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WOULD MORGAINE CLOSE THE GATE BETWEERN
METS AMD SEAL THE DOOM OF A DROWNING WORLD?
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Well of Shiuan

PROLOGUE

Whoever firgt built the Gates that led from time to time and space to space surdly gained
from them no good thing.

The ghd found the first Gate in the strange ruins of Silen on a dead world of their own
sun. They used the pattern, built other Gates, spanned worlds, spanned stars, spanned time
itdf.

Therein they fdl into the trgp, and ensnared others-for ghal experimented in time,
experimented in worlds, gathered beings and beasts from the whole of Gate-spanned space.
They built civilizations, legped ahead to see their progress, while their subjects, denied access
to the Gates, inched through the centuries a real-time.

At the end of time gathered those who had been through al ages, experienced dl things,
lived most desperately. There were ominous ripplings in redity itsdf, backtime violated,
accderdting disturbance. Some ghd fdt it coming; some went mad, recaling truths that were no
longer true, or might have been and would not, and were again-matter and time and space
undone, ripped looss, findly imploded.

Worlds lay devastated. There were only the remnants of ghaur works and the worlds
ghd-tampered; and there were the Gates, flotsam up out of time, untouched by the
catastrophe.

And humans arrived on the ruined worlds, in that patch of space that till bore the scars.

Humans were among the victims of the ghal, scattered on the ruined worlds, with other
species also ghd-like. For this reason aone humans distrusted the Gates, and feared them.

A hundred men and women passed the ghaur Gates, bound they knew not where, armed
to sed the dangerous portals from the far sde of space and time, to the very ultimate Gate.
There was a wegpon devised for that ultimate passage, an end-all force of Gate-drawn power;
and until that Gate, it was necessary to sed world after world, age after age-a battle perhaps
endless or fatdly circular, perhaps limited to ghaur space or cast to Gates the ghal themselves
never made.

There were a hundred at the beginning.

The Gates exacted their toll.

BOOK ONE

"...Lagt of dl only the woman Morgaine survived, skilled in qujdin witcherafts and bearing
dtill that Sword thet casts to desth. Much of evil shedid in Morijaand Baien, rivaling dl other
evils she had committed . . . but she fled thereafter, taking with her Nhi Vanyei Chya, once of
this house, who wasiilin to her and therefore bound by his oath.”



-Nhi Erij i Myya, in the Book of Ra-morii

"ChyaRohi Chya, lord of Rarkoris. . . followed the witch Morgaine, for his cousin's sake. .
. but Nhi Erij in hiswriting avows that Chya Roh perished on that journey, and that the Soul that
possessed the likeness of Roh thereafter was quja, and hogtile to every Godly man...."
-the Book of Baien-an

Chapter One

Seven moons danced across the skies of the world, where there had been one in the days
of the ancients. In those days the Wélls of the Gods had been open, providing power and
abundance to the khal who had governed before the time of the Kings. Now the Wells were
sedled, beyond the power of men or khd to dter. Long ago there had been vast lands on dll
Sdes of Shiuan and Hiug; but the world now was dowly drowning.

These were the things that Mija Jhirun Elas-daughter believed for truth.

For dl of Jnirun's young life, she had known the waters encroaching rdentlesdy on the
margin of the world, and she had watched Hiug diminish by haf and the gray seagrow wider.
She was seventeen, and looked to see Hiug) vanish entirdly in her lifetime.

When she had been a child, the village of Chadrih had stood near the Barrow-hills of
Hiugj; and beyond that had stood a greet levee and a seawall, securing fields that gave good
crops and pasturage for sheep and goats and cattle. Now there was reed-grown waste. The
three parcels of land that had supported Chadrih were gone, entirely underwater save for the
boundary posts of stacked stone and the usdless remnant of the ancient seawall. The gray
gone buildings of the village had become aruin, with water trickling even at low tide through
what had been its streets, and standing window-high a Hnoth, when the moons combined. The
roofless houses had become the nesting places of the white birds that wheeled and cried their
lonely pipings over the featureless sea.

The people of Chadrih had moved on, those who survived the collapse of the seawall
and the fever and the famine of that winter. They had sought shelter, some among the marsh
dwdlersa Aren, adetermined few vowing to go beyond into Shiuan itsdlf, seeking the security
of holds like fabled Abarais of the Wdls, or Ohtij-in, among the hafling lords. The Barrows
had heard tidings of those that had reached Aren; but what had befalen the few who had gone
the long road to Shiuan, none had ever heard.

The bregking of the sesawall had happened in Jhirun's tenth year. Now there wasllittle dry
land in dl Hiugj, only amaze of idets separated by marsh, redeemed from the killing sdt only by
the effluence of the wide Aj, that flowed down from Shiuan and spread its dark, duggish waters
toward the gray sea. In storm the Aj boiled brown with silt, the precious earth washed
seaward, in flood that covered dl but the hills and greater ides. At high tide, when the moons
moved together in Hnoth, the sea pressed inland and killed areas of the marsh, where green
grass died and standing pools reeked of decay, and great sea fishes prowled the Aj. Now
throughout Hiugj, there remained only sparse pasturage for goats and for the wild marsh ponies.
The sea advanced in the face of the Barrows and the widening marsh ate away at their flank,
threstening to sever Hiug from Shiuan and utterly doom them. Land that had been sweet and
green became atangle of drowned trees, a series of smal hummocks of spongy earth, reed-
choked passages that were navigable only by the flat-bottomed skiffs used by marsh folk and



Barrowers.

And the Barrow-hills became idands in these last years of the world.

It was Men that had reared these hills, just after the days of the Darkness. They were the
burids of the kings and princes of the Kingdoms of Men, in those long-ago days just after the
Moon was broken, when the khal had declined and Men had driven the khdin haflingsinto
their distant mountains. In those days, Men had had the best of the world, had ruled awide,
rich plain, and there had been great wedlth in Hiug for human folk.

Men had buried their great onesin such towering mounds, in cists of stone: warrior-kings
proud with their gold and their gems and their iron weapons, skillful in war and sernin their rule
over the farmer-peasantry. They had sought to restore the ancient magics of the Wells, which
even the halfling khal had feared. But the sea rose and destroyed their plains, and the last Kings
of Men fell under the power of the haflings of Shiuan. So the proud age of the Barrow-kings
passed, leaving only their buria places clustered about the great Wl called Anla's Crown, that
had swalowed up their wealth and returned them only misery.

In the end there were only scattered villages of Men, farmer-folk who cursed the
memory of the Barrow-kings. The old fortresses and buria places were pioudy avoided by
later generations on the river-plain. Chadrih had been nearer the Barrows than any other village
wished to be; but it had perished last of dl the villagesin Hiug, for dl that-which gave Chadrih
folk a certain arrogance, until their own fate took them. And the Barrow-hills themselves
became the last refuge of dl; the Barrow-folk had dways lived beyond the pale of lowland
respectability-tomb-robbers now, sometimes herders and fishermen, accused (while Chadrih
stood) of stedling livestock as well as buried gold. But Chadrih died and the despised Barrow-
folk lived, southernmost of al Men, in ahold that was a Barrow-king's ruined fortress atop the
last and greatest rock in dl Hiug, save Anlas Crown itsdlf.

Thiswas Jhirun's world. Sunbrowned and warm, she guided her flat skiff with practiced
thrusts of the pole againgt the bottom of the channd s that, at this cycle of the tides, were hardly
knee deep. She was barefoot, knowing shoes only in winter, and she wore her fringe-hemmed
skirt tucked above the knees because there was none to see her. A stoppered jar of bread and
cheese and another of beer was nestled in the prow; and there was dso ading and a handful of
smooth stones, for she was sKkillful with the ding to bring down the brown marsh fowl.

There had been rain last night and the Aj was up somewhat, enough to fill some of the
shdlower channds, making her progress through the hills quicker. There would berain again
before evening, to judge by the gathering of haze in the eadt, across the gpricot sun; but high
tide, Hnoth, was some days off. The seven moons danced in order across the watery sky and
the force of the Aj was al that Sghed againg the reeds. The Barrows that were amost entirely
awash a Hnoth were bravely evident despite the rains, and the Standing Stone a Junai was out
of the water entirdly.

It was a holy place, that hewn stone and itslittle ide. Nearby was afinger of the deep
marshes, and marsh-folk came here to Junai's sone to meet on midcycle days with Barrow-
folk to trade-her tal kinsmen with the surly smal men of the deep fens. Meat and shell and
metas were their trade to the marshes, wood and Ohtija gram out of Shiuan and well-made
boats and baskets were what the marshlanders brought them. But more important than the
trade itsdlf was the treaty that |et the trade happen regularly, this seasona commerce that
brought them together for mutual gain and removed occasion for feuds, so that any Barrower
could come and go in Barrows-land in safety. There were outlaws, of course, men either human



or hdfling, cast out of Ohtij-in or Aren, and such were aways to be feared; but none had been
known this far south for four years. The marshlanders had hanged the last three on the dead
tree near the old khdin ruin at Nias Hill, and Barrows-men had given them gold for that good
sarvice. Marshlanders served as a barrier to the folk of Barrows-hold against every evil but the
seq, and returned them no trouble. Aren was far into the marsh, and marshlanders kept to it;
they would not even stand in a Barrows-man's shadow when they came to trade, but uttered
loud prayers and huddled together under the open sky asiif they dreaded contamination and
feared ambush. They preferred their dying forests and their own observances, that made no
mention of Barrow-kings.

Out here on the edge of the world lay Barrows-land, wide and empty, with only the
conica hills above the flood and the wide waters beyond, and the flight of the white birds
above. Jhirun knew each mgjor ide, each stone's-throw expanse of undrowned earth, knew
them by the names of kings and heroes forgotten outside the lore of Barrows-folk, who claimed
the kings for ancestors and could ill sing the old words of the chants in an accent no
marshlander could comprehend. Some few of these hills were hollow &t their crest, caps of
stone, earth-covered, that had long ago yielded up their treasure to the plundering of Jhirun's
ancestors. Other mounds <till defied efforts to discover the cists buried there, and so protected
their dead againg the living. And some seemed to be true hills, that had no hollow heart of man-
made chambers, with king-treasures and wegpons. Such as did give up treasure sustained the
life of Barrows-hold, providing gold that Barrows-folk remade into rings and sold anew to
marshlanders, who in turn bought grain of Shiuan and sold it at Junai. Barrows-folk had no fear
of the angry ghosts, their own ancestors, and hammered off the ancient symbols and melted
down the gold, purifying it

And besides the grain the gold bought, they kept goats and hunted, and thus secured a
smdl source of food independent of that trade. Daily Jhirun and her cousins cut grass and
loaded it on skiffs or on the back of the black marsh pony that they used in the inner hills. By
such means they stored up againgt the days of Hnoth, and fed their livestock, and had surplus of
cheeses and domestic mest that the marshlanders valued as much as the gold.

The little skiff reached a stretch of faster-moving water, that place where the current of
the Aj reached into the bordering idets, and Jhirun maneuvered into the shalows, holding that
margin with care. Afar off she could see the edge of the world, where the Aj met the devouring
seq, and horizon and sky merged in gray haze. Hereabouts, a greet rolling expanse above the
flood, was the hill of Anlas Crown.

She did not mean to go near that place, with itsring of Standing Stones. None ever
gpproached that hill save at Midyear's Day, when the priests came-her grandfather for
Barrows-hold, and aged Haz for the folk of Aren. Once even Shiua priests had cometo it,
down the long road from Ohtij-in: it was that important, one of the two true Wells. But none
had come since the seawall broke. The rites were now only the concern of Hiua, but they were
by no means neglected. And even on that day the priests remained fearful and ventured no
closer than a stone's cast, Haz of Aren and her grandfather approaching separately because of
their differences. In the old days, Barrow-kings had given men to the Wells there, but that
custom had |gpsed when the Barrow-kings fell. The sacrifices had not enlivened the Wells nor
hedled the Moon. The Standing Stones stood stark and empty againgt the sky, some crazily
tilted; and that vast hill that none dared gpproach save on the gppointed day remained a place
of power and tainted beauty, no refuge for men or haflings. Each priest spoke a prayer and



retreated. It was not a place to be aone; it was such that the senses prickled with unease even
when one was coming with many kinsfolk, and the two priests and the chanting-a stillness that
underlay the singing and made every noise of man seem amere echo. Here was the thing the
Barrow-kings had sought to master, the center of dl the eeriness of the Barrows, and if
anything would remain after the waters had risen and covered al Hiug, it would be this hill and
those strange stones.

Jhirun skirted widely away from that place, working out of the current, among
other isles. Marks of the Old Ones as well as the Barrow-kings were frequent here,
scattered stones upstanding in the water and on the crests of hills. Here was her
favorite place when she worked alone, here on the margin of Anla's Crown, far, far
beyond the limit that any marshlander would dare to come save on Midyear's Day;
and out of the convenient limits that her kinsmen cared to work. She enjoyed the
silence, the solitude, apart from the brawling chaos of Barrows-hold. Here was
nothing but herself and the whisper of reeds, the splash of water, and the lazy song
of insects in the morning sun.

Thehills glided padt, closing in again, and she tended now toward the righthand bank of
the winding channel, to the hill caled Jran, after which she was named. It had a Standing Stone
at its crest, like others just downstream at water's edge, and Jran, like the other hills that
clustered here, was green with grass fed by the sweet water of the Aj. She stepped out asthe
skiff came to ground, her bare feet quick and sure on the damp landing. She seized the
mooring rope and hauled the skiff well up on the bank so that no capricious play of current
could take it. Then she set to work.

The insect-song stopped for a time when she began to swing her sickle, then began again
as the place accepted her presence. Whenever she had done sufficient for a sheaf, she
gathered the grasses and bound them with atwigt of their own stalks, leaving neat rows behind
her. She worked higher and higher on the hill in awhed-pattern of many spokes, converging at
the Standing Stone.

From time to time she stopped and straightened her hack and stretched in pain from the
work, athough she was young and well-accustomed to it. At such times she scanned the whole
horizon, with an eye more to the haze gathering in the east than to the earth. From the hilltop, as
she neared the end of her work, she could see dl the way to Anlas Crown and make out the
ring of sones atop it, dl hazy with the distance and the moigture in the air, but she did not like
to look toward the south, where the world stopped. When she looked north, narrowing her
eyesin the hope-as sometimes happened on the clearest of days-of imagining amountain in the
distant land of Shiuan, dl she could see was gray-blue, and a dark smudge of trees againg the
horizon dong the Aj, and that was the marsh.

She came here often. She had worked alone for four years-since her sister Cil
had wed-and she cherished the freedom. For now she had her beauty, still was
straight and slim and lithe of muscle; she knew that years and a life such as Cil's
would change that. She tempted the gods, venturing to the edge of Anla's hill; she
flaunted her choice of solitude even under the eye of heaven. She had been the
youngest- Cil was second-born, and Socha had been eldest-three sisters. Cil was
now Ger’s wife and always heavy with child, and began to have that leaden-eyed
look that her aunts had. Their mother Ewon had died of birth-fever after Jhirun, and
their father had drowned himself, so the men said-and therefore the aunts had
reared them, added duty, to bow these grim women down with further self-pity. The



three sisters had been close, conspirators against their cousins and against the
female tyranny of their aunts. Socha had been the leader, conniving at pranks and
ventures constantly. But Cil had changed with marriage, and grew old at twenty-two;
only Socha remained, in Jhirun's memory, unchanged and beautiful. Socha had
been swept away that Hnoth when the great sea wall broke; and Jhirun's last
memory of her was of Socha setting out that last morning, standing in that frail,
shallow skiff, and the sunlight streaming about her. Jhirun had dreamed ill dreams
the night before-Hnoth always gave her nightmares-and she had told her dreams to
Socha and wept, in the dark. But Socha had laughed them away, as she laughed at
all troubles, and set out the next morning, thus close to Hnoth.

Still happier Sochathan Cil, Jhirun thought, when she reckoned Cil'slife, and how few
her own months of freedom might be. There was no hushand |€ft for her in Barrows-hold but
her cousins, and the one that wanted her was Fwar, brother of Cil's man Ger and of the same
stamp. Fwar was becoming anxious, and so Jhirun was the more insistent on working gpart
from her cousns, dl of them, and never where Fwar might find her done. Sometimesiin bitter
fancy she thought of running off into the degp marsh, imagining Fwar’ s outrage a being robbed
of hisbride, Elas fey daughter, the only unwed woman in Barrows-hold. But she had seen the
marshlanders women, that came behind their men to Junai, women as grim and miserable as her
aunts, as Cil; and there were Chadrih folk among them, that she feared. Mot pleasant imagining
of al, and most hopeless, she thought of the great north ide, of Shiuan, where the gold went,
where hdfling lords and their favored servants lived in wedth and splendor while the world
drowned.

She thought of Fwar while she attacked the grass with the sickle, putting the strength of
hate into her arm, and wished that she had the same courage against him; but she did not,
knowing that there was nothing else. She was doomed to discontent. She was different, asall
Ewon'sfair children had been, as Ewon herself had been. The aunts said that there was some
manner of taint in Ewon's blood: it came out most strongly in her, making her fey and wild.
Ewon had dreamed dreams, so did she. Her grandfather Keln, priest of Barrows-hold, had
given her schawood and seeds of azadl to add to the amulets she wore about her neck,
besides the sone Barrow-king's cross, which were said to be effective againgt witchery; but it
did not sop the dreams. Hafling-taint, her aunt Jnel ingsted, againgt which no amulets had
power, being asthey only availed for human-kind. It was told how Ewon's mother had met a
hafling lord or worse upon the Road one Midyear's Eve, when the Road was gtill open and the
world was wider. But Elas line was of priests; and grandfather Keln had consoled Jhirun once
by whispering that her father as ayouth had dreamed wild dreams, assuring her that the curse
faded with age.

She wished that this would be so. Some dreams she dreamed waking; that of Shiuan was
one, in which she sat in agrand hdll, among haflings, daimed by her hdfling kindred, and in
which Fwar had perished miserably. Those were wish-dreams, remote and far different from the
sweat-drenched dreams she suffered of doomed Chadrih and of Socha, drowned faces beneath
the waters-Hnoth-dreams that came when the moons moved close and sky and sea and earth
heaved in convulsons. The tides seemed to move in her blood asthey did in the ements,
making her sullen and prone to wild tempers as Hnoth drew near. During the nights of Hnoth's
height, she feared even to deep by night, with al the moons doft, and she put azagl sprigs under
her pillow, lying deepless so long as she could.

Her cousins, like dl the house, feared her speaking of such things, saying that they were



ill-wishes as much as they were bad dreams. Only Fwar, who respected nothing, least of dl
things to which his own vison did not extend, and liked to make mock of what others feared,
desired her for awife. Others had proposed more immediate and less permanent things, but
generdly she was left done. She was unlucky.

And thiswas another matter that held her to Barrows-hold, the dread that the
marshlanders, who had taken in the Chadrih folk, might refuse her and leave her outlawed from
every refuge, to diein the marsh. One day she might become resolved enough to risk it, but that
day was not on her yet She was free and solitary, and it was, save when she had had both
Socha and Cil, the best time of her life, when she could roam the ides at will. She was nat,
whatever the rumors of her gossping aunts, born of a hdfling lord, nor of the little men of Aren,
born neither to dine off gold nor to trade in it-but Barrows-born, to dig for it. The seamight
have dl Hiug in her lifetime, drowning the Barrow-hills and al within them; but that was distant
and unthrestening on SO warm a day.

Perhaps, she thought, with an inward laugh, she was only dightly and sometimes mad,
just as mad as living on world's-edge ought to make one. Perhaps when she dreamed her
terrible dreams, she was sane; and on such days as this when she felt at peace, then shewas
truly mad, like the others. The conceit pleased her.

Her hands kept to their work, swinging the sickle and binding the grasses neeily. She was
aware of nothing about her but the song of the insects. At early afternoon she carried dl her
load down to the bank and rested, there on the dope near the water; and she ate her med,
watching the eddies of the water swirling past the opposing hill. It was a place she knew wdll.

And the while she gazed she redlized that a new and curious shadow lay on that other
bank, that indeed there was a gaping wound in that hill, opened just beneath that outcrop of
rock. Suddenly she swallowed down a great mouthful of her med and left everything lying-jars,
sickle, sheaves of grass-and gathered up the rope and boat-pole.

Cig. A burid chamber, torn open by last night'srain. She found her hands swegting with
excitement as she pushed the boat out and poled it across the narrow channdl.

The other hill was perfectly conica, showing scars about its top as most such suspicious
hills did thereabouts, wounds made by earlier Barrow-folk probing to see whether burid had
been made there. Those searchers had found nothing, else they would have plundered it and left
it gaping open to the sky.

But the waters, searching near the base, had done what men had failed to do and found
what men never had: treasure, gold, the purchase of luxuries here a world's end.

The skiff scraped bottom among the reeds and Jhirun waded ashore up to the kneesin
water until she could step up on the clay bank. She heaved the skiff onto solid ground, there

near the shelf that overshadowed the breach. She trembled with excitement seeing how that
apparent rock outcrop was squared on the edge, proving it no work of nature; the rain had
exposed it for thefirgt timeto light, for she had been here hardly a hand of days ago and had
not seen it She flung hersalf down by the opening and peered in.

There was a cold chill of depth about that darkness-no cigt at dl, but one of the great
tombs, the rich ones. Jhirun swalowed hard againg the tightness in her throat, wiped her hands
on her skirt and worked her shouldersin, turning so that she could fit the narrow opening. For a
moment she despaired, reckoning such afind too much for her done, sure that she must go
back and fetch her cousins, and those thieving cousins would leave her only the refuse-if it were
gl intact when she brought them back. She remembered the haze across the east, and the



likdlihood of rain.

But as her eyes grew accustomed to the dark, she could see that there was light breaking
in from some higher gperture; the top of the tomb must have been breached too, the dome
broken. She could not see the interior from this tunnd, but she knew that it must surely be a
whole, unrobbed tomb; no ancient robber would have entered a dome-tomb from the top, not
without winning himself a broken neck. The probing of some earlier searcher seeking only acist
atop the hill hed likely falen through, creeting the wash & the lower level. And that chance had
given her such a prize as generations of Barrowers dreamed in vain of finding, atae to be told
over and over in the warm security of Barrows-hold so long as the world lasted.

She clutched the amulets on the cord about her neck, protection against the ghosts. With
them, she did not fear the dark of such places, for she had been in and about the tombs from
childhood. The dangers she did fear were aweek ceiling or an access tunnel collgpsing. She
knew better than to climb that dope outside, weakened as it was. She had heard a score of
times how greet-uncle Lar had falen to his deeth among the bonesin the opening of the king-hill
caled Ashrun. She expelled her bresth and began to wriggle through where she was, dragging
her body through, uncaring for the tender skin of her amsin her eagerness.

Then she lay in what had been the approach to the tomb, a stone-paved access that
seemed to dant up and up to atowering door, the opening of which was faintly discerniblein
the dim light. She rose and felt with her hands the stones she knew would be about her. Thefirgt
joining was as high as her head, and she could not reach the top of the next block. By this she
became certain that it was atomb of one of the First Kings after the Darkness, for no other men
ever built with such ambition or buried in such wedth.

Such ahill thiswas, without even the name of aKing. It was old and forgotten, among the
fird to be reared near Anlas hill, in that tradition that ringed the Kings burias nearest the forces
they had wished to master, from which legend said they had come and to which they dways
sought to return. A forgotten name: but he had been a great one, and powerful, and surely,
Jhirun thought with a pounding of her heart, very, very rich.

She waked the access, fedling her way in the dark, and another fear occurred to her, that
the opening might have given some wild thing alar. She did not think such was the case, for the
ar held no such taint; but al the same she wished that she had brought the boat-pole, or better
yet the Sckle; and most of dl that she had alamp.

Then she came into the area of the dome, where sunlight shafted down, outlining the
edges of things on the floor, the ray itsdf an outline in golden dudt. It fell on sone and
mouldering ruin. Her least stirring echoed fearsomdly in the soaring height above her head.

Many atomb had she seen, the little cists often hardly larger than the king buried there,
and two great dome-tombs, that of Ashrun and that of Anla, and those long-robbed, Ashrun a
mere shell open to the sky. She had been at the opening of one cist-tomb, watching her uncles
work, but she had never been aone, the very first to breach the silence and the dark.

The sone-fdl from the dome had missed the bier, and the danting light showed what
must have been the king himsdlf, only rags and bones. Againg the arching wall were other
huddled masses that must once have been his court, bright ladies and brave lords of Men: in her
imaginings she saw them as they must have been the day that they followed their king into this
placeto dig, dl bedight in their finest clothing, young and beautiful, and the dome rang with their
voices. In another place would be the mouldering bones of their horses, greet tall beasts that
had stamped and whinnied in fear of such a place, less mad than their doomed masters-beasts



that had run plains that now were seg; she saw the glint of gilded harnessin the dust

She knew the tales. The fables and the songs in the old language were the life and
livelihood of the Barrows, their golden substance the source of the bread she ate, the fabric of
her happier dreams. She knew the names of kings who had been her ancestors, the proud Mija,
knew their manners, though she could not read the runes; she knew their very faces from the
vase paintings, and loved the beauty of the golden art they had prized. She was sorry when
these precious things must be hammered and melted down; she had wept much over seeing it
when she was a child, not understanding how such beautiful objects were reckoned unholy and
unlucky by marshlanders, and that without that purifying, the gold was usdessin trade. The
fables were necessary for the house to teach the children, but there was no vaue for beauty in
the existence of the Barrows, only for gold and the value that others set on having it

She moved, and in doing so, nudged an object beside the doorway. It fell and shattered,
a pottery sound, loud in that vast emptiness. The nape of her neck prickled, and she was
overwhdmingly aware of the silence after the echo, and of the impudence of Jhirun Elas-
daughter, who had come to stedl from aking.

She thrust hersdf out from the security of the wall and into the main area, where the light
streamed down to the bier of the king and gleamed on dusty metd.

She saw the body of the king, his clothes in spidery tatters over his age-dark bones. His
skeletd hands were folded on his breast, on mail of rusted rings, and over his face was a mask
of gold such as she had heard was the custom of the earliest age. She brushed at the dust that
covered it, and saw afineface, a sirong face. The eyes were portrayed shut, the high
cheekbones and ddlicate moulding of the lips more khdin than man. The long-dead artist had
graven even thefine lines of the hair of brows and lashes, had made the lips and nogirils so
delicate it was asif they might suddenly draw breeth. 1t was a young man's face, the stern
beauty of him to haunt her theregfter, she knew, when she dept beside Fwar. Crud, crud, that
she had come to rob him, to strip away the mask and reved the gridy ruin of bun.

At that thought she drew back her hand, and shivered, touching the amulets a her throdt;
and retreated from him, turning to the other hapless dead that lay aong the wall. She plundered
them, rummaging fearlesdy among their bones for golden trinkets, caloudy mingling their bones
to be sure the ghosts were equally muddled and incapable of vengeance on Midyear's Eve.

Something skittered among them and frightened her so that she dmost dropped her

treasure, but it was only arat, such as sheltered in the ides and fed on
wreckage and drowned animals, and sometimes housed in opened tombs,

Cousn, she sdluted him in wry humor, her heart till fluttering from panic. His nose
twitched in reciproca anxiety, and when she moved, he fled. She made hagte, filling her skirts
with as much as she could carry, then returning to the access and laborioudy bringing bit after
bit down that narrow tunnel and out into daylight She crawled out after, and loaded the pieces
in the skiff, looking al about the while to be sure that she was atone: wealth made her suspect
watchers, even where such wereimpossble. She covered over everything with grassin the
skiffs bottom and hurried again to the entrance, pausing to cast a nervous glance a the sky.

Cloudsfilled the east. She knew wel how swiftly they could come with the wind behind
them, and she hurried now doubly, fedling the threst of storm, of flood that would cover the
entrance of the tomb.

She wriggled through into the dark again, and felt her way dong until her eyes
reaccustomed themsalves to the dark. She sought this time the bones of the horses, wrenching



bits of gold from leather that went to powder in her hands. Their bones she did not disturb, for
they were only animals, and she was sorry for them, thinking of the Barrows-hold's pony. If
they would haunt anyone, it would be harmless, and she wished them joy of their undersea
plans.

