him into a haf-gtting postion.
Peter gripped his jaw, forced his mouth open, and Martin poured in the Weirsbane. Seph offered only
token resistance. It was an established routine by now.

But this time was different. They brought him a basin of warm water, soap, and a washcloth.



Peter supported him while Martin carefully removed his swesatshirt and washed the blood from his body.
They stripped off his jeans, diff and dinking of lake water, sweat, and terror, and dressed him in fresh
clothes, while he bit hislip to keep from groaning.

"So what's up, Peter?' he asked, feding a little giddy. "Do | go to the gdlows today, or has
Lecedter findly decided to surrender to me?'

It was afeeble joke, but Peter lit up anyway. "He's redly p-pissed, you know, because he can't
get anything out of you."

Seph rolled his eyes. The only part of him that didn't hurt. "I don't know anything. That's why he
can't get anything out of me."

"But you haven't g-given in, either,” Peter said, admiration plain on his face. "You won' link with
him. It makes him c-crazy."

"Yegh, wdl, | can't hold out forever." Seph took deep breaths, fighting down despair. He didn't
need the dumni making him into a hero. Three things kept hm going. Firs, the months of menta and
emotiond torture a the Havens had desengtized hm somewhat. Second, he knew from Peter that
surrender to Leicester was only the beginning of a lifetime of torment. And third, he knew that to givein
was to betray Maddie's presence on Second Sigter.

"He's scared of you,” Martin confided. "That's why he keeps you doped up on Welirshane."

"It was 0 c-coal," Peter said. "How we came in and you had him smashed up againgt the wall,
and his eyes were b-bulging out. He was practicaly c-crapping himsdf.”

Seph dragged his fingers through his resistant curls. "Oh? Then why didn't you let me finish him?"

"We're linked," Martin said. "If Leicester dies, so do we."

"Therés got to be away to break it." Seph looked from Peter to Martin, but they wouldn't meet
his eyes.

Seph released along, exasperated breath. "Are you guys holding anyone else down here?!

Martin and Peter glanced at each other, shook their heads. "Jud you," Martin said.

So Maddie wasn't in Leicester's hands. Where was she then? Say hidden, he sad to himsdf.
Say hidden until it's all over.

He plucked at his dean shirt. "What's thisdl about?'

Peter looked about warily, asif someone might be eavesdropping. "l think you have avigtor."

Once he was more or less presentable, they led him back up the narrow stairway and down quiet
corridors to the sudy where held met with Leicester the night of his arrival. A hdf dozen of the dumni
milled about nervoudy. They took charge of him when he arrived, gtting him in a chair and binding his
hands to its arams with cord. Seph submitted without protest. The Weirsbhane was working, and he had no
chance againg those odds without magic.

Leicester entered, wearing jeans and a pridine white shirt. He spoke briefly to Bruce Hays and
then stood behind Seph, resting his hands on his shoulders. By now, Seph could read the wizard's touch.
Power and excitement and, yes, fear bled through Leicester's fingertips.

"What's up?' Seph asked, trying not to react.

"Your father's come. He's demanding proof that you're dill dive”

Before Seph had time to process this, the door opened and Warren Barber entered, followed by
another man. It was Leander Hadtings.

Hastings advanced quickly toward them until Leicester put up a hand, stopping him severd yards
away. Hastings studied Seph from that distance, as if assuring himsdf that he was complete.

Leander Hadtings his father. Could it be true? Seph sat pinned to the chair, feet on the floor,
back graight, inhding asif he could breathe in the image before him: the structure of the face, something
like his own, but leaner, crisper in profile. The tumbled dark hair, unruly, familiar. The thick brows
overshadowing deepset eyes. Seph wanted to fling himsdf forward. Leicester must have fdt his muscles
bunch under his hands, because his grip tightened and he said, "Don't."

"I've come as agreed,” Hadlings said. "That was the dedl: a trade—me for the boy."

Seph found his voice. "Don't negotiate with him! Y ou can't trust him!" Leicester tightened his grip
and new pain laced into him, effectively stopping his speech and bringing tears to his eyes.



Hagtingss expresson didn't change, but rather crystalized, the green eyes like shadowed pools
unruffled by any movement of air.

Leicester didn't seem to notice. "What will the rebels do without the Dragon? No one to pull the
grings of the spy network. No one to set traps for the unwary.”

"Theyll manage, no doubt,” Hadtings said, seeming to choose his words carefully. "Let Seph go
now." He took a step forward, and Leicester raised his hand again.

"Il need to redtrain you firs." Leicester nodded to the dumni. They converged on the wizard, but
stopped about four feet away, asif hitting awadl, unable to approach.

Lecester sighed and flattened Seph's right hand againgt the table next to the chair. He isolated the
little finger, pulling it away from the others, then picked up aknife from the table, the same as he had used
before. Seph watched in horrified fascination, his bresthing quick and shdlow, his hand pink and
vulnerable againg the bleached wood of the tabletop.

Hadtings saw what Leicester had inmind. "I give" he said quickly.

"That's better,” said Leicester.

Thedumni shackled Hagtings's hands with a heavy chain.

"Thetorc." Leicester nodded to Martin Hall.

Martin opened a jeweled box on the table and brought out a glittering gold band, etched with
runes and studded with jewds. He encircled Hastingss neck with it, being careful not to touch the
wizard. Martin's hands were shaking, and it took him severd tries to close it. Once fastened, the metd
immediatdy tarnished and the jewds darkened, like stars blinking out.

Hadtings ran a finger under the collar. "Now thisis a rare piece, Gregory. Who did you ged it
from?'

Leicester amiled. "It came from the Hoard, of course. I'll actudly miss having the Dragon at large.
He dways gets the blame for everything that goes missing. The curator assured me it would keep you
quite docile for the time you have left.”

Leicester's weight shifted, his grip tightening on the hand on the table. Seph had time to close his
eyes before the blade came down. There was a terrible pain in hisright hand, and he had to work on it a
while, convince himsdlf it was somebody else's hand and somebody else's pain, lose his affection for what
hed been taken from him.

It took a minute, and severd deep breaths, but when he opened his eyes he could look at his
hand with some detachment. It was not his little finger, but the tips of his middle and ring finger that had
been clipped off, across the nail, even with his forefinger. They were bleeding heavily, blood saning the
unfinished wood of the table.

Seph took another deep breath, lifted his chin, and looked draight across the room at Hastings.
The wizard hdd his gaze for a moment. His face was impassve, but Seph could fed his anger, like a
beast crouching in the room.

Hadtings shifted hiseyes to Leicester. "'l won't forget this™ he said softly.

"That'sthe ideg,” Leicester said, amiling. "I needed to verify that the redtraints are working. You
see, | can't release the boy dfter dl. | have plans for him.”

Hastingss eyes flicked from the dumni to Seph, and back to Leicester. "Plans?’

"I've offered Joseph a place in my collaborative. | can be very persuasive.” He wiped the bloody
knife on Seph's shirt and cardesdy dropped it back onto the table beside him. "Once we come to an
agreement, hell play a specid role in the upcoming conference.”

"Wha do you have in mind?"

"I'm going to use him to destroy the conference participants. Beginning with you."

By the time they reached the cdlar, Seph was close to fanting. He remained upright only through
the efforts of Martin and Peter, who gripped his elbows. Peter wrapped Seph's shirttall around the
bleeding hand, surreptitioudy goplying pressure.

Hadtings surveyed the cdlar chamber, frowning like a guest in a substandard hotd: Seph's



mattressin one corner, his pile of clothes next to it, Leicester's anful worktable as the centerpiece. The
room was cavelike, roughly square, perhaps twenty by twenty feet, with a damp stone floor and a moig,
organic odor. One corner of it had been drywadled into a crude enclosure containing a shower and toilet.
Electricd conduits had been run across the caling to alight fixture in the center sprouting four bare bulbs
that shed a harsh light over the center of the room. The corners were shrouded in darkness.

"Let's hope the rest of theinn is a bit more comfortable.” Hagtings turned to the haf dozen dumni
who had escorted them down. "WEell need dressings, bandages, and antiseptic. Bring down some
bedding, towds and soap, and a change of clothes for hm" He issued orders as easly as if he were
master of the house, welcoming a guest, rather than a prisoner. He turned to Seph. "What would you like
to eat?"

Seph shook his head and did down againg the wall until he was gtting againg it. He closed his
eyes, reging hisinjured hand over his heart.

"Bring us something anyway," Hastings directed the dumni. "Il see if | can persuade him to est
something.”

"Yes gr." Thedumni practicaly bowed their way out. Seph heard a bolt diding into place on the
other sde of the door.

"Dr. Leicester's students are not used to thinking for themselves," Hastings said. He kndlt next to
Seph. "Now let me see the hand.”

Seph kept his hand folded tightly againgt his chest, ignoring the blood soaking into his shirt. "Is it
true?'

Hadtings sat back on his hedls. "I am your father, yes. I'm sorry our fird meeting as father and
son has to take place under these circumstances.”

"How long have you known about me?'

"I found out about you three days ago. Unfortunately, from Gregory Leicester.”

"Somebody knew about me"" Seph kept his eyes on Hagtingss face, drinking in the detall.

"Yes. Somebody did." The wizard took Seph's hand and unfolded the bleeding fingers, wrapped
them in the shirttail, applied gentle pressure.

"Who?'

"Your mother." The wizard spoke matter-of-factly, with none of the drama warranted by this
revelation.

"My mother." And then, afrad he would die in the ingant before he asked the question, he
plunged on. "Who?"

"Perhaps it's best to discuss that when you're out of Leicester's hands.” Hadtings sad it as if
rescue was just hours away. "He doesn't appear to know who your mother is and | would prefer to
keep it that way."

Seph wrenched his hand free. "No. I've waited long enough. Gregory Leicester had to introduce
meto my father, but you're going to tdl me who my mother is"

Hadtings indlined his head dightly. "All right." He spun out a gossamer thread from his fingertips,
fine as a spiderweb, cading it into a large cirdle around them on the floor urtil it enclosed hdf the room.
At Seph's puzzled look, he said only, "Discourages eavesdropping.”

The wizard massaged his forehead with his thumb and forefinger, as if he were a man who found
it hard to give up secrets. "It's Linda Downey."

Linda Downey. Who seemed to know him so wel, his habits his favorite foods. Who'd
pretended to be his guardian. Who was building a house for them in Trinity.

Nick Snowbeard's words came back to him. Linda and Hastings were involved, years ago.

Seph scarcely noticed when Hagtings picked up his hand again. He fet a dight tingling now,
replacing the pain. Hagtings pulled a smdl bottle from a pouch at his belt, uncorked it, and handed it to
Seph. Seph took a cautious Sp. "Fnish it," Hagtings ordered, and Seph drained the bottle. It spread
through him, warming him.

Hagtings sat down next to Seph, shoulder to shoulder, agang the wall, dill kegping hold of his
hand. The wizard's srength flowed into him, the pain flesing before it.



Hadtings amiled. "I guess | dill have alittle power in me, despite the torc.”

"What do you mean? What does it do?'

Hadtings shrugged. "It drains power."

"Oh. They gave me Weirsbane."

"It seems we are a dangerous pair."

Seph liked the notion of being dangerous, in league with his father.

Hadtings returned to the topic of relationships. "Y our mother cares for you very much. She's been
beside hersdf these lagt few days”

"If you say s0."

"She was only trying to protect you, Seph.”

"Right. It was for my own good. Now | understand why I've been an orphan my whole life"
They'd lied to him. They'd dl lied to him. Genevieve. His own mother.

Hadtings closed his eyes, asif trying to summon the right words. " She wasn't much older than you
when we met. But sheld been through alot, at the hands of wizards. Have you ever heard of the Trade?'

Seph shook his head.

"It's an underground dave market, run by wizards, deding in the gifted. Warriors and enchanters,
modly. Linda was ensnared in it, for atime. That's how we met. | was dready fighting the Trade. She
joined me.

"It was a dangerous business. We were aways on the move, working our network of spies, living
under assumed names. Linda was especidly good at it, because wizards tend to underestimate
enchanters

"It's likdy we would have been caught, eventudly. But when you're young, you think you're
immortad. And in wartime, you don't redly think about the future,

"Then she disappeared. | was sure sheld been taken back to the Trade. But in fact, shed
discovered she was expecting you."

Seph tried to imagine a very young Linda Downey, what it must have been like,

"She knew you'd be atarget if our enemies ever discovered your existence. So she gave you up.”

"Why didn't she tdl you?"

Hadings shrugged. "She didn't trust me to support that decison, and she was right. My
family—your family —my father and brother and sster were dl murdered by the Roses. No onée's Ieft. |
would have refused to give up the only family | have. My son.

"She couldn't entirdly give you up, dther. She watched over you, arranged for your schooling,
received progress reports. That's how Lecester and D'Orsay found out about you.”

Seph leaned his head back againg the wdl. "All my life, I've dreamed of this. I've findly found
my parents, and now...Leicester isgoing to torture me urtil | agree to link to him. When | do, hell force
meto murder you, and everyone se | care about.”

Hastings touched hisarm. "Courage, Seph.”

Seph looked up, gartled. It was the same phrase Linda Downey had used, the day sheld rescued
him from the Havens.

"He should never have brought me here" Hastings went on. "He should have killed me as soon
as he had the chance. His need to show off, his desire to bully and intimidate people will be his downfal.”

"But he has wha he wants," Seph said. "Everyone's heading right into his trap, and there's nothing
we can do."

"I will not let Gregory Leicester lay ahand on you again,” Hadtings said, looking him in the eyes.
And despite dl the evidence to the contrary, Seph bdieved him.

"Therés something d2" Seph said. "Madison is here. The gl from the Legends.
The—ah—dicitor.”

Hadtings sat up sraighter. "Where is she?"

Seph shook his head. "I don't know. | haven't seen her snce the night we landed. 1 don't think
they know she's here"

"We can't let Leicester get hold of her. For severd reasons.” Hagtings pondered this.



Then they heard the snick of the bolt diding back. Martin and Peter entered, bringing bedding
materids, firg-ad supplies, and two amdl folding cots. They dso brought a change of clothes for Seph
and atray of leftovers from dinner. They set up the cots Sde by Sde in a corner, and spread out the
blankets on top. They carried in a smdl wooden table and two chairs, and lad out the food. There was
even a bottle of wine for Hagtings, which Martin uncorked. "It's last year's Zin from Second Sigter,”
Martin explained. "Let me know what you think."

