Lt. Caldwell stood in the stone hall outside the kitchen and strained his
ears. The nen of his platoon were naking a | ast sweep of the manor, and he
could hear them sl amm ng doors and cupboards. They were | ooking as much for
food, he knew, as for hidden enem es. Cutside, he could hear the distant
thunping of artillery and the nel ancholy whinny of a horse scenting the
manor's stable. None of these was the sound that had shuddered through him
Though in menory the call was as distant and uni magi nabl e as the nusic froma
dream he knew it had been his name, spoken in a voice that echoed in his gut
if not in his ears.

Dext er Eugene Cal dwel I .

No one in his platoon would call himby his full nane. He touched the

hol stered revol ver on his belt, and wal ked slowmy down the hall. It had been
days since he'd snatched nore than an hour of sleep, and his bones were stil
ringing fromthe fight to take the manor. Caldwell's platoon was an advance
party, nmeant to clear the way for the General's main colum to flank the
artillery line, and the eneny had been surprised. The fighting had been
fierce. He hinself had killed the officer in charge —no heroic neeting face
to face, but a lucky rifle shot fromthe shelter of the stone lion at the foot
of the stairs. His nmen had al ready found the weapons and what ever papers had
survived the eneny's hasty fire. Now they were gathering in the foyer and
there was nothing left to | ook for but the echo of his nane.

A tall cupboard crowded the hallway near the door to the front of the house.

It was badly placed and cast a deep shadow. Cal dwell drew his revolver,
regretful for the rifle and bayonet that he'd left with his sergeant. He eased
forward. There was no sound but for the background of the war, which he
scarcely heard, and the crunch of his boots on cinders spilled across the
flagstones. Then even that stopped. The floor just before the cupboard was
clear. Caldwell made a perfunctory check of the cupboard' s far side, then
stepped past it to the door

"Sergeant! A nonent of your time, if you willl"

"Sirl" The sergeant appeared, a crust of bread in one fist, an electric torch
in the other.

Cal dwel | took this prescience for granted. He said, "Gve ne a hand with
this," and hooked his fingers between the back of the cupboard and the wall.

The sergeant stuffed his crust in his cheek, the torch in his belt, and
crouched to do the sane near the floor

"On three," Caldwell said. On three they heaved. The cupboard, surprising them
with its enptiness, rattled over the flagstones and crashed agai nst the
opposite wall. Enbarrassed that he hadn't thought to | ook inside, Caldwell

hel d out his hand for the torch wi thout |ooking at the sergeant. The sergeant
handed it over and slid his rifle down fromhis shoulder. Caldwell undid the
bolt and opened the door the cupboard had hidden

The torch light revealed a trapezoidal room its ceiling stepped like the
stairs that rose fromthe foyer to the story above. It was dusty, its corners
thick with cobwebs, and there was a wonan |ying unconsci ous on the floor

Cal dwel | crouched over her, playing his light across her face, aware that the



sergeant was braced in the doorway, his rifle ainmed.

"You mght see if she's armed, sir.

She had a pale, triangular face with shadows around the eyes, and hol | ows at
tenmpl e and cheek. She | ooked young, but there was sonething of experience
about the nmouth. There was no doubt she was alive. Her veined eyelids
flickered against the light.

"Sir."

Cal dwel | set the torch down by his knee so the beam pointed at the ceiling and
pull ed the wonan's arns from her sides. Her hands were snall and cold, the
knuckles dark with dirt or bruises. They were enpty of weapons. Despite the
chill, she wore only a thin blue frock, no stocking or shoes, and her hair was
| oose and tangled. Caldwell could find no sign of injury. Perhaps she had
nerely fainted.

"Al'l right, sergeant."

"Sir." The sergeant slung his rifle over his shoul der and warmed his hands in
his arnmpits. "Dirty bastards | ocked her in, eh, sir? Filthy westerners."