What she gained there she took as far as the access and piled in a bit of broken pottery,
then returned to the bones of the courtiers. She worked there, gathering up tiny objects while
the thunder rumbled in the distance, filling her skirt as she worked dowly around the wall among
the bones, into a shadow that grew deeper and colder.

Cold air breathed out of an unseen recessin that shadow, and she stopped with the gold
in her lap, peering into that blind dark. She sensed the presence of another, degper chamber,
black and vast.

It fretted a her, luring her. She remembered how at Ashrun's tomb there had been a
treasure chamber that yielded more wedlth than any buried with king or court. Long moments
she hesitated, fingering the amulets that promised her safety. Then she cursed her cowardice
and convinced hersdlf; the thunder walked above the hills, reminding her that there was only this
one chance, forever.

With awhispered invocation to Arzad, who protected from

ghodts, she edged forward, kneeling, cast a sed-gem into that

dark. It struck metd; and thus encouraged, she leaned forward

and reached into that darkness.

Her fingers met mouldering cloth, and she recoiled, but in doing so her hand hit meta, and
things spilled in a clatter that woke the echoes and dmost stopped her heart. Cascading about
her knees were dusty gems and plates and cups of gold, treasure that made the objectsin her
lap seem mere trinkets.

She cursed in anguish for the shortness of the time. She gathered what she could carry
and returned to the tunnel to push each piece out into the daylight Drops of rain spattered the
dust as she finaly worked her own body out, touched her with chill as she carried the heavy
objects to the boat, her steps weaving with exhaustion.

Looking up, she saw the clouds black and boiling. The air had gone cold, and wind
sighed noisily through the grasses. Once that storm broke, then the water would rise swiftly; and
she had ahorror of being shut in that place, water risng over the entrance, to drown her in the
dark.

But one piece she had left, abowl filled with gold objects, itsdf heavy and solid.

With feverish anxiety she lay down and crawled back into the dark, feding her way until
her eyes cleared and she waked again into the main chamber, where the king lay on hisbier.

It was useless to have spared him. She resolved suddenly to make good her theft, for the
water would have dl in the end, the mask as well. She went to the bier-the only place that the
declining light shone, and that dimmed by clouds. A few drops of rain fel on the mask like tears,
puddling the dust there, and the wind skirled violently through the double openings, tugging at
her skirts, bidding her make urgent haste. But she saw again how fair he had been, and done
now, robbed, his companion ghosts all destroyed, here at the end of time. He had seen the
fieldswide and green, had ruled holds and villages beside which Chadrih was nothing. To have
enjoyed power and never felt hunger, and to have lain down to die amidst al these good things,
she thought, was a happy fate.

But at the end he was robbed by a Barrows-girl, his descendant, whose fondest wish



was to have awarm cloak and enough to egt; and once to see the green mountains of Shiuan.
Her hand stayed a second time from the mask that him; and a curious object
in his skeletal fingers caught her eye. She moved the bones
aside and took
it: abird, such as she knew today over the marshes-not alucky symbol to have been worn by a
warrior, who often risked death, nor had it been part of hisarmor. She thought rather of some
grieving woman who had laid it there, a degth-gift.

And it was dsrange to think that so homely a creature as agull could be common to his
age and hers, that he dso had seen the birds above some more distant shore, not knowing them
the heirs of dl he possessed. She heditated at it, for the white sea birds were afigure of death,
that came and went beyond the world's edge; but, Barrows-bred that she was, she carried even
among the amulets awhite gull feather, and reckoned it lucky, for a Barrows-girl, whose
livelihood was from the dead. The figure was golden, delicate: it warmed in her hands asiit had
not done in centuries. She touched the fine detall of the wings-and thrust it into her bodice when
she saw the dusty jewels beside the king. But they proved only sedl-gems, worthless, for the
symbols on them could not be polished away, and the marshlanders thought them unlucky.

The ram struck her face, and spotted the dusty bones and washed upon the mask. Jhirun
shivered in the cold wind and knew by the sound of the water rushing outside that she had
waited dangeroudy long. Thunder crashed above the hill.

In sudden panic she fled, gathered up what she had come to fetch, and ran to the exit,
wriggled through the tunnel pushing her treasure out ahead of her, out into the dim light and the
pelting rain. The water in the channel had risen, beginning to lift and pull the boat from its safety
on the bank.

Jhirun looked &t that swirling, Slt-laden water-dared not burden the boat more. In anguish
she set asde her heavy bowl of trinkets, to wait high upon the bank. Then fearfully she loosed
the mooring rope and climbed aboard, seized up the pole. The water snatched at the boat,
turned it; it wanted al her skill and strength to drive it where she would, across the roaring
channd to Jiran's Hill-and there she fought it aground, poured rain-washed treasure into her
skirts and struggled uphill, not to lose atrinket on that dope that poured with water. She spilled
her skirt-full of gold at the foot of the Standing Stone, made trip after trip to hegp up there what
she had won, by a sure marker, where it would be safe.

Then shetried to launch the skiff again toward the Barrow, the rain driving ong the

battered face of the watersin blowing sheets, torn by the wind. The
boat dmost pulled from her hands, dragging at the rope; she could not board it-and with a
desperate curse, she hauled back on the rope, dragging the boat back to land, higher and
higher, legs mudstreaked and scratched and her skirts a sodden weight about them. She
reached aleve place, sprawled backward with the rain driving down into her face, the blaze of
lightnings blinding her. The boat was saved: thet, a the moment, was more than gold.

And driven a last by misery, she gathered herself and began to seek relief from the cold.
There was a short paddle and an oiled-leather cover in the skiff. She wrestled the little boat
completely over, heaved the bow up with her shoulder and wedged the paddie under, making a
shdter, however dight She crawled within and wrapped her shivering limbsin the leather, much
regretting now the medl she had not finished, the jars the flood hed dready claimed.

The rain beat down on the upturned bottom of the boat with great violence, and Jhirun
clenched her chattering teeth, enduring, while water crept higher up the banks of the hills,



flooded the access of the tomb, covered the treasure she had been forced to abandon on that
other hill.

Of asudden, ablink of her eyesin the gray-green light of storm, and the fore part of the
Barrow began to dide into the channel, washed through, the bones and dust of the king gone
duicing down the flood to awatery rest. She clutched her amulets and muttered frantic prayers
to the six favorable powers, watching the rum widen, remembering the stern, deeping face of
the mask. Tales were told how ghosts went abroad on Hnoth and Midyear's Eve, how the kings
of the sunken plain hosted drowned souls of Barrow-folk and villagers in the ghostly courts, and
lights could be seen above the marsh-lights that marked their passage. She reckoned that she
had killed some few ghosts by bresking the spells that held them to earth. They might go where
they were doomed to go hereafter, no longer bound to their king, with storm to bear them
hence.

But about her neck she wore the joined brass links of Bgjen and Sojan the twin kings,
that were for prosperity; and Anlas silver ring, for piety; the bit of shell that was for Sith the sea
lord, acharm against drowning; the Dir-stone for warding off fevers; the Barrow-king's cross,
that was for safety; and the iron ring of Arzad, favorable mate to the unfavorable seventh power
... to Morgen-Angharan of the white gull feather, acharm that Barrowers wore, though
marshlanders used it only to defend their windows and doorways. By these things Jhirun knew
hersdf protected againg the evils that might be abroad on the winds; she clung to them and tried
to take her mind from her Stuation.

She waited while the day waned from murky twilight to starless night, when it became
easer to take any fearsto heart. The rain beat down ceasdesdy, and she was il stranded, the
waters too violent for the light boat.

Somewhere across the hills, she knew, her cousins and uncles would be doing the same,
shdltering on some high place, probably in greater comfort. They had gone to gather wood at
the forest's edge, and likely sat by awarm fire a the ruins on Nias Hill, not stirring until therain
should cease. No one would come searching for her; she was a Barrower, and should have
sense enough to do precisaly what she had done. They would reckon correctly that if she had
drowned she was beyond help, and that if she had taken proper precautions she would not
drown.

But it was londly, and she was afraid, with the thunder rolling overhead from pole to pole.
Finaly she collapsed the shdlter entirely, to keep out the prying wind, wrapped in her |leather
covering and with the rain beating down above her with a sound to drive one mad.

Chapter Two

At last the rain ceased, and there was only the rush of water. Jhirun wakened from a brief
deep, numb in her fedt, like to smother in the dark. She sneezed violently and heaved up the
shelter of her boat and looked about, finding that the clouds had passed, leaving a clear sky and
the moons Sith and Anli to light the night.

She turned the boat onto its bottom and staggered to her feet, brushed back her sodden
har. The waters were ill running high, and there was il lightning in the north-ominous, for
rains came back sometimes, hurled back from the unseen mountains of Shiuan to spread again
over Hiug.

But there was peace for the moment, satisfaction Smply in having survived. Jhirun



clenched her gdid hands and warmed them under her arms, and sneezed again. Something
pricked her breast, and she felt after it, remembering the gull as her fingers touched warm metd.
She drew it forth. The fine traceries of it glittered in the moonlight, immaculate and lovely,
reminding her of the beauty that she had not been able to save. Shefingered it lovingly and
tucked it again into her bodice, grieving over the lost treasure, thinking of dl that she had not
been able to save. This one piece was hers. her cousins should not take this from her, this
beautiful thing, this reward of anight of misary. Shefdt it lucky for her. She had a collection of
such things, pictures on broken pottery, useless sed-gems, things no one wanted, but agold
piece- that she had never dared. They had their right, and she was wrong, she knew, for al the
hold had good of the gold that was traded.

But not the gull, never the gull.

There would be a beating instead of areward, if her kinsmen ever suspected how much
of the gold she had failed to rescue from the flood, if ever she breathed to them the tale of the
king in the golden mask, that she had let the water have. She knew that she had not done as
well as she might, but-

-But, she thought, if she shaped her story so that she seemed to have saved everything
there was, then for afew days nothing would be too good for Jhirun Elas-daughter. Folk might
even soften their attitudes toward her, who had been cursed for ill luck and ill-wishing things. At
the least she would be due the pick of the next trading at Junai; and she would have-her
imagination legped to the finest thing she had ever desred-afine leather cdloak from Areninthe
marshes, acloak bordered in embroideries and fur, a cloak to wear in hal and about the home
idand, and never out in the weether, a cloak in which to pretend Barrows-hold was Ohtij-in,
and in which she could play thelady. It would be a grand thing, when she must marry, to St in
finery among her aunts at the hearth, with a secret bit of gold next her heart, the memory of a
king.

And there would be Fwar.

Jhirun cursed hitterly and wrenched her mind from that dream. The cloak she might well
gan, but Fwar spoiled it, spoiled dl her dreams. Sharing her bed, he would find the gull and
take it, mdt it into aring for trade-and beet her for having conceded it. She did not want to
think on it. She sneezed athird time, a quiet, stifled sneeze, for the night was lonely, and she
knew that her lot would be fever if she must spend the night Sitting ill.

She waked, and moved her limbs as much as she could, and finaly decided that she
might warm hersdf by gathering up her gold on the hilltop and bringing it down to the boat. She
climbed the hill with much dipping on the wet grass, usng the tufts of it to pull hersdlf up the
steepest part, and found things safe by the Standing Stone.

She flung back her head and scanned dl her surroundings under the two moons, the place
where the other hill had stood and hardly athird remained. She gazed at the widespread waters
dancing under the moonlight, the lightning in the south.

And Anlas Crown.

It glowed, ablaze of light like the dead-lights that hovered sometimes over the marsh. She
rubbed her eyes, and gazed on it with acold fear sttling into her ssomach.

Nothing was aop Anlas hill but the stones and the grass, nothing thet the lightning might
have st ablaze, and there was no ruddiness of living fire about it. It was ghostly, cold, a play of
witchfires about the stones of the Crown.

Almost she had no courage to delay atop the hill, not even for the precious gold. She felt



naked and exposed, the Standing Stone that was the Sster-stone to those of Anla's Crown
looming above her like some watching presence.

But she kndlt and gathered up the gold that she could carry, and did down to the skiff,
loaded it aboard, went back for more, again and again. And each time that she looked toward
Anlas hill the lights till hovered there.

Jran's Hill was no longer arefuge from whatever was happening a Anlas Crown: it was
atogether too close, on the verge of what strangeness passed there. She dared not wait until
morning; the sun itsalf would seem no comfort, but a glaring eye to mark her presence here too
near to Anla

Better the danger of the currents. againg the waters she had some skill, and of them she
had less fear. She eased the loaded boat downdope, the long pole and the paddie laid
accessble within. Carefully shelet it into the edge of the current and fdt the pull, judged that
she might possibly manage it.

She dimbed in; the current seized the skiff, whirled it like aleaf on the flood for an ingtant
before she could bring the pole to bear and take control. She fended herself from impact with
the rocks, spun dizzyingly round again, found bottom and amost lost the pole.

It did not hold. She saved the pole and shipped allittle water doing it and suddenly the
skiff whipped round the bend of a hill and out, toward the greet rolling Aj, toward a current she
could in no wisefight

There was no bottom here. She used the paddle now, desperately, went with the rush
and worked to its edge, broke into the shalows again and managed to fight it into the lesser
channd between Anlas height and the Barrows. She averted her eyes from the unnatura glow
that hovered, that danced upon the waters-used paddle and pole dternately, knowing that she
must go this way, that the channels near Anlas greset rise would be shalowest, where once the
ancient Road had run. The current pulled, trying to take her to the Aj, and thence to the seq,
where Socha had died, logt, drowned. But here, while she held to the newly flooded margins,
where the skiff whispered over reeds, the waters were dmost cam.

She was going home.

Jhirun rested from time to time, drawing up on the shoulder of a Barrow, driving hersdf
further as soon as she had drawn bregth. The horror that she had seen a Anlas Crown seemed
impossible now, irretrievable to the memory as the interior of the tomb, athing of the night and
the edge of redlities. The fear ill prickled at the nape of her neck, but more present, more
urgent, was the doud in the north, the fitful flash of lightning.

She feared the hills themsealves, that became refuges for small creatures with which she
did not care to share the night-rats that skittered shadow-wise over the banks as she passed,
serpents that disturbed the grasses as she rested.

And the flood had opened new channels, places not at dl familiar, the flooding making
even known hillslook different. She guided hersdf by the currents that she fought, by the stars
that began to be obscured by clouds. She felt hersdf carried south, riverward, and ceased to
be sure where she was.

But at last before her rose jagged shapes in the water, the ruined buildings of Chadrih.
Her heart leaped with joy, for she knew the way from here beyond a doubt, through shalow
channels.

The murmur of the water, the frantic song of the frogs and the other creatures of thetall



grasses, made counterpoint to the movement of the boat, the dap of water againgt the bow, the
whispers of reeds under the bottom. Jhirun gathered hersdlf to her feet in the kiff, bravely
confident now, balanced evenly on her bare feet. The pole touched the sunken stones that she
remembered.

Chadrih: she remembered being nine and being thrust out of a house of Chadrih, folk
making gestures to avert the evil of a Barrows-child who was known to be fey, to dream
dreams. She remembered a Sinful satisfaction to see that house deserted, and the windows dl
naked and empty. The Halmo men had stayed on last, they that had most hated and despised
Barrows-folk; and they had drowned when she was twelve. The water had taken them and she
could not even remember now what they had looked like.

She swayed her weight and pushed with the pole and sent the skiff down that narrow
channd that had once been a cobbled street. The jagged, roofless buildings like eyeless
brooding beasts shape-shifted past her. The ruins rustled with wings, the nesting birds disturbed
by her passage; and the frogs kept up their mad chorus in the reeds. When she reached the
edge of Chadrih she could see the firgt of the northern Barrows againg the lightning-lit sky, and
beyond it would lie Barrows Rode and home.

Hills began to pass her again on one side and the other, great conical mounds, shadows
that momentarily enfolded her and gave her up again to the clouding sky. And there, just where
she knew to look, she firgt saw the light that would be Barrows-hold tower, aflickering behind
wind-tossed trees, a star-like gleam in the murk.

The water was cam here and shdlow. Jhirun ventured a glance back between the hills,
and could see only empty darkness. She made hersdlf forget that, and looked forward again,
kesping her eyes fixed on that friendly beacon, dipping the boat in and out among the hills.

The light flickered the harder, and suddenly the wind began to rise, whipping & her skirts
and ruffling the water. There were little whisperings in the reeds and in the brush that overgrew
these marshward Barrows. The storm was amost on her, and lightning danced on the black
waters. Jhirun drew an aching breath and worked harder as the first heavy drops hit her,
unwilling to yield and shelter miserably so close to home.

And dternate with the strokes she made she heard arippling and splash of water, likea
man griding, perhaps just the other sde of the hill she was passing.

She stopped for amoment, drifting free, and the sound continued.

Perhgps astray anima out of the marsh, sorm-driven; there were wild ponies there, and
occasiond deer left. She let the boat glide where it would and listened to the sound, trying to
judge just where it was, whether it went four-footed or two, and cold sweat prickled on her
ribs.

So cdlose, 0 close to home: perhaps it was one of her kinsmen, seeking home. But it
moved so rdentlesdy, unregarding of the noise her boat had made, and no voice hailed her. She
felt the hair rise on her neck as she thought of outlaws and beasts that came seldom out of the
deep fens-things such as might be stirred out of lairs by flood and storm.

A cry came, thin and ditorted by the air and the hills.

And then she knew it for the blegting of aslly goat; she was that near home. Shefdt a
wild urge to laugh; some of their own livestock, surely. She hoped so. The boat had begun to
move with more rapidity than she liked and she feared the noise she might make using the pole
to redrain it. She had let it sup into the main current, where the water curled round the hills; she
must stop it. She used the pole carefully, making arippling despite her efforts to move



noisdesdy. She was fearfully conscious of the gold that glittered under the lightning, scattered at
her feet-treasure to tempt any outlaw, ghogt-things and unhalowed as they were. Herein the
dark, not alone, she was acutely aware whence the objects had come, and aware too of the gull
amulet between her breadts, that made a sharp pain at every push she made, this thing that had
last lain between the fingers of adead king.

She migudged the channd in her preoccupation; the pole missed purchase and she
drifted, helpless, balancing and waiting for the current to take her where she could find bottom
again. The skiff whipped round in an eddy and dowed as it rounded the curve of anide.

And she spun face to face with arider, a shadowy horseman whose mount went belly-
deep in the water-and that rider glittered here and there with linked mail. She thrust for bottom
desperately, borne toward him. Strength deserted her hands and she could not hold. The rider
loomed close at hand, the face of ayoung man, pae, benegath the peaked helm. His black horse
shied aside, eyesralling in the lightning flash.

She could not cry out. He reached and shouted at her, athin voice, lost on the wind as
the current pulled her on.

Then she remembered the pole in her nerveless hands and leaned on it, driving the boat to
another channd, seeking away out of this maze.

Water splashed behind her, the black horse-she felt it without looking back. She moved
now with more frenzy than skill, her hair blinding her when a last she had to look and know.
Through its strands she saw his shape black on the lightning-lit waters behind her.

She whipped her head round again as the skiff passed between two hills, and there, there
ahead was the light of Barrows-hold tower, the safety of doors and lights and her own kinsmen
ahead. She exerted dl her strength and skill, put out of her mind what followed her-the black
king under the hill, the king in the mask, whose bones she had |et lie undisturbed. She was cold,
feding not her hands nor the balance of her feet, nor anything but her own heart crashing againgt
her ribs and the raw edge of pain on which she breathed.

Barrows-hold filled al her vision, the dope of the landing before her. She drove for it, felt
the skiff go aground on mud and reeds, then glide through. She leaped out on shore, turned to
look, saw the black rider ill distant; and even then she thought of the gold and the precious
boat that was their livelihood. She hurled the pole to the ground and gathered up the rope and
pulled and heaved the skiff aground, she skidding and diding in the mud; alast look &t the
advancing rider, the water curling white about the horse's breast asit came, and she hegped
pieces of gold into her sKirts.

Then she turned and began to run, bare feet seeking tufts of grassto aid her climbing.
Above her loomed the house, the cracks of its shuttered windows agleam with light, and the
old tower lit to guide the Barrows scattered children home. She dropped a piece of treasure,
gathered it again, sumbling. Rain was fdling, the wind hurling the drops into her eyeswith
gtinging force, and thunder cracked. She heard the suck of water behind her, the heave of a
large body, and looking back, she saw the black horse and the rider. Lightning glittered coldly
off ring-mail, illumined a pale face. The dogs began barking frantically.

She touched her luck amulets with one hand and held the knotted burden in her skirts
with the other and ran, hearing the rider coming after. The grass was dick. She spilled apiece
of her gold and thistime did not stop. Her feet skidded again on the dick stone paving before
the door. She recovered, hurled hersdf at the closed door.

"Grandfather!" she cried, pounding &t the insensate wood. "Hurry!"



She heard the rider behind her, the wet sound of the animd struggling on the dope, the
ring of meta and the panting whuffs of his breething.

She cast alook over her shoulder and saw the rider dight to aid his horse in the climb.
Hisleg gave with him. He caught his baance and struggled up the dope, holding out his hand to
her. She saw him in the jerking flashes of the lightning.

"Grandfather!" she screamed.

The door came open. She fled into the light and warmth and turned, expecting the rider to
have vanished, as dl such things should. He had not; he was amost at the door. She seized the
door from her grandfather's indecisive hand and dammed it, helped him drop the bar into
place, the gold scattering. Plates and cups clanged againgt the stones and rattled to a stop.

Jhirun turned and looked at the others, awe-stricken female faces ringed about the room,
women and children, boys too young to be with the men. There were Cil and aunt Jnel and
aunt Zai; but there was no man at dl but grandfather Keln.

And she cast alook at him, desperate, fearing that for once her grandfather had no
answer. Sprigs of azad and Angharan's white feethers hung above doorways of house and
stable, above the windows of both floors, wherever there was an access. They jested about
them, but they renewed them annudlly, they that robbed the deed; there were laws, and it was
taken for granted that the dead obeyed them.

"Thesgnd," her grandfather breathed; his hands shook more than usua as he waved the
women toward the sairs. "Zai, go! All the house, upgtairs, and hide."

Plump Zai turned and fled stableward, by the west door, toward the tower-hers to care
for the signa-beacons. The others began to herd frightened children toward the stairs to the
loft. Some were crying. The dogs were barking furioudy; they were shut in the yard, useless.

Old Jnd gtayed, her sharp chin set; Cil stayed, her belly swollen with her third child, her
other children at her skirts. Cil took off her warm brown shawl and cast it about Jhirun's
shoulders, hugged her. Jhirun hugged her back, dmost giving way to tears,

Outside came the ring of hooves on stone, circling back and forth before the door, back
and forth, to the window. The shutters rattled, ceased.

Then for along time there was nothing but the shaking of harness and the bresthing of the
animd outside at the window.

"Ohtija outlaw?' Grandfather asked, looking at Jnirun. "Where did he art trailing you?'

"Out there," she managed to say, clenching her teeth againgt the impulse to chatter. She
tried to gather an explanation.

Steps reached the door, and there was a splintering impact The children screamed and
cung to Cil.

"Go," sad Grandfather. "Hurry. Take the children upgtairs.”

"Hurry," Jhirun echoed, pushing a Cil, who tried to make her come with her, dinging to
her. But there was no leaving her grandfather, fragile as he was. Jind stayed too. Cil fled, her
children beside her, for the sairs.

The battering at the door assumed a rhythm, and white wood broke through on the edge
of an axe. hirun fdt her grandfather's arm go about her, and she held to him, trembling,
watching the door riven into ruin. It was never meant to withstand attack; no outlaws had ever
assaulted the hold.

An entire plank gave way: the door hung gar, and a man's armored arm reached

through, trying to move the bar insde.



"No!" Jhirun cried, tore from her grandfather and ran to seize the great butchering knife
from the scullery, her mind only then thinking of tangible defenses; but there was a crash behind
her, the bar hitting the floor. She whirled in mid-step, saw the door crash open.

Therein the rain sood the warrior-king. He had an axe in his band and a bow dung at
his back, the hilt of a sword riding at his shoulder. The rain sheeted down and made his face
look like the drowned dead. He stood there with the black horse behind him and |ooked about
the room asif he were seeking something.

"Takethe gold,” her grandfather offered him, his old voice stern as it was when he served
as priest; but the stranger seemed disinterested in that-reached for the reins and led the tall
animad forward, such ahorse as had not been seen in Hiug since the seawall broke. It shied at
the strange doorway, then came with a rush, and its hindgquarters swung round and broke the
ruined door farther from its hinges. A golden cup was crushed under its hooves, spurned like a
vaudess stone.

None of them moved, and the warrior made no move a them. He towered in the center
of their little hal and looked about him, he and the horse dripping muddy water onto the stones
of the floor; and mingled with that water was blood thet flowed from awound on hisleg.

Children were crying upgtairs, he looked at the stairs and up toward the loft, while
Jhirun's heart pounded. Then he turned his eyes instead to the fireplace. He drew on the reins of
the horse and led it forward, toward warmth, himsdlf limping and leaving atrail of blood and
water.

And there, his back to that blazing fire, he turned and gazed at them, his eyes wild and
anguished. They were dark, those eyes, and dark his hair, when every lord of the north she had
heard of wasfair. He wastal, armored in plain and ancient style; there was fineness about him
that for dl his misery made ther little hold seem shabby.

She knew what he was; she knew. The gull lay like guilt againgt her breest, and she
longed to thrust it into his hands and bid him go, leave, become what he was. She met his eyes
without wanting to, achill running through her. Here was no wisp of cobweb to fade in firdight:
he cast tall shadows across the floor, |eft tracks of blood and water. Rain dripped from his hair
and made him blink, long hair, in awarrior's knot, such as the ancient Kings had worn. His
chest rose and fdll strongly in ragged breathing; he drew a great bresth, and his sgh was
audible.

"A woman," he said, his voice nearly gone with hoarseness; and it was a lilting accent she
had never heard-save in the songs. "A woman, arider dl-al white-"

"No," Jhirun said & once, touching a the white feather amulet. "No." She did not want
him to go on speaking. In her desperation she opened her mouth to bid him gone as she might
some trespassing marshlander; but he was not that, he was far from that, and she felt hersdlf
coarse and powerlessin the face of him. There was no move from her grandfather, a priest,
whose warding charms had failed; no word from Jinel, who had never lacked words before,
Outside the hdl the thunder rolled and the rain sheeted past the ruined door, a surety that the
men would be held from returning, barred by risen weter.

The vigtor stared a them with astrange, lost expression, asif he wanted something; and
then with awkwardness and evident pain he turned, and with the axe blade, hooked the kettle
that hung over the fire and swung it outward. Steam rolled up from it, fragrant with one of Zai's
sews. There was astack of wooden bowls on the mantel. He filled one with the ladle and sank
down where he was, braced his back against the stones. The black horse shook itself of a



sudden, spattering the whole room and everyonein it with muddy water.

"Get out!" Grandfather Keln cried, his thin voice cracking with outrage.

The stranger looked at him, no answering rage, only atired, perplexed look. He did not
move, save to lift the seaming bowl to hislipsto gp & the broth, till staring a them warily. His
hand shook so that he spilled some of it. Even the black horse looked sorrowful, head hanging,
legs scored by the passage through the flood. Jhirun hugged her dry shawl about her and forced
hersdlf to stop shivering, deciding that they were not al to be murdered forthwith.

Suddenly she moved, went to the shelves across the room and pulled down one of the
coarse blankets they used for rain chill and rough usage. She took it to the invader of their
home, where he sat on their hearthsde; and when he, seeing her intention, leaned forward
somewhat, she wrapped it about him, weapons and al. He looked up, the bowl in one hand,
gathering the blanket with the other. He gestured with the bowl at the kettle, & her, a al the
house, asif gracioudy bidding them be free of their own food.

"Thank you," she said, struggling to keep her voice from shaking. She was hungry,
miserably s, and cold. And to show that she was braver than she was, she pulled the kettle
over to hersdf and took another bowl, dipped up a generous helping. "Has everyone ese
eaten?' she asked in a perfectly ordinary voice.

"Yes" sad Jnd.

She saw by the grease mark on the black iron that this was s0; enough remained for the
men. It occurred to her that the stranger might suspect others yet unfed, might take note by that
how many there werein the house. She pulled the kettle as far out of his view as she could, sat
down on the opposite side of the hearth and ate, forcing the food down despite the terror that
gl knotted her somach.