And then they were gone, the bolt replaced. Hagtings looked over a Seph. The corners of his
mouth twitched. "I've stayed in better accommodations, but things are improving.”

Usng his bound hands together, Hagtings dressed Seph's wounded hand with gauze, tying it off
securdly. Then Hagtings unbuttoned Seph's bloody shirt, and between the two of them, they pulled it off
his shoulders. Seph put his hands carefully through the deeves of the new shirt and managed to get it on
and buttoned.

"Do you want to gt up at the table?' Hagtings rose, a little awkwardly, to his feet. There was
about three inches of play in the chain between his hands.

Seph shook his head. "I'm not hungry." He fdt entirdy filled up with what held dready learned.
And consumed with what he stood to lose.

"l ingg that you eat something," Hagtings said. "In a Stuation like this, it's wise to eat when you

Seph wondered how often his father had been in a Studtion like this. His parents were assassins,
Spies, operatives, in the thick of the rebdlion. What would Jason say?

Hagtings prepared a plate, pulling apart a piece of chicken so Seph could et it easly with one
hand, adding cheese, grapes, a dice of bread. He brought it over to where Seph was sStting againg the
wal. Then he brought him a glass of wine. Seph looked up a him, startled. "Go ahead and drink it, Seph.
It might improve thingsif it's any good."

Despite his desperate Stuation, Seph fdt cared for.

Hagtings sat down next to him, badancing his own plate on his knees, the bottle of wine by his
gde

"Where did the name 'the Dragon’ come from?* Seph asked.

"Do you know the legend of how the magicd guilds were founded?'

Seph shook his head. It hadn't come up.

"Supposedly the guilds were sred by five cousns, who wandered into a magicd vdley in
northern Britain centuries ago. There they found a powerful dragon guarding a hoard of fabulous treasure.
Much of it conssted of precious stones mined in the valey itsdf, magica artifacts, and such. The dragon
welcomed them to the valey and treated them as honored guests. However, the cousins were greedy and
wanted to take the dragon's hoard for themsdaves. One night they dipped into the treasure room benegath
the degping dragon. When the dragon awoke, they swallowed the jewds they had stolen. Those became
the fird Weirgtones, and conferred unique magicd gifts on the cousins.”

The wine was having its effect. Seph leaned his head againgt Hastingss shoulder. If anyone had
told him he would be stting in a dungeon on Second Sigter ligening to his father tdl fary tales, he would
never have believed it.

Hadtings drained his glass of wine, poured another. His hand shook a little, splashing wine onto
the stone floor. For the firg time Seph noticed that the wizard looked drawn and tired, with deep lines of
weariness etched into his face.

"Areyou dl right?' Seph asked, feding uneasy.

"It's been along day," Hadtings said. Then continued with his story. He was a surprisngly skilled
dorytdler.

"One of the cousins had swallowed the stone that delivered the gift of the spoken charm. That
was the wizard, of course.

"So the wizard conjured a plan to overcome the dragon and take control of the magicd valey.
He charmed the others into submitting to him, because he needed the taents of the other cousns. The
sorcerer prepared a powerful poison, the enchanter sang the dragon to deep, the warrior poured the



brew into his mouth, and so on. There are severd versons of the story. Some say the dragon was killed
outright. Others that he degps in the mountain to this day.

"Some say the story isjust afable. Some dam that one day the dragon will awake and right the
wrong that was done by the magicd guilds and kill us al. Others that the dragon will awake and free the
underguilds from the autocracy of wizards. Hence the name.”

They ate in Slence for a few minutes Then Hadtings leaned his head back agang the wall,
looking up at the caling. When he spoke, it was dmogt as if he were taking to himsdf. "One wonders
what afather should tdl his son a atime like this" He put his hands on his knees, the chains on his hands
danking softly. "I've spent my life in the pursuit of greatness. Great feets of courage, daring acts of
revenge, great demondtrations of hatred. Even greet acts of love, when the opportunity presented itsdf.”
He amiled.

"Your mother has accused me of being obsessed with taking revenge on the Roses for the loss of
my family. And it's true. The wrongs done to me have been an excuse for everything I've done: murder,
betrayal, seduction, larceny. All for the cause. Very convenient.

"I was willing to sacrifice anything and anybody. It wasn't until recently that | redized what I'd
given up. Relationships are a series of amdl, daly sacrifices. Negotiations, compromises, and gray aress.
Y ou become enmeshed. It's not well suited to someone on amisson.”

Seph shifted on the hard floor. Was Hastings trying to gpologize for not being a better father? But
he hadn't even known Seph existed. "Why are you tdling me this?'

"I see mysdf in you. | don't want you to make the same mistakes I've made. | have to think it's
possible to suffer a great wrong and wak away from it. To build a life of smdl, exquistdy important
moments”

"But | ill don't ..."

"Jugt promise me youll consder whét I've sad.”

Hadtings lapsed into slence. Seph looked over a few minutes later and redized the wizard was
adeep, leaning againg the wal. Perhaps weariness and wine had prompted the speech.

Sdting his plate asde, Seph dretched out on the cot closest to the wall. Hastingss potion,
whatever it was, was working. Between that and the wine, Seph could scarcely keep his eyes open.

It has been an anvful and a tremendous day. It was tremendous, because he had found his father
and learned about his mother. He tried not to think of the avful part, but it was there just the same, and it
appeared that more awful things lay before him. But his father's words came back to him, warming him.

| would have refused to give up the only family | have. My son.

And s0 he dept.

Chapter Eighteen
Reunions

Firg he noticed the harsh glare of the bare bulbs againg his eyelids. Then he became aware of
the sound of voicesin quiet conversation nearby. For some reason, his right hand was bothering him, his
fingers feding fa like sausages, exceedingly tender. For a few blessed minutes, Seph forgot where he
was. And then he remembered, and everything made sense but the voices, so he opened his eyes.

Two people were gtting at the table, which had been pulled into the shadows in one of the
corners. The one closest to Seph was Hadtings. He couldn't tdl who the other person was, so he
propped up on his elbows, peering through the gloom. Somehow it ill seemed awkward to dam the
relationship with Hagtings, to cdl him anything other than his name, so he said, "Hadtings?" out loud.

"He lives" the other one said, laughing softly. The voice and the laugh were familiar, and Seph
knew he was ether dead or dreaming, because he was never going to hear that voice again. The owner



of the voice rose and crossed the room to him and stood silhouetted againgt the light, looking down &t
him.

"Hey, Cludess," he whispered, the light catching the gold at his right ear. "You been working out
or what? | think you've grown.”

Impossible. It was impossible. "Jason?' Seph sad it louder than he intended, and Jason Haey
put hisfinger to hislips.

"Careful. Don't want to draw the dumni to this reunion. They'd spail it for sure” He grinned
crookedly. Jason's hair had grown out somewhat, dill ragged whereit had been spiked. There was jugt a
suggestion of bleach at the tips. Wherever hed been since leaving the Havens, hed been unable to
mantan his usud gyle. He was wearing faded jeans and a sweatshirt. He seemed thinner than Seph
remembered, athough somehow more dive, as if the flesh had been pared away to let the spirit burn
brighter.

"Lecester said you were dead," Seph whispered, as seemed appropriate in speeking to a ghost.

"Asfar as he knows, | am." Jason sat down on the edge of the cot. Seph pushed himsdf into a
gtting position and embraced Jason.

Jason patted his back awkwardly. "Hey, anybody ever tdl you thet you look like your old man?'

"Wha happened? How did you get avay?' Seph released Jason and leaned back againg the
wadl, waiting for an explanation that would convince him it was true.

Jason gazed out into space. "To say | got away would be dretching a bit. They got me a the
Weirweb. They'd changed the configuration of the barrier, so my countercharms didn't work." He
paused, gpparently editing, picking and choosing what he shared with Seph. "Lecester must've decided
that a drowning was easiest to explain. So when they were done ... ah ... talking to me, they took me
to the cove.”

Seph shuddered. Ever since his dream about the boathouse, the experience of drowning was
never far away.

Jason went on, spesking in short, economicd phrases. "Fortunatdy, Leicester didn't disable me.
Guess he wanted to see me kick and struggle. They hed me under water. | fought them for a while, and
then | used the dyrne sefa to step away. | looked good and dead, but didn't even suck in any seawater.
They 'found' the body, cdled my stepmother with the bad news, and shipped me out the next day in a

"We never heard anything,” Seph said quietly. "You just disappeared. | thought you got away,
until Leicester told me™

"I Flit at the airport, scared a few people when | unzipped." He grinned. "Had to wipe a few
minds clean on that one. Then | went home to square things there, keep the family from cdling the
Havens when my body didn't show up.” He shook his head. "Thank God for the Anawer. You never
have to explain anything to them if you don't want to.

"I cdled Sloan€'s, but they said you'd left school, that you were with your guardian. | thought
they'd killed you.

"Then | looked up this hacker friend of mine from high school. The Dragon was posting messages
on the Web at the time—secrets, coded messages, that kind of thing. | asked my friend to track it down,
get alocation on the machine the suff was coming from."

Jason grinned. The next thing | know, your father here tracked me down. He put his wizard
hands around my throat, wanting to know who I'm working for, and why I'm so damned interested in the
Dragon.”

Hadtings shrugged, a dight amile on his face. Even &fter a night's deep, he Hill looked pae and
tired. The torc around his neck was nearly black, like a piece of slver exposed to the dements.

"Of course, I'd heard of Leander Hagtings. Everyone has. It wasn't easy convincing him not to kill
me. | told him dl about the Havens, what Gregory and the gang were up to, showed him the portal and
how it worked. Naturdly, he was red interested once he was persuaded | wasn't on the other sde.”

"That's why you knew about the dumni,” Seph said, looking a Hagtings. "And you weren't
surprised when | showed you the portd stone at the Legends.”



Hadtings nodded. "I assumed you were working for Leicester until | found out Jason had been
heping you. After our conversation at the Legends, | asked Jason about you and confirmed that you
were tdling the truth.”

"And you let me keep thinking Jason was dead?" Seph shook his head in disbelief.

Hadtings hesitated. "It's important that Leicester and the dumni not find out that Jason isdive”

"Now, let's see what the old bastard did to you," Jason said, changing the subject. Reluctantly,
Seph extended hisright hand. Jason examined it gently, turning it over, being careful of the injured fingers.
"He gave you awitch's hand, Seph," he said softly.

"Witch's hand? What are you taking about?' Seph pulled his hand back.

"Three middle fingers, dl the same length. Old Magic. Witch's hand,” Jason said solemnly.

Jugt then, they heard the rattle of the bolt on the door diding back, and Jason went unnoticesble
asit opened. It was Martin Hal and Bruce Hays.

Martin was carrying a breekfast tray. He set it down on the table. "How was the wine?' he asked
Hadings.

"Perfect,”" the wizard replied, indicating the empty bottle by the door. "My compliments.”

Martin looked pleased. He took off his glasses, polished them on his shirt, returned them to his
face. "Not too much berry?"

"Perfect," Hadtings said again.

"Enjoy your breskfast,” Martin said. "Il bring another bottle tonight. The other guests will be
ariving tomorrow night, so I'll be pretty busy after that,” he said, dmost apologeticaly. The dumni left,
and they heard the bolt dide back into place. They sat quietly for a moment, to be sure they were gone,
and then Jason reappeared.

Seph and Hadtings ate a the table, while Jason sat on one of the cots. Jason didn't eat much
before he st his plate on the floor. He rose, pacing back and forth like atiger in a cage.

"So what are you doing here?' Seph asked, pushing his plate away. He was finding that egting
with hisleft hand was awkward. He had eaten his muffin without butter because he didn't think he could
handle the knife, and he didn't want to ask for help. "How did you get in here? Are you just vigting the
prisoners, or what?'

Jason stopped pacing. There was another exchange of glances with Hastings.

"Your father and | have been working together,” Jason said. Seph fdt a twinge of jedousy that
Jason had this shared experience with his father. "When they brought him here, | hitched a ride" He
hesitated, looking a Hastings again, asif for permission to go on.

Hadtings nodded. "Although we don't know exactly what the plan is, Jason and | are going to do
what we can to ruin it. The firg thing were going to do is get you out of here" He gestured, indicaing
thar surroundings.

"What do you mean?' Seph looked from one to the other.

"We don't want them searching the idand for you. It's just too smdl,” Jason said. "So the thing is,
well have to kill you."

Martin noticed something different as soon as he entered the cdlar. It was emptier, somehow,
and deadly quiet. Before he stepped farther into the room, he waited until his eyes adjusted to the dim
light dong the borders of the chamber. He findly made out two recumbent forms on the cots. No one
rose to greet him, however.

He carried the lunch tray to the table and set it on the floor so he could remove the breskfast
dishes. Bruce Hays remained by the door. He didn't like playing waiter, but Martin didn't mind. In fact,
he considered it a privilege to serve the Dragon. He transferred lunch to the table and the breakfast
dishes to the tray.

"It's lunchtime!™ he cried. He'd brought soup and he didn't want it to get cold.

Hastings spoke without moving. "'l don't care for any,” he said quietly.

"What about Seph?' Martin gestured at the other cot.



"He won't need any, either.” Hastings paused. "Not anymore. The boy is dead.”

Martin stood frozen for a moment. "What are you taking about?' he demanded. Bruce Hays
waily took a step into the room, as if anticipating an attack. Martin crossed to Seph's cot. Seph lay on
his back, his face waxy and pae againg the sheets, har tumbled dark againgt the pillow, his bandaged
hands folded, a ill life. Martin shoved hisfingers under Seph's chin, feding for a pulse. There was none,
and he was cold to the touch. Even in the dim light, Martin could see the bruisng at the base of his neck.

Martin could scarcely speak. Hed liked Seph, held dways liked him. And held enjoyed Leander
Hadtings, someone with power and a knowledge of and appreciation for good wine. Now al was ruined.

He sat back on hisheds. "Go get Dr. Leicester,” he said to Bruce Hays, who was 4ill hovering
by the door.

Hays hesitated. "Y ou shouldn't stay in here done with ..." He didnt finish.

Martin shook his head impatiently. "Just get him."