Caldwel I 's nother had come froma town twenty nmiles fromhere. After three
years of a civil war, he barely registered the insult. He tossed the torch to
the sergeant and pulled the unconscious girl to a linp sitting position. She
was smaller than he'd thought, but even her slight weight trenbled his knees
when he put her over his shoul der and stood.

"Taking her with us, then, are we, sir?"

"You thought maybe we'd | eave her here with the rats?" Cal dwell snarl ed.

The sergeant stood back to let himinto the hall. "No, sir," he said mldly.
"Then find me something to wap her in. And stir out the men, we've still got
to be at the rendezvous by dark."

"Yes, sir." The sergeant jogged towards the front of the house. Lt. Cal dwell
foll owed on behind, still puzzling over the nysterious calling of his nane. It
couldn't have been the girl: even if she could have seen himand made herself
heard, he had never set eyes on her in his life.

Cassandra woke, but did not nove. Judging by the sounds and smells around her
she was in a danmp canvas tent in the mdst of a canp full of nmen. She supposed
the Loyalists had taken the manor, and that de Berin and his men had not had
time to murder her before they were captured or killed. Mre likely killed,
given the way this war was going. There was a spi ke of pain in her head, and a
fractured rasp in her throat. The Oracl e had spoken. She felt longing for the
dark silence of her cell, and the famliar pall of despair.

After a while her bladder conpl ai ned and she sat up. There was an
edge-of -night glow in the saggi ng canvas walls, enough to make out the bul ky



shape of the greatcoat that |ay heavy on her |egs, though not its color. She
was on a low cot in the nmiddle of the small tent room The walls were dark
with stains and the stink of mud was all-pervasive. She put her bare feet
tentatively over the edge of the cot and flinched at the touch of cold china
on her heel. Soneone had put a chanber pot under the cot. The foresight and
practical kindness behind that gesture astounded her. It made her ashamed for
despairing at her rescue. Wen she had peed, she pulled on the heavy wool coat
that was far too big for her and pushed open the flap of the tent.

The air was charcoal gray and thick with m st, but she could see the expanse
of the canp. Orderly rows of tents stretched off to either side, ranging from
low pup tents to the large straight-walled affair that stood not far away, its
drab walls lighted fromwithin. She had little doubt where she was. The
Loyal i st General was fanous for preferring his canp to the abandoned and often
rui ned houses in his line of march. Despair swept over her redoubl ed, and a
bitter anger. She woul d have gone back inside, except the door flap of the big
tent swept open and she was seen by the men who emnerged.

"Good evening," said a cultured voice. A man stepped forward, the light from
the tent illumnating frombehind his tidy uniformand snmooth gray hair. "How
are you feeling?"

"Well, thank you," she automatically replied. Her voice was a ragged shred of
itself.

The gray-haired man stepped cl ose. "Qur nedi co | ooked you over, | hope you
don't mind. The good news is that he didn't spot any damage. | take it your

durance vile anongst the eneny wasn't too vile?"

H s face was in shadow, but his attention was keen. She shook her head, not
knowi ng what to say. It was a |l esser hell than others I've known?

He waited patiently for her to speak. One or two of the nmen who'd cone out

wi th hi msquel ched off on their own affairs, but there were four who stood at
hi s back and watched. Eventually he said, his voice so quiet it mght have
been mi staken for gentle, "I hope you'll find our hospitality nore generous.
Why don't you conme and take sone tea, while we have a little chat." He turned
his head and sai d sonmeone's name, then turned back to her. "But how very rude
of me, | haven't introduced nyself. Peter Karrian, CGeneral to H s Mjesty's
Thousand. At your service."

Her hand cl osed over the danp edge of the tent flap. By tradition, by |aw,
there were words she nust say. She did not say them She whispered, "Thank you
for your hospitality, General. My nane is Cassandra Raythe."

"M ss Raythe," the CGeneral said with a courtly little bow "A pleasure. Do |et
Li eutenant Cal dwell help you across the nmud, |I'mafraid nmy quartermaster
hasn't been able to find any shoes dainty enough to fit." He turned back to
his tent.