Azael sprigs and white feathers: she suspected them nothing, her grandfather's power
nothing. She had been where she should not; and came this where he ought not. It was on her
he looked, asif no one dse existed for him, asif he cared nothing for an old man and an old
woman who owned the food and the fire he used.

"l wish you would leave our house," Jhirun declared suddenly, spesking to him asif he
were the outlaw her grandfather called him, wishing that this would prove true.

His pae, beard-shadowed face showed no sign of offense. He looked at her with such
weariness in his eyes it seemed he could hardly keep them open, and the bowl started to tumble
from his hand. He caught it and set it down. "Peace," he murmured, "peace on this house" And
then he leaned his head againg the stone and blinked severd times. "A woman," he said, taking
up that mad illusion of his own, "awoman on agray horse. Have you seen her?!

"No," sad Grandfather gernly. "None such. Nothing."

The stranger's eyes strayed toward him, to the shattered door, with such alook that
Jhirun followed the direction of his gaze haf expecting to see such awoman there. But there
was only the rain, a cold wind blowing through the open doorway, a puddie spreading across
the stones.

He turned his attention then to the other door, thet in the west wall.

"Where does that go?'

"The stable,” Grandfather said; and then, carefully: "The horse would be better there.”

But the stranger said nothing, and gradualy his eyes grew heavy, and he rested his heed
againg the stones of the fireplace, nodding with the weariness that pressed upon him.

Grandfather quietly gathered up the reins of the black horse, the stranger not protesting:



he led it toward that door, and aunt Jnel bestirred hersdf to open it. The beast hesitated, with
the goats blegting darm insde; but perhagps the warm stable smdl drew it; it eased its way into
that dark place, and Grandfather pulled the door shut after.

And Jnel sat down on a bench amid her abused house and clenched her thin hands and
st her jaw and wept. The stranger watched her, atroubled gaze, and Jhirun for once fdlt pity
for her aunt, who was braver than she had known.

A time passed. The stranger's head bowed upon his breast; his eyes closed. Jhirun sat by
him, afraid to move. She set her bowl aside, marked suddenly that Jindl rose, walked quietly
across the room. Grandfather, who had been by Jind, went to the center of the room and
watched the stranger; and there was a cresking on the sairs.

Jnel reached up to the wall for that greeat knife they used for butchering, tucked it upina
fold of her skirts. She came back to Grandfather.

A board creaked. Cil was on the stairs; Jhirun could see her now. Her heart besat
painfully; the supper lay like astone in her belly. They were no match for the warrior-king; they
could not be. And Cil, brave Cil, aloya sgter, heavy with child: it was for her sake that Cil
ventured downgtairs.

Jhirun moved suddenly to her knees, touched the stranger. His eyes opened in panic and
he clutched the axe that lay across his lap. Behind her in the room she sensed that things had
stopped, her house with its furtive movements frozen where matters stood. "1 am sorry,” Jhirun
sad, holding his eyes with her own. "The wound-will you let me treet it?"

He looked confused for a moment, his eyes ranging beyond her. Perhaps, she thought in
terror, he saw what had been proceeding.

Then he bowed his head in consent, and moved hisinjured leg to straighten it, moved the
blanket aside so that she could see how the leather was rent and the flesh deeply cut. He drew
the bone-handled dagger from his belt and cut the leather further so that she could reach the
wound. The sght of it made her wesk &t the sSsomach.

She gathered hersdlf up and crossed the room to the shelves, sought clean linen. Jindl
met her there and tried to snatch the cloth from her fingers.

"Let mego,” Jhirun hissed.

"qut," Jnd sad, her nails degp in her wrigt

Jhirun tore free and turned, dipped clean water from the urn in the corner and went back
to the stranger. Her hands were shaking and her eyes blurred as she started to work, but they
soon steadied. She washed the cut, then forced alarge square of cloth through the opening and
tied it tightly from the outside, careful not to pain him. She was intensaly aware of her
grandfather and Cil and Jind watching her, their eyes on her back-hersdlf touching a srange
man.

He laid his hand on hers when she had done; his hands were fine, long-fingered. She had
never imagined that a man could have such hands. There were scars on them, afine tracery of
lines. She thought of the sword he carried and reckoned that he had never wielded tools. . .
hands that knew killing, perhaps, but their touch was like a child's for gentleness; his eyes were
likewise. "Thank you," he said, and showed no inclination to let her go. His head went back
againg thewall. His eyes began to close, exhaustion claming him. They opened; he fought
againg theimpulse.

"Your name," he asked.

One should never give aname; it was power to curse. But she feared not to answer.



"Mija Jnirun Elds-daughter,” she sad; and daring much: "What is yours?'

But he did not answer, and unease crept the more upon her.

"Where were you going?' she asked. "Were you only following me? What were you
looking for?'

Tolive" he said, with such smple desperdtion it seized a her heart. "To stay dive” And
he dmogt dipped from his senses, the others waiting for his deep, the whole house poised and
waiting, nearly fifty women and an old man. She edged closer to him, put her shoulder against
him, drew his head againg her. "The woman," she heard him murmur, "the woman thet follows
me-"

He was fevered. Shefdt of his brow, listened to his raving, that carried the same mad
thread throughout. He dipped away, his head againgt her heart, his eyes closed.

She gtared beyond him, meeting Cil's troubled gaze, none others.

A timeto deep, alittle time for him, and then a chance to escape. He had done nothing to
them, nothing of red hurt; and to end daughtered by a house of women and children, with
kitchen knives-she did not want that nightmare to haunt Barrows-hold. She could not live her
life and St by the fire and sew, work at the kitchen making bread, see her children playing by
such a hearth. She would aways see the blood on those stones.

No wraith, the stranger: his warmth burned fever-hot againgt her; his weight bruised her
shoulder. She had logt hersdlf, logt al sense where her mad dreams ended, no longer tried to
reason. She saw the others lose their courage, settle, waiting; she aso waited, not knowing for
what. She remembered Anlas Crown, and knew that she had passed that edge where human
folk ought to stop, had broken ancient warding-spells with as blithe a disdain as the stranger
had passed the bits of feather a the door, innocent of fear that would have been wiseto fed.

If there had been opportunity she would have begged her grandfather to explain; but he
was helpless, his warding spells broken, his authority disregarded. For the first time she
doubted the power of her grandfather as a priest-of al priests. She had seen athing her
grandfather had never seen-till could not see; had been where no foot had trod since the
Kings.

The hold seemed suddenly atiny and fragile place amid dl the wild waste of Hiug, a
place where the illusion of law perssted like alight set in the wind. But the redlity was the dark,
that lay heavy and breathing againgt her shoulder.

They should not destroy him, they in their mad trust in law and their own sanity. She
began to wonder if they even questioned what he was, if they saw only an exhausted and
wounded outlaw, and never doubted their concluson. They were blind, that could not see the
manner of him, the ancient armor and the tal black horse, that had no placein this age of the
world, let donein Hiug.

Perhaps they did not want to see, for then they would have to redize how fragile their
safety was.

And perhaps he would not go away. Perhaps he had come to rum that peace of theirs-to
take Barrows-hold down to the same ruin as Chadrih, to ride one last course across the
drowning world, one last glory of the Hiuakings, who had tried to master the Wells and failed,
asthe hdfling Shiua had failed before them.

She had no hasgte to wake him. She sat frozen in dread while the gorm fell away to
dlence, while the fire began to die in the hearth and none dared approach to tend it.



Chapter Three

Toward dawn came a dtirring outside, soft scuffing on the pavement. Jhirun looked up,
waking from haf-deep, her shoulder numb with the stranger's weight.

Came Za, shivering and wet, stout Zai, who had run to set the beacon. She entered blue-
lipped with chill and dripping about the hem of her skirts, and moved as slently as she could.

And behind Zai crept others, out of the migt that had followed the rain: the men came,
one after the other, armed with skinning knives and their boat-poles. None spoke. They moved
indde, their eyes hard and wary and their wegpons ready. Jhirun watched and her heart
pounded againgt her ribs; her lips shaped slent entreaty to them, her cousins, her uncles.

Uncle Naram was firg to venture toward the hearth; and Lev after him, with Fwar and
Ger besde him. Cil rose up of asudden from the bench by the door; but Jind was by her and
seized her arm, cautioning her to slence. Jhirun cast awild look at her grandfather, who stood
helplesdly at the stable door, and looked back at the men who edged toward her with drawn
weapons.

Perhaps her arms tightened the least bit; perhaps there was some warning sound her
numbed hearing did not receive; but the stranger wakened of a sudden, and she cried out to
fed the push of hisarms hurling her a them.

He was on hisfeet in the same indtant, staggering againgt the mantel, and they rushed on
him, rushing over her, who sprawled on the floor. And Fwar, more eager to lay hands on her
than on the enemy, saized her and crudly twisted her arm in hauling her to her feet. In the loft a
baby cried, swiftly hushed.

Jhirun looked, dazed by the pain of Fwar's grip, on the stranger who had backed to the

corner. She saw his move, quicker than the best of a bird'swing,
that sent his dagger into his hand.

That gave them pause; and in that pause he ripped at the harness at his sde and that great
sword at hisback did to his hip. He unhooked the sheath of it one-handed.

They panicked, rushed for him in amass, and of a sudden the sheath flashed across the
room loose, and the bright blade was in his two hands, awhedling arc that scattered blood and
hurled her kinsmen back with shrieks of pain and terror.

And he leaned there in his corner amoment, hard-breathing; but the fresh wounds were
on his enemies and none had they set on him. The stranger moved, and Fwar gave back,
wrenching Jhirun's arm so hard that she cried out, Cil's scream echoing upon her own.

The stranger edged round the room, gathered up his fdlen sheeth, still with an eyeto
them; and her kinsmen gave back ill further, none of them willing to rush thet glittering blade a
second time. In the loft were frightened gtirrings, back into shadows.

"What will you?' Jnirun heard her grandfather's voice ask from behind her. "Nameit and
go."

"My horse" he said. "Y ou, old man, fetch al my gear-dl of it. | shal kill you otherwise."

And not amuscle did he move, staring at them with the great sword in his hands; nor did
they move. Only her grandfather sdled carefully to the stable door and opened it, going to do
the stranger's bidding.

"Let her go," the stranger said then to Fwar.

Fwar thrust her free, and she turned and spat at Fwar, shaking with hate. Fwar did
nothing, hisbaeful eyes fixed on the stranger in Slent rage, and she waked from him, never so



glad to wak away from anything-went from him and to the sde of the stranger, who had
touched her gently, who had never done her hurt.

She turned there to face them dl, these brute, ugly cousins, with thick hands and crass wit
and no courage when it was likely to cost them. Her grandfather had been a different man once;
but now he had none to rely on but these: brigands, no different at heart than the bandits they
paid the marshlanders to catch and hang-save that the bandits preyed on the living.

Jhirun drew a deep breath and tossed her tangled hair from her face and looked on Fwar,
hating, seeing the promise of |ater vengeance for his shame-on her, whom he reckoned aready
his property. She hated with a depth that left her shaking and short of breath, knowing her
hopel essness. She was no more than they; the stranger had taken her part because of hisown
pride, because it was what a king should have done, but it was not because she was more than
her cousins.

He had dropped his dagger to use the sword. She bent, dowly, picked it up, he none
objecting; and she waked dowly to the other corner and dashed the strings by which sausages
and white cheeses were hung. Jndl squealed with outrage, provoking a child's outcry from the
loft; Jnd tifled her cry behind bony hands.

And such prizes Jhirun gathered off the floor and brought back to him. "Here" she said,
dropping them at his side on the hearthstones. " Take whatever you can.”

Thisshe said to spitethem dl.

The stableward door opened, and Grandfather Keln led the black horse back in, the
beast gpprehensve of the room and the men. The warrior gathered the reinsinto hisleft hand
and tugged at the saddle, testing the girth, but he never sopped watching the men. "I will take
the blanket, if you will," he said to Jnirun quietly. Tie the food into that and tie it on.”

She bent down and did this, under her kinsmen's outraged eyes, rolled it dl into a neet kit
bound with some of the cheese strings and bound it behind the saddle as he showed her. She
had to reach high to do this, and she feared the tal horse, but she was glad enough to do this for
him.

And then she stood aside while he tugged on the reins and |ed the black horse through
their midst to the open door, none daring to stop him. He paused outside, till on the paving,
dready greyed by the mist that whitened the morning outside. She saw him rise to the saddle,
turn, and the migt took him, and swiftly muffled even the sound of the hooves.

There was nothing left of him, and it was as she had known it would be. She shivered,
and shut her eyes, and redized in her hand was ill one relic of their meeting, one memory of
ancient magics. the hilt of a bone-handled dagger, such as the old Kings had borne to their
burids.

She looked on her kinsmen, who were bleeding with wounds and ragged and ill-smdling,
which he had never been, though he came from the flood, hard-riding; and there was hate in
their faces, which he had not given her, though he was set upon and dmogt killed. She regarded
Cil, sallow-faced, with her strength wasted; and Jindl, from whaose face dl liveliness and love
had long since departed.

"Come here" said Fwar, and reached out to jerk her by the arm, his courage regained.

She whipped the knife across his face, struck flesh and heard him scream, blood across
his mouth; and she whirled and ran, dashed this way and that among them, saw Cil'sface a
mask of horror a her madness, her grandfather drawing Cil back for protection. She held her
hand then, and ran, free, through their midgt, out into the cold and the fog.



The shawl dipped from her shouldersto trail by acorner; she caught it and ran again,
through the black brush that appeared out of the mist. The dogs barked madly. She found the
corner of the rough stone shelter on the west corner of the hold, and there in the brush she sank
down, clutching the knife in bloody fingers and bending over, near to being sck. Her somach
heaved a the memory of Cil's horrified face. Her eyes stung with tears that blurred nothing, for
there was only blank mist about her. She heard shouting through the distorting fog, her cousins
seeking her, cursing her.

And Cil'svoice, full of love and anguish.

Then she did weep, hot tears coursng down her face. She remembered the Cil that had
been, when they were three sisters and the world was wider; then Cil could have understood-
but Cil had made her choice, for safety, for her children. She was afaithful wife to Ger; and
Jhirun knew Ger, who was faithful to nothing, who had laid hands on Jhirun hersdf in the
drunkenness of Midyear, cardess of hiswifés fedings. Jhirun gtill had nightmares of that escape;
and Ger had a scar to remember it.

And Fwar; she knew she had scarred him badly. He would have revenge for it. She had
taken the petty measure of him before them dl, and he could not live without revenge for that.
She sat trembling in the cold white blankness and clutched againgt her breast the gull-token of
the dead king, and the bloody dagger with it

“Jhirun!"

That was her grandfather's voice, frantic and angry. Even to him she could not explain
what she had done, why she had turned a knife on her own cousins, or what set her shuddering
when she looked on her own sgter. Fey, he must say, which others had dways believed; and he
would sgn holy signs over her, and cleanse the house and renew the broken warding spells.

It was without meaning, she thought suddenly, the chanting and the spells. They lived dl
their livesin the shadow of world's end; and her children to Fwar or any man would be born to
aworse age; and their children to the end of the world. They tried to live asif it were
unimportant that the sea was eating away at the marsh and the quakes shaking the stones of the
hold. They lived asif gold could buy them years asit bought them grain. They sought safety and
warmth and comfort asif it would last, and saw nothing that was redl.

There was no peace. The Barrow-king had swept through their lives like awind out of
the dark; and peace was at an end, but they saw nothing.

To accept Fwar, until she had no spirit |eft; or until she killed him or he killed her, that
was the choice she was given.

She drew a great mouthful of air, like one drowning, and stared into the white
nothingness and knew that she was not going back. She gathered her limbs under her, and rose
and moved quietly through the migt.

Her kinsmen were down by the bank, cdling to each other, seeking whether she had left
in the boat. Soon they found the gold that was |ft there, dbandoned in the night. Their voices
exclaimed in profane greed. Already they were fighting over the prizes she had brought.

She cared nothing for this. She had no more desire for gold or for anything that they
vaued. She moved quietly round by the stable's outside door, cracked it so that she could see
in without being seen. The goats blested and the birds stirred in the loft, so that her heart froze
in her and she knew that the houseward door would be flung open and her presence in the
outer stable discovered upon the ingtant. But there was no stir from the house. She could ill
hear the shouting down by the boat, distant and angry voices. There would be no better chance



than this.

She dipped insde, went to the pony's stall and eased the gate open. Then she took the
hater from its peg and dipped it on him, backed him out. He did not want to leave his stable
when she reached the outside door, laid back his ears at the weather, but he came when she
tugged on the rope- stolid, thick-necked little pony that bore their burdens and amused the
children. She grasped the clipped mane and rolled up onto his back, her legs finding pleasant
the warmth of hisfat sdes, and she nudged him with her bare heds and set him moving
downdope, having to fight him at first: he thought he knew the trail she wanted, and was
mistaken, and had to be persuaded otherwise.

The water had sunk away in the channd this morning, and kept to center. The pony's
hooves made deep gougesin the mire, betraya when the sun should clear the mist away, and

the pony had careful work to find away up the next bank: marshbred, the little beast, that
knew hisway among the flooded ides, far surdier for such travelling than the dender-legged
horse of the stranger-king. Jhirun patted his neck as they came up safely on the next hill, her
legs wet to the knees; and the pony tossed his head and blew a puff of excitement, moving
quickly, senang by now that things were not ordinary this morning, that it was not aworkday.

In and out among the Barrow-hills they traveled, in places so treacherous she must often
dismount and lead the pony. Her bare feet were muddy and numb with cold, and the mist clung
asit could on chill days. Shefdt the aches of her flight of the night before, the weariness of a
night without deep, but she had no desire to rest. Fwar would find the tracks, Fwar would
pursue, if none of the others would. The thought of him coming on her done, without his father
and brother to restrain him, made her sick with fear.

Eventualy in the mist she found the way she sought, the stones of the old Road, and solid
footing for the pony. She climbed astride again, absorbing the warmth of the pony's Sdes, her
damp shawl wrapped about her. She congratulated hersalf on having € uded pursuit, began for
the firg time to believe she might make it away clear. Even the pony moved gladly, his unshod
hooves sounding hollowly on the stones and echoing back off unseen hills,

It was the only Road left in al Hiug, kha-made and more ancient than the Kings. Any
who followed her mugt find her if she delayed; but they must come afoot, and she had the
pony's strength under her.

Somewhere ahead, she believed, rode the stranger-king, for anorthward track had
brought him to Barrows-hold, and there was no way but this for arider to take. She had no
hope of overtaking him on that fine long-legged horse, not once they had both reached the
Road itsdlf; but in her degpest hopes she thought he might expect her, wait for her-that he
would become her guide through the terror of the wide marsh.

But aready he faded in her mind, avison that belonged to the dark; and now things were

white and gray. Only the gull-image & her heart and the bone-
handled dagger in the waistband of her skirt proved that he had ever existed, and that she was
mogt coldly sane, more than dl her kinsmen.

In her common sense she knew that she was bound for grief, that she was cagting herself
into the hands of marshlanders or worse, who would learn, as her cousins knew, that she
dreamed dreams, and hate her, as Chadrih-folk hated her, Ewon's fey daughter. But al the
terror her nightmares had ever held seemed this morning a her back, hovering about Barrows-
hold with a thickness that made it impossible to bresthe. Desth was there; she fdlt it, close,
close and waiting. Away from Barrows-hold was relief from that pressure; it grew lessand less



as sherode away .. . not to Aren, to hope for that drab misery, within constant reach of Fwar.
She chose to bdlieve that she travelled to Shiuan, where holds sat rich and secure, where folk
possessed Hiua gold. It was not so important to reach it as it was to go, now, now, now: the
urgency beat in her blood like the heet of fever, beyond dl reason.

Socha had smiled the morning she parted from them; Jhirun recalled her wrapped in
aunlight, the boat gliding from the landing as it parted into that golden light: Socha had taken
such aleave, a Hnoth, when madness swelled as the waters swelled in their channels. Jhirun let
hersdf wonder the darker thoughts that she had always chased from her mind, whether Socha
had lived long, swept out into the great gray seerwhat night might have been for her, adrift in so
much water, what horrid plunging of great monsters sporting near the shell of aboat; and in
what mind Socha had come to the end,-whether she had wept for Barrows-hold and a life such
as Cil had accepted. Jhirun did not think so.

She drew the gull amulet from between her breests, safe to see it now in daylight, safe
where no one would take it from her; and she thought of the king under the hill, and the
sranger-himsdlf driven by anightmare as her own drove her.

The whiterider, the fair rider, the woman behind him: day and white mi<, as he was of
the dark. In the night she had shuddered at his ravings, thinking of white feathers and of what
lay againgt her heart, that seventh and unfavorable power-that once had prisoned him, before a
Barrows-girl had come where she ought not.

The gull glittered coldly in her hand, wings spread, athing of ancient and sinister beaty,

emblem of the blankness at the edge of the world, out of which
only the white gulls came, like logt souls: Morgen-Angharan, that the marshlanders cursed, that
the Kings had followed to their ruin-the white Queen, who was Degth. A nagging fear urged her
to throw the amulet far into the marsh. Hnoth was coming, asit had come for Socha, when earth
and seaand sky went mad and the dreams came, driving her where no sane person would go.
But her hand closed firmly about it, possessing it, and in time she dipped it back into her bodice
to Say.

She could not see what lay about her in the mist. The pony's hooves rang sometimes on
bare stone, sometimes splashed through water or trod on dick mud. The dim shapes of the hills
loomed in the thick air and passed her dowly like humps of some vast serpent, submerged in
the marsh, now on this side of the Road and now on the other.

Something tall and thin sood beside the roadway. The pony clopped on toward it, and
Jhirun's heart beet fagter, her fingers clenched upon the rein, the while she assured hersdlf that
the pony would not so blithely gpproach any dangerous beast. Then it took shape clearly, one
of the Standing Stones, edgewise. She knew it now, and had not redlized how far she had
ridden in the mist.

More and more of such stones were about her now. She well knew where she was: the
ruined khdin hold of Nias Hill was nearby, stones which had stood before the Moon was
broken. She rode now on the border of the marshlands.

Thelittle pony waked golidly on hisway, smal hooves ringing on stone and now muffled
by earth; and dl that she could seein the gray world were the nearest ones and the smdll

patch of earth on which the pony trod, asif creetion itsalf were unravelled before and behind,
and only where she rode remained solid. So it might be if one rode beyond the edge of the
world.

And riding over soft ground, she looked down and saw the prints of larger hooves.



The Road rose again from that point, so that earth no longer covered it, and the ancient
gtone surface lay bare. Three Standing Stones made a gathering of shadows in the mist just of f
the Road. Digtantly came an echo off the Stones, dow and doubling the sound of the pony's
hooves. Jhirun little liked the place, that was old before the Barrows were reared. Her hands
clenched on the pony's short mane as well as on therein, for he walked warily now, his head
lifted and with the least uncertainty in his gait The echoes continued; and of a sudden camethe
ring of metal on stone, a shod horse.

Jhirun drove her hedsinto the pony's fat Sdes, gathering her courage, forcing the unwilling
animd ahead.

The black horse took shape before her, horse and rider, awaiting her. The pony balked.
Jhirun gave him her hedls again and made him go, and the warrior stayed for her, adark shadow
in the fog. His face came clear; he wore a peaked helm, awhite scarf about it now. She
stopped the pony.

"l cameto find you," she said, and his lack of welcome was aready sending uncertainties
winding about her heart, a sense of something utterly changed.

"Who are you?' he asked, which totaly confounded her; and when she stared at him:
"Where do you come from? From that hold atop the hill?"

She began to reckon that she was in truth going mad, and pressed her chilled hands to
her face and shivered, her shaggy pony standing dwarfed by that tall black horse.

With agentle ripple of water, aring of shod hooves on stone, a gray horse appeared out
of the migt. Astride him was awoman in awhite cloak, and her hair as pae as the day, as white
as hoarfrost.

A woman, the warrior had breathed in his nightmare, arider al white, the woman that
follows me-

But she came to a hdt beside him, white queen and dark king together, and Jhirun reined
adde her pony to flee the sght of them.

The black horse overrushed her, the warrior's hand tearing the rein from her fingers. The
pony shied off from such treatment, and the short mane failed her exhausted fingers. His body
twisted under her and she tumbled down his dick back, seeing blind fog about her, up or down
she knew not until shefell on her back and the Dark went over her.

BOOK TWO

Chapter Four

It was not, even within the woods, like Kursh or Andur. Water flowed softly here, a
hostile whisper about the hills. The moon that glowed through the fog was too great a moon, a
weight upon the sky and upon the soul; and the air was rank with decay.

Vanye was glad to return to the fire, bearing his burden of gathered branches, to kned by
that warmth that drove back the fog and overlay the stench of decay with fragrant smoke.

They had within the ruin adegree of shelter at least, dthough Vanye's Kurshin soul
abhorred the builders of it: ancient stones that seemed once to have been the corner of some
vadt hdll, the remnant of an arch. The gray horse and the black had pasturage on the low hill that
lay back of the ruin, and the shaggy pony was tethered gpart from the two for its safety’s sake.



The black animals were shadow-shapes beyond the trees, and gray Siptah seemed awraith-
horse in the fog: three shapes that moved and grazed at |eisure behind a screen of moisture-
beaded branches.

The girl's brown shawl was drying on astone by the fire. Vanye turned it to dry the other
Sde, then began to feed branches into the fire, wood so moisture-laden it snapped and hissed
furioudy and gave off hitter clouds of smoke. But the fire blazed up after amoment, and Vanye
rested gratefully in that warmth-took off the white-scarfed helm and pushed back the lesther
coif, freeing his brown hair, that was cut even with hisjaw: no warrior's braid-he had logt that
right, dong with his honor.

He sat, ams folded across his knees, staring at the girl who lay in Morgaines white
cloak, in Morgaines care. A warm cloak, adry bed, a saddlebag for a pillow: thiswas as much
asthey could do for the child, who responded little. He thought that the fal might have shaken
her forever from her wits, for she shivered intermittently in her silence, and stared a them both
with wild, mad eyes. But she seemed quieter since he had been sent out for wood-asign, he
thought, either of better or of worse.

When he was wanned through, he arose, returned quietly to Morgaine's sde, from which
he had been banished. He wondered that Morgaine spent so much attention on the child-little
enough good that she could do; and he expected now that she would bid him go back to the
fire and stay there.

"Y ou speak with her," Morgaine said quietly, to his dismay; and as she gave place for
him, rising, he knelt down, captured at once by the girl's eyes-mad, soft eyes, like awild
creature's. The girl murmured something in a plaintive tone and reached for him; he gave his
hand, uneasily feding the gentle touch of her fingers curling round his.

"She has found you," she said, a mere breath, accented, difficult to understand. "She has
found you, and are you not afraid? | thought you were enemies.”

He knew, then. He was chilled by such words, conscious of Morgaine's presence at his
back. ™Y ou have met my cousin,” he said. "His name is Chya Roh-among others.”

Her lips trembled, and she gazed a him with clearing sensein her dark eyes. "Yes" she
sad at last "Y ou are different; | see that you are.”

"Where is Roh?' Morgaine asked.

The threat in Morgaine's voice drew the girl's attention. She tried to move, but Vanye did
not loose her hand. Her eyes turned back to him.

"Who are you?' she asked. "Who are you?"'

"Nhi Vanye," he answered in Morgaine's silence, for he had struck her down, and she
was due a least hisnamefor it: "Nhi Vanyei Chya. Who are you?'

"Jhirun Elas-daughter,” she said, and added: "I am going north, to Shiuan-"asiif thisand
herself wereinseparable.

"And Roh?' Morgaine dropped to her knee and seized her by the arm. Jhirun's hand left
his. For amoment the girl Sared into Morgaine's face, her lips trembling.

"Let be" Vanye asked of hisliege. "Liyo-let be”

Morgaine thrust the girl's arm free and arose, waked back to the firesde. For some little
time the girl Jhirun stared in that direction, her face set in shock. "Dai-khd," she murmured
findly.

Dai-khd: high-clan qujd, Vanye understood that much. He followed Jhirun's glance back

to Morgaine, who sat by thefire, dim, clad in black legther, her



hair ashining pdlor in the firdight. Here too the Old Ones were known, and feared.