Bruce shrugged and left, balting the door behind him.

"How could you?' Martin asked, staring down at Seph's face. "He was your son.”

Hadtings said nothing.

They heard a fumbling at the door, someone in a hurry. It smung open and Gregory Leicester
gaked in, followed by Bruce Hays, Warren Barber, and Peter Conroy. Hadtings sat up and waited,
hands on his knees.

Without looking at Hastings, Leicester kndlt next to Seph's cot and ran his fingers over him, felt
for a pulse, lifted his eydids, touched the blueblack fingerprints at the base of his neck. He shook his
head, his face a mask of anger.

"Not so tender after dl, are we, Hastings?' The wizard spat the words out, and stood.

"I thought he was restrained,” Warren Barber said, his voice risng. "I thought he couldnt do
anything."

"It's not that hard to kill aboy," Hastings said, asif from experience. "Restrained or not."

"I would have expected you would find it hard to kill this boy," Leicester said. "I guess | was
wrong." There was a grudging admiration in the flat gray eyes. "Now your Achilles hed is gone, much
good it will do you now. But why come dl this way to kill your son, when we would have done it for
you?'

Hadtings shook his head. "No. | came to ransom him, remember? And you reneged on the dedl.
He was frightened of what lay ahead of him. He asked me to save him from it and | did." He m&t
Leicester's eyes without remorse. "'l spoke afew words over him, but could we get im a priest?"

Lecester shook his head. "Hisimmorta soul is your problem, Hastings, snce you saw fit to free
it

"Then let me take care of the body, at least,” Hastings countered.

Lecester hesitated, shaken by the loss of his hostage. Martin wondered if the headmaster would
decide that now was the time to kill Hastings, before the conference started. No matter how powerful
Hadtings was, he knew they could do it, dl of them together, the way Leicester used them before.

But no. Dr. Leicester had other plans. He looked a Hadtings, but spoke to the others in the
room. "Hagtings has proven himsdf to be dangerous, despite his restraints. Now that the boy is dead, |
think we'd better chain him to the wal. Bruce and | will see to it. Warren, you and Martin and Peter take
the body, weight it down, and throw it in the lake. We don't want it resurfacing while our guests are
here

Chapter Nineteen
Second Sister



Warren Barber wished Leicester had assigned someone dse to the task of disposing of Joseph's
body. Perhaps Leicester didn't trust Hal or Conroy not to do something foolish and sentimentd. Like
what? Saying a Rosary over the corpse? The kid was dead, after dl.

They'd carried the body down the path, through the woods past the grove to the far Sde of the
idand, where alow diff descended directly into deep water. It was as far as possible from the dock and
winay complex. Although the body wasn't heavy, it made a long and awkward package, difficult to
maneuver through the undergrowth and over the uneven terrain. They were hot, sweaty, and exhausted
when they findly set their burden down at the edge of the diff.

Now what to use for weight. They'd brought a coil of rope dong but couldn't find anything
auitable at the top of the diff. Then Warren remembered the concrete blocks that had been used in the
restoration work. "Go get a couple of those cinder blocks from the back of the winery,” he ordered the
other two. "One for his head and one for hisfeet. I'll keep an eye on Joseph, here.”

"Why do we have to go?' Conroy whined, smacking at a mosquito.

Hdl stood over the corpse like he was ready to pick a fight. "Well stay with Seph. You go."
Hed been sullen and uncooperative dl the way across the idand. Warren hadn't forgotten that Hal had
pulled a knife on him at Christmas when Warren had gotten into it with McCauley.

Warren sghed and rolled his eyes. "L ook, idiots, he's not going anywhere. WEIl dl go. We can
get something cold to drink while we're down there" They dragged Seph's body into the underbrush next
to the diff face, and headed back toward the winery building.

They returned forty-five minutes later, each carrying a block. Cutting two lengths of rope, they
threaded them through the concrete and tied them securely. But when they went to retrieve the body, it
was gone. Warren searched the underbrush in dl directions, just to make sure.

"D-do you think some kind of animd dragged him away?" Peter asked. Sweat rolled down his
fat face, and he took a puff from hisinhder.

"How the hdl should | know?'Warren said peevighly. "Do | look like Tarzan?"

"I don't think there's anything that big around here" Martin had this earnest ook on his face, like
they were discussng some remotely interesting topic. "Coyotes and eagles and ospreys, maybe."

For a moment, the only sound was the wind in the trees and Peter's wheezing. Then Warren said,
"Look, not aword about any of this to Leicester. I'm not catching hdl for losng a corpse. The dory is,
we threw McCauley in the lake. Understand?’

Hdl and Conroy nodded, wide-eyed.

Seph came awake with a start, aware only of someone hovering over him. He swung out
awkwardly with hisfigt, and his wrist was captured in a tight grip. "Youll be sorry if you punch me with
that hand,”" Jason told him. When Seph relaxed, he released him. "About time you rejoined the living.”

Seph lay inamuddle of blankets on a dirt floor. At firg he thought he was dill in the cellar, since
thewdls and calling of the room were made of stone. But light trickled in from an unseen source around
acorner, and cool, moig ar brushed his face. He sat up.

He was in a cave that had been made over into living quarters. Cans and boxes of food were
stacked againg the wal, and a Coleman stove stood in one corner. Clothing was piled on top of a
wooden crate, out of the dirt. Three large kerosene lamps lined the perimeter. Books and more boxes
were hegped to the rear.

"Nearly as posh as your old room at the Havens," Seph said.

Next to him, in contrast with the rest of the mess, was a nestly rolled bedroll, with a Cincinndi
basebd| cap on top.

"Good morning, Witch Boy."

He turned so quickly, he dammed his elbow againg the wall of the cave.

"Madison!"

She was dressed in a man's shirt and blue jeans rolled a the bottoms. Her hair was caught back
ina rubber band, and a red bandana was knotted at her neck. That was dl he had time to see, and then



she threw her arms around him. "Don't you ever scare melike that again, or I'll have your hide off in little
bits" she said.

"Scare you?' He gripped her shoulders, holding her out for ingpection. "Scare you? You
disappeared. What happened to you? Whereve you been?'

"What happened to your hand?" She pulled his gauze-wrapped hand closer for inspection. "You
treat me like I'm helpless, but you..."

He heard Jason's voice from behind him. "Will you two stop flirting? Y ou're making me fed like
threg's a crowd. Not that | don't approve. If you're going to wash ashore on an idand, best to bring a
womean dong.”

Maddie gave hm the eye. "For...?"

Seph rubbed his elbow. "I'm serious. How did you and Jason find each other?!

Maddie sat back and wrapped her arms around her knees. "After you left mein that hiding place,
ahdf dozen witch men started poking around, so | had to sneak away. | saw them grab you, but there
was nothing | could do againg dl of them.

Jason sprawled onto a pile of blankets. "I found your friend here cregping up on the cadtle after |
left you last night. And wasn't | surprised to find out she could see unnoticesble me. | figured out who she
was, based on Hastingss description. So | invited her to be my guest in the villa here” He rdlled his
eyes. "It wasn't easy to convince her. What were you thinking, Seph, taking up with a vampire who sucks
meagic from innocent wizards?'

"I don't trouble the innocent,” Madison drawled. "Keep your magic to yoursdf and well get
dong.”

"Where are we?' Seph whispered. He fdt iff and sore dl over, and he was dl scraped up, as if
he'd been dragged through brambles. "What happened?

Jason grinned. "The porta stone worked like, wdll, like a charm. Jugt like back in the cove. Cold
blooded, redly, a father killing his own son. If | didn't know better, I'd've been crying mysdf. Leicester
was S0 pissed. You keep dipping out of his hands, one way and another. Dying and such. Leicester sent
the guys to throw your body in the lake. | intercepted them.”

Seph looked up, darmed. "Y ou what?"

"I thought I might have to fish you out of the water, but they left you aone while they went to get
drinks"

"When Leicester hears about it, hell know something's up.”

"Trus me. He won't hear about it. Leicester ain't that forgiving of screwups.” Jason grinned,
gretching out histhin body. "I don't know why | can't be the kind of hero who gets to live in the castle.
It's dways the basement or the cave for me"

"But where are we?' Seph asked again.

"Weére on the north sde of the idand, in a cave on the diff face. Before the Civil War, they hid
daves here who were escaping to Canada. Then bootleg liquor during Prohibition. Now us. Take a look
if you want." Jason gestured toward the doorway.

Seph rose shakily to his feet, hobbled to the entrance, and peered out. The opening looked
draight out over the lake, toward Canada, he supposed. Far below, waves crashed againg the rocks.
There was a sheer diff on either side. It was adull, gray day, and the air was full of the amdl of rain.

"How'd you get down here?"

"There's sort of a path,” Jason said. He and Maddie had joined him &t the entrance.

"If it's such a higtorica spot, aren't you afraid someone ese will find it?" Seph asked.

Jason shook his head. "It was described in an old manuscript a the Great Lakes Museum. | stole
it" He leaned agang the rock face. "Liden. There's a boat coming from Trinity bringing reps to the
conference today. That meansiit's going back later this afternoon.”

Seph shrugged. "So?!

"Weé're going to make you unnoticeable and put you on it, and then you're out of here.”

"I promised Hastings"



"What about Maddie?'

"Wdl." Jason scratched his head. "We can't make Maddie unncticeable. So | don't know how
we could snesk her on board, right in front of the winery."

Seph looked from Jason to Maddie. ™Y ou think I'm going to go and leave her here? It's my fault
ghe's herein the firg place.”

"l jumped in the raft after you." Maddie touched hisarm. "I made a choice.”

"Drowning in the lake is one thing. Gregory Leicester is another. You didn't sgn on for that.”

"And you did?" Tendrils of hair had been ripped free by the wind and were spirding about her
face.

Jason held up both hands. "Seph. In my book, saving somebody is better than saving nobody.
They dl think youre dead. Just like me. Bdieve me, it's very freaing. Y ou can go wherever you want. No
worries about Leicester and the others hunting you down.”

"No."

"This could be a massacre. If you leave now, you can avoid it. Later, you can take your revenge.
They won't be expecting it. They won't know what hit them."

Seph scowled. "'l don't want to take revenge for a massacre. | want to stop one.”

Jason stared out at the horizon. "Easer said than done.”

"Couldn't we meet the boat when it arrives and warn them?' Maddie suggested. "Then we dl
leave together.”

"What's to keep Leicester from conjuring up another little sorm?* Jason said. "He could bring the
boat back here, or torch it, or send it to the bottom of the lake. Very tidy."

"Wdl." Maddie thought a moment. "Then let's cal them and tdl them to Say away.”

"My cdl phone doesn't work. | haven't seen any land lines on the idand, not even in the winery."
Jason fumbled in his pocket for a cigarette, and sent a stream of smoke into the wind. "Tdl you true, |
don't know if we can stop him. We have to split him from the dumni somehow. Aslong as he's linked up
with them, hell win any contest invalving magic. We'd have to outsmart him.”

"So we outsmart him. I'm not leaving,” Seph said.

"Hadtingsis going to be pissed.”

"Then let im." The man finds out he's my father and begins ordering me around, Seph thought.
He fingered the dyrne sefa around his neck. "We can at least get Hadlings ... get my father out, can't
we?'

Jason shook his head. "If we try and bust him out, they'll know we're here for sure. If they Start
looking, theyll find us™

Maddie removed the dadtic from her hair, combed her har with her hands, and regpplied it.
"You mean to tdl me you and Mr. Hagtings showed up here without any kind of a plan?'

Jason stubbed his cigarette out on the wall of the cave and flicked the butt into a coffee can. "This
isthe plan, I'm sorry to say." He turned to Seph. "Your father made a conscious decison to come after
you. Knowing he was unlikdy to make it out dive”

Seph recdled Hagtingss speech in the cdllar. 1t definitdy had eements of deathbed advice. "You
mean he's just gving up?”

"I think he sees you as akind of legacy. So evenif he goes, wdl ..." Jason cleared his throat and
looked away. "You saw that thing they put around his neck. It's cdled a gefyllan de sefa, created during
the wizard wars as a counter to High Magic.”

"What isit?" Seph asked. "Hadtings said it drains magic.”

"It means heart killer—it disables a wizard's stone. Once it's on, only the wizard who placed it
can take it off. 1t will kill awizard in about five days.”

It does look like a castle, Linda thought, looking up at the building. The walk from the dock to
the winery was lined with chrysanthemums and asters in containers. Someone had gone to consderable
trouble to make the place attractive, even though it was the end of the season.



Jugt ingde the front door was amassive foyer. A young wizard stationed at a desk had keys for
everyone. He introduced himsdf as Martin Hall, explaining that he was the viniculturig for the winery. In
fact, the place was full of palite young wizards. the small, nervous man who played the grand piano in the
foyer, the one who showed her to her room. She had the feding Seph would have recognized them dl.

She asked Matin Hdl if Dr. Leicester had arrived. After a moment of polite confusion, he sad
yes, indeed he had. So Leicester had been there for some time. That might mean Seph was somewhere
on the property. If he was ill dive.

But where was Hagtings? She'd not heard a word since held |eft to meet Leicester.

"Could you tdl Dr. Leicester | would like to meet with him this evening, before the conference
begins?' She handed Martin a business card. "Hell know the name."

Her room was furnished with antiques and reproductions, a four-poster bed with velvet curtains
dl around. The window overlooked the lake, dthough given the weether and the late hour, she couldn't
see much. But when she opened the window, she could hear the sound of water bresking on the rocks
somewhere far below.

She set up the laptop and spread the papers from her briefcase over the desk, induding the two
condiitutions that had been put forward at the council meeting a the Legends. their own and the one
introduced by Leicester and D'Orsay.

Her thoughts spirded away from the task a hand. Leicester probably wouldnt make a dedl.
Why should he? He held dl the cards.

There was a tap on the door. It was Martin Hall. "Dr. Leicester wonders if now would be a
convenient time to meet.”

Wedl. Leicester was certainly eager. "Now isfing" Linda said. She picked up her portfolio and
followed Martin down the stairs and into the back halway. They took a couple of turns and then Martin
ushered her into a walnut-pandled library.

"Dr. Leicester will join you shortly.” Martin bowed himsdf out.