The General was being absurdly polite to a captive, but then, he was a
courtier ... as de Berin had al so once been

The man he'd called, Lt. Caldwell, canme up to her and held out his hand.
"Mss. Best if |I carry you over, there's CGod-knows-what in the nud."



It was a nonent before she could force her hand to |l et | oose fromthe canvas
flap.

The di stant boom of artillery guns made an odd background to the delicate
rattl e of china cups. Cassandra did not narvel at them De Berin, too, had
been well supplied with the anenities. There was sonet hi ng about power, she
t hought, that blinded these nen to the wetched incongruities of such things
in such a time. But she was grateful for the hot, mlky tea that soothed her
t hr oat .

The General said, "I do realize you're still suffering the effects of your
i mprisonnment, but I'mafraid | rmust ask a few questions. Anything you can tel
us about the eneny could prove invaluable to us."

Speak! de Berin had screanmed at her. You damed sel fish, stubborn bitch

She nodded. The General sipped, then set his cup precisely in its saucer. He
said, "Lieutenant Caldwell's investigations at the house where you were found
suggest it was the False Prince's advisor, the Conte de Berin hinself, who
hel d you captive. Is that correct?"

Cassandra nodded agai n.
n W]y?ll

O course she had known this was com ng. She said, her eyes on the cup in her
hands, "Surely it's obvious."

There was an obscure shifting anmong the nmen around the General's map table:
they were gentlenmen, all. Except... she glanced at themthrough the fringes of
her eyel ashes... except for Lt. Caldwell, whose accent had been country, and
who wat ched her from a shadowed corner, his attention fixed and w t hout

enbar rassnent .

And except for the General, who | ooked gravely synpathetic and said, "I beg
your pardon, M ss Raythe, but the doctor's exani nation suggested otherw se."

Prodded by a man's hands whil st unconsci ous. The twi nge of revul sion she felt
was insignificant next to the invasions, the violations profounder by far
that she had known half her life.

And then, as if the very thought conjured it up, she felt the Oacle stir.
"No, " she said.
The General's expression did not waver, but his eyes were pale and cold. "I am

sorry," he began

But Cassandra had not been speaking to him She dropped her cup on the table;
the fine china broke into three shards and spilled mlky fluid across the
surface. She put her hands flat on the table and stood. Her heart pounded as



if it, too, would break itself into three. She was desperate to run, to
hide... to be silent... but her body was no longer hers. Men's voices fled.
Lampl i ght becane a hal lucinatory hal o. Her skull bl ed darkness across her
m nd. The | ast thing she saw was the three china shards, eggshell white
painted with violets, caught like fallen petals in a tea-colored river of
wood.

Then the Oracl e Spoke, and she was gone.

Lt. Caldwell kept watch in the Voice's tent. The General, having a courtier's
sense of the fitness of things, had given her over to her rescuer's care.

Wat ching her sleep, he felt hinself slide beyond the need for rest, into sone
visionary real minside his owmn head. He sat in a canp chair with his boots
propped on the corner of her cot, arnms folded on his chest for warmh. In his
m nd he held the sound of the Oracle's Voice proclaimng destiny in the
Ceneral's tent beside the sound of his name echoing through the death-ful
manor, and found them paired. The inplication —his name in an Oracle's Voice
—he left to consider another tine.

I nstead, he contenplated that Voice. It was a sound like a storm the hush of
wind in trees so loud it nearly hid the thunder, or the hiss of waves so
pervasive, it nearly drowned the breaking of the surf. But it was also a
woman's face, a | ook of despair that bled away to a mask, blank and white as
new plaster, with blue holes where living, grief-shadowed eyes had once been.
A mask that hid a power which no one in the world understood, and which
everyone in the world coveted. There was no question, now, about why de Berin
had kept her captive. Only about what she m ght have said during her
captivity.

The ni ght passed. Dawn dulled the candle by his chair. Reveille rang out.
Wien she woke, the Oracle's Voice, she turned her head and | ooked at himas if

she'd known in her sleep he was there. She said in an enpty husk of a whisper
"What did | say?"