He touched the girl's shoulder. She jerked from hisfingers. "If you know where Rohis”
he sad, "tell us”

"l do not."

He withdrew his hand, unease growing in him. Her accents were strange; he hated the
place, the ruins-al this haunted land. It was a dream, in which he had entrapped himsdlf; yet he
had struck flesh when he rode againgt her, and she bled, and he did not doubt that he could,
that it was well possible to die here, beneeth this insane and lowering sky. In the fird night, lost
looking about him at the world, he had prayed; increasingly he feared that it was blasphemy to
do s in thisland, that these barren, drowning hills were Hell, in which dl lost souls recognized
each other.

"When you took me for him," he said to her, "you said you came to find me. Then heis
on thisroad.”

She shut her eyes and turned her face away, dismissing him, weak as she was and with
the sweat of shock beading her brow. He was forced to respect such courage-she a peasant
and himsdlf once awarrior of clan Nhi. For fear, for very terror in this Hell, he had ridden
againg her and her little pony with the force he would have used againgt an armed warrior; and
it was only good fortune that her skull was not shattered, that she had falen on soft earth and
not on stone.

"Vanye" sad Morgane from behind him.

He left the girl and went to the Side of his liege-sat down, arms folded on his knees, next
the fire's warmth. She was frowning a him, displeased, whether a him or at something ese, he
was not sure. She held in her hand asmdl object, a gold ornament

"She has dedlt with him," Morgaine said, thin-lipped. "He is somewhere about-with
ambush lad, it may wdl be"

"We cannot go on pushing the horses. Liyo, there is no knowing what we may meet"

"She may know. Doubtless she knows."

"Sheisafrad of you," he objected softly. "Liyo, let metry to ask her. We must rest the
horses, thereistime, thereistime.”

"What Roh has touched,” she said, "is not trustworthy. Remember it. Here. A keegpsake."

He held out his hand, thinking she meant the ornament. A blade flashed into her hand,
and to his, sending a chill to his heart, for it was an Honor-blade, one for suicide. At first he
thought it hers, for it was, like hers, Koriswork. Then he redized it was not

It was Roh's.

"Keepit," she said, "in place of your own."

He took it unwillingly, dipped it into the long-empty sheeth a hisbelt. "Avert,” he
murmured, crossing himsdif.

"Avert," she echoed, paying homage to beliefs he was never sure she shared, and made
the pious gesture that sedled it, wishing the omen from him, theiill-luck of such ablade. "Return
it to him, if you will. That pure-faced child was carrying it. Remember that when you are moved
to gentility with her."

Vanye sank down from his crouch to Sit crossegged by her, oppressed by foreboding.
The unaccustomed weight of the blade at his belt was crud mockery, unintended, surely
unintended. He was wegponless, Morgaine thought of practicaities-and of other things.

Kill him, her meaning was. it isyours to do. He had taken the blade, lacking the will to



object. He had abandoned dl right to object. Suddenly he felt everything tightly woven about
him: Roh, agtrange girl, alost dagger-a net of ugly complexities.

Morgaine held out her hand a second time, dropped into histhe small gold object, abird
on the wing, exquisitely wrought. He closed his hand on it, dipped it into his belt. Return that to
her, he understood, and consented. She isyoursto ded with.

Morgaine leaned forward and fed bits of wood into the fire, smal piecesthat charred
rapidly into red-edged black. Firelight gleamed on the edge of silver mail at her shoulder,
bathed her tanned face and pale eyes and pae hair: in one unnatura light in the gathering dark.
Qujd-faii she was, dthough she disclaimed that unhuman blood. He himself was of the digtant
mountains of Andur-Kursh, of a canton called Morija; but that was not her heritage. Perhaps
her birthplace was here, where she had brought him. He did not ask. He smelled the salt wind
and the pervading reek of decay, and knew that he was logt, aslost as ever aman could be.
His beloved mountains, those wals of hisworld, were gone. It was asif some power had
hurled down the limits of the world and shown him the ugliness beyond. The sun was pae and
distant from this land, the stars had shifted in their places, and the moons-the moons defied dl
reason.

The fire grew higher as Morgainefed it. "Is that not enough?' he asked, forcing that
dlence that the dien ruins held, full of age and evil. He felt naked because of that light, exposed
to every enemy that might be abroad this night; but Morgaine smply shrugged and tossed afind
and larger stick onto the blaze. She had weapons enough. Perhaps she reckoned it was her
enemies lives sherisked by that bright fire. She was arrogant in her power, madly arrogant a
times- though there were moments when he suspected she did such things not to tempt her
enemies, but in some darker contest, to tempt fate.

The heat touched him painfully as adight breeze tirred, the firgt hint they had had of any
wind that might disperse the mist; but the breeze died and the warmth flowed away again.
Vanye shivered and stretched out his hand to the fire until the hest grew unbearable, then
clasped that hand to his ribs and warmed the other.

There was a hill beyond the flood, and a Gate among Standing Stones, and thiswas the
way that they had ridden, a dark, unnaturd path. Vanye did not like to remember it, that
moment of dark dreaming in which he had passed from there to here, like the fdl at the edge of
dep: he seadied himsdf evenin thinking of it.

Likewise Morgaine had come, and Chya Roh before them, into aland thet lay at the Sde
of avast river, under a sky that never appeared over Andur-Kursh.

Morgaine unwrapped their supplies, and they shared food in slence. It was dmost the
last they had, after which they must somehow live off this blesk land. Vanye ate sparingly,
wondering whether he should offer to Jhirun, or whether it was not kinder to let her rest. Most
of dl he doubted Morgaine would favor it, and at last he decided to let matters be. He washed
down the last mouthful with ameager Sp of the good wine of Baien, saving some back; and sat
garing into the fire, turning over and over in his mind what they were to do with the girl Jhirun.
He dreaded knowing. No good name had Morgaine among men; and some of it was deserved.

"Vanye. Isthee regretting?”

He looked up, saw that Morgaine had been staring at him in the ruddy light, eyes that
were in daylight sea-gray, world-gray, quja-gray. That gentle, ancient accent had power more
than the wind to chill him, reminding him that she had known more Gates than one, that she had
learned his tongue of men long deed; she forgot, sometimes, what age she lived in.



He shrugged.

"Roh," she said, "is no longer kin to you. Do not brood on it"

"When | find him," he sad, "1 will kill him. | have sworn thet."

"Wasit for thet," she asked him findly, "that you came?'

He gazed into the fire, unable to speak doud the unease that rose in him when she began
to encircle him with such questions. She was not of his blood. He had l€ft his own land,
abandoned everything to follow her. There were some things that he did not let himself reason
to their logica end.

She left the sllence on him, a ifling weight; and he opened his hand, twice scarred across
the pam with the Claiming by blood and ash. By that, he was kin to her, bound in service,
without conscience, honorless save for her honor, which he served. This parting-gift his clan
had bestowed on him, like the shorn hair that marked him felon and outlaw, a man fit only for
hanging. Brother-dayer, bastard-born: no other liege would have wanted such a man, only
Morgaine, whose name was a curse wherever she was known. It was irony thet in-service,
penance for murder, had left him far more blood-guilty than ever he had come to her.

And Roh remained yet to ded with.

"I came," he sad, "because | sworeiit to you."

Shethrust at the fire with a stick, sending sparks doft like stars on the wind. "Mad," she
judged bitterly. "I set thee free, told thee plainly thee had no possible place outside Kursh,
outside the law and the folk thee knows. | wish thee had believed it"

He acknowledged this truth with a shrug. He knew the workings of Morgaine's mind
better than any living; and he knew the Claim she had set on bun, that had nothing to do with his
scarred hand; and the Claim that someone else had set on her, crueller than any oath. Her
necessity lay sheathed at her Sde, that dragon-hilted sword that was no true sword, but a
wegpon dl the same. It was the only bond that had ever truly claimed her, and she hated it
above dl other evils, qujd or human.

I have no honor, she had warned him once. It is unconscionable that | should take risks
with the burden | carry. | have no luxury |eft for virtues.

Another thing she had told him that he had never doubted: | would kill you too if it were
necessary.

She hunted qujd, she and the named-blade Changdling. The quja she hunted now wore
the shape of Chya Roh. She sought Gates, and followed therein a compulsion more than half
madness, that gave her neither peace nor happiness. He could understand thisin some part: he
had held Changding in his own hands, had wielded its dien evil, and there had come such a
weight on his soul afterward that no penance of in-service could ever cleanse him of
remembering.

"Thelaw is" he sad, "tha you may bid me leave your service, but you cannot order it. If
| gay, | remainilin, but that is my choice and not yours."

"No one ever refused to leave service”

"Surely,” he said, "there have been ilin before me that found no choice. A man is maimed
in sarvice, for ingdance; he might starve dsawhere, but while he saysilin, hisliyo must at leest
feed him and his horse, however foul the trestment he may receive in other natters. Y ou cannot
make me leave you, and your charity was always more generous than my brother's.”

"You are nether hat nor blind,” Morgaine retorted; she was not accustomed to being
answered with levities.



He made a gesture of dismissa, knowing for once he had touched through her guard. He
caught something bewildered in her expression in that instant, something terrified. It destroyed
his satisfaction. He would have said something further, but she glanced aside from him with a
sudden scowl, removing his opportunity.

"Therewas a least atime you chose for yoursdf,” she said a last. "1 gave you that, Nhi
Vanye. Remember it someday."

"Aye" he sad carefully. "Only so you give me the same grace, liyo, and remember that |
chose what | wanted."

She frowned the more deeply. "As you will," she said. "Wl enough." And for atime she
gazed into the fire, and then the frown grew pensive, and she was gazing toward their prisoner,
alook that betrayed some inner war. Vanye began to suspect something ugly in her mind, that
was somehow entangled with her questions to him; he wished that he knew what it was.

"Liyo," he sad, "likely the girl isharmless™

"Thee knows 07"

She mocked him in hisignorance. He shrugged, made a helpless gesture. "'l do not think,"

he said, "that Roh would have had time to prepare any
ambush."

"Thetime of Gatesis not world-time." She hurled a bit of bark into the flames, dusted her
hands. "Go, go, we have time now that one of us could be deegping, and we are wasting it. Go
to deep.”

"She?" he asked, with anod toward Jhirun.

"l will speak with her."

"Youres," he urged her after amoment, inwardly braced against some irrationa anger.
Morgaine was distraught this night, exhausted-they both were. Her dim hands were tightly
laced about her knee, clenched until the strain was evident. Tired as he was, he sensed
something greaily amiss. "Liyo, let me have firgt watch.”

She sghed, asif at that offer al the weariness came over her a once, the weight of mall
that could make a strong man's bones ache, days of riding that wore even upon him, Kurshin
and born to the saddle. She bowed her head upon her knee, then flung it back and straightened
her shoulders. "Aye" she said hoarsdly, "aye, that | will agree to gladly enough.”

She gathered hersdf to her feet, Changding in her hand; but to his amazement she offered
it to him, sheathed and crosswise.

It never |eft her, never. By night she dept with that evil thing; she never waked from
where it lay, not more than aroom's width before she turned and took it up again. When she
rode, it was either under her knee on the gray horse's saddle, or across her shoulders on her
sword belt

He did not want even to touch it, but he took it and gathered it to him carefully; and she
left him so, beside the fire. Perhaps, he thought she was concerned that the warrior who
guarded her deep not do so unarmed; perhaps she had some subtler purpose, reminding him
what governed her own choices. He considered this, watching her settle to deep in that corner
of the ruin where the stones gtill made an arch. She had their saddles for pillow and windbresk,
the coarse saddle-blankets, unfolded, for a covering: he had lost his own cloak the same way he
had logt his sword, ese it would have been his cloak that was lent their injured prisoner, not
hers. The consciousness of this vexed him. He had come to her with nothing that would have
made their way easier, and borrowed upon what she had.



Y et Morgaine trusted him. He knew how hard it was for her to dlow another hand on
Changeling, which was obsesson with her; she need not have lent
it, and did; and he did not know why. He was al too aware, in the long silence after she seemed
to have fdlen adeep, how clear atarget the fire made him.

Roh, if his hands retained any of their former sKkill, was a bowman of the Korish forests,
and a Chya bowman was a shadow, aflitting ghost where there was cover. Likey too the girl
Jhirun had kinsmen hereabouts seeking her, if Roh himsdlf did not. And perhaps-Vanye's
shoulders prickled at the thought-Morgaine set atrap by means of that bright fire, disregarding
his life and hers; she was capable of doing 0, lending him her chiefest wegpon to ease her
conscience, knowing thet this, at least, he could use.

He rested the sword between his knees, the dragon-hilt againg his heart, daring not so
much asto lie down to ease the torment of the mail on his shoulders, for he was unbearably
tired, and his eyes were heavy. He listened to the faint sounds of the horses grazing in the dark,
reassured congtantly by their soft stirrings. Nightsounds had begun, sounds much like home: the
cresk of frogs, the occasiond splash of water as some denizen of the marsh hunted.

And there was the matter of Jhirun, that Morgaine had set upon him.

He tucked a chill hand to his bdit, felt the rough surface of the Honor-blade's hilt,
wondering how Roh fared, wondering whether he were equdly logt, equdly afraid. The
crackling of thefire at his sde brought back other memories, of another fireside, of Ra-korison
awinter's evening, of arefuge once offered him, when no other refuge existed: Roh, who had
been willing to acknowledge kinship with an outlawed kin.

He had been moved to love Roh once, Roh adone of dl his kinsmen; an honest man and
brave, Chya Roh i Chya. But the man he had known in Ra-koris was dead, and what
possessed Roh's shape now was quja, ancient and deadly hogtile.

The Honor-blade was not for enemies, but the last resort of honor; Roh would have
chosen that way, if he had had the chance. He had not. Within Gates, souls could be torn from
bodies and man and man confounded, the living with the dying. Such was the evil that had taken
Chya Roh; Roh was truly dead, and what survived in him wanted killing, for Roh's sake.

Vanye drew the blade partly from its shegth, touched that razor edge with gentle fingers, a

tightnessin his throat, wondering how, of al possessions that
Roh might have logt, it had been this, that no warrior would choose to abandon.

She has found you, the girl had said, mistaking them in their kinsmen's resemblance. Are
you not afraid?

It occurred to him that Roh himsdlf had feared Morgaine, loathed her, who had
destroyed his ancestors and the power that had been Koris.

But Roh was dead. Morgaine, who had witnessed it, had said that Roh was dead.

Vanye clenched both hands about Changeling's cold shegth, averted his eyes from the fire
and saw Jhirun awake and garing a him.

She had knowledge of Roh. Morgaine had |eft the matter to him, and he loathed what he
had asked, redized it for what it truly was-that he did not want the answers.

Suddenly the girl broke contact with his eyes, hurled hersdf to her feet and for the
shadows.

He sprang up and crossed the intervening distance before she could take more than two
seps-saized her arm and set her down again on the cloak, Changeling safely out of her reech in
the bend of his other arm. She struck him, a solid blow across the temple, and he shook her,



angered. A second time she hit him, and thistime he did hurt her, but she did not cry out-not a
sound came from her but gasps for breath, when woman might have appealed to woman-not to
Morgaine. He knew whom she feared mogt; and when she had stopped struggling he relaxed
his grip, reckoning that she would not run now. She jerked free and stayed till, breething hard.

"Bedill," he whispered. "I shdl not touch you. Y ou will be wiser not to wake my lady.”

Jhirun gathered Morgaine's white cloak up about her shoulders, up to her chin. "Give me
back my pony and my belongings,” she said. Her accent and her shivering together made her
very difficult to understand. "Let me go. | swear | will tell no one. No one.”

"l cannot,” he said. "Not without her leave. But we are not thieves™" He searched in his
belt and found the gull-ornament, offering it. She snaiched it, careful not even to touch his hand,
and clenched it with the other hand under her chin. She continued to Stare at him, fierce dark
gyes glittering. In the firdight. The bruised cheek gave the left eye a shadow. "You are his
cousn?' she asked. "And his enemy?’

“Inmy house" he said, "that is nothing unusud.”

"Hewaskind to me."

He gave a sour twist of thelips. "You are fair to look upon, and | would hardly be

surprised at that."

Sheflinched. Thelook of outrage in her eyes was like a physical rebuff, reminding him
that even a peasant girl was born with honor, a digtinction that he could not claim. She looked
very young, frightened of him and of her circumstances. After amoment it was he that looked
aside.

"l beg pardon,” he said; and when she kept along slence, till breething asif she had
been running: "How did you mest him, and when?"'

"Last night," she said, words that filled him with relief, on many accounts. "He cameto
us, hurt, and my folk tried to rob and kill him. He was too quick for us. And he could have
killed everyone, but he did not. And he was kind to me." Her voice trembled on the word,
inggtent thistime on being understood. "He went away without stedling anything, even though
he wasin need of everything. He only took what belonged to him, and what | gave him."

"Heisda-uyo," he answered her. "A gentleman.”

"A great lord."

"He has been that."

Her eyes reckoned him up and down and seemed perplexed. And what are you? he
imagined her thoughts in that moment, hoping that she would not ask. The shame of his shorn
hair, the meaning of the white scarf of the ilin-perhgps she understood, reckoning the difference
between him and Chya Roh, highborn, cousin. He could not explain. Changeling rested across
his knee; he was conscious of it asif it were aliving thing: Morgaine's forbidding presence,
binding him to slence.

"What will you do with him when you have found him?* Jhirun asked.

"What would you have done?"

She gathered her knees up within the fur and stared at him. She looked asif she were
expecting him to strike her, as if she were prepared to bear that-for Roh's sake.

"What were you doing," he asked her, "riding out here with no cloak and no food? Y ou
cannot have planned to go far.”

"l am going to Shiuan,” she said. Her eyes brimmed with tears, but her jaw was s&t. "'l am
from the Barrow-hills, and | can hunt and fish and | had my pony-until you took him."



"How did you get the dagger?'
"Heleft it behind."

"It isan Honor-blade," he said harshly. "A man would not so casudly leave that
behind."

"There wasthefight," she said in alow voice, "I was going to give it back when | found
him. | was only going to useit until then."

Togut fish."

She flinched from the spite in hisvoice. "Where ishe?' he asked.

"1 do not know, I do not know. He said nothing. He only left.”

Vanye sared a her, weighing her answers, and she edged back from him asif she did
not like his expresson. "Go to deep,” he bade her suddenly, and rose and I€eft her there,
looking back nevertheless to be sure she did not make some rash bid to escape. She did not.
He sdttled again on his stone by thefire, so that he could watch her. For atime she continued
to stare a him through the flames; aoruptly she flung hersdf down and hid hersdf in the cloak.

He st his hands together on Changeling's pomme, resting againgt it, dl his peace
destroyed by the things that she had said.

He understood her loyalty to Roh, even as a stranger; he knew his cousin's manner, that
way of reaching for the heart of any who dedt with him-as once Roh had drawn him in spite of
Roh's other fallings. It was painful to know that this agpect of the man was il intact, that he
had his former gentleness, his honesty-all those graces that had been Chya Roh.

But it wasilluson. Nothing of Roh's soul or essence could survive. Morgaine had sad it,
and therefore it was 0. Return it to him, Morgaine bade him, arming him. He thought of racing
Roh at weapons edge, and another nightmare returned to him, a courtyard in Morija-aflash of
blades, a brother's dying. Of that he was guilty. To destroy, to plunge home that blade when it
was Roh's face and voice, for this possbly he could prepare himsdlf. . . . But, o Heaven, he
thought, Sckness turning in him, it should be more than outward seeming-

He was kind to me, the girl had said. He went away without stedling anything, even
though he was in need of everything.

There was no kindness in the quja, who had sought his life and taken Roh'sin its place,

nothing so Smple or so human as kindness, only sweset
persuasiveness, the power to convince with seeming logic, to play on aman's worst fears and
darkest impulses and promise what he had no intention of giving.

Nor was there honor-the manner of a high-clan warrior, a clan lord, who would not
stoop to thievery, not even in great need: that was not the manner of the being who had lied and
murdered and stolen through three generations of men, taking what he desired-even the body in
which he lived. Generosity was unknown to him.

That was not the qujd. It was the manner of Roh himsdf, Chya and more prideful than
practicd, the blood they both shared; it was Roh.

"Vanye"

He spun toward the whigper, the tread upon leaves, heart frozen a the sght of the
shadowy figure, even when he knew it was only Morgaine. He was embarrassed that he had
not heard her moving, though she was herself adopted Chya, and walked silently enough when
ghe chose; but the more he was disturbed for the thoughts in which she had come upon him-
that betrayed his oath, while she trusted him.

For amoment he felt that she read him. She shrugged then, and settled besde thefire. "'l



am not disposed to deep,” she sad.

Didtress, displeasure-with what, or whom, he could not tell; her eyes met his, disturbing
him, griking fear into him. She was capable of irraiondity.

Knowing this, still he stayed with her; at such times he remembered that he was not the
first who had done so-that she had far more of comrades blood to her account than that of
enemies-that she had dain far more who had shared bread with her than ever she had of those
she had wished to harm.

Roh was one such that had crossed her path, and deserved pity for it; Vanye thought of
Roh, and of himsdlf, and in that ingtant there was a distance between himsdf and Morgaine. He
thrust Roh from hismind.

"Do we move on?' he asked her. It was arisk and he knew it, that she might seize upon it
in her present mood; he saw that it tempted her sordly-but since he had offered, she was
obliged to use reason.

"We will move early,” she said. "Go rest.”

He was glad of the dismissd, knowing her present mood; and his eyes burned with

fatigue. He took the sword in his hands and gave it to her, anxiousto
berid of it, senang her distress to be parted from it. Perhaps, he thought, this had disturbed her
deep. Shefolded it into her arms and leaned forward to thefire, asif having it comforted her. "It
has been quiet,” he said.

"Good," she answered, and before he could gather himsdlf to hisfeet: "Vanye?'

"Aye?' He sttled back to his place, wanting, and not wanting, to share her thoughts, the
things that had robbed her of deep.

"Did thee trust what she said?"

She had heard then, listening to al that had passed. He was a once guiltily anxious,
trying to remember what things he had said aoud and what he had held in his heart; and he
glanced a Jhirun, who still dept, or pretended to. "I think it was the truth,” he said. "Sheis
ignorant-of us, of everything that concerns us. Best we leave her in the morning.”

"She will be safer in our company atime.

"No," he protested. Things came to mind that he dared not say doud, hurtful things, the
reminder that their company had not been fortunate for others.

"And we will be the safer for it," she said, in atill voice that brooked no argument.

"Aye" he sad, forcing the word. He fdlt a hollowness, a sense of foreboding so heavy
that it made bregth difficult.

"Takeyour rest," she said.

He departed the warmth of the fire, sought the warm nest that she had quitted. When he
lay down amid their gear and drew the coarse blankets over him, every muscle was taut and
trembling.

He wished that Ela's-daughter had escaped them when she had run-or better till, that
they had missed each other in the fog and never met.

He shifted to his other side, and stared into the blind dark, remembering home, and other
forests, knowing that he had entered an exile from which there was no return.

The Gate behind them was sedled. The way lay forward from here, and it occurred to
him with increasing unease that he did not know where he was going, that never again would
he know where he was going.

Morgaine, hisarms, and a stolen Andurin horse: that comprised the world that he knew.



And now there was Roh, and a child who had about the foreboding of aworld he did not
want to know-his own burden, Jhirun Elas-daughter, for
it was hisimpulse that had laid ambush for her, when by al other chances she might have ridden
on her way.

Chapter Five

“Vanye."

He wakened to the grip of Morgaine's hand on hisarm, startled out of a deep deeper
than he was wont.

"Get the horses" she said. The wind was whipping fiercely at the swaying branches
overhead, drawing her fair hair into a stream in the darkness. "It is close to dawn. | let you deep
aslong as| could, but the weather isturning on us."

He murmured a response, arose, rubbing at his eyes. When he glanced at the sky he saw
the north flashing with lightnings, beyond the restless trees. Wind sighed coldly through the
leaves.

Morgaine was aready snatching up their blankets and folding them. For his part he left
the ring of firdight and felt his way downdope among the stones of the ruins, across the narrow
channd and up again to the rise where the horses were tethered. They snorted darm at his
coming, aready uneasy at the weether; but Siptah recognized him and caled softly- gray Siptah,
gentler-mannered than his own Andurin gelding. He took the gray and Jhirun's homely pony
together and led them back the way he had come, up again into the ruins.

Jhirun was awake. He saw her sanding as he came into the firelight, opened his mouth to
gpeak some gentle word to her; but Morgaine intervened, taking the horses. "I will tend them,”
she said brusquely. "See to your own."

He hesitated, looking beyond her shoulder to Jhirun's frightened face, and felt a deep
unesse, leaving her to Morgaine's charge; but there was no time for disputes, and there was no
privacy for argument. He turned and plunged back into the shadows, making what haste he
could, not knowing againgt what he was racing, the sscorm or Morgaine's nature.

Dawn was coming. He found the black gelding a shadow in a dark that was less than
complete, dthough the boiling clouds held back the light He freed the horse, hauled firmly on the
cheekstrap as the ungentle beast nipped at him, then in his haste swung up bareback and rode
back with halter done, down across the stream and up again among the trees and the ruins.

He was rdieved to find Jhirun camly stting by the dying fire, wrapped in her brown
shawl, eating a bit of bread. Morgaine was doing as she had said, tending to Siptah's saddling;
and she bore Changeling on her shoulder harness, as she would when she judged the Situation
less than secure.

"l have told her that she is coming with us" Morgaine sad, as he dighted and flung the
blanket up to the gelding's back. He said nothing, unhappy in Morgaings intention. He bent and
heaved the saddle up, settled it and reached under for the girth. "She seemed agreegble in the
matter,” Morgaine said, seeming determined to draw some word from him on the subject.

He gave attention to his work, avoiding her eyes. "At least," he said, "she might ride
double with me. She has a head wound. We might give her that grace-by your leave.”

"Asyou will,” said Morgaine after amoment. She rolled her white cloak into its oiled-



leather covering and tied it behind her saddle. With ajerk of the thongs she finished, and
gathered up Siptah's reins, leading the horse toward the fire, where Jhirun sat.

Jhirun stopped eating, and sat there with the morsdl forgotten in her two hands. Like
something smal and trapped she seemed, with her bruised eyes and bedraggled hair, but there
was a hard glitter to those eyes nonethel ess. Vanye watched in unease as Morgaine stopped
before her.

"We areready," Morgaine sad to her. "Vanye will take you up behind him."

"l can ride my own pony."

"Do asyou aretold.”

Jhirun arose, scowling, started to come toward him. Morgaine reached to the back of her
belt, a furtive move. Vanye saw, and dropped the saddliebag he had in hand.

"No!" he cried.

The motion was sudden, the girl walking, the sveep of Morgaine's hand, the streak of red
fire. Jnirun shrieked as it touched the tree beside her, and Vanye caught the gelding's bridle as
the anima shied up.

Morgaine replaced the weapon at the back of her belt. Vanye drew a shaken bregth, his
hands caming the frightened horse. But Jhirun did not move a dl, her feet braced in the
preparation of a step never taken, her arms clenched about her bowed head.

"Tdl me again,” Morgaine said softly, very audibly, "that you do not know this land,
Jhirun Elas-daughter.”

Jhirun sank to her knees, her hands till clenched in her hair. "I have never been further
than this down the road," she said in atrembling voice. "I have heard, | have only heard thet it
leads to Shiuan, and that was before the flood. | do not know."

"Yet you travel it without food, without a cloak, without any preparation. Y ou hunt and
you fish. Will that keep you warm of nights? Why do you ride thisroad at al?!

"Hiug is drowning,” Jhirun wept. "Since the Wells were closed and the Moon was
broken, Hiug has been drowning, and it is coming soon. | do not want to drown."

Her mad words hung in the air, quiet amid the rush of wind, the restless samp and
blowing of the horses. Vanye blessed himsdlf, the weight of the very sky pressing on his soul.

"How long ago," asked Morgaine, "did this drowning begin?'

But Jhirun wiped &t the tears that spilled onto her cheeks and seemed beyond answering
sandy.

"How long?' Morgaine repesated harshly.

"A thousand years,” Jhirun said.