Linda looked around the room. Bookshelves lined the wdls, and there was a desk with computer
equipment to one sde. Someone had huilt a fire in the stone fireplace, and expensive rugs lay scattered
on the floors. The scene looked familiar.

She dug in the portfolio and pulled out the photographs of Seph that Leicester had sent to
Hadings. Yes. They'd been taken here, in the library. So Seph had been here recently, perhaps just a
day or two ago. She studied the pictures. He stood near the door, looking vulnerable and cold, his hair
wet and plastered againg his head.

"Welcome to Second Siger.” Linda jumped when she heard the voice behind her. She swvung
around to see Gregory Leicester framed in the doorway, wearing a sweater and jeans, deck shoes and
no socks. He made no attempt to hide the fact that he was very much a home. Indinctively, she moved
out toward the center of the room, where there was more room to maneuver, less chance of being
trapped againg the wal. He moved to the sideboard, chose a bottle, uncorked it with a practiced hand,
and poured two glasses. He handed one to Linda

"Try this. It's a Sauvignon Blanc. Something new for us™"

She sipped a it. "A little sweet for me" This is your son's kidnapper, she thought. This is the
torturer of children.

"Il have Martin pour something drier tomorrow night," Lelcester said. He paused. "l was glad to
hear you were corning.”

"I expect you would be, snce you engineered it," she said. She turned the wineglassin her hands.
"Whereis Seph?’

There was aflicker in the flat-gray eyes, but he said nothing, and waited for her to go on. It was
meant to intimidate, but in fact it had the opposte effect. If shed had a gun, she would have shot him.
Instead, she drained her glass and st it down.

"You kidnapped him. Y ou asked Hagtings to meet you, said you wanted to make a dedl. | want
to know where heis"

Another flicker in the eyes. Amusement. Anticipation. And suddenly she knew what he was



about to say. She didn't want to heer it, couldn't look himin the face to hear it, so she turned away.

He stood just behind her, very close. She could fed his breath on her neck. "Joseph is dead,” he
sad softly. "Hadtings killed him."

She spun away from him, turned to face him again.

"Yourealia."

"Not thistime" A pause. "Don't you want to know how he did it?"

"No."

"He grangled him."

Animage arose of those strong hands around Seph's throat, knuckles white, squeezing.

"Where's Hastings? Let him tdl me himsdf."

Leicester looked seadily & her, saying nothing.

"Show me Seph's body,” she said. "Then I'll believe you."

"It'sinthe lake."

"Then we have nothing to talk about." And she pushed past him into the halway.

Back in her room, Linda threw hersdf onto her bed and lay on her back in the dark, staring up
a the thicker darkness that was the canopy over her head. She fdt hollow and cold, like a vessdl that
hed been emptied too many times. She had been crying dl week. And now, when the truth was worse
than she had ever anticipated, her eyes were dry.

Could she bdlieve Leicester when he said that Seph was dead a Hastingss hands? There was no
guestion that Hagtings was capable of killing. But could he take the life of his own son? Perhaps. To save
himfrom Leicester.

She didn't want to think about the second posshbility. The posshility that Hastings wanted to
make sure that Linda didn't make a ded of her own.

Either way, Leicester was afool. He had played right into Hastingss hands. He should have kept
her guessng and hoping, right through the conference. Because now she had nothing left to lose.

Madison came up on her knees when Seph entered the cave, but dumped back againg the wall
when she saw who it was. "Oh, it's you. | didn't expect you back so soon.” Shivering, she wrapped her
blanket more closaly around her shoulders. It was cold in the cave, and she didn't have a jacket. "What
did your father say?"

"l didn't see him." He dropped onto the floor of the cave, diding his hips backward until he was
leening againg the wal opposite Madison. It was pouring down rain. He was soaked through, water
draining off his hair and down his neck.

Jason emerged from the shadows at the back of the cave and handed Seph a towe. "What
happened?’

"I couldn't get in. They've spun a web clear around the winery, endosng the grounds. If we
breach it, they'll know we're here”

Jason swore oftly. "If they find out we're here, there won't be a hole deep enough to hide in on
thisrock."

Seph pushed wet har out of his face. "But why would they put up a wal? Who are they keeping
out, if they don't know we're here?'

"They mugt be trying to keep everybody in" Madison suggested, digging gumly through Jason's
sparse food supplies.

"Meanwhile, we don't have a clue what's going on indde. And my father will be dead in four
days."

Jason sat down in the doorway to the cave and lit a cigarette. "Hadtings thinks Leicester will wait
and see what happens at the conference sessons tomorrow. They may fird try to get their way through
their usud tactics: bullying and subtle mind magic. The entire Wizard Council will be here, supposedly to
make sure everything's on the up and up. So they may be in on the plot. Whatever it is”"

"Did you and Hagtings have a plan for the conference?’



Jason gazed out at the lake. "My plan was to lurk in the conference hdl. When the badness goes
down, I'll digtract everyone with a glamour and kill Leicester and D'Orsay."

"That sounds more like suicide than a plan. You told me yoursdf there was no way to beat him
aslong as he's linked up with the dumni.”

"Wil, it's the best | can do, dl right?" Jason took a drag on the cigarette, released a stream of
smoke. "I'l scare the hel out of them, anyway.”

Seph redized that, dl dong hed been counting on Jason or Hagtings to come up with a plan, a
way out of this mess. Some way that he could help without assuming respongibility for its success or
falure

But Hagtings was chained in the winery, his power dwinding away. Since Seph's summer with
Snowbeard, held surpassed Jason's skills in wizardry, both in native power and the learned use of
charms. Jason's glamours were more than convincing, but it was just smoke and mirrors. They posed no
physca threat. All Leicester had to do was identify the source and destroy him.

More and more, it looked like Leicester would win, unless Seph could come up with a way to
stop him. Ther only hope was to take them by surprise, and now, that wasn't going to happen. "Were
not going to be able to sneak into the conference unnoticed,” Seph said. "We can't get through Barber's
Weirweb without their knowing.” | can.

Seph and Jason both swiveled to ook a Madison. She had opened a box of canned goods and
was rooting through the contents.

"What are you talking about?" Seph said.

"I can go through the Weirweb. | can hep you." She came up with a can of soup, popped the
top, and handed it to Seph. "Here, Witch Boy. Hest thisup.”

Seph heated the soup between his hands and handed it back to her.

" don't likeit," Jason said. "It's not just a matter of magical power. If they get hold of you ..."

"Then | won' let them get hold of me" She sipped the hot soup. "It's better than your plan.”

"She has apoint,” Seph said.

"Wha?' Jason demanded. "Do you redly want her to wak in there done?"

Seph shook his head. "Look. Everyone | care about is here on this idand. I'm guessng there's
going to be a bloodbath if we don't do something. If the worst happens, we can't hide out in this cave
forever. Sooner or later well be caught. We have tdent here and the eement of surprise. We've got to
think of away to make it work againg them."”

Chapter Twenty
The Interguild Council

Jack surveyed the conference room criticdly. It was a large, three-storied hdl with a gdlery that
ran dong three sdes on the second levd. A long, polished table stood in the center of the room,
surrounded by chairs. Other chairslined the walls. The table had flat monitors set into the surface at each
seet, with pullout keyboards underneath. At one end of the room was a fireplace so massve, atal man
could walk graight into it. At the other end, someone had laid out coffee, juices, and pastry.

Jack hadn't had the chance to tak to Aunt Linda since their arrivd. He'd tried her room, but
ather she wasn't in, or wasn't answering her door. She'd been closeted up with Nick dl morning.

Jack glanced down a the nearest monitor. It said, "Jackson Swift, Warrior Guild." He circled the
table, noting names and guilds, verifying what hed learned the night before. The subcommittee had
chosen two representatives from each guild. The Soothsayers were represented by Blaise Highbourne of
Trinity and Aaron Bryan, of Staffordshire, England. The sorcerers were Mercedes Foster of Trinity and
Kip McKenzie, from Scotland. The warriors, of course, were Jack and Ellen. In addition to Linda, the



other enchanter was a tdl, black woman— Akana Moon—whom Jack had met the night before.

Two representatives for each of the five guilds except wizards. There were four of those:
Leicester, D'Orsay, Ravenstock, and Nick. Plus the entire Wizard Council, present as observers.
Members of the other guilds were invited as well, but none had dared show. Memories of the Trade ill
lingered among the members of the so-called "servant” guilds

Wizards, Jack thought sourly. Just what we need less of. And only one that he knew could be
trusted.

Hlen lad ahand on hisarm. "They 4ill only get one vote, Jack."

He wished Hadings were there. He wished he knew where Hagtings was. And Seph and
Madison. He wanted to be optimidtic, for Ellen's sake if nothing else. She was dill beeting hersdf up
about the attack &t the park.

"Do you think they're here somewhere?' Ellen said, as if she could read his mind. "Seph and
Madison?"

"Who knows?" Jack took the loss of his passengers very persondly. Held take the place apart if
he thought he could find them.

A tdl, bad meninabulky gray sweater and black jeans emerged from a Sde door and took his
place at the head of the table. Jack studied him with interest, knowing this must be the infamous Gregory
Leicester. Seph's former headmaster. The wizard looked around the table, amiling, lingering for a long
moment on Linda. She lifted her head and met his gaze directly. He flinched alittle at whatever wasin her
eyes.

"If we can dl take our seats, we had best get underway,” Leicester said. "We are dready running
alitle late The low murmur of voices ceased.

Jack and Bllen moved rductantly to their seats. Linda ignored the video dislay and sat next to
Nick. She was pae, and there were purple shadows under her eyes. Sill, she looked grim and
determined, and rather corporate in a pindripe suit. Jack and Ellen sat next to Nick, and Akana Moon
next to Linda

The seats againg the wall were filling up with members of the Wizard Council. Jack noticed some
familiar faces. Geoffrey Wylie, the wizard who had played Hlen in the tournament, and had tried to
kidnap himin Trinity the summer before. Jessamine Longbranch, the wizard surgeon who had implanted
Jack's stone, saving hislifein order to sacrifice himin the Game. Others he didn't know.

Ellen's hand crept over and covered his under the table. She had indsted on coming, though she
hed good reason to be wary of wizards. She'd spent most of her life under their control. If she could ded
with it, he could, too. And, to be honest, he was glad to have her srength at hisright hand.

The joint coundll participants were each introduced, and Leicester read out the agenda. There
were only two items, the two different congtitutiona proposals: one that Hastings had pushed through the
Wizard Council, and one that Leicester and D'Orsay had favored. Leicester asked for approva of the
agenda and Nick raised his hand.

"Hrd, | move that we sdect a chairperson and a scribe” the old wizard suggested. The bear's
head mounted on his gaff gleamed oftly.

They'd tried to take his g&ff away from him at the door of the conference room. Hed sad he
would have to st in the hdlway, then, because he was an old man of 465 years and needed its support.
The dumnus at the door was no match for him, and Nick retained his saff.

Lecester shrugged. He had automatically assumed the role of chair. "Perhaps one of our council
observers would be willing?' He looked at the wizardsin the gdlery.

"I move that the chair be a non-wizard,” Nick sad quickly. "I think it would help reassure some
of our Anawizard participants that thisisafar process.”

"I second the mation,” said Aaron Bryan, the seer, without waiting for an invitation. Nick had
done congderable networking the night before.

"Which motion?" Leicester |looked confused.

"It's one mation," Nick explained, "In saverd parts.”

Immediatdly, Jack could sense an dmogt physcd pressure from the wizards in the spectator



seats. The Anawizard Welr looked around uneesly. Wizards were not accustomed to democracy. It
made them edgy.

"Thereis amation on the floor," Leicester said. "Is there discusson?”

"It's a good ideq," sad Jeremy Ravenstock, one of the wizard representatives. "And it might
make dl of us more comfortable.” He frowned at Leicester and scanned the gdlery. So far, Jack noticed,
wizards were doing mogt of the talking.

There was no further discussion. The Interguild Council took a vote, and the motion carried.
Even the wizards voted for it.

Lecester Sghed. "Are there any nominations or volunteers for chairperson?’

Blaise Highbourne rose to his feet, his trademark slver cuffs and neckpiece dlittering in the light
from the wal sconces. "I nominate Linda Downey."

"An enchanter ?" Lecester raised an eyebrow. "Are you serious?'

"I second the nomindtion." The enchanter Akana Moon didn't rise from her char. She looked
nervous, and her voice shook, but she said it just the same.

"We don't even know if the girl iswilling to serve” Leicester said. "After dl, it's alot to ask of a

"Il doit," Linda said. "As long as the ground rules are understood. | promise to be impartid as
chair of the medting. But | want to make it clear that | will participate as an advocate on those issues |
fed srongly about.”

"Of course,” sad Leicester, amused. "All in favor?' The moation carried. "It's settled then. The
enchanter ischair.”

"My nameis Linda Downey," Lindasaid in aclear voice. "Make anote of it, Dr. Leicedter.”

Leicester looked up, startled, his amile fading. Linda turned to the rest of the participants. "Are
there any volunteers for scribe?' There was another long pause during which no one volunteered. None of
the wizards wanted to be secretary, and none of the Anawizard representatives dared to. "Jack, you're
good at keyboarding. Help me out here"

"Okay." Jack did the tray out from under the table, glad to be doing something he had some kill
a.

Linda nodded. "Thanks, Jack. Now, let's take another look a our agenda. Are there any
changes in the items?" There were none. "Wdl, | have something to add,” she said "Before we vote on
the condtitutions that are before us, | suggest that we discuss the issue that drove this conditutiona effort
inthe firg place: that of wizard aggresson againg the Anawizard Welr."

There was a shocked slence. Then Claude D'Orsay rose to his feet. "I don't think that would be
congructive, Linda Downey," he sad pointedly. "Our time is limited, and, after dl, we have come
together here as peacemakers. Why bring up old issues that are bound to cause hard fedings?'

"Some of the issues are vary new," Linda said evenly. "Some of them are downright current.”
She spat out the word. "Those of us who are not students of history are condemned to repest it."

The magicd pressure from the Sddines was increesing. Linda staggered a bit, as if from a
physca blow. She indined her head and said something to Nick. He stood and put his arm around her,
Steadying her, and his g&ff flared up brightly.

After amoment, Linda was able to speak. "If the coundil observers cannot resist intruding on the
proceedings, we will have to clear the room."