Reconnai ssance teans were sent out, observation posts established, |ines of
conmuni cation laid dowmn. The General's lorries trundled off through the mud to
nmeet the supply convoy fromthe coast, and all norning officers came and went
fromthe CGeneral's tent, no doubt to receive the benefit of the Geat Man's
interpretation of the Oracle's words.

A dynasty grows its roots in the nenory of earth.

A tree nmust be buried deep before he may be crowned with sky.

Let fire thin the forest.



Then shall wi nd and sunlight foll ow

Poetry, Caldwell thought as he stood in line in the officers mess. Poetry, and
a justification for war... perhaps. Having been prompoted fromthe ranks, he
did not have the usual officer's education. To hear the toffs around him
speak, a boy couldn't escape a public school w thout having nenorized every
Oracul ar Pronouncenent ever recorded, along with interpretations,
reinterpretations, theses and theories. It relieved his nmnd to know that none
of that learning did a sweet bit of good to nake sense of the Voice's words.

It was |l ess reassuring to know that, according to historical fact, no one had
ever interpreted a divination exactly right. Sonehow, some hi dden neani ng
al ways canme back to throw the fat in the fire

The Voice was sitting cross-legged on her cot when he returned with her
breakfast. She'd braided her hair and wapped the | ooted greatcoat around her
and | ooked nmerely thin and defeated, not at all |ike a receptacle of power. He
handed her a tray with porridge and tea, and settled with his own on the
canvas chair.

"Thank you," she whi spered, and took a careful swallow of tea.

He ate, hungrily, and tried not to eye her untouched bow when he was done.
"You should eat,"” he finally said, "for the warnth if nothing el se."

She | ooked at the tray as if she hadn't noticed it till now "Il've no
appetite.” She set it beside her on the cot. Then, as if the idea had
approached froma long way off, she | ooked at himand said, "You m ght have
it, if you' re hungry."

Food was too scant to be proud about it. He took her bow and ate.

She said, "You were the one who found ne."

He nodded.

" How?"

He swal |l owed. "You called nme. You said nmy nane."

"I did?" Surprise lit her face, then died. "The Oacle did."

Cal dwel | chased his breakfast down with a |last swallow of tea, and cleared his
throat. "The General will be asking —he's busy, now —but he'll want to know
what you said to de Berin."

"The Oracl e speaks or is silent as it chooses. It chose to say nothing to him
As for nyself," she flashed hima | ook as bitter as the thread of sound in her
whi sper, "I said to himwhat you'd expect, being a prisoner to no end."

"How do you nean? A prisoner to no end."

She picked up her cold tea and drank, twi sting her nmouth in apparent pain. "If

the Oracle had anything to say to him | would have wal ked baref oot across
half the world so it could speak. | have as nmuch say in the matter as... as



the earth has in the matter of rain."
"So when you called, when the Oracle called, in the house..."

"If it did not wish that | speak for it here, no doubt | would be there
still."

He | ooked at her, conprehensi on beginning to dawn. The picture of the
under-stairs cupboard where she'd been hidden was very clear in his mnd

True to Lt. Caldwell's prediction, the General asked Cassandra what de Berin
had heard fromthe Oracle. He'd had her brought over during a lull in the
constant stream of nmessengers that passed through his tent. He gave her tea,
and food she did not much want, and every courtesy, but he did not believe her
answer .

"Not hi ng, madane? How |l ong were you in the Conte de Berin's custody?"

"Weeks. What has that got to do with anything?" she answered rudely.
Caldwel I's curiosity had been |l ess trying, perhaps because there had been no
greed in his eyes.

The General gave her a slow blink like a lizard's. Indeed, there was sonethi ng
reptilian about his thin, dry, pale face. He said, "It is remarkable to ne
that in all that tinme he could not persuade you to speak."