Morgaine only stared a her amoment. "These Wells: aring of stones, isthat not your
meaning? One overlooks the greet river; and there will be yet another, northward, one master
Well. Do you know it by name?’

Jhirun nodded, her hands clenched upon the necklace that she wore, bits of sodden
feather and metal and stone. She shivered visbly. "Abarais” she answered fantly. "Abarais, in
Shiuan. Dai-khd, dni-kha, | have told you al the truth, dl that | know. | have told everything.”

Morgaine frowned, and at last came near the girl, offering her hand to help her rise, but
Jhirun shrank from it, weeping. "Come," said Morgaine impatiently, "I will not harm you. Only
do not trouble me; | have shown you that . . . and better that you see it now, than that you
assume too far with us."

Jhirun would not take her hand. She struggled to her feet unaided, braced hersdlf, her



shawl clutched about her. Morgaine turned and gathered up Siptah's reins, rose easily into the
saddle.

Vanye drew awhole breath at last, expdled softly. He left his horse standing and went to
the fireside, gathered up his helmet and covered his head, lacing the leather coif at his throat.
Lagt of al he paused to scatter the embers of their campfire.

He heard a horse moving as he turned, recoiled as Siptah plunged across his path,
Morgaine taut-reining him to an ingtant stop. He looked up, dismayed at the rage with which she
looked &t him.

"Never," she hissed softly, "never cry warning againgt me again.”

"Liyo," he said, gtricken to remember what he had done, the outcry he had made. "I am
sorry; | did not expect-"

"Thee does not know me, ilin. Thee does not know me half so well asthee truststo.”

The harshness chilled. For amoment he stared up a her in shock, fixed by that cold as
Jhirun had been, unable to answer her.

She spurred Siptah past him. He sought the pony's tether, half blind with shame and
anger, ripped it from its branch and tied it to his own horse's saddle. "Come," he bade Jhirun,
struggling to keep anger from his voice, with her who had not deserved it. He rose into the
saddle, cleared a stirrup for her, suddenly alarmed to see Morgaine leaving the clearing, apae
flash of Siptah's body in the murk.

Jhirun tried for the stirrup and could not reach it; he reached down in an agony of
impatience, seized her arm and pulled, dragged her up so that she could throw her leg over and
ettle behind him.

"Hold to me," he ordered her, jerked her shy hands about hiswaist and laid spursto the
gelding, that started forward with a suddenness that must have hurt the pony. He pursued
Morgaine's path, only dimly aware of branches that raked his face in the passage. He fended
them with his right hand and used the spurs a second time. One thing he saw, a palor through
the trees, fast opening alead on him.

Soul-bound: that was in-oath, and he had strained the terms between them. Morgaine's
loydty lay dsawhere, to athing he did not understand or want to know: wars of qujd, that had
ruined kingdoms and toppled kings and made the name of Morgaine kri Chyaacursein the
lands of men.

She sought Gates, the witchfires that were passage between world and world, and sedled
them after her, one and another and another. His world had changed, he had been born and
grown to manhood between two bests of her heart, between two Gate-gpanning strides of that
gray horse. The day that he had given her his oath, a part of him had died, that sense of the
commonplace that |et ordinary men live, blind and numb to what terrible things passed about
them. He belonged to Morgaine. He could not stay behind. For a stranger's sake he had riven
what peace had grown between them, and she would not beer it. It was that way with
Morgaine, that he be with her entirely or be numbered among her enemies.

Thetrees cut off dl view; for awild moment of terror he thought that in this wilderness he
had lost her. She rode againgt time, time that divided her from Roh; from Gates, that could
become a fearful wegpon in skilled hands. She would not be stayed longer than flesh must rest-
not for an hour, an ingant. She had forced them through flood and againgt storm to bring them
thisfar-dl in the obsessive fear that Roh might be before them at the Master Gate, that ruled the
other Gates of this sad land-when they had not even known beyond doubt that Roh had come



thisway.

Now she did know.

Jhirun's arms clenched about him as they did on the down-dope. The pony crashed into
them with bruising force, and the gelding struggled up another ridge and gained the paved road,
the pony laboring to keep the pace.

And thereto hisreief he saw Morgaine. She had paused, a dim, pae figure on the road
benesth the arch of barren trees. He raked the gelding with the spurs and rode to close the gap,
recklessin their speed over the uncertain trail.

Morgaine gazed into the shadows, and when he had reined in by her, she smply turned
Siptah's head and rode, sedately, on her way down the road, giving him her shoulder. He had
expected nothing ese; she owed him nothing.

He rode, his face hot with anger, conscious of Jhirun's witness. Jhirun's arms were
clenched about him, her head againgt his back. At last he redized how strained was her hold

upon him, and he touched her tightly locked hands. "We are on safe ground now," he said.
"You can let go."

She was shivering. He fdt it. "We are going to Shiuan,” she said.

"Aye'" hesad. "It seemstha we are.”

Thunder rolled overhead, making the horses skittish, and rain began to patter anong the
sparse leaves. Theroad lay in low places for atime, where the horses waded gingerly in
shallow water. Eventually they passed out of the shadow of the trees and the overcast sun
showed them a wide expanse where the road was the highest point and only landmark. Rain-
pocked pools and sickly grasses stretched to left and right. In places the water overflowed the
road, afetid sheet of stagnant green, where dead brush had stopped the cleansing current.

"Jhirun," said Morgaine out of along slence. "What is this land named?"

"Hiug," said Jnirun. "All the south isHiug."

"Can men dill live here?!

"Somedo,” said Jnirun.

"Why do we not see them?'

Therewaslong silence. "I do not know," Jhirun said in a subdued voice. " Perhaps they
are drad. Alsoit is near Hnoth, and they will be moving to higher ground.”

"Hnoth."

"It floods here," Jhirun said, hardly audible. VVanye could not see her face. He fdt the
touch of her fingers on the cantle of the saddle, the shift of her grip, sensed how little she liked
to be questioned by Morgaine,

"Shiuan,” Vanye sad. "What of that place?’

"A wide land. They grow grain there, and there are grest holds."

"Well-defended, then."

They are powerful lords, and rich.”

"Thenitiswdl,"” sad Morgaine, "that we have you with us, isit not, Jhirun Elds-
daughter? Y ou do know thisland after all,"

"No," Jhirun inssted a once. "No, lady. | can only tell you the things | have heard.”

"How far does this marsh extend?"

Jhirun's fingers touched Vanye's back, asif seeking help. "It grows," she said. 'The land
ghrinks. | remember the Shiua coming into Hiug. | think now it must be days across.

"The Shiua do not come now?'



"l am not sure the road is open,” Jhirun said. "They do not come. But marshlanders trade
with them."

Morgaine considered that, her gray eyes thoughtful and not entirdly pleased. And in all
their long riding she had no word save to Jhirun.

By noon they had reached a place where trees grew green at alittle distance from the
road. The storm had blown over, giving them only a sprinkling of rain asit went, to spend its
violence e sawhere. They drew off to rest briefly, on the margin where the current had made a
bank at the sde of the causaway, and where the grass grew lush and green, arare spot of
beauty in the stagnant desolation about them. The watery sun struggled in vain to pierce the
haze, and a amdl moon was dmog invishble in the sky.

They let the horses graze and rest, and Morgaine parcelled out the last of their food,
giving Jhirun athird share. But Jhirun took what she was given and drew away from them asfar
asthe narrow gtrip of grass permitted; she sat gazing out across the marsh, preferring that
dismd view, it seemed, and solitude.

And gill Morgaine had spoken no word. Vanye ate, sitting cross-legged on the bank
besde her, findly having decided within himsaf that it was not anger that kept her Slent now:
Morgaine was given to such periods when she waslost in her own thoughts. Something
weighed upon her mind, in which he thought he was far from welcome.

"She," Morgaine said suddenly, startling him, softly though she spoke, "was surely
desperate to come this road alone. For fear of drowning, says she; Vanye, doesit occur to thee
to wonder why out of dl the years of her life, she suddenly set out, with nothing in preparation?’

"Roh can be persuasive,” he said.

"“The man is not Roh."

"Aye" hesad, disurbed in that lapse, avoiding her eyes.

"And she speaks what we can understand, abeit the accent isthick. | would I knew when
she comes, Vanye. She surely did not have her birth from the earth and the fog yesterday
noon."

"I think," he said, gazing off in the direction Jhirun stared, ahead, where the forest closed
in again, great trees overshadowing the road, "1 think her folk are surely in that hold we passed,
and Heaven grant they stay there.”

"They may be looking for her."

"Andwe" he said, "may comeinto trouble on her account, or what is more likely-she will
mest it on ours. Liyo, | ask you earnestly, send her away-now, while she is near enough home
she can find her way back."

"We are not taking her againgt her will."

"| suppose that we are not,”" he agreed, not happily. "But we are on atrack they cannot
mistake."

"The horses do confine us to the roadway," she said, "and this land has shown us one
felow-travedler, and not a breath of others. It occurs to me, Roh being ahead of us, it would be
ample for folk hereabouts to choose some place of meeting to their advantage. | do think | saw
a shadow move this morning, before you came down the trail "

Cold settled about him-and sdlf-anger; he remembered his reckless ride, how she had
turned her back to him and stayed slent when he had joined her. He had taken it for rebuff.
"Your Sght was clearer than ming," he said. "'l wasblind to it."



"A trick of thelight, perhaps. | was not sure.”

"No," he sad. "l have never known you prone to visons, liyo. | would you could have
given me some sign.”

"It did not seem good then to discussit,” she said, "nor later, with our guest at your back.
Mind, she met us either by design or by chance. If by design, then she has dlies-Roh himsdlf, it
may be-and if by chance, why, then, she feds hersdf equd to this ugly land, and sheis not
delicate. Mind thy back in either case; thee istoo good-hearted.”

He congdered this, which he knew for good sense, and he was ashamed. In dl the time
that they had ridden this land, he had fet himsdlf lost, had forgotten every lesson of surviva he
had learned of his own land, asif any place of earth and stone could be utterly different. Blind
and desf he had ridden, like a man shaken from his senses; and little good he had been to her.
She had reason for her anger.

"Back there," he said, "thismorning: | was sartled, or | would not have cried out.”

"No more of it."

"Liyo, | take oath it was not athing | would have done; | was surprised; | did not
reckon-1 could not believe that you would do murder.”

"Does that matter?' she asked. "Thee will not gppoint thysalf my conscience, Nhi Vanye.
Theeisnot qudified. And thee is not entitled.”

The horses moved, quietly grazing. Water Sghed under the wind. His pulse dimmed
awareness of al ese; even the blood seemed dammed up in him, a beating of anger in hisveins.
He met her pde eyes without intending to; he did not like to look at them when she had this
mood on her.

"Aye" he sad after amoment

She said nothing. It was not her custom to argue; and this was the measure of her
arrogance, that she disputed with no one, not even with him, who had given her more than his
oath. Still one recourse he had with her: he bowed, head upon his hands, to the earth, and sat
back, and gave her cold formdity, the letter of the ilin-oath she had invoked. She hated to be
answered back; and he did it so that she was left with nothing to say, and no argument.

Her frown darkened. She cast a stone into the water, and suddenly arose and gathered
up Siptah's reins, hurled hersdlf to the saddle. She waited, anger in the set of her jaw.

He stood up and took the reins of his own gelding, the black pony il tethered to the
saddle-ring; and he averted his eyes from Morgaine and rose into the saddle, reined over to
Jhirun, who waited on the bank.

"Come," he said to her, "ether with me or on the pony, whichever pleasesyou.”

Jhirun looked up at him, her poor bruised face haggard with exhaugtion, and without a
word she held up her hand to be drawn up behind him. He had not thought she would choose
s0; he had wished that she would not, but he saw that she was nearly spent He smothered the
rage that was till hammering in him, knowing the look on his face must be enough to frighten
the girl, and he was gentle in drawing her up to St behind him. But when she put her arms about
him, preparing for their climb to the roadway, he suddenly remembered Morgaine's advice and
the Honor-blade that was at his belt. He removed it to the saddle-sheath at his knee, where her
hands could not reach it.

Then he turned the horse updope, where Morgaine awaited him on the road. He
expected her to ride ahead, scorning him, but she did not. She set Siptah to walking beside the
gelding, knee to knee with him, though she did not look a him.



It was tacit conciliation, he suspected. He gathered this knowledge to himsdf for comfort,
but it was far down the road before there was aword from her, when the cold shadow of the
trees began to enfold them again.

"My moods," Morgaine said suddenly. "Forget them.”

He looked at her, found nothing easy to say. He nodded, a carefully noncommittal
gesture, for the words were painfully forced from her, and he did not think she wanted to
discuss the matter. In truth, she owed him nothing, neither gpology nor even humane treatment;
that was the nature of ilin law; but that was not the way between them. Something troubled her,
something heart-deep, and he wished that he could put anameto it

The strangeness of the land was wearing at them both, he decided; they weretired, and
nerves were tautly strung. He felt in his own body the ache, the
weight of mad that settled with maevolent cunning into the hollows of aman's body, that galled
flesh raw where there was the least fold in garments benegth. Therein lay reason enough of
tempers, and she feared-feared Roh, feared ambush, feared things, he suspected uneasily, the
like of which he did not imagine.
"Aye" he murmured at lagt, settling more eadly into the saddle. "We are both tired, liyo.
That isdl."
She seemed content with that

And for many long hours they passed through land that was low and al the same,
dternate tracts of cheerless, unhedlthy forest and barren marsh, where the road was passable
and in mogt places well above the water. Quja-made, thisroad, Vanye reckoned to himself-
wrought by ancient magics-qujain works lasted, strange, immune to the ages that ate away at
the works of men, some seeming age ess, while others crumbled away suddenly asif they had
become infected with mortdity. There was atime not so long ago when he would have sought
any other road than this, that led them so well in the direction Morgaine sought: qujain roads
aurely led to qujdin places-and surdly such was this caled Abaras, in Shiuan, which Morgaine
sought.

And better, far better, could they ride that way aone, unseen, unmarked by men. He felt
Jhirun's weight againgt his back, baancing his own, she seeming to deep for brief periods. It
was awarm and atogether unaccustomed sensation, the nearness of another being: ilin, outlaw,
bastard motherless from birth, he could recdl few moments that any had laid hands on him save
in anger. He found it disturbing now, this so harmless burden againgt him, that weighed against
him, and againgt his mind.

He watched Morgaine, who glanced constantly to this Side and that as they rode,
searching every shadow; and it came to him what kept hismind so ill at ease: that Morgaine,
arrogant as she was, seemed afraid-that she, who had no sane regard for her life or his, was
greetly afraid, and that somewhere in that fear rested the child that rode deeping &t his back.

The forest closed in upon the road in the late afternoon and did not yield them up again, a
way that grew more and more darksome, where it seemed that evening came premature. The
trees here lived, growing in interlaced confusion, thrugting roots out into the channdls, reaching
branches overhead, powerless againg the closdly fitted megdiths that were the body of the
road. Brush crowded over the margins, making it impossible for two horses to go abreast.

Morgaine, her horse unencumbered, led in this narrow way, a shadow among shadows,
riding apae horse, that pae hair of hers an enemy banner for any hereabouts who did not love



qujd; and they rode blindly, unable to see beyond that tangle of brush that had found root,
seeds and earth piled up againgt the enduring stones. Cover your hair, Vanye wished to tell her,
but he felt dill that mood in her, that unreason that he did not want to meet yet another time. It
was not atime or place for quarrels.

Clouds again began to vell the sky, and that veil grew congtantly darker, and plunged the
forest into a hdflight that destroyed al perspective, that made of the aides of trees deep
caverns hung with moss, and of the roadway atrail without beginning or end.

"l am afraid,” Jhirun protested suddenly, the only word she had volunteered al day long.
Her fingers clutched Vanye's shoulder-belt asif pleading for hisintercesson. "The ky is
clouding. Thisisabad placeto bein astorm.”

"What is your counsd?' Morgaine asked her.

"Go back. Thereis known road behind us. Please, lady, let us ride back to higher ground
as quickly aswe can."

"High ground istoo far back.”

"We do not know whether the road even goes on,” Jhirun urged, desperation in her
voice. She wrenched at Vanye's deeve. "Please.”

"And leave oursdves" said Morgaine, "on this Sde of aflood and Roh safely on the
other."

"Roh may drown,” Vanye said, st ill at ease by the suspicion that the girl was reasoning
more clearly than his liege a the moment. "And if he drowns, al we need do is survive and
proceed at leisure. Liyo, | think in thisthe girl is giving us good advice. Let us turn back, now."

Morgaine gave not even the grace of an answer, only laid hedsto Siptah and put the gray
stud to aquicker pace, that in level places became dmost arun.

"Hold on,” Vanye bade Jhirun, grim anger in his heart. Her arms went about him, locked
tightly as the gelding took a broken stretch of the road and picked up the clear paving again,
dragging the exhausted pony after them. A misstep, a pool deeper than it looked-he feared the
reckless pace that Morgaine chose, and feared equaly the prospect of being caught in this
lowest and darkest part of the land when the storm came down. There was no promise of
higher ground as they went further and further, only of worse, and Morgaine, blindly ingstent on
the decison she had made, led them into it

The clouds gathered yet more darkly and wind ruffled the water of the pools. Once
something large and dark did into the water as Siptah legped it-vanished beneeth the murky
surface. Birds started from cover with a clap of wings and raucous cries, startling the horses,
but they did not dack their pace more than an instant

The road parted in amuddy bank, a place riven asif sone had pulled from stone, a
channe flowing between, and Siptah took it, hooves diding in the mud, hindquarters bunching
as he drove for the other rise. Vanye sent the gelding in his wake, and the pony went down on
the dide. The gdlding recovered from the impact with awrench that wrung a cry from Jhirun-
stood il on the updope, trembling-but the pony lacked the strength or the inclination to rise.
Vanye did off and took the pony's hater, hauled againg it with his full weight and brought the
animd to itsfeet, but it amply stood there and stared a him with ears down and coat standing
in points of mud, its eyeswells of misery.

He dipped the hdter from it. "No," Jhirun protested, but he pushed its head around and
dapped it on its muddy ramp, sending it wandering, dazed, back down the bank. He had dim
hope for the animd, but more than he held for their own fortunes.



He looped the empty rope and hdter to the saddle, then took the reins and led his own
horse up the opposing dope. Morgaine was no longer in sight when he reached the crest

He swore, rose the awkward way into the saddle, passing hisleg in front, avoiding even
S0 much as a backward glance a Jhirun. She held to him as he spurred the exhausted animdl;
he felt her sobbing againg his back, whether for grief over the pony or for terror for hersef, he
was not sure. Upon his face now he felt the first drops of rain, and panic rose in him, the bitter
surety of disaster shaping about them.

A moment more brought Morgaine in view-she refused to hold back now, he thought,
because she dso had begun to redlize that there was no safety, and she sought desperately to
bring them through this place, to find an end of it as there had been an end of dl other such
forested entanglements. The pattering fal of rain among the leaves began in earnest, scarring
the smooth faces of the pools and chilling the air aoruptly.

Soon enough there was no more running. The stone causaway began to be awash in the
low places, and the horses picked their way through overgrowth. The rain danted down, borne
on strong wind, blinding, making the horses shy fromit.

The gelding sumbled on aroot, recovered with an effort that Vanye felt in hisown
muscles, afaling shudder. He flung hisleg over the horn and did down, beginning to lead the
horse, finding itsway with his own fedt, lest it cripple itsdf. Ahead of him Siptah waked, dowly
now.

"Liyo," he shouted over the roar of the water, that swallowed dl lesser sounds. "L et me
to the fore."

She heard him and reined back, letting him lead the gelding past. He saw her face when
he looked back, haggard and drawn and miserable with weariness-remembered how little she
had dept. Now she surely redlized that she had chosen amissin her stubbornness, that she
should have heeded Jhirun, who knew this land; but she did not offer even yet to direct them
back. Jhirun offered nothing, no word, no objection; she only clung to the saddle, her hair
streaming with water, her shawl a soaking rag about her shoulders. She did not even lift her
head.

Vanye turned his face into the wind and the rain and led, his feet rapidly numb in the cold
water, his boots soaked through. Mud held his feet and wrenched at his joints, and he fought it,
moving as rgpidly as he could, gasping with exhaugtion.

Night was settling about them. The road was logt in twilight. Before them were only
hummocks of earth that supported atree apiece, and the channel s between had become
torrents. Only an occasiona upthrust of rock or the absence of the largest treesin agiven line
betrayed the presence of the road that underlay the flood.

A vast stele heaved up beside the road, vine-covered and obscured by atree that had
forced it over a an angle and then died, a skeletd ruin. On most such stones the persgtent rains
had worn away the carvings, but this was harder scone. Here Morgaine paused, leaned in her
saddle to seize and pull aside the dead vines, reading the ancient glyphs asif by them she hoped
to find, their way.

"Arrhn," she said. "Here stood a place called Arrhn. Thereisnothing ese”

"Aren," said Jnirun suddenly. "Aren is the marshlanders hold."

"Where?' Vanye asked. "Where would it lie?"

"l do not know," Jhirun inasted. "But, lady-lady, if it is near-they will shdlter us. They



must. They will not turn you away. They would not.”

"Reasonably,” said Morgaine, "if it was qujdin, it would have some connection with the
road.”

Of sound for the moment there was the singing of the wind that tossed the branches, and
the mind-numbing roar of the waters that rushed and bubbled about them: e ements that had
their own argument, that persuaded that even strange shelter was away to survive.

She set Siptah moving again, and Vanye struggled to keep the leed, the breath tearing in
his lungs. He waded up to his kneesin some places, and felt the force of the water in his
shaking muscles.

"Ride" Morgaine caled & him. "Change with me; | will walk awhile

"Y ou could not," he looked back to shout at her-saw her tired face touched with anguish.
"Liyo," he added, while he had the advantage of her, "I think that you might have used better
senseif | were not with you. Only so much can | do." He shook the water from his eyes and
swept off the hem that was only added weight, that made his shoulders ache. "Take it for me,"
he asked of her. The armor too he would have shed if he could have taken the time, but there
was none to spare. She took the helm and hung it to her saddlebow by its inside thong.

"You areright,” she sad, giving him that consolation.

He drew a deep breath and kept moving, laced hisfingersin the gelding's cheekstrap and
fet hisway through the swirling dark watersin a darkness that was dmost complete. He
walked over his knees now, in acurrent that dmost swept him off hisfeet. He had feared for
the horses fragile legs. Now he feared for his own. At one moment he went into ahole up to
hiswagt, and thought with increasing panic that he had not much more strength for guiding
them: the way ahead looked no better, dark water boiling among the trees.

Something splashed amid the roar of water as he delayed, staring at that prospect before
them; he looked back and saw Morgaine wast-deep in the flood, struggling with the current
and leading Siptah to reach his Sde. He cursed tearfully, fought hisway to meet her and bid her
use good sense, but she caught his arm ingtantly as he began to object, and drew his attention
away to the left, pointing through the murk of night and storm.

The lightning showed a dark mass in that direction, ahill, a hegp of sones, massve and
dark and crowned with trees, a height that well overtopped any further rise of the waters.

"Aye" he said hoarsaly, hope legping up in him; but he trusted nothing aosolutdly in this
land, and he shook at Jhirun's leg to rouse her and point out the same to her. She stared over
his head where he pointed, her eyes shadowed and her face white in the lightning.

"What isthat place?' he shouted at her. "What would it be?’

"Aren," she answered, her voice bresking. "It looks to be Aren."

But Morgaine had not delayed. Vanye turned his head and saw her dready moving in
that direction, their sounds masked from each other by the rush of water-she wading and
leading Siptah in that flood. He wiped his eyes and struggled to overtake her, dreading no
longer dien ruins or devils or whatever folk might live in this marsh. It was the water he feared,
that ripped at his body and strained his knees. It boiled up about them, making a froth on the
side facing the current, wal st-deep, chest-deep. He saw the course that Morgaine was seeking,
indirectly, to go from high point to high point where the trees were; he drew even with her,
shook the blinding drops from his eyes and tried to take the reins from Morgaine's hand.

"Goon," he shouted & her, overwhemed with fear for her. Her lighter weight was more
vulnerable to the current thet tore at them, her strength periloudy burdened by the armor she



wore. But she refused vehemently, and he redized then that he was asking something
impossible of her: she wastoo light to dare let go; she clung to the saddle on the other Side,
Siptah laboring in the strong current. Vanye himself fought the current dmaost shoulder-deep of
asudden, and the horses began to swim, great desperate efforts of ther tired bodies.

"Lord!" Jhirun screamed.

He turned his head to look back at her, turned again in the direction of her gazeto seea
great mass coming down on them in the lightning-lit waters, a tree uprooted and coming down
the current end toward them.

"Liyo!" he cried warning.

It hit, full into the gelding's Sde, drove againg his armor and tore him from the reins,
driving him againg the gray. Siptah swung under the impact, pilling him under, drove a him
with threshing hooves. Roots speared at him, tangled and snagged at his armor. He fought
upward againg them, had purchase on the jagged mass itsdlf. It rolled with him, spilling him
under again, pulling him down with it.

There was amoment of cold, of dark, an impact

He embraced the obstacle, the tree stabbing at his back with dl the force of the current,
roots snapping againg his armored back. He felt stone againgt his face. He could breathe for a
moment, inhaling air and foaming water. Then the tree tore padt, ripping a him, and he dipped,
pinned by the force of the current againgt the rock, breathing the froth boiling about his head.
Hisfingers gripped the rock again, and he hauled himself a painful degree upward and gasped a
mouthful of air, saw other sones in the near-dark, the bank close at hand, promising safety.

In desperation he loosed his hold, helpless to swim at the best of times, fighting without
skill and weighted by armor and exhaustion. At once he knew it had been a mistake. He could
not make it so far againgt the current. The rush of water dragged him down and whirled him like
aleaf around the bend-belly-on to the rock, breath driven from him, skull battered by a second
impact as he dipped into yet another stone, numb legs tucked, redizing dully that they were bent
because he was aground. He moved, heavy with water and without strength in his limbs, drove
again through shdlow water and a maze of reeds to sprawl at the bank, to crawl ashore among
the stones. For a moment he was numb, the force of the pelting rain painful againg his back
even through the armor.

Therewas atime of dark, and at last the rain seemed less violent. He moved, rolled over
and gared up, with a sudden clutch of fear as he recognized the cursed stonesin the lightning-
Standing Stones, qujdin ruins that had intercepted his body and saved hislife. The monaliths
leaned over him like a gathering of giantsin the dark and therain.

"Liyo!" he shouted into the roar of waters and the wind. "Morgaine!"

There was no answer.

Chapter Six

The dawn was beginning, the murky clouds picking up indirect light. Vanye
splashed across a shallow channel, came up against the bank and rested against a
log that had fallen into the water. It might be the same from which he had started this
circle of his search, or different. He no longer knew. In the light things began to take
on different shapes.

There was only the persstent roar of the flood, the patter of gentle rain on the leaves,



aways the water, numbing the senses.

"Morgaine!" he cried. How many times he had called, what ground he had covered, he
did not remember. He had searched the night long, through ruins and from one idet to ancther,
between moments that he had to sink down and rest. His voice was dl but gone. His armor
pressed on his shoulders with agonizing weight, and now it would have been far, far eesier for
his knees to bend, letting him sink down into the cold and the mud and the waters that were
likdy to have him in the end.

But he would not give way without knowing what had become of hisliege. Other trugtsin
his life he had failed: to kinsmen, to friends, and some of those were dead, but they had had
others on whom to rely-Morgaine had no other, none a al.

He leaned forward, elbows tucked againg his belly and the log, dragged his feet one and
then the other from the mud, that pulled at tendons and muscles and claimed him whenever he
rested at dl. The rotting trunk became his bridge to higher ground. He climbed it to the bank,
used brush for a handhold and struggled to the crest of the hill. Dark gathered about him, his
pulseloud in his ears, pressurein histemples. He waked. All that he knew &t times was touch,
the rough wetness of bark, the stinging dap of leaves and branches he could not see to avoid,
the dickness of wet leaves benegth his fingers as he fought his way up yet another rise.

He thought himsdlf in Morija once more, Myya archers on histrail; or something pursued
him. He could not remember where this place was, why he was so cruelly tried, whether he
pursued or was pursued; it was like athousand other nightmares of hislife.