"Thisisajoke," the wizard Geoffrey Wylie snarled from his seat againgt the wall.

"I did not recognize you, Mr. Wylie/" Linda sad coldly. "You are an observer and not a
participant in this process. Speak again, and you're out of here. Think again, and you're out of here."

The Anawizard Weir stared at Linda with a mixture of admiration and astonishment. Jack
suspected the wizards in the room were adready regretting their choice of the enchanter as chair.

The observers settled, ill fuming, but the pressure disspated alittle.

"Is there amoation to add this issue to the agenda?" Linda asked, looking around the room.

"I so move" said Akana Moon, who seemed to have found her courage. She defiantly turned her
eyes toward the Wizard Council.



"l second,” said Jack. Ah, well, he thought. We may dl end up dead, but were sticking it to them
in the meantime. He was worried about his aunt, though. It dmost seemed as if she were trying to pick a
fight.

The motion carried.

Gregory Leicester spoke up. "In the interest of time, | suggest that we table this truth-finding
enterprise until after we consider the congtitutiond issues.”

"Isthat amotion, Dr. Leicester?' Linda asked.

Leicester Szzled with irritation. He put the suggestion forward in the form of a motion, seconded
by D'Orsay. It was voted down.

"If youd like to make a moation, Dr. Leicester, we can a0 dlocate time for a discusson of
attacks by members of the other guilds againgt wizards," Linda offered swestly.

"Thet will take two minutes,”" Jack muttered to Ellen.

Lecester shook his head, drumming his fingers on the tabletop.

"The isue is, wizard aggression againg the other Wair. Is there anyone who has something to
share on thistopic?' Linda gazed around the table.

Jack rose to his feet. "I'm Jackson Swift, a warrior. Actudly, | should have been a wizard, but
Dr. Longbranch here fraudulently planted a warrior sone in me" He pointed toward Jessamine
Longbranch, then Geoffrey Wylie. "Mr. Wylie tried to kidnap me, to keep me from playing in the Game.
And then Dr. Longbranch tried to kill me when | wouldn't play for her."

"You ungrateful mixed-blood mongrd! You wouldn't even be dive today if it weren't for me”
Longbranch combed crimson-painted nails through her mane of pitch-black hair. She looked like she
would have said more, but stopped hersdf, diding alook at Linda Downey.

"Warriors are bred for the tournaments,” D'Orsay said coldly. "That is their purpose. It makes
good use of ther naturd talents. | don't know what al thiswhining is about.”

"Precisdy why we need to have this didogue™ said Linda Downey. "Anyone ese?'

Almog everyone had a story, and grew more and more confident in the tdling as the morming
wore on. Jack was amazed a how Aunt Linda worked the group, without seeming to. She encouraged a
little more detail here, asked a question there, headed off a chdlenge by the wizards in the room.

She's done this before, Jack thought. 1t comes naturdly to her. The group was codescing into a
righteoudy angry body with a common grievance. One that might take a chance on a new beginning.

Fndly, Ellen Stephenson stood and cleared her throat. "I have something to say." Her hand crept
to her Sde, groping for a weapon that wasn't there.

"Go on, Bllen," Linda said.

Blen lifted her chin, drew hersdf up, and faced Geoffrey Wylie, who did not look happy at this
development. "I am Ellen Stephenson, awarrior. Wizards kidnapped me from my parents when | was a
baby s0 | could be trained for the tournaments. They stole my childhood and turned meinto a killer." She
looked at Jack, and he nodded encouragingly.

"When | refused to kill my friend Jack, they attacked me on the tournament fidd and tried to
murder me" She looked over a D'Orsay. "Some of you know dl about it, because some of you were
directly involved,” she sad softly. She sat down. The other Weir nodded and whispered among
themsdves

"Are there any questions for Hllen Stephenson?’ Linda asked.

"I have a quedtion,” Claude D'Orsay sad. "Why doesn't this girl hire a thergpist instead of
wadting the committee's time complaining about her difficult childhood?"

The conference participants rumbled with anger.

"I have a gtory, too," Linda said, ignoring D'Orsay. She gazed around the room, pausing until she
hed everyone's attention. "There are actudly many stories | could tell, but 1 would like to tel you about

my son.”

Madison hesitated at the edge of the trees, scanning the grounds of the winery. No one was



around. Naturdly, Leicester and the others would be focused on the proceedings in the conference
room. Besides, it was a cold, digmd rainy day. A good day to be insde.

"Do you see it?" Seph whispered. "It goes dl around the dearing.” He extended a hand, then
drew it back asif he were afraid of touching something.

"Il take your word for it."

"You know who you're looking for?'

She nodded. "The blond guy from the picnic with the back-combed hair."

"Right. Hell be someplace quiet, watching the barrier. Now, remember, you don't want to let him
get hold of you. Y ou want a power release. Don't let him think he can get to you without it."

"Welve been over dl this" Maddie muttered. You volunteered for this, she reminded hersdlf.
But now, she just wanted to get it over with. She was scared she would let Seph and Jason down. Along
with everyone ese.

Seph gripped her am as if he thought she might charge off before hed had his say. His dark
brows were drawn together in a frown, and his eyes changed in the light, from green to blue to gold. Yet
not atrickle of power came through his fingers. She'd never met a witch with that much control.

But then, Seph McCauley didn't need any magic to dide the bones right out of her body. She
took a deep breath and tried to focus on what he was saying.

"If he does get hald of you, fight like hell. Make him think he has to use power to keep you from
getting away."

"Gat it

"Héll probably recognize you from the park. So you know what your story is?'

"Areyou going to talk me to death or what? I'm freezing out here.” Her teeth were chattering.

"Sorry." He let go of her arm, looking embarrassed. "l just don't want anything to happen to you,
okay?'

"Okay."

She went to turn away, but he pulled her toward him and kissed her on the forehead. "For luck,"
he sad.

She crossed the yard, hoping that she was the kind of gil whose luck could be improved by
kisses. She entered the unlocked back door, shaking the excess water from her har. She stood in the
deserted kitchen, surrounded by the debris from med preparation left for later cleanup. She scanned the
room for weapons, pulled a large carving knife from a butcher block, and hdd it close to her sSde.

Where would Warren Barber be? Would he need to be someplace near the wal? She prayed he
wouldn't be hanging out in the conference room where the meating was taking place.

She ghosted through the rooms on the ground floor, skirting the great hdl. No Barber. Her
breath came faster, and her pulse quickened. Time was wadting. She decided to try the garden. Maybe
he didn't know enough to comein out of the rain.

As s00n as she stepped onto the stone patio, she heard someone talking. Crooning, as one might
to a andl child or a pet. She waked toward the sound, down a crushed-stone pathway, between
clipped boxwood hedges and beds crammed with ragged mums, through an arbor intertwined with
wideria

And there was Warren Barber, like some kind of grotesque gardener mime, tending to his
invigble wizard wall. Making little adjustments and repairs, draightening tangles, twining new additions
into place. He must be powerful, Madison thought. It was dill raining, a cold drizzle, but he lit up the
entire corner of the garden. His clothes were dry, even seaming a little. He was usng some kind of
charm to keep the wet away.

He was concentrating so hard that she'd dmost reached him when he looked up and noticed her.
"Wdl, wel," he said. "What's this?'

"What have you done with Seph?' Madison tried to look scared and determined a the same
time. Which wasn' difficult, snce that was how she was feding anyway.

Barber looked her up and down and smiled, reveding crooked teeth. His blue eyes were so pae
as to be dmog colorless, the lashesinvigble "I remember you. You were & the river with McCauley.”



"Whereishe?' she demanded, her voice tremoring alittle,

"How the hdl did you get here?' Barber asked.

"I ... | camein the raft with him."

"Wdl, now," Barber said, advancing toward her, hands extended. "Here's how it works. You be
nice to me, and maybe I'll tdl you where heis”

Madison brought the butcher knife from behind her back. "You tdl me where he is and | won't
use this™

Barber's eyes widened a the 9ght of the blade. Then he grinned. "Not the way to win me over,
sweetheart." He extended his hands toward her and spoke a charm.

Seph and Jason crouched in the trees, their eyes focused on the wizard wall.

"I hope she's okay," Jason muittered, for perhaps the third time. "Maybe one of us should have
gone with her. | mean, Barber'sanady sonof a..."

"She knows what she's doing." Seph checked his watch. Almost noon. Madison had been gone
half an hour, and the wall was il up. But then, it would take time for her to find Barber and get the plan
underway. But what if sheld run into someone else dong the way, or severd someones?

"What could be taking so long?" Jason swiped rainwater from his face. "What if she can't find
him?'

"If she can't find him, shéelll keep looking." Seph looked at his watch again. Noon. Where could
she be? Maybe they should go &fter her.

Seph looked back a the winery building. Blinked and looked again. The Weirweb was
wavering, fading, dissolving into wisps of mig that broke and swirled againgt the building. For a moment
it lingered like a vapor on the stones. And then it was gone.

Seph and Jason grinned at each other like idiots.

"I knew she could do it," Jason said happily.

"Let'sgo." They pushed to ther feet and loped across the grounds, squelching in the wet leaves.
They ducked into the entrance that Madison had used.

Madison met them in the kitchen, effervescent with relief. "He's out in the garden.” She pointed
with a large knife, didng the ar with it like a scimitar.

Barber lay fla on his back on the crushed stone path, totdly drained, soaking wet and furious.
He would have been seaming had he been able to muster the power to do so. When he saw Seph and
Jason, his eyes widened in amazement and darm.

"Back from the dead," Jason said, grinning. "Boo!™

"How long will this last, d'you think?' Seph asked, looking down at Barber dispassonatdly.

Madison shrugged. "Y ou're the witch. | have no idea.”

"Wed better make sure he stays quiet,” Seph said.

Seph knelt beside Barber, placed his hands on his collarbone, and spilled the immohilization
charm into him. Barber twitched once, and was ill.

Seph looked up to find Madison saring a him, blue eyes sanding out againgt her paer face.
"Wha didyou ... 7'

"Dont worry. He's just in for along deep.” Seph and Jason dragged Barber's unressing body
into the bushes, where it was less likdy to be found at an inopportune moment.

Seph turned to Madison. "Now. Jason and | are going to make oursalves unnoticeable, sneak
into the hdll, and see what's going on. Ther€'s a little corridor that leads from the butler's pantry to the
hdll. Hide in there until we come get you."

Madison frowned and fingered her hair, which was beginning to dry into long waves. "I don't like
it. | think we should stay together.”

Seph touched her arm reassuringly. "Unfortunately, there's no way to sneak you in there. Please,
Madison."

Shefindly nodded, gill scowling.



Bruce Hays and Kenyon King were stationed at the doors into the great hal. Occasiondly one of
the other dumni came or went to replenish the refreshments for the attendees or ddiver a message to
Leicester. At one of those times, unnoticeable Seph and Jason dipped through the doors after them and
into the conference room. They drifted the length of the room and stood on the great hearth, from which
they could command a good view of the proceedings.

The Wair representatives were ranged around a polished oak table. Members of the Wizard
Coundl were seated in chairs around the periphery. To Seph's surprise, Linda Downey stood at the head
of the table, running the meeting. She looked angry, pae, and drawn.

"Which one is your mother?' Jason's voice came eerily out of the air.

"She's the one taking." It was thefird time Seth had seen her since learning she was his mother.
He studied her, seeking something of himsdf in her. He guessed he favored his father, though maybe
something about the eyes...

"Hey," Jason whispered. "She's taking about you.”

"I had a son named Joseph Downey McCauley," Linda was saying. "Leander Hastings was his
fether."

She was udng the past tense.

And then Seph findly understood. She thinks I'm dead. That's why she's so angry.

"I hid my son to keep him out of harm's way, to keep him away from wizards who might use him
as a wegpon agang his father. | gave him up to protect him." She paused. "Las year he ended up a
Gregory Leicester's private school. Dr. Leicester tortured him for dmost a year."

"McCauley was awizard,” Leicester protested. More past tense. "Whatever happened, thisis a
meatter between wizards"

"An attack on my son is an attack on me" Linda Downey said. "I was able to rescue him from
the Havens, but then last week, Dr. Leicester kidnapped him again.”

"Dont be ridiculous" Leicester snapped. "The boy was logt in a sorm on the lake. | didn't have
anything to do with that. It'simpossble, in fact.”

Lindaignored him. "Dr. Leicester did it to keep Leander Hastings away from the conference.”

"You have no proof | was behind any of this" Leicester objected.

Linda handed a jump drive to Jack. "Can you bring these pictures up on the display?' Jack put it
into his port. He struck a few keys, and in a few moments, a picture maeridized on ther screens,
replacing the agenda. It was Seph, hands tied behind his back. Seph in the library.

"Dr. Leicester sent these photographs to Hastings. They were taken here in the winery. If you
like, I can show you the very spot.”

Leicester sat back in his chair and placed his hands fla on the table. "I don't understand the
purpose of this" he said. "After dl, | didn't kill the boy. Hagtings did." And in saying it, he confirmed
everything.

Once again, the room fdl slent. Jack was pae, his knuckles white where he gripped the arms of
his chair. Ellen scrubbed away tears and glared at Leicester. Blase and Mercedes stared down at the
table.

"What ismy purpose?' There were spots of color on Lindds cheeks, and the gold was back in
her eyes. "We are going to consider two possible Weir congtitutions to replace the one that was set aside
a Raven's Ghyll a year ago. One more or less resurrects the old syssem. The other introduces a new
order.

"You've been told the current sysem does not need fixing. | want to make sure that dl of the
quild representatives remember our higtory, and the price weve paid over the years for the dominance of
wizards. | a'so want them to understand just exactly who these people are.”

"I'm liking your mother more and more,” Jason said. Seph just nodded wordlesdy.

Linda returned to the agenda. "Now. Well dlow the sponsors of each of the condtitutions ten
minutes in which to present the merits and rationae of their proposals. Dr. Leicester, Mr. D'Orsay?’



Sill looking a little shell-shocked, D'Orsay stood and addressed the representatives. The essence
of the argument was that, despite some flaws, the old hierarchy was a good system that met everyone's
needs. The role of the various guilds was clear and consistent with their talents. The Rules of Engagement
hed created a kind of Pax Romana over the centuries, keeping bloodshed and conflict to a minimum.
Although there had been some regrettable excesses now and then, on the whole, the wizards had served
as benevolent rulers.