"He did not need to persuade ne to speak at all. | told himoften and at
| ength how useless it was to try and coerce the Oracle. He, like so many
others, was sinply unable to conprehend the difference." The inplication, |ike

her fulmnating stare, |ingered.

The General absorbed it in silence. Then he sat back in his canp chair,
satisfaction curling the corners of his narrow nmouth. "So. The Oracl e had
nothing to say to the False Prince's chief advisor... if we can believe you,
madane. "

"I cannot |ie about such things."

"Yet you did not proclaimyourself to us, as | believe you are bound by law to
do."

"The Oracle's Voice is outside the law for a reason," she said, though in fact
he was right.

"But not outside the traditions of your forebears,"” he countered, know ng he
was. "I wonder why you tried to keep yourself hidden fromus when we had
rescued you?"

"I wonder why you inmagi ne yourself so different fromde Berin?" she shot back

her voice cracking into sound hal fway through. "I was in the Sanctuary at
Fel nouth when it was blasted by shells. The Conte was equally sure he was
rescuing me. | told himwhat | was, and he never let ne rest for a mnute
after.”

"But you have spoken for ne.



"I have said nothing!" Frustration drove her ruined voice back into a whisper
"It is the Oracle that speaks. Not |I. Wiy is this so difficult to conprehend?"

He considered her for a time. There was a constant quiet stirring in the
background, officers who took the opportunity to exercise their curiosity and
snatch a bite to eat. The General turned his attention to his own neal. Then

having eaten a little, he said, "I amcurious. What do you nake of the

pr ophecy?"

Cassandra crunmbled a bit of journey bread on her tin plate. "I've forgotten
what it was."

He | ooked at her, disbelieving. "Forgotten!"

"I never hear it," she said without |ooking up. "Lieutenant Caldwell told ne,
but | forget. Sonething about trees."

The General considered this new datum then recited, as matter-of-factly as if
he were dictating a note to his quartermaster, "A dynasty grows its roots in
the nmenory of earth. A tree nust be buried deep before he may be crowned with
sky. Let fire thin the forest. Then shall wi nd and sunlight follow"

"The King's dynasty? The Fal se Prince's?" Cassandra | ooked at him "Yours?"
She shrugged.

Thoughts flickered behind the General's eyes. "And the rest?"
"The usual nonsense. It nmeans nothing to ne."

Soneone choked on a crunb. Soneone el se | aughed. The General said slowy, "
do not understand you, madane."

"I know," Cassandra said wearily. "No one ever does."

Cal dwel | 1 ooked in on her sone time after the bugler sounded Taps. The Cenera
was runored to be sonmewhat disenchanted with his seer —Cal dwell had been

t hank God, sound asl eep during their noon nmeeting —but no one had rescinded
the order for himto stand guard. The heavy cl oud cover pressed bl ackness down
upon the camp, shrouding even the flashes of light fromthe artillery Iines
ten mles away, but the rain had stopped for a tine. The Voice's wet tent
glowed like tortoiseshell with the light of the lanp inside. Caldwell cleared
his throat and scratched on the tent flap

"Who is it?"

Her voice was as broken as a tel ephone line in a windstorm Feeling obscurely
guilty, he said, "Caldwell, ma'am Just meking sure you're all right."

"Thank you."
“I"ll be around if you need anything."
"That isn't..."... necessary, he thought she nmeant to say. But instead, after

a pause, she said again, "Thank you."

He supposed she woul d know the two faces any guard wore. He pulled his collar



hi gh agai nst the chill, checked the flap on his hol ster, and asked hinself who
he was fooling. He wasn't there to keep her prisoner any nore than he was
there to keep her safe. How coul d she escape fromthe m ddl e of the General's
canp when she didn't even have any shoes? Wat harmcould find her there? Even
t he nobst desperate and depraved private was hardly going to make an attenpt on
the Oracle's, and Ceneral's, Voice. No, Caldwell was there to listen if the
Oracl e had anything to say, and probably she knew it as well as he. The image
of the closet came back to him the bolt on the door, and the cupboard hiding
even that.