And then he would remember, when the ghosts flitted mockingly through his memory, so
that it wasimpossible to sort out image from redlity. He knew that he was beyond Gates, and
that he waslost.

That Morgaine was dead occurred to him; he rgjected the possibility not with logic, but
with belief. Men died, armies perished, but Morgaine survived, survived when others could not,
when she hersdlf wished otherwise; she might be logt, might be hurt, might be stranded done
and afoot in thisland: these images tormented him. Anything else was impossible,

She would have guarded hersdf first when the mass came down upon them, would have
done that while he tried to guard her, the girl Jhirun forgotten. Siptah had been between
Morgaine and the impact, and so had the gelding. She would-his mind began at last to function
more clearly on thistrack now that he had convinced himsalf of a means by which she might
have lived-she would indtinctively have let him go down, sought the bank at once, for she
carried Changeling, and therefore she would have fought to live. Such were the reflexes by
which she lived. For her there was one law: to seek the Gates at whatever cost. Panic would
direct her amply to live, dl else forgotten.

And perhaps when that panic passed, she might have delayed to seek him, aslong as she
thought it likely he might have survived. But she knew aso that he did not swim, and she would
not search forever. He pictured her shedding atear or two-he flattered himsdf by that-and
when morning came and there was no sign of bun, then she would take her bearings anew and
heed the geas that drew her.

And that would set her face northward, toward the Master Gate, and a leavetaking from
this sad, drowning earth.

Suddenly he redlized that she would have trusted him to understand her obligations, to
trust that she would do the rationd, the necessary thing-and make for the one landmark in all
this quaking marsh as soon as possible: the one place where al travelers met.



The qujdin road. She would be there, confident that her ilin would be there, would
follow if he could, knowing what she would do.

He cursed himsdlf: his driving fear was suddenly that she would have found the road
before him, that in the night and the storm she would have gone on-that she might have saved
one of the horses, while he was afoot, incapable of overtaking arider.

He reckoned by the flow of the current which way the road must lie, and walked, tearing
his way through the brush on as straight a course as his strength could make him.

He came upon the first gones a midmorning, and everything lay smooth as an unwritten
page, no marks at dl on the new sheet of mud laid by the flood, only the crooked trail of a
serpent and the track of alizard.

He cagt about with dl his skill to find any smalest remnant of atrack left during the ebb
of the flood, and found nothing. Exhausted, he leaned againgt alow branch and wiped thickly
mudded hands on his sodden breeches, trying to think clearly. There was such desperation
welling up in him now, his best hope disgppointed, that he could have cried his anger and grief
aoud to the listening woods. But now that he thought it unlikely that she was nearby to hear, he
could not even find the courage to call her name aoud, knowing that there would be silence.

She was moving ahead of him, joining the road further on; or she was yet to come. The
other posshility occurred this time with frightening force. He thrust it quickly from his mind.

His one hope, that answered either eventudity, was to be at the place she sought, to
reach Abarais as quickly as human strength could carry him and pray-if prayers were heard in
this Hell, and for Morgaine-that she would ether stay for him or overtake him. He would wait,
if he reached Abarais, holding the Gate for her, against men, againgt Roh, against whatever
threet, until she came or until he died.

He gathered himsdlf, fought dizziness as he did at each sudden move, coughed and felt a
binding pain in his chest. Histhroat was raw. Fever burned in him. He had been ill on the run
before, and then, with his kinsmen on histrail, it had been possible to swest the fever out, to
keep moving, relying on the horse's strength to carry him.

Thistime it was his own shaking limbs that must bear him, and the waters and the

inhabitants of them waited for hisfal below that dark surface.

He waked a staggering course down the road, seeking some sign on the earth-and then
he redized that he should leave one of his own, lest she take histrack for Roh's, and hang
back. He tore a branch from a tree, snapped it and drove its two endsinto the mud, adanting
sign that any who had ranged Andur-Kursh could read like the written word: Follow! And by it
he wrote in the mud the name-glyph of clan Nhi.

It would last until the weters rose again, which in this cursed land gave the life of the
message to be short indeed; and with thisin 'mind, he carried a tone from the paving of the
buried road and cut a mark now and again upon atree by the road.

Every caution he had learned in two years of outlawry, fleeing clan Myya, cried out that
he guided none but enemies a his back. Men lived in this land, and they were furtive and
fearful and would not show themselves; and therefore there were thingsin thisland that men
should rightly fear.

Nevertheless he held the center of the road, fearing more being missed than being found.

And came the time that he ran out of strength, and what had been atightnessin his chest
swelled and took his breath away. He sank down in his tracks and drew breath carefully,



feding after ribs that might well be cracked; and at times the haze came over his mind again.
He found atime when he had not been aware what passed about him, and some moments later
he was afoot and walking with no memory of how he had risen or how far he had come.

There were many such gaps after that, periods when he did not know where he was
going, but his body continued, obedient to necessity and guided by the road.

At last he was faced with agap in the road where a channd had cut through; he stared at
it, and smply sank down on the dope at water's edge, reckoning how likely he was to drown
attempting it And strength left him, the exhaudtion of a night without deegp stretching him full-
length on the muddy dope. He was cold. He ceased to care.

A shadow fdl over him, awhisper of cloth. He waked violently and struck out, seeing
bare feet and aflash of brown skirt; and in the next moment a saff crashed into hisarm- his
head, if hisarm had not been quick. He hurled himself at his attacker, mailed weight and
incongderable flesh meeting: she went down, gtill trying for his face, and he backhanded the
raking attack hard enough that it struck the Sde of her face. Jhirun. He redlized it as her face
came clear out of the shock of the attack.

The blow had dazed her, much as he had restrained it at the last ingtant; and seeing her,
who might know of Morgaine, he was overcome with fear that he had killed her. He gathered
her up and shook at her in his desperation.

"Where is she?' he asked, his voice an unrecognizable whisper; and Jhirun sobbed for
breath and fought and protested again and again that she did not know.

After amoment he came to his senses and redlized the girl was beyond lying; fear was
knotted in him so that he found it hard to rdax his hands; he was shaking. And when he had let
her go she collapsed on the muddy bank sobbing for breath.

"l do not know, | do not know," she kept saying through her tears. "1 did not see her or
the horses-nothing. | only swam and swam until 1 came out of the current, that isdl.”

He clutched this to him, the only hope that he could obtain, that he knew Morgaine could
swim, armored though she was, and Jhirun had survived; and he had survived, who could not
swim at al. He chose to hope, and stumbled to his feet, gathering up Jhirun's abandoned staff.
Then he began to seek the other side of the channel, using the staff to probe the shallowest way.
It became waist-deep before it grew shalow again, and he climbed out on the other sde, with
the staff to help him on the dope.

A splash sounded behind him. He turned, saw Jhirun wading the channd with her skirtsa
sodden flower about her. Almost the depth became too much for her, but she struggled across
the current, panting and exhausted as she reached the bank and began to climb.

"Go back," he said harshly. "I am going on from here. Go home, wherever that is, and
count yoursdf fortunate.”

She struggled further up the bank. Her face, dready bruised, had a fresh redness across
the brow: his arm had done that. Her hair hung in spiritless tangles. She reached the crest and
shook the hair back over her shoulders.

"l am going to Shiuan," she sad, her chin trembling. "Go where you like. Thisis my road.”

He looked into her tear-glazed eyes, hating her intruson, haf desiring it, for he was lost
and desperate, and the silence and the rush of water were like to drive aman mad. "If Abarais
liesin Shiuan," he said, "1 am going that way. But | will not wait for you."

“Nor for her?'



"Shewill come" he said; and was possessed by the need for haste, and turned and began
to walk. The staff made walking easier on the broken pavings, and he did not give it up, caring
little whether Jnirun needed it or no. She walked barefoot, limping; but the pain of his own feet,
rubbed raw by watersoaked boots that were never meant for walking, was likely worse, and
somewhere in the night he had wrenched his ankle. He gave her no hand to help her; hewasin
pain and desperate, and during the long walk he kept thinking that she had no reason whatever
to wish him well. If he left her, she could find him in his deep eventualy and succeed a what she
had aready tried; if he dept in her presence, she could do the same without the trouble of
dipping up on him; and as for binding the child to some tree and leaving her in this flood-prone
land, the thought shamed him, who had been dai-uyo, whose honor forbade dedling so even
with aman. At times he looked down on her, wishing her unborn; and when she looked up at
him he was unnerved by the distracted look in her eyes. Mad, he thought,-her own folk have
cast her out because she is mad. What other manner of girl would be out on this road aone,
following after astrange man?

And came one of those times that he lost awareness, and wakened still walking, with no
memory of what had hagppened. Panic rose in him, exhaustion weakening his legs so that he
knew he could as well have falen sensdless in the road. Jhirun hersdf was weaving in her steps.

"We shdll regt," he said in the ragged voice the cold had left him. He flung his arm about
her, feding at once her resistence to him, but he paid it no heed-drew her to the roadside where
the roots of atree provided a place less chill than earth or stone. She tried to thrust free,
mistaking his intention; but he shook her, and sank down, holding her tightly againgt him. She
shivered.

"l shdl not harm you," he sad. "Be dtill. Rest.” And with his arm about her so thet he
could sense any movement, he leaned his head againgt a gnarled root and shut his eyes, trying to
take alittle deep, Hill fearing he would deep too deeply.

Sheremained quiet againg him, the warmth of their bodies giving awelcome relief from
the chill of wet garments; and in time she relaxed across him, her head on his shoulder. He dept,
and wakened with a start that frightened an outcry from her.

"Quiet," he bade her. "Be dill." He had tightened hisarm by reflex, relaxed it again, feding a
lasstude that for the moment was hedling, in which dl things, even terrible ones, seemed distant.
She shut her eyes; he did the same, and wakened a second time to find her staring at him, her
head on his chest, aregard disturbing in its fixedness. Her body, touching his, was tense, her
arm that lay across him 4tiff, fist clenched. He moved his hand upon her back, more of
discomfort than of intent, and felt her shiver.

'Isthere none," he asked her, "who knows where you are or cares what becomes of
you?'

She did not answer. He redlized how the question had sounded.

"We should have sent you back," he said.

"l would not have gone.”

He believed her. The determination in that small, hoarse voice was absolute. "Why?' he
asked. "You say Hiug is drowning; but that is supposition. On this road, you may drown for
certain.”

"My sigter has aready drowned,” she said. "1 am not going to." A tremor passed through
her, her eyes focused somewhere beyond him. "Hnoth is coming, and the moons, and the tides,
and | do not want to seeit again. | do not want to be in Hiugl when it comes.”



Her words disturbed him: he did not understand the sense of them, but they troubled him-
thisterror of the moons that he likewise shuddered to see doft. "Is Shiuan better?' he asked.
"Y ou do not know. Perhapsit isworse."

"No." Her eyes met his. "Shiuan is where the gold goes, where dl the grain is grown; no
one starvesthere, or hasto work, like Barrowers do."

He doubted this, having seen Hiug, but he did not think it kind to reason with her
deluson, when it was likely that neither of them would live to know the truth of it. "Why do not
al the Hiualeave, then?' he asked. "Why do not dl your folk do what you have done, and go?'

She frowned, her eyes clouded. "1 do not think they beieveit will come, not to them; or
perhaps they do not think it matters, when it is the end. The whole world will die, and the
waters will have everything. But she-" The glitter returned to her eyes, a question trembling on
her lips, he stayed slent, waiting, fearing a question he could not answer. " She has power over
the Wells."

"Yes" he admitted, for surely she had surmised that dreedy.

"And you?'

He shrugged uncomfortably.

"Thisland," she sad, "is drange to you."

"Yes" hesad.

"The Barrow-kings came s0. They sang that there were great mountains beyond the

Wadls"

"Inmy land,” he said, remembering with pain, "there were such mountains.”

Take meto that place." Her fist unclenched upon his heart; her eyesfilled with such
earnestness that it hurt to see it, and she trembled against him. He moved his hand upon her
shoulders, wishing that what she asked were possible.

"l am log mysdf," he sad, "without Morgaine.”

"You believe that shewill come,” she said, "to Abarais, to the Well there.”

He gave no reply, only a shrug, wishing that Jhirun knew less of them.

"What has she come to do?" Jhirun asked it dl in abreath, and he felt the tenson in her
body. "Why has she come?"

She held some hope or fear he did not comprehend: he saw it in her eyes, that rested on
hisin such a gaze he could not bregk from it. She assumed that safety lay beyond the witchfires
of the Gates; and perhaps for her, for dl thisland, it might seem to.

"Ask Morgaine" he said, "when we meet. Asfor me, | guard her back, and go where she
goes,; and | do not ask or answer questions of her.”

"We cdl her Morgen," said Jhirun, "and Angharan. My ancestors knew her-the Barrow-
kings-they waited for her."

Cold passed through bun. Witch, men cdled Morgaine in his own homdand. Shewas
young, while three generations of men lived and passed to dust; and al that he knew of whence
she came was that she had not been born of his kindred, in hisland.

When was this? he wanted to ask, and dared not. Was she done then? She had not come
aone to Andur-Kursh, but her comrades had perished there. Quja, men cdled her; she
avowed she was not. Legends accounted her immortal; he chose not to believe them dl, nor to
believe dl the evil that waslaid to her account and he asked her no questions.

He had followed her, as others had, now dust. She spoke of time as an element like
water or air, asif she could come and go within its flow, confounding nature.



Panic coiled about his heart. He was not wont to let his mind travel in such directions.
Morgaine had not known this land; he held that thought to him for comfort. She had needed to
ask Jhirun the name and nature of the land, needing aguide.

A guide, the thought ran a the depth of his mind, to this age, perhaps, as once in Andur
she had been confounded by aforest that had grown since last she had ridden that path.

"Come," he said brusqudly to Jhirun, beginning to St up. "Come." He used the gtaff to pull
himsdlf to hisfeet and drew her up by the hand, trying to shake off the thoughts that urged upon
him.

Jhirun did not let go his hand as they set out again upon the road; in time he grew weary
of that and dipped his arm about her, aiding her steps, seeking by that human contact to keep
his thoughts at bay.

Jhirun seemed content in that, saying nothing, holding her own mind private; but there was
adifference now in the look she cast up a him-hope, he redlized with a pang of guilt, hope that
he had lent hen She looked up a him often, and sometimes-unconscious habit, he thought-
touched the necklace that she wore, that bore a cross, and objects that he did not know; or
touched the center of her bodice, where rested that golden image that he had returned to her-a
peasant girl, who possessed such athing, abit of gold strangely a variance with her rough
dress and work-worn hands.

My ancestors, she had said, the Barrow-kings.

"Have you clan?' he asked her suddenly, startling her: her eyes gazed a him, wide.

"We are Mija," she sad. "Dadied out. Thereisonly Mijaleft.”

Myya Myyaand Yla His heart seemed to stop and to begin again, painfully. His hand
fdll from her shoulder, as he recalled Morija, and that clan that had been his own undoing,
blood-enemy to him; and lost Yla, that had ruled Morija once, before the Nhi.

"Myya Geraine Elas-daughter,” he murmured, giving her foreign name the accents of Erd,
that lay among mountains her folk had dmost forgotten.

She looked at him, speechless, with her tangled hair and bruised face, barefoot, in a

dress of coarsest wool. She did not understand him. Whatever anger
there was between him and Myya, it had no part with Jhirun Elas-daughter; the blood-feud the
Myya had with him carried no force here, againgt awoman, in the drowning wastes of Hiugj.

"Come," he said again, and gathered her the more closely againgt his Sde, beginning to
wak again. The clans were known for their natures. as Chya was impulsive and Nhi was
stubborn, clan Myya was secretive and cold-of crudty that had bided closeto him dl hislife,
for his half-brothers were Myya, and she who had mothered them, and not him.

Myya hated well, and waited long for revenge; but he refused to think such things of
Jhirun; she was a companion, on aroad that was otherwise dien, and seemed endless, ina
slence that otherwise was filled with the wind and the bubbling waters.

There were things worse than an enemy. They lay about him.

In the evening, with the light fading into streamers of gold and red, they walked a place
where the marsh had widened and trees were few. Reeds grew beside the road, and great
flocks of white birds flew up in darmed clouds when they drew near. Serpentstraced a
crooked course through the stagnant pools and stirred the reeds.

And Vanye looked at the birds that taunted them and swore in desire, for hunger was a
gnawing painin his bely.



"Give me a drip of leather,” Jnirun asked of him while they waked; and in curiosity he did
30, unlacing one of the thongs the ring at his belt held for use on harness. He watched while her
strong fingers knotted it this way and that, and understood as she bent to pick up a stone. He
gave her asecond strip to improve her handiwork, and the ding took shape.

A long time they walked afterward, until the birds began to wing toward them; and of a
sudden she whirled the ding and cast, a skilled shot. A bird fell from the sky; but it fell just
beyond the reeds, and dmost asit hit the water something rose out of the dark waters and

sngpped it up. Jhirun smply stood on the bank and looked so wretched that his heart went out
to her.

"Next time" she said.
But there were no more birds. Eventudly, with night upon them, Jhirun pulled up a handful
of reeds, and peeled them to the roots, and ate on this, offering
oneto him.

It eased the achein his belly, but it had a bitter taste, and he did not think aman could
live long on such fare. Ahead Stretched aflat and exposed land, the road the only fegtureinit;
and in the sky the moons began to shine, five in number.

The Broken Moon, Jhirun named them for him as they walked; and stately Anli, and
demon Sith, that danced with Anli. Only the grestest moon, Li, had not yet risen, but would
appear late in the night, amoon so dow and vast the fragments of the Broken Moon seemed to
raceto dudeit

"In the old days," Jhirun said, "there was only one.

"Whole Moon and whole land; and then the Wédlls gave wed; came the Three and rived

the Moon, and then the Wells were sedled. That iswhat the
children sng."

"Three what?"

"The three moons,” she said. "The Demon and the Ladies. The Moon was broken and
then the world began to sink; and some say when there is only the sealleft, then Li will fdl into
it and the world will shatter like the Moon. But no man will be dive to see that.”

Vanye looked at the sky, where what she named as Anli rode, with the tiny orb of Sith
beside it. By night there was a cloud in which the moons moved: moondust, Morgaine had
cdled it. He thought that apt, a sorcery of the perishing world, that it perish a least in beauty, a
bow of light to form the path of the moons. He remembered Li, that hung as a vast light above
the douds two nights past, and shuddered to think of it faling, for it looked asif it truly might.

"Soon," said Jhirun, "will be Hnoth, when Li overtakes the others, and then the waters
rise. It is close-and then this road will be al underwater.”

He considered this, brooding upon it. Of Morgaine there had been no sign, no track, no
trace; Jhirun's warning added new anxiety. But Morgaine would not delay on low ground; she
might at the moment be no farther behind them than the trees that lay on the horizon.

He marked how wearily Jhirun walked, till striving to match his stride, never once
complaining, though she breathed hard in her effort. He felt his own legs unsteedy with
exhaugtion, the armor he wore a torment that set his back afire.

And Morgaine might be only alittle distance behind them.

He stopped, where a grassy bank faced the shallowest tract of marsh; he took Jhirun by

the arm and brought her there, and cast himsdf down, glad only to have the weight of mail
digtributed off his back and shoulders. Jhirun settled with him, her head on his chest, and



spread her bedraggled shawl wide to cover as much of them both as might be.

"Wewill walk again before sunrise” he said.

"Yes," she agreed.

He closed his eyes, and the cessation of pain was such that deep came quickly, aweight
that bore hismind away.

Jhirun screamed.

He jerked awake, hurling her back from him; and looked about, redizing that they were
aone. Jnirun wept, and the forlorn sound of it oppressed him. He touched her, finding her
shaking, and gathered her to him, his own heart till laboring.

She had dreamed, he thought; the girl had seen enough in their journey that she had
substance enough for nightmares. "Go back to deep,” he urged her, holding her as he might
have hed afrightened child. He sattled back again, his arms tightly about her, and his mind
oppressed by adread of his own, that he was not going to find Morgaine. She had not come;
she had not overtaken them; he began to think of delaying aday in this place, giving her surely
enough time to overtake him.

And thereby he might kill himsalf and Jhirun, being out upon thisflat stretch of road when
next a slorm came down and the water rose. For Jhirun's sake, he thought that he should keep
moving until they found safety, if safety existed anywherein thisland.

Then, without Jhirun, he could settle himself to wait, watching the road, to wait and to
hope.

Morgaine was not immortal; she, like Roh, could drown. And if she were gone-the
thought began to take root in him-then there was no use in his having survived at al-to become
again what he had been before she claimed him.

Hunted now, it might well be, by other Myya, for Jhirun's sake.

Morgaine had seen aforest grow; againgt his sde bresthed something asterrible.

Jhirun il wegpt, her body racked by long shudders, whatever had terrified her till
powerful in her mind. He tried to rest, and so to comfort her by his example, but she would
not relax. Her whole body was Hiff.

Seep weighed him into darkness again, and discomfort brought him back, aware first
that the land was bright with moonlight and then that Jhirun was till awake, her eyes fixed,
garing off across the marsh. He turned his head, and saw therisen disc of Li, vad, likea
plague-ridden countenance; he did not like to ook upon it.

It lit dl the land, bright enough to cast a shadow.

"Can you not degp?’ he asked Jhirun.

"No," she said, not looking at him. Her body was Hill tense, after so long atime. He felt
the fear in her.

"Let ususethelight," he said, "and walk some more.”

She made no objection.

By noon, wisps of cloud began to rall in, that darkened and grew and spread across the
sky. By afternoon there was cloud from horizon to horizon, and the tops of the occasiona
treestossed in awind that boded storm.

There were no more rests, no stopping. Jhirun's steps dragged, and she struggled,
gasping in her efforts, to hold the pace. Vanye gave her what help he could, knowing thet, if
she ever could not go on, he could not carry her, not on aroad that stretched endlesdy before



them.

In his mind congtantly was Morgaine; hope began to desert him utterly as the clouds
darkened. And beside him, on short, painful breaths, Jhirun began nervoudy to talk to him,
chattering hoarsely of her own hopes, of that refuge to which others of her land had fled, those
that dared the road. Here lay wedlth, she inssted, here lay plenty and safety from the floods.
She spoke asiif to gather her own courage, but her voice distracted him, gave him something to
occupy him but his own despair.

And of a sudden her step lagged, and she fdll silent, dragging on hisarm. He stopped,
cast her aglance to know what had so darmed her, saw her staring with vague and frightened
eyes a nothing in particular.

There was a sound, that suddenly shuddered through the earth. He fdlt it, caught at Jhirun
and sprawled, the both of them nothing amid such violence. He pulled at her arms, drawing her
from the water's edge, and then it was past and quiet. They lay facing each other, Jhirun's face
pae and set in terror. Her nails were clenched into hiswrigts, his fingers clenched on hers,
enough to bruise. He found his limbs trembling, and felt ashudder in her ams adso. Tearsfilled
her eyes. She shook her tangled hair and caught her breath. He felt the terror under which
Jhirun lived her whale life, who clamed her world was dying, whose very land was as ungable
as the storm-wracked heavens.

He gathered her up, rising, held her to him, no longer ashamed by his own fright. He
understood. He brushed mud from her scraped elbows, from her tear-stained cheek, redizing
how desperately she wastrying to be brave.

"Only little shakings, usudly," she said, "except when the seawdl broke and haf of Hiug
flooded; this one was like that." She gave a desperate and bitter laugh, an attempt at humor.
"We are only a hand's breadth closer to the sea now, that is what we say."

He could not laugh, but he pressed her close againgt his Sde in gppreciation of her spirit,
and shivered as the wind bore down on them, bringing heavy drops of rain.

They started walking, together. In places even the road was buckled, the vast paving-
blocks pulled awry. Vanye found himsdf dill shaken, in his mind unconvinced that the earth
would stay Hill; and the crack of thunder thet rolled from pole to pole asif the sky were tearing
made them both sart.

The rain began in earnest, the sky darkened to a sickly greenish cast, and the sound of it
drowned dl other sounds, the sheeting downpour separating them from al the world save the
area of the causeway they walked. In places the surface of the road was ankle-deep in rapid
water, and Vanye probed the stones with the staff lest they fall into awash and drown.

It became evening, the rain coming with less violence, but steadily; and hills enfolded them as
if by magic, asif they had materiaized out of the gray-green murk and the curtains of rain. Of a
sudden they were there, in the west, brought into dream-like relief by the sinking light; and
quickly more took shape ahead of them, gray and vague as illusion.

"Shiuan," breathed Jhirun; and her hand tightened on his arm. "We have come through;
we have reached Shiuan.”

Vanye answered nothing, for at once he thought of Morgaine, and that destroyed any joy
he had in his own surviva. He thought of Morgaine, and reckoned with alast stubborn hope
that the flooding had not been impassable or without warning: some little chance yet remained.

But Jhirun's happiness was good to see; he answered the pressure of her hand with a touch of
his own.



The hills began to enfold them closely as they waked, while the day waned. The road
clung to the sde of one and then the other, and never again sank below the water. Beside it,
water poured, and spilled down ridges and between hillsin its haste to reach the marsh.

Vanye stopped, for something strange topped the highest hill in their Sght: a hulk that
itself took shape out of the rain-gray towers, alittle lighter than the clouds that boiled above
them in the sorm-drowned twilight.

"It is Ohtij-in," Jhirun shouted up a him through the roar of therain. "It is Ohtij-in, the
firgt of the holds of Shiuan.”

Joy filled her voice at the Sight of that grim place; she started forward, but he stood fadt,
and she stopped, holding her shawl about her, beginning to shiver in the chill that came rapidly
when they stopped moving.

"They are wdl-fortified,” he said, "and perhaps-perhaps we should pass them by in the
night.”

"No," she argued. "No." There weretearsin her voice. He would gladly have dismissed
her, bidden her do asit pleased her; and amost he did so, reckoning thet for her it might be
safety enough.

Then he remembered how much she knew of Morgaine, and where Morgaine might be
sought; of him, too, and where he was bound.

"l would not trugt it," he said to her.

"Marshlands and Ohtij-in trade," she pleaded with him, shaking as she hugged her shawl
about her, drenched as it was. "We are safe here, we are safe; o lord, they must give us food
and shelter or wewill die of this cold. Thisis asafe place. They will give usfood."

Her light clothing clung to her skin. She was suffering crudly, while he had the severd
layers of hisarmor, burden though it was; their bellies were empty, racked sometimes with
cramps, his own legs were weak with exhaustion, and she could scarcely walk. It was reason
that she offered him, she who knew this land and its people; and in his exhaustion he began to
migtrust his own ingincts, the beast-panic that urged him to avoid this place, dl placesthat
might hem him in. He knew outlawry, the desperate flights and sometime luck that had let him
live-supplied with wegpons, with a horse, with knowledge of the land equa to thet of his
enemies. There had been game to hunt, and customs that he knew. Here he knew not what lay
down the road, was lost apart from that track, vulnerable on it; and any enemiesin thisland
could find him egslly.

Heyielded to the tug of her hand. They waked nearer, and he could see that the whole
of the place cdled Ohtij-in was one hold, abarrd within a great wall that followed the shape of
the hill on which it sat. Many towers rose about the centra keep, part of thewall, each crazily
buttressed, as if each support had been an affair of ingenuity and desperation never amended
by later effort. Brush grew up about the walls; black trees that supported leaves only at the
extremities of their branches, dready indined southward, inclined ill further in the force of the
gorm wind, reaching fingers toward the lichen-blotched walls. The whole place seemed time-
worn, a place without sharp edges, where decay was far advanced, dreaming away to degth.

He rubbed at hiseyesin the rain and tried to focus on it.

"Come," Jnhirun was urging him, her teeth chattering with cold.

Perhaps, he thought confusedly, Morgaine would pass this way; she must; there was no
other.

Jhirun drew a hisarm and he went; he saw, as they Ieft the road on the short spur that



led toward the hill, that there was a solid wooden gate in the arch facing them, younger by far
than the stones that framed it, the firgt thing in al this waste that looked new and strong.

Bedt, he thought, to assume confidence in his bearing, to gpproach as innocent folk that
feared nothing and brought no threet with them.

"Hai!" he shouted up & the frowning wals, trying to out-shout the wind, and he found his
voice aweary and strangled sound that lacked dl the confidence he attempted. "Hai! Open
your gates!"