Inthe end, Leicester put forward a motion to accept the new conditution. D'Orsay seconded it.
It was brought up for a vote, and was soundly defeated, four to zero, with the wizards abstaining since
they were salit on the vote, two to two.

Jeremy Ravenstock introduced the second condtitution, as he was the only one present who had
supported it on the Wizard Council. He was a blunt, straightforward speaker, and no poet. Nick sad a
few words in support of it as well, and then Linda took over.

She looked around the table, making eye contact with each of the participants. "I know this has
been difficult. You dl took arisk in agreaing to serve. The fact that you are here proves that you know
what the stakes are. | redize you are not used to saying no to wizards.

"But | want you to think about how your lives have been under the old hierarchy. | want you to
think about everything you heard here this morning. This is our opportunity to make sure that it will be
different for our ... children." Her voice broke alittle. "Shame on usif we squander it."

Seph stared a his mother. She was a smdl woman, and not awizard, yet she held the entire joint
conference in thrdl, wizards aswel as Anawizard Weir. Somehow, she made freedom seem possible to
the Anawizard Weir, who had been oppressed for years.

The Hastingg/Downey congtitution was passed by the Interguild Council, again by a vote of four
to zero.

Leicester gestured, and Bruce Hays left the hdll.

Seph looked up at the gdlery windows, trying to judge the time. It was only mid afternoon, but it
seemed much later. No light was coming through the windows, and the fitful ran had somehow turned
intoagde.

Sill, Linda wasn't finished. She looked over the heads of those at the table and spoke to the
Wizard Council representatives ranged againg the wall.

"Dr. Leicester dams tha the murder of my son is a wizard issue. Fair enough. The Rules of
Engagement have long forbidden warfare among wizards. If Dr. Leicester witnessed the murder of my
0N a Hagtingss hands, then what has he done about it? Where is Hastings? Hastings is your colleague, a
member of the Wizard Council. Perhaps he should be dlowed to speak on his own behaf."

The wizards in the gdlery stirred. Whispers rolled through them like wind through marsh grass.
"Where is Hadtings?' Longbranch demanded. "I'm surprised held missthis event, since he was one of the
architects.”

"I'm surprised you would dlow yoursdf to be directed and interrogated by an enchanter,”
Leicester said acidly. "Thisiswizard business, as | said.”

"But Hadtings is a member of the Wizard Council,” Ravenstock pointed out. "And deserves as
much protection under the rules as any of the rest of us”

"Leander Hadtings is a murderer, a schemer, and atraitor to hiskind,” Adam Sedgwick said.

"Like any other wizard," Jason muttered.

Seph recdled that Sedgwick was an dly of Leicester's, who had supported him at the Legends
mesting. He was a tal, aristocratic-looking man, probably the youngest wizard on the council.

"He's encouraged this rebdlion of the servant guilds by serving as thar spokesperson and
indigator,” Sedgwick went on. "Do you think they would have succeeded to this degree on their own,
without the support of wizards?'

"Then where is he?' Geoffrey Wylie asked, looking about pointedly. "If this is his scheme, where
isthe schemer?’

"If this is his triumph, then why isn't he here to enjoy it?' Ravenstock added, warming to the
subject. "As council member or participant, he should be here”



"Perhaps we should search the premises” Linda suggested. "Perhaps the Council of Wizards
would like to ask Dr. Leicester why he has recruited, tortured, and endaved more than a dozen young
wizards at the school he cdls the Havens. Perhaps the council would like to know what Leicester and
D'Orsay plan to do with that kind of power. Do you redly believe he plans to use it againg enchanters,
warriors, sorcerers, and seers?'

The low buzz from the Sddines increased to arumble. Seph stirred. "I'm going to tdl them where
Hadtingsis" he said.

Jason gripped his arm. " Something's coming down. Let them show their hand, fire.."

Bruce Hays returned and handed Gregory Leicester a rolled parchment. Leicester cleared his
throat. "Well address these issues in a moment. But before we hare off on a tangent, why don't we finish
whet we started? We have a new conditution to sgn.”

"That doesn't make sense" Jason said. "He can't be anxious to Sgn off on the new condtitution.”

In answer, Seph looked up toward the gdlery. Unnoticed by the rest of the conference
participants, the dumni were lining up dong the rail, looking down at them, everyone but Warren Barber,
who lay immahbilein the garden.

Leicester was spesking again. "Well need one representative from each guild to sgn it. You can
decide among yourselves who will have that honor.” He paused. "Well start with the Seers Guild.”

Blaise Highbourne and Aaron Bryan were seated together on one Side of the table. Hays brought
the parchment around to their Sde and put it before them. Bryan picked up the pen, but Blase was
reeding it. He put hisfinger to the page, reread a passage.

Seph was watching his face, saw it change. Blase looked up a Leicester. "This is not the
document we voted on."

Leicester shrugged. "The document is different than the ones we considered previoudy.” His
voice hardened. "But you will dl ggn it, neverthdess.”

Jeremy Ravenstock stood. "We have dready chosen a condtitution,” he said coldly. "We are not
dgning any other.”

Leicester looked up at the dumni in the gallery, then back at Ravenstock. He extended his hand,
and a bolt of blue flame erupted from his fingertips. For a moment, Ravenstock was a slhouette, spinning
from the force of the blow, outlined in flames. And the next moment he lay, unmoving, on the floor, the
gtone scorched under him. A wisp of smoke spirded upward, and the ar was filled with the stench of
burning flesh. There was a shocked slence.

"I only need one wizard," said Leicester. "And | will Sgn. Everyone ese is expendable. Our
experiment in representative government has come to its concluson.”

At a gesture from D'Orsay, every door into the hdl dammed shut.

Severd members of the council came to thar feet. "What do you think youre doing?' Wylie
demanded furioudy.

"This" Drawing on the drength of the dumni in the gdlery, Leicester cast an immobilization
charm that smashed down on everyone in the room, pardyzing them and pinning them to their seats. Save
Claude D'Orsay and Adam Sedgwick and a woman Seph didn't know, who had thrown up shidds prior
to the launch of the charm. And Seph and Jason, who had retreated deep into the fireplace.

D'Orsay took his place next to Lecester. Sedgwick and the woman wizard joined them, amiling.

"Who's the woman next to Sedgwick?' Seph asked Jason.

"Nora Whitehead. Bad news" Jason replied.

D'Orsay spoke. "Esteemned colleagues, members of the Coundil of Wizards, | would like to thank
you dl for atending this little gethering. It has made our task that much easier.”

He smiled. "Did you redly think | would go to such lengths to appease the servant dass?' He
shook his head. "However, it was a perfect excuse to assemble the mogt powerful members of the
Wizard Guild in one place.

"We wizards can no longer afford to debate endlesdy and fight among oursalves. You see, weve
grown wesk over the years. Toothless. How dse to explain this rebelion of the underguilds? It should
have been put down immediaidy and ruthlesdy. We believe it's time to unite under a new and smpler



covenant with clear rules of successon.”

Lecester unrolled the parchment, flattened it againg the wanut surface of the podium, cleared his
throat, and began to read to his captive audience.

It was dl there. Reingtatement of the guild hierarchy. Codification of the subservient status of
what Leicester cdled the lesser guilds. Abalition of the Sanctuary. Implementation of a warrior-breeding
program with eventud resumption of the tournaments.

However, under the new regime, the tournaments would be hdd for tradition's sake, for
entertainment purposes only. Their role in dlocating power would no longer be necessary. Gregory
Leicester and Claude D'Orsay would be established guildmedters for life with control over the magicd
artifacts of both wizard houses and lined descent to their mde children. The dumni would form the core
of adisciplinary force bound to Leicester and D'Orsay. They would adjudicate any wizard disputes and
mete out discipline to other wizards as they saw fit.

When Leicester finished reading, he looked around the room. "Are there any questions?”

One of the council wizards spoke, an older man wearing a coat embroidered with red roses,
someone Seph didn't know. "Yes. | have a question. Are you two out of your minds?'

D'Orsay nodded to Leicester, and Leicester incinerated the old man on the spot. There were no

more questions.
"So," Leicester sad. "Let's proceed with the Igning” He returned his datention to the seers,
Aaron Bryan and Blaise Highbourne. "Mr Bryan, isit? | see you have the pen in your hand. Mr.

Hays?' Bruce Hays shoved the parchment in front of him.

Bryan dropped the pen on the table and shook his head stubbornly, looking around at the others
a the table for support. Hays gripped his shoulder, pushed power through his hand. The soothsayer
gasped with pain, the blood leaving his face. Hays leaned down and spoke softly into his ear. It only took
afew minutes. The seer Sgned.

Leicester smiled. "Tha wasn't difficult, and it doesn't have to be painful. It's up to you."

They moved on to the Sorcerers Guild, and Hays focused his powers of persuason on Kip
McKenzie rather than Mercedes. Trinity had been a focus of rebdlion for a long time. Leicester and
D'Orsay apparently hoped the other representatives would be easier to intimideate.

Kip didn't hold out for much longer than Aaron Bryan. Anyone could see it was a hopeless
cause. Theilluson of power that they had dl enjoyed so briefly was disspating like the soft breath of the
lake. It was just wizards, once again, meking dl the rules, pushing people around.

Hays carried the parchment to Akana Moon. But Leicester shook his head. He walked back
dong the table until he stood behind Linda Downey. He rested his hands lightly on her shoulders, as if
formdlly taking possession.

"Perhgps Linda Downey would like the honor,” Leicester suggested, emphaszing the name.
"Since she's played such an important role in today's proceedings.”

Linda stared sraight ahead, her face a mask of indifference.

Shéll die before she Sgns Leicester's document, Seph thought. He glanced around the room. Alll
the doors were magicaly welded shut. There was no way to put their plan into motion.

"Welve got to reach Madison,” he said to Jason.

"We can't walk through wals™"

Seth peered up into the chimney and shook his head. Not even Jason's dender body would fit
through.

At the table, Akana Moon looked from Leicester to Linda She pulled the parchment toward
her. "Il Sgn," she said quickly. And did.

And then there was just Jack and Ellen, the two warriors, both of the Trinity faction.

"Wholl it be?" Hays asked, grinning. Ellen and Jack looked at each other, asif establishing a pact
of resstance between them.

Hays looked from Jack to Ellen, debating. After a moment's indecison, he chose BHlen and put
his hands on her shoulders. Power crackled into her. She went rigid, gasping a little, eyes wide, but
saying nothing. He leaned down and whispered in her ear. Jack, waiching, looked like he might jump out



of hisown skin, but Ellen stubbornly shook her head.

"Hlen," Linda said tondesdy. "Please. Ther€'s no point. Y ou might aswel sgn.”

Hlen shook her head, and Hays sent the flame in again. All the blood drained from Ellen's face.
She bit her lip until it bled, dill saying nothing. It seemed to go on forever, and then he released her, and
her head drooped forward, swesat dripping from her face onto the table. Jack let out his breath in a long
hiss

Hays looked at Leicester, srugging hdplesdy. "I'm afraid ... if | do more, it might kill her.”

Leicester sighed. "You're handling it dl wrong. Give the pen to the boy. Kill the girl if he won't
dgn." Hays seemed intrigued by the idea, but didn't go very far with it, because Jack scribbled his name
on the document and shoved it back to Hays. Ellen glared a him but he wouldn't meet her eyes. And it
was done.

By now, Seph and Jason had walked the length of the hdl, trying dl the doors, just to be sure.
All were secured. Leicester and D'Orsay meant to make sure no one dipped away from the party early.
But when Seph looked up at the dumni in the gdlery, he noticed that some of them were missing.

After the conditution was "gpproved,” there was a brief pause while Leicester looked it over and
then Sgned it with a flourish on behdf of the wizards.

"Now, dl that remainsisto carry this new conditution to Raven's Ghyll and have it consecrated,”
Leicester sad. "But firg we have a matter of discipline to attend to."

Chapter Twenty-One
Wizard Discipline

Time passed dowly in the cdlar room behind the fermentation chamber. There was no clear
evidence of its progress, no clues as to weather, or events in the world outsde. Martin had brought
breskfast to Hagtings the day before, but hadn't appeared since. So Jason hadn't been able to get to him.

Hadtings wasn't hungry anyway. He was degping more and more, his body conserving its
resources, ressting the draining of power from his stone.

It took some getting used to, waking into traps. HEd spent a lifetime avoiding them. Still, Seph
was safdy out of harm's way, for the time being at least. By now he would be back in Trinity. Hastings
consoled himsdf with that. His was an ancient ling, and it would continue through Seph. Throughout more
than a hundred years of risk and intrigue, that had never seemed important. Until now.

A dight sound at the door derted him that someone was coming. The bolt did back, and then he
was blinded as the switch was thrown and the bare bulb kindled. Someone came and stood over him,
backlit by the fixture.

"Mr. Hastings"

"Martin? What a pleasant surprise” Those few words seemed to dam dl his breath.

Martin dropped to his knees beside him. "They're coming for you. We only have a few minutes.

"They're coming for me?' Hastings tried to show a spark of interest. "What for?"

"Tokill you. There's two wizards dead dready. And | think we're going to kill some more people
after you." Martin stared at the floor.

"Who's dead?'

"Ravenstock. And Hadrian Brennan, from the Wizard Council .

"From the Wizard Council?' Hastingss duggish mind tried to fit that into some scheme. "Why are
you datacking them? What's going on?"

Martin's eyes did away. "Dr. Leicester wrote up a new congtitution. Everybody just signed it. He
and D'Orsay are kings for life. Something like that."

"l see. So, Martin. Why are you here?’



"I wanted to tdl you that I'm sorry for everything that's happened.”

Hastings Sghed. "If you've come to make confession, | can scarcely offer absolution.”

But Martin rolled on. "I understand why you killed Joseph. It was a brave thing to do. Dr.
Leicester was ... was torturing him. Leicester is a coward. He was afraid of Joseph. Even ... even with
our help. That'swhy he kept him doped up on Weirshane. And he's afraid of you. That's why he had me
place the torc."

And then, unexpectedly he smiled, the brown eyes lighting behind his glasses. "Only the wizard
who places a gefyllan de sefa can removeit,” he said. He reached for the collar.