He' d been standing guard not nore than an hour before the rain resuned. It
fell in a cold, light, liquid fall, pattering on canvas and nud, soaking the
shoul ders of his field jacket. He pulled his collar higher and tried to keep
his mind off the lighted tents all around him

"Li eut enant ?"

The whisper fromthe tent at his back was so soft it was nearly lost in the
rain.

"Li eutenant Caldwell. Are you still there?"

"Yes, ma'am"

"It's raining, isn't it?"

He cleared his throat. "Yes, ma'am"”

"Perhaps you'd better cone in."

The words shivered down through all the hollows of his body, like a chill and
not. He said, alnobst as quietly as she had spoken, "Perhaps |'d better not,
ma' am "

The rain fell, softly, softly, patter and hush

She said, "I w sh you would."

He cane in looking as if he suspected a trap. The lanp, turned as low as it
woul d go, carved his country-man's face out of shadow. Cassandra pulled the
bl ankets close to her chin and said, "It doesn't seemright for themto put
you on guard. If | need guarding at all, surely a regular soldier would do?"

Lt. Caldwell settled into the canp chair by the foot of her cot. "The Genera
has his own ideas about such things." He took his cap off and shook the rain
carefully onto the floor

Cassandra was achingly tired, and irritable for feeling responsible for this
man's disconfort. It wasn't as though she had any nore choice in this than she
had in anything el se. But then, asking himin had been a choice. She bent one
arm beneath her head and said, "You didn't tell them about the Oracle calling
your name, did you."

He shifted, |ooking as if he didn't know where to put his hands, or his eyes.
"No. "



"Why not ?"

"I couldn't think what it was at the tine. You were out cold when we found you
and it just never..." He shrugged. "You know there's an Oracle in the world,
but you never think it'd ever have a thing to do with you, anynore than you
think God will, | don't know, pick you out to announce the second com ng. And
| never supposed the Voice would..."

"What ?" She smiled. "Look like a skinny, tired-out girl?"

Cal dwel | 1 ooked directly at her for the first time, and smled. "Since it's
you that says it." A silence settled between them filled up by the sound of
the rain. He dropped his eyes and said, "I wondered, though. |'ve never heard
of anyone it called by nane."

Cassandra | ooked at the tent's sloping roof. "No."

"So why bother with ny nane? How does it know?"

"How does it know anything?" She put her hands over her eyes. "\Wen | was
studying with the old Voice, before she died, she said it was a manifestation

of the divine will ordering affairs anong nen. But |'ve read the histories.
There has been nmore war, nore nurder, nore hatred and anger and tragedy
surroundi ng the Oracle's prophecies than | can even conprehend. | don't want

to lay that at the feet of God. Sonmetimes | think..."
"Sometines you think." H's whisper was as faint as hers.

She | ooked at him knowi ng she'd already said nore than she shoul d. "Be
thankful it didn't want any nore fromyou than an open door."

After a long silence, he said, "You want ne to put out the |ight?"

"Yes," she said.

The lantern hung froma hook above the head of the cot. The |ieutenant half
stood to lift the chimey and bl ow out the flane. Wen it was dark she reached
out for his wist and pulled hi mdown.

Late, very late, when their two bodies |lay spent and warm all extraneous
concerns fell away and left the heart of the matter exposed. Caldwell said,
"The General will take the prophecy as his license to clean house, you know "

"What do you nean?"

"Clear the forest. Build the dynasty. Once this front is secure, he'll do what
he's been wanting to do for years. Clear the court of all his rivals and nmake
the Prince his own man. It's all there if you have a mind like his."

"OfF course it is," Cassandra breathed. "It gives himlicense to act, as you
say, and gives his enem es roomto prove himwong. That how the Oracle al ways
speaks. In words |ike shadows hiding bl ood."

"You make it sound like it has a purpose.™

"OfF course it has!" she hissed scornfully. "Wen did you ever know power



wi t hout some purpose of its own?"