A light soon winked in the tower nearest the gate; a shuttered window opened to see
them in that dmogt-dankness, and a bell began to ring, high-pitched and urgent. From that
open shutter it was certain that they suffered the scrutiny of more than one observer, a series of
black shapes that appeared there and vanished.

Then the shutter was closed again, and there was silence from the bell, no sound but the
rush of water that duiced off the walls and gathered on the stone paving before the gate. Jhirun
shivered miserably.

Camethe creak of adoor yielding; the sdly-port beside the main gate opened, veiled in

the rain, and one man put his head forth to look at them. Black
robed he was, with a cloak about him so that only his face and hands were visble. Timidly he
crept forward, opening the gate wider, holding his rain-spattered cloak about him and standing
where a backward step would put him within reach of the gateway. "Come," he said. "Come
closer."

Chapter Seven

"A priest," said Jhirun. "A Shiua priest."

Vanye let go a careful breath, relieved. The black robes were of no order that he knew,
not in his homeand, where vesper and matin bells were afamiliar and beloved sound; but a
priest, indeed, and in al this gray and dying land there was no sight so welcome, the assurance
that even here were human and godly men. He was till cautious in coming forward as they
were summoned, for there were likely archersin the shadows atop the wall, bows drawn and
arrows well-aimed. So would many a border hold in Kursh and Andur receive night-coming
travellers, usng the sdly port for fear of a conceded force, keeping the archersreedy if things
went amiss.

But throughout all Andur-Kursh, even in the hardest years, there was hospitdity, there
was hearth-law, and halls were obliged to afford charity to wayfarers, anight's shelter, beit in
hdl, beit in alowly guest-house without the wals. Vanye kept his hands in sght, and stopped
and stood to be seen clearly by the priest, who gazed at them both in wonder, face white and
astonished within the cowl, awhite spot in the descending night.

"Father,” said Vanye, hisvoice dmog falling him in his hoarseness and his anxiety, "Father,
there isawoman, on agray horse or ablack or, it might be, afoot. Y ou have not seen her?'

"None such,” said the priest. "None. But if any other traveler passes Ohtij-in, we will
know it. Comein, comein and be welcome.”

Jhirun stepped forward; Vanye fdt an ingant's mistrust and then ascribed it to exhaugtion
and the strangeness of the place. It was too late. If he would run, they could hunt him down
eadly; and if they would not, then here was shelter and food and he was mad to rgect it. He



hestated, Jhirun tugging at his hand, and then he came, by the sdly port, into a space between
two walls, where torches flared and rain steamed on their copper shieldings.

A second priest closed the sally port and barred it; and Vanye scanned with renewed
misgivings the strength of the gates, both inner and outer: a double wall defended this approach
to Ohtij-in. The second priest pulled a cord, ringing the bell, and ponderoudy the inner gates
swung open, upon torchlight, rain, and armed men.

There was no flourish of wegpons, no rush at them, only an over-sufficient escort-
pikemen standing beneath the windblown glare of torches, light gleaming wetly on bronze half-
face helms that bore on the brow the likeness of grotesgue faces-on armor that was long-
skirted scale and plate, with intricate embellishment-on pikes with eaborate and crud barbs.

It was aforce far stronger than any hold a peace would keep under arms on arainy
night. The sense of something utterly amiss wound coldly through Vanyes belly: the terror of
the strange armor, the excessive preparation for defense in an unpeopled land. Even Jhirun
seemed to have logt Al her trust in the place, and kept close to his side.

A priest tugged a the saff he yet held; he tightened his grip on it, trying to make sense of
such awelcome, to know whether there might be more profit in ressting or in gppedling to their
lord. He let the staff go, thinking as he did so that it was smdl defensein any case.

Weapons were turned, and their escort opened ranks to receive them into their midst The
priests stayed by them, the pikemen on dl sides; and beyond them, even in the rain, sood a
horde of slent men and women, folk wrapped in ragged cloaks. A moment of peace lasted,
then an outcry began among them, awild shriek from one that rushed forward; others moved,
and criesfilled the courtyard. Hands reached through the protective screen of pikesto touch
them. Jhirun cried out and Vanye held her tightly, glad now to go where the grotesquely
armored guards bade them; he stared at mad eyes and open mouths that shouted words that he
could not understand, and felt their hands on his back, his shoulders. A pikeshaft dammed out
into hysterical faces, bringing blood: their own people they treated s0. Vanye gazed at that act
in horror, and cursed himsdlf for ever having come toward this place.

It was to the keep that they were being taken, that vast central barrel that supported all
the rest of the structure. Above the wild faces and reaching hands Vanye saw those lichen-
covered walls, and againg them was a miserable tangle of buildings huddled under the crazy
buttresses. The cobbled yard was buckled and cracked, splits filled with water, and rain-
scarred puddles filled the aide between the rough shelters that leaned againgt wall and towers.
Next to the keep aso were pent livestock, cattle and goats; and soil from those pens and the
gtables joined the corruption that flowed through the courtyard and through the shelters. Against
the comer of the steps as they drew near the keep was a sodden mass of fur, dead rat or some
other vermin lying drowned, an ugliness flushed out by the rains.

Men lived in such wretchedness. No lord of repute in Andur-Kursh would have kept his
people so-would have even permitted such squalor, not even under conditions of war.
Madness reigned in this place, and misery; and the guards used their weapons more than once
asthey cleared the steps.

A gate, barred and chained and guarded within, confronted them; a gatekeeper unlocked
and ran back the chain to admit them al. Surely, Vanye thought, alord must needs live behind
chains and bars, who dwelled amid such misery of his people; and it promised no mercy for
grangers, when aman had none for his own folk. VVanye wished now never to have seen this
place; but the bars gaped for them, swallowed them up and clanged shut again. Jhirun looked



back; so did he, seeing the keeper replacing the chain and lock at once, while the mob pressed
at the gate, hands beginning to reach through the bars, voices shouting at them.

The inner doors opened to admit them, thundered shut after. They faced a spira ramp,
and with the priest and four of the escort bearing torches from the doorway, they began their
ascent. Theramp led dowly about a centra core with doors on this side and that, and echoes
rang hollowly from the heights above. The whole of the place had a dank and musty smdll, a
qudity of wet stone and age and standing water. The corridor floor was uneven, split in not a
few places, with cracks in the walls repaired with insets of mortared rubble. The guards kept
close about them the while, two torchbearers behind and three before, shadows running the
wallsin chaos. Behind them was the fading sound of voices from the gate; and softly, softly as
they climbed, began to come the strains of music, strange and wild.

The musics grew clearer, uncanny accompaniment to the iron tread of armed men about
them; and the air grew warmer, closer, tainted with sweet incense. Jhirun was breathing as if
she had been running, and Vanye d <o fdt the dizziness of exhaugtion and hunger and sudden
hest; he lost awareness of what passed about him, and cleared his senses only dowly asthe
guards shifted about and encountered others, as soft voices spoke, and doors opened in
sequence before, them.

The mudc died, walling: golden, glittering figures of men and women paused in mid-
movement, tall and dim and Slver-haired.

Quid.

Jhirun's touch held him, else he would have hurled himsdf at guards and doors and died,;
her presence, frightened, at his side, kept him il as the foremogt of the tall, pae men waked
toward him, surveyed him casualy with cam, gray eyes.

An order was given, alanguage he did not know; the guards laid hand on hisarms and
turned him to the left, where was another door; and certain of the other pae lords left their
places and came, quietly, as they were withdrawn from that bright hal and into an adjoining
room.

It was asmdler hal, with afire blazing in the fireplace, awhite dog lying at the hearth. The
dog sprang up and began to bark franticaly, sending mad echoes rolling through the halls,
drowning the music that had begun again next door, until one of the guards whipped her yelping
into silence. Vanye stared at the act, jarred by that mistreatment of a beast, and looked about
him, at wedlth, luxury, carved woods, carpets, bronze lamps-and the quja-lords gathered by
the door, resplendent in brocades and jewels, talking together in soft, astonished accents.

Three moved to the fore, to seat themsalves at the chairs of the long table: an old man, in
green and slver, he it waswho had come first to look at them-and because he wasfirst and
because of hisyears, Vanye reckoned him for lord in the hdl. At hisright sat ayouth in black
and dlver; at hisleft, another youth in blue and green of fantastical design, whose eyes were
vague and strange, and rested in distant speculation on Vanye's when he looked him in the face.
Vanye flinched from that one, and felt Jhirun step back. His impulse even now was to run,
desarting her, though guards and chains and double gates lay between him and freedom: nothing
that could befdl Jhirun in this place seemed hdf o terrible as the chance that they would redize
what he was, and how he had come.

Morgaine's enemies. he had come her road, and set himself againgt her enemies, and this
was the end of it. They stood studying him, talking together in whispers, in alanguage he could
not understand. A black-robed figure edged through that pale and glittering company, past the



scale-armored guards, and deferentialy whispered to the seated lords: the priest, who
deferred to qujalin powers.

They have logt their gods, Morgaine had told him once; yet here was a priest among
them. Vanye stood ill, listening to that whispered debate, watching: apriest of demons, of
quja-this he had trusted, and delivered himsdf into their hands. The room grew distant from
him, and the buzz of their soft voices as they discussed him was like that of bees over a
Kurshin meadow, the hum of flies above corruption, the persstent rush of rain againg the
shuttered windows. He grew dizzy, logt in the sound, struggling only to keep his senses from
diding awvay.

"Who are you?' the old man asked sharply, looking directly at him; he redlized then it was
the second asking.

And had it been ahuman lord in his own hall, he would have fdt obliged to bow in
reverence: ilin that he was, he should bow upon his face, offering repect to aclan lord.

He stood il and hardened hisface. "Lord,” he said in the whisper that remained of his
voice, "'l am Nhi Vanyei Chya" He touched the hand of Jhirun, which rested on hisarm. "She
isMyya Jirun i Myya Elas-daughter, of ahold in Hiug. She calls this an honorable hold, and
says" he added in grim insolence, "that your honor will compd you to give us a night's shelter
and send us on our way in the morning with provisons.”

There was a slence after that, and the lesser lords looked at each other, and the old lord
smiled awolf-amile, his eyes pde and cold as Morgaines.

"l am Bydarra," sad the old lord, "master of Ohtij-in." A gesture of his hand to left and
right indicated the youth in black and him in blue, whose vague, chill eyes were those of one
dreaming awake. "My sons," said Bydarra, "Hetharu and Kithan." He drew along breath and
let it go again, asmile frozen upon hisface. "Out of Hiug," he murmured & last "Doesthe
quake and the flood scour out more lostlings to plague us? Y ou are of the Barrow-hills” he
said to Jhirun; and to Vanye, "and you are not."

"No," Vanye agreed, having nothing ese to say; his very accent betrayed him.

"From the far south,” said Bydarra.

There was a hush in the room. Vanye knew what the lord implied, for in the far south

were only waters, and a great hill crowned with aring of Standing Stones.

He said nothing.

"What is he?' Bydarra asked suddenly of Jhirun. Vanye felt her hand clench: a peasant
girl, barefoot, among these glittering unhumean lords.

And then it occurred to him that she was, though human, of them: of ther priest, their
gods, thelr sovereignty.

"Heisagreat lord," she answered in afaint, bresthless voice, with atouch of witlessness
that for amoment seemed dangerous irony; but he knew her, and they did not. Bydarralooked
on her amoment longer, distagtefully, and Vanye inwardly blessed her subtlety.

"Stranger," said Hetharu suddenly, hein black brocade: VVanye looked toward him,
redlizing something that had troubled him-that this one's eyes were human-dark, despite the
frost-white hair, but there was no gentlenessin voice or look. ™Y ou mentioned awoman,”
Hetharu said, "on agray horse or ablack, or afoot, it might be. And who is she?'

His heart condtricted; he sought an answer, cursing his rashness, and a last Smply
shrugged, refusing the question, hoping that Jhirun too would refuse it; but she did not owe them
the courage it would take to keep up her pretense of ignorance. There would come atune, and



quickly, when they would not ask with words. And Jhirun-Jhirun knew enough to ruin them.

"Why are you here?' asked Hetharu.

For shdlter from the rain, he dmaost answered, insolent and unwise; but that might advise
them how Jhirun had subtly mocked them. He held his peece.

"You are not khal," said Kithan from the other sde, his dreaming eyes haf-lidded, his
voice oft asawoman's. Y ou are not even hdfling. Y ou style yoursef like the southern kings.
Thisisacharade. Somefind it impressve. But if you are expert with the Wdlls, o traveller-then
why are you at our gate, begging charity? Power-ought to be better fed and better clothed.”

"My lord," the priest objected.

"Out," said Kithan, in that same soft tone. "Go impress the rabble in the courtyard,... man.”

Bydarra dtirred, rose tiffly to hisfeet, leaning on one arm of the chair. He looked at the
priest, pursed hislips asif he would speak, and refrained. His gaze swept the other lords, and
the guards, and lastly returned to Kithan and Hetharu.

Hetharu glowered; Kithan leaned back, eyes distant, moved alanguid hand in a gesture of
inconsequence.

The priest remained, silent and unhappy, and dowly Bydarra turned to Vanye, an old man
in his movements, the seams of years and bitterness outlining his pae eyes and making hard his
mouth. "Nhi Vanye," he said quietly. "Do you wish to answer any of the questions my sons
have posed you?'

"No," said Vanye, conscious of the men at his back, the demon-helms that doubtless
masked more of their folk. In Andur-Kursh, quja had been fugitives, fearing to be known; but
here quja ruled. He recaled the courtyard where men lived, true men, who had cried out and
reached for them, and instead they had trusted to qujal.

"If it isshelter you seek,” said Bydarra, "you shdl have it. Food, clothing-whatever your
needs be. Ohtij-in will give you your night's hospitdlity."

"And an open gate in the morning?'

Bydarra's lined face was impassive, neither gppreciating the barb nor angered by it. "We
are perplexed,” said Bydarra. "While we are thus perplexed, our gates remain closed.
Doubitless these matters can be quickly resolved. We will watch the roads for the lady you
mention, and for you-a night's hospitality."

Vanye bowed the least degree. "My lord Bydarra," he said, the words almost soundless.

They waked the winding corridor again, till ascending. Vanye kept Jhirun againg hisside,
lest the guards think to separate them without resistance; and Jhirun hung her head dispiritedly,
seeming undone, hardly caring where they were taken. About them aflurry of brown-clad
servants bore trays and linens, some racing ahead, others rushing back again, shrinking againgt
the walls motionless as they and their armored escort passed, averting their facesin terror
unheard of in the worst bandit holds of Andur-Kursh.

Each bore adark scar on the right cheek; Vanye noticed it on servant after servant they
passed in the dim light, redized at last that it was amark burned into the flesh, distinguishing the
house servants from the horde outside. Outrage struck him, that the lords of Ohtij-in should
mark men, to know their faces, asif this were the sole digtinguishing of those who served them
inther own hdll.

And that men accepted thisto escape, perhaps, the misery outside-frightened him, as
nothing human in this land had yet done.



The spird branched, and they turned down that corridor, entered yet another spird that
wound upward yet alittle distance, so that they seemed to have entered one of the outer
towers. An open door welcomed them, and they were together admitted to amodest hdl that
was cheerful with afirein the hearth, carpeted, with food and linens set on the long table in the
midst of the room.

The servants who yet remained in the room bowed their heads and fled on dippered fegt,
pursued by the harsh commands of the chief of the escort. The guards who had entered
withdrew; the door was closed.

A bar dropped down outside, echoing, the truth of qujain hospitdity. Vanye stared & the
srength of that wooden door, anger and fear moiling within him, and forebore the oath that
rose in him; ingtead he hugged Jhirun'sfrail shoulders, and brought her to the hearth, where it
was wannest in the room, that till bore a chill-settled her where she might rest againgt the
stones. She held her shawl tightly about her, head bowed, shivering.

Gladly enough he would have cast himsdf down there to re<t, but the urge of hunger was
by asmall degree greater, the sght of food and drink too much to resst.

He brought the platter of meat and cheese to the hearth and st it by Jhirun; he gathered
up the bottle of drink, and cups, his hands shaking with exhaustion and reaction, and set them
on the stones between them as he knelt down. He poured two foaming cups and urged one
into Jhirun's passive hand.

"Drink," he said hitterly. "We have paid enough for it, and of al things dse, they have no
need to poison us.”

Shelifted it in her two hands and swallowed a great draught of it; he sipped the brew and
grimaced, loathing the sour taste, but it was wet and eased his throat. Jhirun emptied hers, and
he gave her more.

"Olord Vanye" she sad a lagt, her voice dmogt as hoarse as his. "It isugly, itisugly; it is
worse than Barrows-hold ever was. The ones that came here would have been better dead.”

The refuge toward which the Hiua had fled ... he recdled al her hopes of sanctuary, the
bright land in which they would escape the dying of Hiug. It was acruel end for her, no less
than for him.

"If you find the chance" he said, "go, make yoursdf one of thosein the yard outside.”
"No," shesad in horror.

"Outside, thereis some hope lft. Look at the ones that serve here-did you not see? Better
the courtyard: listen to me-the gates may be opened during the day; they must open sometime.
Y ou came by the road; you can return by it. Go back to Hiug), go back to your own folk. Y ou
have no place among qujd."

"Haflings" she sad, and spat dryly. She tossed her tangled hair and set her jaw, that
tended to quiver. "They are half-blood or less, and doubtless | can say the same, if the gossip
about my grandmother istrue. We were the Barrow-kings, and halflings were the beggars then;
they were no better than the lowlanders. Now, now we rob our ancestors for gold and sl it to
haflings. But | will not crawl in the mud outsde. These lords-only the high lords, like Bydarra-
they are- they are of the Old Ones, Bydarraand his one son-" She shivered. "They have the
blood-like her. But the priest-" The shiver became a sniff, a shrug of disdain. "The priet's eyes
are dark. The hair is bleached. So with many of the others. They are no morethan | am. | am
not afraid of them. | am not going back."

All that she said he absorbed in silence, cold to the heart; that even aMyya could prize a



clam to qujain blood-he did not comprehend. He swore suddenly, haf a prayer, and leaned
againg the lintd of the fireplace, forehead againg his arm, staring into the fire and tried to think
what he could do for himsdlf.

Her hand touched his shoulder, gently, timidly; he turned his head and looked &t her,
finding only afrightened girl. The heet a his Sde became painful; he suffered it deliberatdly, not
willing to think dearly in the directions that opened before him.

" am not going back," she repeated.

"We shdl leave here" he said, which he knew for alie, but he thought that she wanted
some promise, something on which to build her courage. He said it out of his own fear,
knowing how easily she could tell the lords of Ohtij-in dl that she knew: with this promise he
meant to purchase her slence. "Only continue to say nothing, and we shdl find away to leave
thisfoul place

"For Abarais" she said. Her voice, hoarse as it was, came dive. The light danced in her
eyes. "For the Wdll, for your land, and the mountains.”

Helied thistime by keeping sllent. They were the grestest lies he had ever told, he who
had once been adai-uyo of Morija, who had fought to possess honor. He felt unclean,
remembering her courage in the hall, and swore to himsdf that she would not come to hurt for it,
not that he could prevent. But the true likelihood was that she would come to hurt, and that he
could do nothing.

He wasilin, bound to a service; and this one essentid truth he did not think she
understood, €lse she would not trust her life to him. Thisaso he did not say, and was ashamed
and miserable.

She offered him food, and a second cup of the drink, attacking the food hersdf with an
appetite he lacked. He ate because he knew that he mugt, that if there was hope in strength, it
must be his; he forced each mouthful down, hardly tasting it, and followed it with a heavy
draught of the sour drink.

Then he rested his back againg the fireplace, his shoulders over-warm and his legs numb
from the stones, and began to take account of himsdlf, his water-soaked armor and ruined
boots. He began to work at the laces a histhroat, having to break some of them, then at the
buckles at his sde and shoulder, working sodden leather through.

Jhirun moved to help him, tugging to free the straps, heping him as he dipped off first the
leather surcoat and then the agonizing weight of the mail. Freed of it, he groaned with relief,
content only to breathe for a moment. Then came the deeveless linen hagueton, and that sodden
and soiled, and bloody in patches.

"Omy lord," Jhirun murmured in pity, and numbly he looked a himself and saw how the
armor had galled his water-soaked skin, his linen shirt a soaked rag, rubbing raw sores where
there had been folds. He rose, wincing, stripped it off and dropped it to the floor, shivering in
the cold air.

Among the clothes on the table he found severd shirts, soft and thin, that came of no fabric
he knew; he didiked the fed of the too-soft weaving, but when he drew one on, it lay easily
upon his galed shoulders, and he was grateful for the touch of something clean and dry.

Jhirun came, timidly searching among the qujdin gifts for her own sake. She found the
proper stack, unfolded the brown garment uppermost, stood staring t it asif it were dive and
hostile-a brown smock such as the servants wore.

He saw, and swore-snatched it from her hands and hurled it to the floor. She looked



frightened, and smdl and miserable in her wet garments.

He picked up one of the shirtsand apair of breeches. "Wear these," he said. ™Y ours will
dry."

"Lord," she said, atremor in her voice. She hugged the offered clothing to her breest.
"Please do not leave mein this place.”

"Go dress" he said, and looked away from her deliberately, hating the appeal and the
distress of her-who looked to him, who doubtless would concede to anything to be reassured
of hislies

Who might the more bdlieve him if she were thus reassured.

Unwed girls of the countryside of Andur and of Kursh were a casud matter for the uyin of
the high clans-peasant girls hoping to bear an uyo's bastard, to be kept in comfort theregfter: an
obligation to the uyo, a matter of honor. But therein both parties knew the way of things. Such a
thing was not founded in lies or in fear.

"Lord," she said, across the room.

He turned and looked at her, who ill stood in her coarse peasant skirts, the garments
held againg her.

The tread of men gpproached the door outside, an ominous and warlike sound. Vanye
heard it, and heard them pause. Jhirun started to hurry to his side.

The bar of the door crashed back. Vanye looked about as it opened, whirling a chill draft
into the room and fluttering the fire; and there in the doorway stood aman in green and brown,
who |leaned on a sheathed longsword-fronted him with alook of sncere bewilderment.

"Coudn," said Roh.

Chapter Eight

“Roh," Vanye answered, and heard a rustle of cloth at his left; Jhirun, who drew
closer to him. He did not turn his head to see, only hoping that she would stay
neutral. He himself stood in shirt and breeches; and Roh was armored. He was
weaponless, and Roh carried a longsword, sheathed, in his hand.

There had been no weapons in the room, neither knife with the food nor iron by thefire.
In desperation Vanye reckoned what his own skill could avail, a weaponless swordsman
againg a swordsman whose primary weapon had been the bow.

Roh leaned more heavily on the sword's pommel and shouted over his shoulder a casua
dismissal of the guardsin the corridor, then stood upright, cast wide his arm in a gesture of
peace.

Vanye did not move. Roh tossed his sword and caught it midsheath in one hand; and with
amocking flourish discarded it on the table by the door. Then he came forward severa paces,
limping dightly, bearing that sober, dightly worried expresson that was Roh's very sdif.

And his glance swept from Vanye to Jirun, utterly puzzled.

"Girl," he said wonderingly, and then shook his head and walked to a chair and sat down,
elbows upon the chair's arms. He gave asilent and humorless laugh. "I thought it would be
Morgaine. Where is she?

The plain question shot through other confusions, making sense-Roh's presence making
sense of many mattersin Ohtij-in. Vanye set hisface againgt him, grateful to understand at least



one enemy, and wished Jhirun to Sllence.
"Sheis" Roh said, "heresbouts.”
It was bait he was desired to take: he burned to ask what Roh knew, and yet he knew
better-shifted hisweight and let go his breath, redizing that he
had been holding it. Y ou seem to have found welcome enough here," he answered Roh coldly,
"among your own kind."

"l have found them agreegble,” said Roh. ""So might you, if you are willing to listen to
reason."

Vanye thrust Jhirun away, toward the far corner of the room. "Get back,” he told her.
"Whatever happens here, you do not want to be part of it."

But she did not go, only retreated from his roughness, and stood watching, rubbing her
am.

Vanyeignored her, walked to the table where the sword lay, wondering when Roh
would move to stop him; he did not. He gathered it into his hands, watching Roh the while. He
drew it part of the way from the sheath, waiting still for Roh to react; Roh did not move. There
was only aflicker of gpprehension in his brown eyes.

"You aealig" Vanyesad. "Anilluson.” "You do not know what | am," Roh answered
him."Zri ... Lidl ... Roh...How many names have you worn before that?"

Lidl, sardonic master of Leth, whase mocking humor and soft lies he well knew: he
watched sharply for that, waited for the arrogant and incaculably ancient self to look out a him
through Roh's human eyes-for that familiar and grandiose movement of the hands, some
gesture that would betray the dien resdent within his cousin's body.

There was nothing of the like. Roh sat Htill, watching him, his quick eyes following each
move: afraid, that was evident. Reckless. that was like Roh, utterly.

He drew the sword entirely. Now, he thought. Now, if ever-before conscience, before
pity. Hisarm tensed. But Roh smply stared a him, alittle flinching when he moved.

"No!" Jhirun cried from across the room. It came near loosing his arm before he had
conscioudy willed it; he stayed the blow-jolted to remember a courtyard in Morija, and blood,
and sckness that knotted in him, robbing him suddenly of strength.

With a curse he rammed the sword into sheath, knowing himsdlf, as Roh had known him.

Coward, his shorn hair marked him. He saw the narrow satisfaction in Roh's eyes.

"It isgood to see you," Roh said in ahollow, careful voice. "Nhi Vanye, it isgood to see
any kindred soul in thisforsaken land. But | am sorry for your sake. | had thought that you
would have used good sense and ridden home. | never thought that you would have come with
her, even if she ordered it. Nhi honor: it isa compulson. | am sorry for it. But the sight of you
isvery welcome."

"Liar," Vanye said between his teeth; but the words, like a Chya shaft, flew accurately to
the mark. He fdlt the wound, the desperation of exile, in which Roh-anyone who could prove
that the things he remembered had ever existed-was a presence infinitely precious. The accents
of home even on an enemy’s lips were beautiful.

"Thereisno point in quarreling before witnesses" said Roh.

"Thereis no point in talking to you."

"Nhi Vanye" said Roh softly, "come with me. Outside. | have sent the guards el sawhere.
Come." He rose from the chair, moved carefully to the door, looking back at him. "Alone.”

Vanye hestated. That door was what he most earnestly desired, but he knew no reason



that Roh should wish him well. He tried to think what entrapment Roh needed use, and that
wasnoneat dl.

"Come," Roh urged him.

Vanye shrugged, went to the firesde, where his armor lay discarded-dung his swordbelt
over his shoulder and hung the sword from it, ready to his hand: thus he chalenged Roh.

"Asyou will," Roh sad. "But itismine; and | will ask it back eventudly.”

Jhirun came to the fireside, her eyes frightened, looking from one to the other of them:
many, many things she had not said; Vanye fdt the reminder in her glance.

"l would not leave her done," he said to Roh.

"Sheissafe" Roh said. Helooked directly at Jhirun, took her unresisting hand, and gone
in him was every guardedness and ungentle tone. "Do not fear anything in Ohtij-in. | remember
akindness and return it doubled if | can, as| return other things. No harm will come to you.
None."

She stayed 4iill, seeming to trust nothing. Vanye ddayed, fearing to leave her, fearing that
might be Roh's purpose: to separate them; and in another mind, fearing what evil he might do
her by holding to her, linking her with him, when he had only enemiesin Ohtij-in.

"l do not think | have achoice," he said to her, and did not know whether she
understood. He turned his back on her, feeling her stare as he walked to the door. Roh opened
it, brought him out into the dim corridor, where a cold wind hit his light clothing and st him
shivering.

There were no guards in sight, not a stir anywhere in the corridor.

Roh closed the door and dropped the bar. "Come," he said then, motioned to the | eft,

toward the ascent of the spird ramp.

Turn &fter turn they climbed, Roh dightly in the lead; and Vanye found his exhaugtion
such that he must put a hand on the core wall to steady his step. Roh climbed, limping only
dightly, and Vanye glared & his back, his hand on the sword, waiting for Roh to show sensble
fear of him and glance back only once; but Roh did not. Arrogant, Vanye thought, raging in his
heart; but it was very like Roh.