Hadtings hed up a hand. "Are you sure you want to do this? It probably won't make any
difference in the end."

"It does to me"

"Lecester will kill you."

"I don't redly care” Again, Martin reached toward Hastings, took hold of the collar around his
neck, and manipulated the catch. The torc fel away, landing with a dang on the stone floor. It was sooty
black, tarnished, and unrecognizable as the jeweded collar Martin had placed three days before.

The immediae effect was anything but plessant. The little power that was left in Hastings
dammed back into his stone, protecting the source over everything se. For a moment, Hastings thought
he might vomit dl over Martin Hal. He leaned his head back againgt the wall, taking deep breaths.

"It's not that I'm not grateful, but it's a pity you couldn't have managed this a day or two ago.”

Martin picked up the callar. "Now I'l reverse the charm. But I'm afraid it will take some time to
restore your stone fully. And ..." He glanced toward the door. Hastings could hear it, too. Someone
coming.

Martin refastened the collar around Hastingss neck, fumbling in his haste. It was dl Hastings
could do to submit. He would prefer dying unencumbered. Martin muttered the countercharm as the
door opened.

Leicester had sent only three of the dumni to fetch him, a reflection of Hastingss presumed
diminished powers and the need to keep watch on those coundil in the chamber. The one in the lead,
Bruce Hays, skidded to a hdt when he saw Martin. "What are you doing here?!

"I've asked Mr. Hadtings to forgive us for everything we've done," Martin said, without hesitation.
" wanted him to understand we had no choice.”

"Oh, please" Hays rdlled his eyes. "Do you redize how powerful well be under the new
conditution? Well be the enforcers. Well have dl the toys a our digposal. Unlimited access to the
servant guilds”

Hastings could fed the power returning, afant trickle, like good brandy into his gut. So dowly.

Hays unfastened the chains from the wal. They hauled him to his feet and propelled him toward
the door, Martin Hal following behind. They hdf lifted him up the gairs, out of the cdlar, and into the
fresher ar above.

Hadtings looked quickly about him when they entered the hall. The Weir representatives were
seated around alarge table at the center of the room, bodies locked in place. Thirty-odd members of the
Wizard Council were ranged dong the wall, amilarly incapacitated.

Linda was seated at the head of the table. Leicester was ganding just behind her, his hands
resing on her shoulders. She had her enchanter mask on, the carefully blank expression that could mean
anything at dl. Hastings could tdl thet it frustrated Leicester, and he smothered a amile

But then Linda saw Hadings, and the mask dipped a little Her expresson was complex:
urprise, pan, a question. She thinks | killed our son, Hagtings reminded himsdf. And redized that she
might never learn the truth.

The end of the room opposite the door was anchored by a huge fireplace. What looked like an
executioner's block had been placed judt in front of the hearth. Leicester's young wizards were milling
around it. This, then, was their destination.

Hays directed Hagtings to stand just behind the block. The dumni arranged themsdlves in two
arcs on either sde of the fireplace with the stone at their center and the open end toward the conference



table. The wizards dong the perimeter and the other Weir at the table shifted and whispered like a class
a digmisd time.

Leicester faced his audience. "Under the new condtitution, punishment for traitorous activity will
be quick and direct, as it wasin centuries past. This serves dl of us.

"For years, a traitorous wizard who syles himsdf as the Dragon has intefered with the
adminigration of the Rules of Engagement and incited the servant guilds to rebdlion againg ther lawful
lords and masters. The fact that he has survived this long speaks to our lack of an organized enforcement
entity.

"Through our efforts, we have captured the Dragon and disabled the gift that he has dishonored
and misused. We will now mete out judtice before your eyes.”

A rumble of excitement and dismay rolled through the crowd: muted excitement from the wizards
on the perimeter and dismay around the table.

Two of the dumni advanced, bearing an daborate velvet robe that they settled about Leicester's
shoulders. Two more came forward carying a long, jeweled case. They kndt before Leicester and
opened the case. He lifted from it an elaborate g&ff that he held doft in his two hands.

"Leander Hadtings, known as the Dragon, you have been convicted of treason and indting of
rebdlion among the servant guilds. Do you have anything to say before your sentencing?”

Hastings raised his brows. "I've been convicted? Somehow that got by me. By what court?'

"Youre atraitor, Hastings. Y ou don't deserve due process.”

Hadtings looked him up and down. "Y ou dways did like to play dress-up, Gregory. Get on with
it, then."

"And so for these crimes you are sentenced to death. Sentence to be carried out immediately.”

"Leicester! May | speak?" It was Linda.

Hagtings swore under his breath. "Linda, no. Leave it be."

Lindaignored him. "l have something to say reative to this man's crimes.”

"Jugt get on with it, will you?' Hadings sad to Leicester. "Don't you have other murders to
commit yet tonight?' He looked over at the wizards againgt the wall, and they shifted unesslly.

Leicester amiled. "No, Hagtings, | think she deserves to be heard. After dl, you murdered her
son." He waked back to where Linda was stting, yanked her to her feet, and led her to the front of the
room, pointing her a the defendant. " Speak!™

But Linda did not speak to Hagtings. Instead, she turned and addressed the assembly. "L ecester
and D'Orsay are to be commended. God knows, they are efficient. Risking life and limb, they kidnapped
an adolescent boy so they could lure the Dragon here to Second Sister. They captured the notorious
Leander Hadtings, locked him in a wine cdlar, and within hours, convicted him of a capitd crime. Now
they propose to summarily execute him.

"What are the Dragon's crimes? He is known to be in the habit of asking difficult questions. He is
aoymaster who turns over stones and exposes what's underneath. He reveds secrets. On occasion, his
followers have stolen magica objects and blown things up. Yet it seems to me the Dragon's grestest
crime has been reveding the truth about the guild hierarchy.”

You could have heard the beat of a butterfly's wing in the hdl. The whisper of snow sfting into
the treetops.

D'Orsay shook his head asif he couldn't believe what he was hearing.

Linda went on. "Tyranny is the mogt efficient form of government. But | would suggest that due
process has a purpose. Tha there is a difference between efficiency and judice. You see, Leander
Hadtingsis not the Dragon. | am.”

As soon as she sad it, Seph knew it was true. From the eegant way she'd gutted Leicester and
D'Orsay. From the look on Leander Hastings's face. From so many mysteriesfindly explained.

The solution to a puzzle seems obvious, once you know whet it is.

Jason nudged him. "' So, Seph. Guess you're the son of the Dragon after dl,” he sad dryly.



Leicester and D'Orsay were saring at Linda as if they'd never redly seen her before. And might
never underestimate her again.

"So," Leicester said, attempting to regain his equilibrium. "We have here the brains and body of
the rebdlion. We are mogt thankful that you spoke up, Ms. Downey, in time to prevent a serious
miscarriage of justice. It appears that two executions are called for, ingead of one.”

"Come, Gregory,” D'Orsay sad hadlily. "Surdy not. Such a waste, | mean, an enchanter?
Surdly she can be rehabilitated.”

"Welve got to do something” Seph muttered. "Even if we can't do what we origindly planned.”

"Let's lit up and take our gations” Jason whispered. "I'm going up to the gdlery.”

Seph concedled himsdf in the dcove just outsde the butler's pantry. He turned and tapped gently
on the warded door, hoping Madison might hear him and Leicester and D'Orsay would not.

"Madison!"

No answer. Seph turned back to the hdl and peered out from his hiding place next to the
fireplace.

Leicester had prevailed, because Seph's parents were being escorted to the front of the room by
acrowd of nervous dumni as Leicester stood by with the saff. It appeared to be the same one held used
the night at the outdoor chapel, when he'd tried to "recruit” Seph. It seemed a decade ago.

"Perhaps, jus this once, well forgo 'ladies fird," Leicester said, amiling. "So you can watch the
execution of the man who murdered your son.”

They shoved Hagtings to his knees. Leicester gripped the saff with both hands, raised it high.

Then Martin Hdl sad, "Look!" He was focused on something over Leicester's shoulder.
Leicester swvung around to see the shimmer in the ar behind them coalesce rapidly into a terifying
presence.

It stretched from the floor nearly to the celing in the greet hdl. Flames bled off in dl directions,
writhed againg the calling and licked the stone floor. Showers of sparks cascaded over the assembly and
exploded into the gdleries. The image continudly shifted shape, but it was too bright to look at for very
long, anyway. Although it was midday, the light coming from the windows in the gdleries seemed to have
been extinguished. The room was illuminated only by the fireplace, and by a Dragon whose dlittering
wings reached from wall to wall.

The dumni backed away, leaving the prisoners aone at the block. Hastings pushed to his feet
and faced the dragon, shoving Linda behind him. He was frowning, as if puzzled, but he didn't look
particularly frightened.

Leicester stared fixedly at the image before him, the color bleached from his face by its brilliance.
Seph sensed the headmagter's mind questing out, trying to discover and destroy the wizard behind the
image, but finding nothing, no tral of magic, no stone, no flesh and blood to focus on.

Jason Haey, the puppeteer, was safely ensconced in the gdlery above.

The dragon’s voice reverberated through the hdl. "Who dares to tamper with the conditution
consecrated at Raven's Ghyll last Midsummer's Day?!

Thedumni stirred and muttered, backstepping yet again.

"Quite the pet you have there, Hastings," Leicester said. "Does he have a name?'

Hadtings looked from the dragon to Leicester and shook his head. "It isn't mine™

"It takes very little power to conjure a phantom. Apparently we havent wrung you dry as yet.
Well seeif it disappears when you're dead." He turned to the dumni. "It's just a congtruct. It can't hurt
us. Proceed.” The dumni shuffled forward unenthusadticaly.

Now to give the dragon some bite. Seph disabled the unnoticesble charm and stepped back into
the partid concedment of the pantry. He focused on Leicester, drew power in from dl his extremities,
collecting it in his arms and fingers, then gave it everything he had as the dragon breathed out. Flame
dammed into Leicester, ran in hungry rivulets over his skin, charred his degant clothes, and scorched the
floor dl around him before being drawn into the head of the dtaff, leaving Leicester dill standing,
astonished, but unhurt. Linked as he was with the dumni, he was just too strong.

Seph had made an impression, just the same. As far as the dumni were concerned, Leicester's



harmless "condruct” had just spewed flame clear across the hdl. Pushing and shoving, they fled toward
the back of the room.

If wizard fire made no impression, perhaps something ese would. An enormous candelabra hung
from the calling at the front of the room. Seph flamed the cable, focusng white-hot heat on the metd
fittings It findly parted, sending the fixture crashing to the floor. Leicester just managed to sidestep out of
the way.

Theflamesin the sconces dong the wals flared up and ran across the celing, charring the caling
beams. Next, Seph collected armloads of air, hardened it, and smashed through the gdlery windows.
Shards of glass pinged on the stone floor. The roar of the sorm was suddenly amplified, and rain poured
down on them.

The Dragon spoke again. "Leicester's wizard daved It is time to reclam what has been solen
from you. Y ou are more powerful than any wizard, if you work together, as you have been taught. You
believe you are owned by another, but you belong to me, before dl 2™

Seph wasn't so sure that was true, but it was enough to enrage Leicester. He screamed at the
cowering dumni. "Thisis wizardry, you idiotd It's awizard behind dl of thid I'll show you." Spinning, he
thrust forward the gaff. Hame gouted from the cryddline tip and dammed into Hagtings, throwing him
backward onto the stone floor, where he lay 4ill, his clothes smoldering.

There was a dead slence, save the dhriek of the wind and clatter of the rain.

Linda kndlt next to Hastings and cradled his head in her 1ap.

Leicester turned to look at the dragon. It hung over them mournfully for a long moment, wingtips
drooping alittle, then reared up, drawing itslips back to reved stdactite-size teeth.

Hame gushed forth, enveoping Leicester. The hot breath of the dragon extended to the far end
of the hdl, blackening the wanut pandling around the doorway and setting the papers on the conference
table aflane. Smoke and confuson filled the chamber. People were screaming, shouting orders,
demanding to be released.

But when the flames died away, Leicester was dill on his feet, though noticesbly snged and
unsettled.

"Cut us loose before were incinerated where we st!" Wylie demanded from the sddines. "This
isobvioudy not Hastingss work unless the man can conjure from the grave.”

Now Leicester focused his attention on the dragon, extending the staff, sending bolt after bolt of
wizard fire into the beast. The dragon remained unharmed, but the wal of the conference room began to
disntegrate under the assault. Seph ducked back into the butler's pantry to avoid faling masonry. The
huge stone fireplace was reduced to hegps of rubble and he could see into the corridors beyond the
conference room.

Seph looked for other targets. Claude D'Orsay had taken cover when the fireworks started.
Sedgwick and Whitehead were nowhere to be seen.

Seph dammed his fig againg the wal in frudration and pain. His father lay dead on the
conference room floor. He and Jason were taking the winery apart, but it would do no good if they
couldn't take down Leicester. Sooner or later, the heeadmaster would figure out what was going on and
nal them. The only thing he could think of was to go after the dumni, try and pick them off one by one,
dminishing Leicester's power.

But he knew that at least some, if not dl, of the dumni were unwilling participants in Leicester's
schemes. He thought of nervous Peter Conroy with hisinhder and Martin Hall, the principled viniculturis.
Wayne Eggars, the physician, and little Ashton Rice, the music teacher. He forced himsdf to make a lig
inhismind, putting them in priority order. Barber would be firgt, of course, but he was out in the garden.
Then Bruce Hays, who'd seemed to enjoy torturing Ellen and the others.

All the while, he maintained a constant assault on Gregory Leicester, keeping him and the others
occupied, directing his fire to make it appear it was coming from Jason's dragon. Cautioudy, he leaned
out from his hiding place, looking for Bruce Hays, and was met with a blast of wizard fire that he only just
turned by throwing up a shidd and ducking back into hiding.

"Ah" said Leicester, sounding relieved. "l think we've discovered the guilty party.”



Seph retreated into the butler's pantry, desperately trying to concelve of a plan. And backed into
somebody who grabbed him around the waist.

"Witch Boy! Sounds like dl hdll's broken loose. Why didn't you come get me?'

It was Madison.

Seph didn't waste words. "Doors were blocked. And now I've been spotted.”