The rain patted the canvas roof, dripped nusically in puddles of its own
maki ng at the corners of the tent.

"CGod preserve us," Caldwell said.

"What anmzes nme is that no one —no one, in all these centuries —has ever
guesti oned what that purpose is, or whether the Oracle, even in its tw sting
way, actually tells the truth."

"The Oracle lies?" Shock raised Caldwell's voice.

"Hush!" Cassandra pressed her pal mover his nouth. "No nore. |'ve said too
nmuch. "

The General invited her to his tent not long after Reveille to join himfor
breakfast. Lt. Caldwell had |eft her bed, and her tent, nore than an hour
bef ore dawn. Though he'd left her with a |lover's kindness, she could tell he
was shaken by her talk. She did not hold it against him she was shaken
hersel f. Things she had never dared voice even in her own thoughts, she had
said aloud to him But it wasn't as though she was afraid to trust him Her
own greatest enemy could tear her open, mnd and soul, any tine it chose. \Wat
woul d a nerely human betrayal matter? And in any case, what would 'betrayal"’
anmount to, but a casting of doubt over the Oracle's pronouncenents. Hardly a
matter for dread, at |east on her account. Cassandra could not say why this
foreboding grewwith the light of day. She only knew it did.

The General presided at his breakfast table brilliant with energy. In her
presence he and his officers spoke nostly of generalities, certainly not of
policy or strategy, but she remenbered what Cal dwell had said about the
Ceneral's interpretation of the Oracle's words, and she believed him A kind
of grief came over her, a vision of the nation, already split by the civil
war, being divided again, and again, and again. And where el se had the war
begun but with the | ast Voice's prophecy of the old King' s death? And before

that... what? How far back could one trace the trail of spilled bl ood?
"I"mbeginning to consider my next trip to the capital,"” the General was
saying to one of his aides. "I hadn't wanted to |leave the front with the Fel
Valley still in question, but —= He broke off when the aide cleared his throat

and nodded at Cassandr a.

She set her cup back in its saucer. "I beg your pardon, General. | can only be
in your way. Thank you for the neal."

"You' ve scarcely eaten," the General said with a glance at her plate. "In any
case, | can assure you, you are in no way an inpedinment. Quite the opposite,
in fact, you add a touch of civilization to our bachelor's domain."

Cassandra forced out, "You're very kind," and got to her feet. She was dizzy
wi t h hunger, yet her stonmach clenched on the thought of nore food. Even the
food on her plate | ooked strange, like a painting of itself. She | eaned on the
wooden franme of her chair.

"Madame, you don't look at all well. Should I send for the doctor?"



She shook her head, then managed, "No, thank you. | only need to rest... a
little nore..." Bees like bullets were whirring in her ears. Not now, she
t hought. Pl ease, God, not now.

There were nurnurings of doctor, and then Caldwell's nane. "There you are,"
the General said irritably. "See to the lady, will you? If she's ill..."

H's voice, all their voices, faded into the whir. Sunlight flared at the open

door of the tent, like mst-white wings at Caldwell's back. The cold fl oor
poured nunbness up her legs, all through her, into her heart, her skull, her
m nd.

The Oracl e Spoke.

As often happened, Cassandra woke to sound before anything el se. Wile the
spi ke of pain pinned her notionless and the cool air tore through her abraded
throat, she heard, like the tolling of church bells, a sergeant-mjor's baw .

Squaaad! Ready h'aaar ns!

H aaai m

Fi - yaaar!

And then a ragged volley of rifles.

Dread fl ooded t hrough her. She raised her head, squinting through the pain.
"Cal dwel | ?" There was a man- shaped shadow agai nst the wall. "Cal dwell ?"

"No, ma'am Lieutenant Harney, at your service, na' am"
"Where..." Ch Cod. "Were is Lieutenant Cal dwell?"

The young man | eaned forward, his round face earnest, his forehead dewed with
sweat. "Don't worry, ma'am The traitor is dead."”

She stared at him "Wat did | say?"