Lecester continued his assault on his hiding place. Seph shoved Madison up againg the wall and
covered her body with his as masonry pelted him on the head and shoulders. A large chunk smashed into
his right elbow with sunning force, and his arm went numb. "Look, you'd better get out of here. You
might be resstant to wizardry, but if awal fals on you, you're dead.”

She shook her head. Bits of debris were caught in her hair, and her face was powdered with
plaster dust. "No. We have to work the plan.”

"Right. Like that's possible.”

Seph moved cautioudy forward with Madison just behind him. Just as he reached the entrance
into the hall, Leicester cdled out to him.

"Joseph! Stop this foolishness and come out. Y our mother wishes to speak with you."

Throwing up a shidd, Seph stepped into the doorway and looked out into the conference room.

Leicester stood amid the ruins, one am around Linda Downey, the other gripping her by the
throat. "Surrender and I'll let her live™

Seph hestated, glanang back a Madison. "Youll set her free?!

Lecester smiled, showing histeeth. "Of course. | have no quarrd with enchanters.”

Linda screamed, "Seph! Don't you dare!™ before Leicester sllenced her.

"What about her?' Seph pointed over his shoulder a Madison, who was shaking her heed.
"Youll leave my friend done, too?"

If Leicester was surprised to see Madison, he didn't show it. "Y ou have my word onit."

"All right.”" Seph stepped from the pantry, and taking a deep breath, he dropped his shied.

Lecester waited until he was clear of the doorway. Still usng Linda as a shidd, he raised the
deff. A cataract of flame streaked toward Seph, an attack that should have reduced him to cinders. In
what was one of the mog difficult things held ever done, Seph stepped behind Madison Moss, dlowing
her to take the full brunt of the assaullt.

Seph watched Leicester. At fird, the wizard smiled, eyes dlittering, smug and triumphant. Then
his face changed as doubt and then horror crept in. He staggered backward, hands 4ill extended, bound
to Madison by the force of the charm. He struggled to free himsdlf, to let go of the gaff, twiding and
turning as power flowed from the dumni into him, then out of his body and into Madison.

All around the room, the dumni staggered and fdl as they were drained, much the way Seph had
collgpsed that day on the beach. Then Leicester went down on his back, sheking violently, eyes wide,
throwing off sparks like a broken power line. The link with the dumni was broken. Seph circled Madison
and charged toward him.

But Jason was quicker. He vaulted over the raling of the gdlery, hung a moment, then dropped
to the floor next to Leicester. Kneding next to the wizard's thrashing body, he reached for him, but Seph
yanked him back.

"Dont touch him directly unless you want to be wrung out yoursdf.”

Glandng around for a wegpon, Jason bent and gripped a huge chunk of stone that had fdlen
from the fireplace. Between the two of them, Jason and Seph managed to lift it.

They smashed the stone down on Leicester's head. His heds drummed on the pavement for a
long minute, and then he went 4ill.

"That's for my father, John Haley," Jason gasped.

"And for my father, Leander Hagtings, and for Trevor Hill, and for every dumnus of the Havens,
gifted or not," Seph added. He turned his face away and shuddered. Jason sank to the floor amid the
rubble and put hisfacein his hands.

Seph knew he should finish what held started, that he should determine the intentions of the
adumni, find Claude D'Orsay, and do something about Warren Barber in the garden. But he did none of



those things.

Hefdt too weary to take another step, but he forced himsdf to stagger across the room to where
Madison stood braced againg the wall, eyes wide, figs clenched, as if in shock. He was covered with
blood, his ebow was swallen and misshapen where it had been hit by fdling debris. He pulled her close.
He could fed her heart pounding againgt his chest, her quick, shdlow breaths.

He kept saying, "It's dl right" and "I'm sorry,” over and over. Then she was sobhing into his
shoulder and he was patting her back, making little circles with his hand.

Fndly, he pulled away and took her hand, leading her over to where his mother cradled his
father in her arms. He kndlt next to her, full of regret, but empty of words to expressit.

She greeted him with a brilliant samile, though tears ran down her face. "You're divel" she sad,
shifting Hastings so she could grip Seph's hand.

Seph blinked back his own tears. "Mather," he said, the word large and awkward in his mouth.
Then hisvoice broke. "I'm sorry," he said huskily.

But she was 4ill amiling, rather damply. "When | said you were dive, | meant both of you.”

It was impossible. Leaning forward, Seph looked down a his father and reached out and
touched his cheek. It was warm, suffused with blood. Hagtings frowned and shifted away, groaning. His
eydids fluttered, then opened, focused on hisface.

Seph shook his head, dill unable to believeit. "I don't get it. Leicester blasted you. No one could
have survived that." He reached out and touched the collar around his father's neck. "Not in the shape
you werein."

"It was Martin Hal." Hagtingss voice was a hoarse whisper. "He removed the collar and
reversed the charm before we came into the hdl." He paused, took a breath. "I was dill weak, but 1'd
managed to throw up a shidd. | expected he might attack your mother or me"

The corners of his mouth twitched in amusement. "I must say, | was surprised when the dragon
came to cdl. | had no idea where Jason was going with that." He druggled to St upright, with Lindas
help. "Aren't you supposed to be in Trinity?'

Jason spoke from behind him. "Dude ain't so easy to bully anymore. Some fool's been training
hmin wizardry."

Seph turned to look at him, and Jason managed a creditable courtly bow. "It's been my dream to
meet the Dragon,” he said, grinning a Linda "But somehow, | dways pictured him as a wizard with a
long, gray beard. | think | like this better.”

With the death of Leicester, a number of spdls were broken. The immahbilization charms
dissolved, and the Interguild representatives and the Wizard Coundil collected into two digtinct groups
that eyed each other warily. Some organized themsdvesinto an impromptu fire brigade and began putting
out the fires that dill smoldered throughout the room.

Blen retrieved Leicester's gaff and held it close by her sde. Jack produced a wicked-looking
knife from somewhere and was very obvioudy honing it againgt a stone pillar.

Nick Snowbeard came to look after Hastings, and Seph immediately fdt more confident.

Madison dill seemed to be in shock, a ghost with watercolor eyes, shivering and teeth chattering.
Seph sat her down in one of the chairs by the conference table, wishing he knew what to do for her.

Wylie and Longbranch broke away from the rest of the Council and came toward them. "Where
isD'Orsay?" they demanded, glaring a Seph.

Good question. "How should | know?" Seph replied. "I've been kind of busy.”

"The condiitution is missng, too. If he manages to get it to Raven's Ghyll, it will be a disaster.”
Wylie looked asif this were somehow Seph's fault.

"Then you'd better go after him, don't you think?" Seph said. "Maybe you can caich him & the
dock."

"Hrda well ded with his associates," Longbranch said.

The council conspirators were nowhere to be seen, but the dumni dill lay where they'd falen, as



helpless as Seph had been on the beach. But they were dive, a least. Their link with Leicester had been
broken when Maddie drained his power away.

Before Seph knew what she was about, Longbranch strode over to Ashton Rice, kndt, and
shoved her fingers under his chin.

"Hey!" Seph gripped the wizard's wrigt with his good hand and wrenched it away. "What do you
think you're doing?'

She looked up a him in surprise and annoyance. "These young men are collaborators. Allies of
D'Orsay and Leicester. Best to destroy them while we can.”

"I wouldn't cdl them dlies, exactly,” Seph said. "More like victims, most of them.”

"Dont you understand what's happening?' Longbranch spoke as one might to the mentaly
impaired. "Thisis war. The truce between wizardsis over. Which sde are you on?"

Suddenly Jack and Bllen flanked him. Jason and Madison drifted in from behind.

"I'mnot on your Side. Or D'Orsay's. You're going to have to have your war without me" Seph
sad.

"Well see," Longbranch said. She extended her hand, and he took a step back, out of range of
those long, red nalls. "Y ou're powerful, I'l give you that. Y ou take after your father in that regard. You're
going to have to decide whether to follow after imin other ways."

She looked over a Madison, dudying her as if she were an especidly interesing specimen.
"What's your girl's name?' she asked, toying with a large emerdd that hung from a chain around her
neck.

Seph didn't honor that question with an answer.

Longbranch tch'ed. "Are you going to waste your life as a nursemaid to the servant guilds or learn
to navigate the world of wizards, where the red power lies? Think about it."

"I don't have to think about it," Seph said, but Longbranch had aready turned away.

Jack and Bllen were looking curioudy at Jason. With the death of Gregory Leicester, some of
Jason's intendty and spirit seemed to have drained away. He leaned againgt a stone pillar, looking tired
and thin, dmogt ill. It reminded Seph of hisfirst day in Trinity, when he was the outsider. "Jack Swift and
Hlen Stephenson, this is Jason Haey," Seph said. "He's a friend from the Havens. He saved my life”
Leicester dill lay on the floor where he had fdlen. Seph fet no joy at the way he had died, only intense
rdief and the conviction that the death of the wizard was a matter of survival for him and the people he
cared about.

Up in the gdlery, the newly freed Warren Barber looked down on the survivors of the battle in
the conference room. He fdt an incredible joy. He was on his own again, no longer answerable to any
authority. Up until a short while ago, Leicester had seemed like the horse to back. But held died like
anyone ese. The rest of the dumni lay on the floor like so many carcasses. They deserved to be ruled, he
thought. But not Warren Barber. He would not |t that happen, ever again.

He thought of McCauley's girl, and his breath came quicker. First, there was the episode at the
river, when sheld put King down on his back. Then Warren had tried to spell her in the garden, and had
gone down like a rock. Leicester and the dumni had done no better. Was she a wizard with a powerful
stone, or was she carrying an amulet of some kind? Warren was no scholar, but he figured he could find
out.

He couldn't resst diding his hand ingde his shirt, feding the parchment that lay next to his skin. It
hed been easy enough to nick it from the desk where Hanlon had hidden it. He knew dl the hiding places
a Second Sigter.

He hadn't decided what he would do with it, but he knew it represented power. D'Orsay would
gve anything to get his hands on it. So would anyone on the council. Then again, why shouldn't Warren
Barber be king?



Chapter Twenty-two
Trinity and Cumbria

"AS you can see, we have a large family in Britain, Seph." Hagtings gestured, teking in the
tumbled gravestones that broke through the wind-blasted hesther. "Unfortunatdy, theyre Al
underground.”

Seph stooped and picked up a broken piece of granite He scraped away a the moss that
obscured the inscription on the nearest marker until it was revealed. HASTYNGS. He traced the letters
with his fingers and looked back toward the great sone house. It brooded in bored grandeur amid the
fronning fells, set in a vdley gtitched over with stone wals. The light was decaying, dthough it was only
late afternoon. Dusk came ealy this far north. Cumbria Home of his ancestors. Hagtings—his
father—said the house had been in the family for generations.

As he watched, Jason emerged from the house, waved to get ther attention, and disappeared
back ingde. "I guess dinner isready,” Seph said. He suffed his gloved handsinto his pockets.

"I fed like I've found afamily and a home, and Jason logt his” he said.

Hadtings stared off toward Scotland, his face bleak and dill as the weathered hills "I promised
Jason that if he stayed in Trinity and finished school, 1 would get im involved in wizard palitics” Without
shifting his gaze, he answered Seph's unspoken objection. "Bedieve me, | know dl about the cost of
holding on to anger, yet | can't tak him out of it. He dill wants to go after D'Orsay.”

The politica future of the Weirguilds was 4ill cloudy. The council that had met at Second Sister
hed sgned off on the Hastings-Downey condtitution before they disbanded, but it was unclear how to get
the document consecrated. The whereabouts of the Leicester-D'Orsay condtitution was unknown. And,
for the firg time in more than five hundred years, the wizards were offiddly a war.

Linda and Hadtings often hed drategy sessons a the house that lasted late into the night.
Sometimes Hagtings was dill there in the morning.

The role of family man did not come eadly to Hagtings. Much of Hastings and Seph's time
together was spent in training: reviews of charms and countercharms, tutorias on the Old Magic. Seph
redized his father was doing his best to hone his kills in wizardry for his own protection. Tha was love,
delivered in Hastings's relentless fashion.

Madison was dill working at the Legends and atending classes a Trinity. Despite her
apprehension, she melded wel with the upscale, grunge, art-student culture. Her work was even festured
by one of the gdleries close to campus.

Sheld been wary of Seph since the episode a Second Sister. She hdd back, kept secrets as if
she saw a new risk in ther relationship that hadn't been there before. She was friendly enough, but he
amog had the sense she was avoiding being aone with him. Linda had offered to fly her to Britain for
Chrigmas, but she'd gone home to Coalton County instead.

Seph had chosen a present for her, four framed sketches of cathedrals held found in a gdlery in
London.

Hadings broke into his reverie. "Wed better go back. It won't do to be late to dinner on
Chrigmas Eve"

Dinner was served by candldight in the great hdl, roast beef and vegetables and Yorkshire
puddings. a feast for three people, and they'd dl had a hand in it. Afterward, they ate Stilton and pears
and drank wine by the fire while the snow came down outside. Later, they would brave the weather to
attend midnight mass at the Catholic church down in the village. Seph hoped it would keep snowing.
Hadtings had promised to bring out the deigh.

Brightly wrapped packages of intriguing possibility waited under the towering Douglas fir in the
hearth corner.

Hadings went fird. For Seph, there were two books of spdlcraft from Hastingss private



callection. For Jason, a pair of English dimbing boots, suitable for winter hikes in the fdls For Linda, a
pendant with the flat-gray color of a sorcerer's piece, set with garnet.

Linda had a barn coat for Hastings, a heavy Scots-wool swesater for Jason. And a mysterious
package for Seph. When she put it into his hands and he fdt the weight of it, he knew what it was before
he tore the paper away. It was his Weirbook, his higtory between his hands.

When Seph looked back at the events of the summer and fdl, he redlized his persona philosophy
hed changed. "Don't expect much, and you won't be disappointed,” hed dways said, a kind of charm of
self-protection.

He had never planned on or expected parents, let done a complicated pair like Linda Downey
and Leander Hadtings. As a family, they were 4ill just a collection of strangers. Who knows what will
happen? But he couldn't help but be optimidtic.

Madison was 4ill a mystery to him, but a mystery he hoped to solve. He would find a way to
make it work, because he findly understood that sometimes you have to raise your expectations. And
sometimes you need to make adam on the world and the people you love to get what you most desire.