At last they arrived a aleve floor, and a doorway, up low steps. Roh opened that door,
admitting agust of wind that skirled violently into the tower, chilling the very bones. Outside
was night, and the scent of recent rain.

He followed Roh outside, atop the very crest of the outermost tower of Ohtij-in, where
the moons wan light streamed through the ragged clouds: Anli and Sith were overhead, and
hard behind them hurtled the fragments of the Broken Moon, while on the horizon was the vast
white face of Li, pocked and scarred. The wind swept fregly across the open space. Vanye
hung back, in the shelter of the tower core, but Roh walked to the edge, his cloak held closdy
about him in the blagt of the wind.

"Come," Roh urged him, and Vanye came, knowing himself mad even to have comethis
far, done with thisquja in man's guise. He reached the edge and looked down, dizzied &t the
view down the tower walls to the stones below; he caught at the solidity of the battlement with
one hand and at the sword's hilt with the other.

If Roh meant to destroy him, he thought, there was ample means for that. He ignored Roh
for an ingtant, cast alook at dl the country round about, the glint of moonlight on black
floodwaters that wove a spider's web about the drowning hills. Through those hills lanced the
road that he could not reach, subtle torment.



Roh's hand touched his shoulder, drawing his attention back. His other hand described
the circuit of theland, the hold itsdlf.

"] wanted you to see this" Roh said above the howl! of wind. "I wanted you to
know the compass of this place. And she will finish it, end dl hope
for them. That iswhat she has come to do."

He turned a hard look on Roh, leaned againgt the stonework, for he had begun to shiver
convulsively in thewind. "It isimpossible for you to persuade me" he said, and held up his
scarred hand to the moonlight "Roh or Liell, you should remember whet | am, at least.”

"Y ou doubt me," said Roh.

"| doubt everything about you."

Roh's face, hair torn by the wind, assumed a pained earnestness. "I knew that she would
hunt me. She was aways our enemy. But from you, Nhi Vanyei Chya, | hoped for better. You
took shelter from me. Y ou dept a my hearth. Isthat nothing to you?'

Vanye flexed hisfingers on the corded hilt of the sword, for they were growing numb
with cold. "You are supposing,” he said hoarsdly, "what passed between Roh and me-what
was surely common knowledge throughout Chya-and | do not doubt you had your spies. If
you want me to believe you, then tel me again wha Roh told me last in Ra-koris, when there
was none to hear."

Roh hesitated. "To come back," he said, "free of her."

It was truth. The unexpectedness of it numbed him. He leaned against the sonework,
ceasing even to shiver, and abruptly turned his face from Roh. "And it might be that Roh
counsdled with others before saying that to me.”

Roh pulled him about by the shoulder, grimacing into the wind.

"S0 you could say, Vanye, for any other thing you might devise to try me. Y ou cannot be
sure, and you know it."

"Thereis one thing you cannot answer,” Vanye said. ™Y ou cannot tell me why you are
herein thisland. Roh would not have fled the road we took; he had no reason to-but Liell had
every reason. Lidl would have run for hislife; and Roh had no reason to.”

"Heis here" Roh said, a hand upon his heart. "Here. So dso am |. My memories-al are
Roh'sthey are both."

"No," hesaid. "No. Morgaine said that would not happen; and | would rather take her
word than yours-in any matter."

"l am your coudin. | could have taken your life; but | am your cousin. You have the
sword. Thereis no witness here to say it was no fair fight-if the Shiualords cared. You are
dready known for akindayer many times over. Useit. Or ligten to me."

He flung off Ron's hand, blind as aturn of his head brought his own shorn hair into his
eyes. He shook it free, stalked off across the battlements, stood staring down into the squaor
of that courtyard, the wind pushing at his back, fit to tear him from the edge and cast him over.

"Nhi Vanyel" Roh called him. He turned and looked, saw Roh had followed him. He
stubbornly turned his head toward the view downward, toward the paving and the poor
shdters huddled againgt the keep wdlls. He fdt the breaking of the force of the wind as Roh
stepped between it and him.

"If you are kingman to me," Vanye sad, "free me from this place. Then | will believe your
kinship."

"Me? And care you nothing for that child that came with you?'



He looked back, stung, unable to argue. He affected a shrug. "Jhirun? Here iswhere she
wanted to be, in Shiuan, in Ohtij-in. Thisis the land she wished for. Whét is she to me?”’

"l had thought better of you,” Roh said after amoment "So, surely, had she.”

"l amilin. Nothing ese. There are human folk here, men, and so she can survive. They
have."

"There are men," said Roh, and pointed at the squalid court, where beasts and men
shared neighboring quarters. 'That isthe lot of men in Ohtij-in. That istherr life, from birth to
degth. Men now. Tomorrow the rest that survivesin this land will livein that poverty, and the
qujd-lords know it. Of ther charity, of ther charity, Nhi Vanye, these lords have let men
shelter within their walls, of their charity they have fed them and clothed them. They owed them
nothing; but they have let them live within their gates. Y ou-you are not so charitable-you would
let them die, that girl and dl the rest. That iswhat you would do to me. The sword's edgeis
kinder, cousin, than what iswaiting for dl thisland. Murder-is kinder."

"l have nothing to do with what is happening to these people. | cannot help them or harm
them.”

"Can you not? The Wells are their hope, Vanye. For dl that live and will live in thisworld,
the Wells are dl the hope there is. They had no skill to use them; but by them, these folk could
live. | could do it. Morgaine surdly could, but she will not, and you know that she will not
Vanye, if that ancient power were used asit once was used, their lot would be different. Look
on this, ook, and remember it, cousin.”

He looked, perforce. He did not wish to remember the sight, and the faces that had
raged wildly beyond the guards pikes, the desperate hands that had reached through the grate.
"All thisisalie" hesad. "Asyou arealie"

"The sword's edge," Roh invited him, "if you bdlieve that beyond doubt.”

He lifted his face toward Roh, wishing to see truth, wishing something that he could hete,
finding nothing to atack- only Roh, mirror-image of himself, more dike him than his own
brothers.

"Send me from here," he chalenged him who wore the shape of Roh, "if you believe that
you can convince me. At least you know that | keep my sworn word. If you have a message for
Morgaine hersdf, then giveit to me and | will deliver it faithfully-if | can find her, of which | have
doubts."

"l will not ask you where sheis," Roh said. "I know where she is going; and | know that
you would not tell me more than that. But others might ask you. Others might ask you.”

Vanye shivered, remembering the gathering in the hal, the pale lords and ladies who
owed nothing to humanity. A fdl to the paving below was easer than that. He stepped forward
to the very edge, inwardly trying whether he had the courage.

"Vanye" Roh cried, compdling his atention. "Vanye, she will have little difficulty
destroying these folk. They will see her, they will flock to her, trugting, because sheisfair to
see-and she will kill them. It has happened before. Do you think that there is compassion in
her?"

"There has been,” he said, the words hanging haf soundlessin his throat.

"You know its limits"" said Roh. "Y ou have seen thet, too."

Vanye cursed doud, flung himsdf back from the battlements and sought the door, sought
warmth, fought to open it againgt the force of the wind. He tore it open, and Roh held it, came
in after him. The torchesin the hdl fluttered wildly until the door dammed, Roh dropped the



latch. They remained on opposite Sides of the little corridor, facing one another.

"Say to them that you could not persuade me," Vanye said. "Perhgps your hosts will
forgiveyou."

"Ligento me" sad Roh.

Vanye unhooked the sheathed sword and cast it across the corridor; Roh caught it, mid-
sheath, and looked a him in perplexity.

"God forgive mg" Vanye said.

"For not committing murder?' Roh said. "That is incongruous.”

He stared at Roh, then tore his eyes from him and began to walk rapidly down the
corridor, descending the ramp. There were guards below. He stopped when their weapons
levelled toward him.

Roh overtook him and set his hand on hisarm. "Do not be rash. Listen to me, cousin.
Messengers are going out, have aready sped, despite the storm, bearing warnings of her
throughout the whole countryside, to every hold and village. She will find no welcome among
these folk."

Vanye jerked free, but Roh caught hisarm again. "No," said Roh. The guards stood
waiting, helmed, faceless, weapons ready. "Will you be handled like a pessant for the
hanging?' Roh whispered in his ear, "or will you walk peacesgbly with me?’

Roh's hand tightened, urged. Vanye suffered the grip upon hisarm, and Roh led him
through the midst of the guards, walked with him down the windings of the corridors; and they
did not stop at the door of the room that confined Jhirun, but went farther, into a branching
corridor, that seemed to lead back to the main tower. The guards walked at their backs, two
bearing torches,

"Jhirun," Vanye reminded Roh, as they entered that other corridor.

"| thought that was a matter of no concern to you."

"Sheis achance meeting,” he said. "And no more than that. She set out looking for you,
hoping better from you than she had where she was: the measure of that, you may know better
than |. You werekind to her, she said.”

"She will be safe,” said Roh. "'l dso kegp my word.”

Vanye frowned, glanced away. Roh said nothing further. They entered athird corridor,
that cameto an end in ablind wall; and in anarrow place on the right was a deeply recessed
doorway. Shadows ran the walls as the guards overtook them, while Roh opened the door.

It was aplain room, with afire blaring in the hearth, awooden bench by thefire, table,
chairs. And Hetharu waited there, Bydarras dark-eyed son, seated, with a handful of others
likewise seeted about him-pae-haired men, athough only Hetharu seemed o by nature, his
long locks white and silken about his shoulders. He leaned elbows upon his knees, wanning his
hands at the fire; and by the fire stood a priest, whose brittle, bleached hair described a nimbus
about his bading head.

Vanye stopped in the doorway, confused by the situation of things, so important a man,
50 strangely assorted the company. Roh sat his hand on his shoulder and urged him gently
forward. The guards took up stations ingde and out as the doors were closed and the gathering
became a private one. Hms were removed, reveding faces thin and pale as those of the
higher lords, eyes as dark as Hetharu's: young men, dl that were gathered here, save the priegt,
furtivein their quiet. There was the brocaded finery of the lords, the martia plate-and-scale of
the men-at-arms, the plainness of the furnishings. Guards had been posted outside as well as



within the room. These things touched uneasily a Vanyes mind, warning of something other
than mere games of terror with him. The gathering bresthed of something ugly, that concerned
the quja themselves, powers and aliances within their ranks.

And he was saized into the midst of it.

"Y ou woo nothing of him?* Hetharu asked of Roh. Roh |eft Vanye's sde and took the
vacant bench beside the fire, one booted foot tucked up, digposing himself comfortably and at
his ease, leaving Vanye asif he were harmless.

In peevish insolence Vanye shifted his weight suddenly, and hands reached for deggers
and swords dl about the room; he tautened his lips, a amile that rage made dight and mocking,
and dowly, amid their indecison, moved to take his place beside Roh on the bench, near the
fireds warmth. Roh straightened dightly, both feet on the floor; and the ook in Hetharu's eyes
was angry. Vanye met that sare with a stubborn frown, though within, he fdt less than easy:
here was, he thought, a man who would gladly resort to force, who would enjoy it.

"My cousin,” said Roh, "isaman of hisword, and reckons that word otherwise bestowed
... dthough this may change. As matters stand now, he does not recognize reason, only the
orders of hisliege: thet isthe kind of man heis™"

"A dangerous man," said Hetharu, and his dark, startling eyes rested full on Vanye's. "Are
you dangerous, Man?"'

"] thought," said Vanye dowly, with deliberation, "that Bydarrawas lord in Ohtij-in. What
isthis?'

"You see how heis" said Roh. And on faces round about there was congternation: guilt,

fear. Hetharu glowered. Vanye read the tae writ therein and
liked it lessand less.

"And hisliege?"' asked Hetharu. "What has he to say of her?

"Nothing," said Roh. And in their long slence, Vanyes heart beat rapidly. "It is of little
profit,”" said Roh, "to question him on that account | will not have him harmed, my lord.”

Vanye heard, not understanding, not believing Roh's defense of him; but he saw in that
moment that a hint of caution gppeared in Hetharu's manner-uncertainty that held him from

commeanding Roh.

"You," said Hetharu suddenly, looking a Vanye, "do you clam to have come by the
Wels?'

"Yes," Vanye answered, for he knew that there was no denying it.

"And can you manage them?' the priest asked, a husky, quiet voice. Vanye looked up
into the priest's face, reading desire there, not knowing how to dedl with the desires that
gathered thickly in this room, centered upon him and upon Roh. He did not want to dig;
abundantly, he did not want to die, butchered by quja, for causes he did not understand, that
had nothing to do with him.

He did not answer.

"You aeaMan," sad the priest

"Yes," hesad, and noticed that the priest carried a knife at his belt, curious accoutrement
for apriest; and that dl the others were armed. The priest wore a chain of objects about his
neck, stone and shell and bone-familiar-Vanye redlized dl at once where he had seen such,
dally, dong with asmal stone cross, profaned by nearness to such things. He stared at the
priest, the rage that he could maintain against armed threet ebbing coldly in the congderation of
devils, and those that served them-and the state of his soul, who served Morgaine, and who



companied with a human girl who wore such objects about her neck.

Only let them keep the priest from him. He tore his gaze away from that one, lest the fear
show, lest he give them aweapon.

"Man," said Hetharu, looking on him with thet same fixed stare, "is thistruly your cousn?"

"Hdf of himwasmy cousin,” Vanye sad, to confound them dl.

"Y ou see how hetdlsthe truth," Roh said softly, silk-over-metd. "It does not
adways profit him, but heisforward with it: an honest man, my cousin
Vanye. He confuses many people with that trait, but heis Nhi; you would not understand thet,
but he is Nhi, and he cannot help this over-nice devotion to honor. He tells the truth. He makes
himsdf enemieswith it. But in your honesty, cousin, tell them why your liege has cometo this
land. What has she come to do?'

He saw the reason for his presence among them now, how he had been, in his
cleverness, guided to this. He knew that he should have held his peace from the beginning.
Now slence itsdlf would accuse, persuasive as admission. His muscles tautened, mind numbed
when he most needed it. He had no answer.

"To sed the Welsforever,” Roh said. 'Tdl me, my honest, my honorable cousin-isthat or
isthat not the truth?"

Still he held his peace, searching desperately for alie, not practiced in the art. There was
none he could shape that could not be at once unravelled.

"Deny it, then," said Roh. "Can you do that?"

"l deny it," he said, reacting as Roh thrust at him what he most wanted; and even asit
dipped hislips he knew he had been maneuvered.

"Swear to it," Roh said; and as he began to say that aso: "On your oath to her,” Roh
sad.

By your soul: that was the oath; and their eyeswere dl on him, like wolvesin acircle. His
lips shaped the words, knowing the effort for usdless, utterly usdless; on his soul too was his
duty to Morgaine, that bade him try.

But Roh st his hand on his arm, mercifully sopping him, leaving him trembling with
sckness. "No," Roh said. "Spare yoursdlf the guilt, Vanye; you do not wear it well. You see
how it is, lord Hetharu. | have shown you the truth. My cousin is an honest man. And you, my
lord, will swear to me that you will set no hand on him. | bear him some affection, this cousin of
mine."

Heat mounted steadily to Vanye's face. There seemed no profit in protesting this baiting
defense. He met Hetharu's dark and resentful eyes. "Granted,” Hetharu said after a moment,
and glanced a Roh. "He isyours. But | cannot answer for my father."

"No one" said Roh, "will sat hand on him."

Hetharu glanced down, and aside, and frowned and rose. "No one," he echoed sullenly.

"My lords," said Roh, likewiserising. "A safe deep to you."

There was a moment of slence, of seething anger on the part of the young lord. Surely it
was not accustomed that Bydarra's son receive his dismissal from a dark-haired guest. But fear
hovered thickly in the room when Roh looked at them dl in thelr turn: eyes averted from his, to
one sde and the other, pretending to find interest in the stones of the floor or the guarded door.

Hetharu shrugged, afdse insouciance. "My lords," he said to his companions. "Priest.”

They filed out with rustling brocade and the clash of metd, those dim fair lords with their



attendant guard, haf-human-until there was only Roh, who quietly closed the door, making the
room again private.

"Give methe sword again,” Vanye sad, "cousin.”

Roh regarded him warily, hand on the hilt. He shook his head and showed no inclination
to come near him now. "Y ou do not seem to understand,” Roh said. "'l have secured your life,
and your person, from some considerable danger. | have a certain authority here-while they
fear me. It does not serve your own cause to fight against me.”

"It isyour own life you have secured,” Vanye said, and arose to stand with his back to
thefire, "so that they will not try me too severdy and find your kingman is only human."

"That too," said Roh. He started to open the door, and hesitated, looking back. "I wish
that | could persuade you to common sense.”

"l will go back to the room where | was," Vanye said. "'l found it more comfortable.”

Roh grinned. "Doubtless”

"Do not touch her," Vanye said. Roh's grin faded; he faced him entirely, regarded him
with an earnest look.

"l have said,” Roh said, "that she would be safe. And she will be safer-apart from you. |
think you understand this."

"Yes" Vanye sad after amoment

"1 would help you if you would give me the means.”

"Good night,” Vanye said.

Roh ddayed, afrown twisting his face. He extended his hand, dropped it in ahelpless
gesture. "Nhi Vanye-my lifewill end if your liege destroys the Wells-not suddenly, but surdly, dl
the same. So will everything inthisland . . . die. But that is nothing to her. Perhaps she cannot
help what she is or what she does. | suspect that she cannot. But you &t least have a choice.
These folk-will die, and they need not"

"l have an oath to keep. | have no choice at al.”

"If you had sworn to the devil," Roh said, "would it be a pious act to keep your word?"

Unthought, his hand moved to bless himself, and he stopped, then with deliberation
completed the gesture, in this place of qujal, where priests worshipped devils. He was cold,
indgde.

"Can she do as you have done?' asked Roh. "Vanye, is there any land where she has
traveled where sheis not cursed, and justly? Do you even know whether you serve the side of
Men in thiswar? Y ou have an oath; you have made yoursdf blind and deaf because of it; you
have left kinsmen dead because of it. But to what have you sworn it? Do you wonder what was
left in Andur-Kursh? Y ou will never know what you wrought there, and perhaps that iswell for
your conscience. But here you can see what you do, and you will livein it. Do you think the
Wels have kept these folk in misery? Do you think the Wells are the evil ? It was the loss of
them that ruined thisland. And thisisthe likeness of Morgaineés work. Thisis what she does,
what she leaves behind her wherever she passes. Thereis nothing more terrible that could befall
you than to stay behind where she has passed. You and | know it; we were born in the chaos
she wrought in our own Andur-Kursh, Kingdoms fdll and clans died under her guidance. Sheis
disaster where she passes, Nhi Vanye. Shekills. That is her function, and you cannot prevent
her. To destroy is her whole purpose for being.”

Vanye turned his face asde and gazed at the barren walls, at the angle dit of awindow,
datted with awooden shuiter.



"You are determined not to ligen,” said Roh. "Perhaps you are growing like her."

Vanye glanced back, face st in anger. "Lidl," he named Roh, the name that had been his
last sdf, that had destroyed Roh. "Murderer of children. Y ou offered me haven too, in Ra-leth;
and | saw what a gift that was, what prosperity you brought those that came under your hand.”

"l am not Lidl any longer.”

Vanye fdt atightness about his heart, himsdlf caught and held by that level gaze. "Who is
talking to me?' he asked in adill voice. "Who are you, qujd? Who were you?"'

"Roh.”

Bileroseinto histhroat. He turned his face away. "Get out of here. Get away from me.
Do methat grace at least. Let me alone.”

"Cousn," said Roh softly. "Have you never wondered who Morgaine was?'

The question |eft Sllence after it, a numbness in which he could be aware of the sounds of
the fire, the wind outsde the narrow window. He found it an effort to draw bresth in that
slence.

"Y ou have wondered, then," said Roh. ™Y ou are not entirdly blind. Ask yoursdf why she
isquja to the eye and not to the heart. Ask whether she dwaystdlsthetruth . . . and believe
me, that she does not, not where it is most essentid, not where it threatens the thing she seeks.
Ask how much of meisRoh, and | will tell you that the essence of me is Roh; ask why you are
kept safe, hogtile to me asyou are, and | will tell you it is because we are-truly-cousins. | fed
that burden; | act upon it because | must. But ask yourself what she became, this liege of yours.
My impulses are human. Ask yourself how human sheis. Less than any here-whose blood is
only hafling. Ask yourself what you are sworn to, Nhi Vanye."

"Out!" he cried, so that the door burst open and armed guards were instant with lowered
wegpons. But Roh lifted his hand and stopped them.

"Give you good night," Roh murmured, and withdrew.

The door closed. A bolt shot into place outside.

Vanye swore under his breath, cast himsdlf down on the bench by the fire.

A log crashed, glowing ruin, gtirring amomentary flame that ran the length of the charred
edge and died. He watched the shifting patterns in the embers, heart pounding, for it seemed to
his blurring senses that the floor had shifted minutely, afal like the Between of Gates.

Animals bleated outside. He heard the distant murmur of troubled voices. The redlization
that it had been no illusion sent sweeat coursing over hislimbs, but the earth stayed il
theregfter.

He let go his pent bresth, stared at the fire until the light and hest wearied his eyesand
meade him dose them.

Chapter Nine

Guards intruded in the morning, servants bringing food and water, a sudden flurry of
footsteps, crashing of bolts and doors; savory smells came with the dishes that rattled in the
servants hands.

Vanyerose to hisfeet by the dying fire. He ached; the pain of his swollen, chafed feet made
him stagger violently, brace himsdf againgt the sonework. The pikes in the hands of the guards
lowered toward him athreatening degree. The servants sared at him, soft-footed men, marked
on the faces by the sign of adashed circle-marked too in the eyes by afear that was biding and



congtant

"Roh," he asked of the servants, of the guards, his voice still hoarse. "Send for Roh. |
want to see him." For this morning he recaled alost dagger, lost with Morgaine, and athing
that he had sworn to do; and things he had said in the night, and not said.

None answered him now. The servants looked away, terrified. The demon-hems
shadowed the eyes of the hdfling guards, making their faces dike and expressionless toward
him.

"l need achange of clothing,” he said to the servants; they flinched from him asif he had a
devil, and made haste to put themsdves in the shadow of the guards, beginning to withdraw.

"Thefirewood isadmost gone" he shouted a them, irrationd panic taking him & the
thought of dark and cold in the room theregfter. "It will not last the day.”

The servants fled; the guards withdrew, closing the door. The bolt went home.

He was trembling, raging at what he knew not: Roh, the lords of this place-at himself,
who had walked willingly into it He stood now and stared at the door, knowing that no force
would avall againg it, and that no shouting would bring him freedom. He limped over to the
table and sat down on the end of the bench, reckoning coldly, remembering every door, every
turning, every detall of the hold insde and out. And somewhere within Ohtij-in-he tried to
remember that room too-was Jhirun, whom he could not help.

He drank of what the servants had | eft-sparingly, reckoning that if his hosts were unwilling
to give him firewood to kegp him warm they would likdly bring him nothing else for the day; he
ate, likewise sparingly, and turned congtantly in his mind the image he could shape of the hold,
its corridors, its gates, the number of the men who guarded it, coming again and again to the
same conclusion: that he could not pass so many barriers and remain afugitive across aland
that he did not know, afoot, knowing no landmark but the road-on which his enemies could
swiftly find him.

Only Roh came and went where he would.

Roh might set him upon that road. There would be a cost for that freedom. The food
went tasteless in his mouth the while he consdered what it might cost him, to be set a Abarals,
to obtain Roh's trust.

To destroy Roh: this was the thing she had set him last to do, a matter assmple as his
given word, from which there was no release and no apped, be it an act honorable or
dishonorable: honor was not in question between ilin and liyo.

It was not necessary to wonder what would befdl him theregfter; it did not matter
thereafter to what he had sworn-it was aweight no longer on his conscience, alast discharge of
obligetions.

He became strangely comfortable then, knowing the limits of his existence, knowing that
it was not necessary any longer to struggle againgt Roh's reasoning. He had, for the firgt timeiin
hislife, accounted for dl possibilities and understood al that was necessary to understand.

None came near the room. The long day passed. Vanye went earliest to the window, that
he thought amercy of hisjalers, narrow though it was, akindnessto alow him accessto the
sky-until he eased back the wooden dat that covered it. There was nothing beyond but a stone
wall that he could dmost touch with outstretched arm; and when he leaned againgt the sill and
tried to see downward, there was a ledge below. On the left was a buttress of the tower, that
cut off hisview; on the right was another wall, likewise near enough to touch.



He left the window unshuttered, despite the blindness of it and despite the occasond chill
draft. So long accustomed to the sky above him, he found the closeness of walls unbearable. He
watched the daylight grow until the sun shone straight down the shaft, and watched it fade into
shadow again as the sun declined in the sky. He listened to the walling of children, the sounds of
livestock, the squedling of whedls, asif the gates of Ohtij-in were open and some manner of
normal traffic had begun. Men shouted, accented words that he did not recognize, but he was
glad to hear the voices, which seemed coarsdly ordinary and human.

A shadow began to fal, more swiftly than the decline of the day; thunder rumbled. Drops
of rain gpattered the tiny area of ledge visible beneath the window-drops that ceased, began
again, pattering with increasing force as the sprinkling became a shower.

And the last of the wood burned out, despite his careful hoarding of the last smal logs
and pieces. Theroom chilled. Outside, the rain whispered steadily down the shaft.

Metd clattered up the hdl, the sound of armed men. It was not thefirst timein the day:
occasonaly there had come sounds from within the tower, distant and meaning nothing. Vanye
only stirred when he redlized they were growing nearer-rose to his feet in the almost-darkness,
hoping for such petty and precious things as firewood and food and drink, and fearing that their
business might be something ese.

Let it be Roh, be thought, trembling with anxiety, the anticipation of al things a an end,
only so the chance presented itself.

The bolt went back. He blinked in the flare of torches that filled the opening door, that
made shadows of the guards and the men until they were within the room: light glittered on
brocade, gleamed on bronze helms and on pae hair.

Bydarra, he recognized the eder man; and with him, Hetharu. The combination jolted
againg the memory of the night-of furtive meetings within this prison of his, of young lordlings
and secrecies.

Vanye stood 4till by the fireplace, while the guards set their torchesin place of the stubsin
the brackets. The room outside those interlocked circles of light was dark by comparison, the
rainy daylight afaint glow in the recess, less bright than the torches. The character of the room
seemed changed, a place unfamiliar, where quja intervened, contrary to dl his own intentions.
He looked at the guards that waited in the doorway, the light limning demon-faces and
outlandish scale. He looked on them with adowly growing terror, the consciousness of things
outside the compass of himsdf and Roh.

"Nhi Vanye" Bydarra halled him, not ungently.

"Lord Bydarra," he answered. He bowed his head dightly, responding to the soft
courtesy, though the guards about them denied that any courtesy was meant, though Hetharu's
thin, wolfish face beside his father's held nothing of good will. Vanye looked up again, met the
old lord's pale eyes directly. "I had thought that you would have sent for me to come to you.”

Bydarra smiled tautly, and answered nothing to that insolence. Of a sudden there was
about this gathering too the hint of secrecies, the lord of Ohtij-in intriguing within his own hold,
not wishing a prisoner moved about the hals with what noise and notice would attend such
moving. Bydarra asked no questions, proposed nothing immediate, only waited on his prisoner,
with what purpose Vanye fdt hovering shapeless and ominous among the lords of Ohtij-in.

And in that redlization came a horrid suspicion of hope: that of ruining Roh, there was a
chance here present. It was not the act of awarrior: he fdt shame for it, but he did not think
that he could rgect whatever means offered itsdf. He made himsalf numb to what he did.



"Have you come," Vanye asked of the qujd, "to learn of me what things Roh would not
tel you?'

"And what might those things be?' Bydarra asked softly.

"That you cannot trust him."

Agan Bydarra smiled, this time with more satisfaction. His festures were an aged mirror
of Hetharu's, who was close beside him-a face lean and fine-boned, but Bydarra's eyes were
pae Morganes features, he thought with an inward shudder, horrified to see that familiar face
reflected in her enemies. No pure quja had been left in Andur-Kursh. He saw onefor the first
time, and thought, unwillingly, of Morgaine.

Ask yoursdlf, Roh had said, taunting him, what you are sworn to.

"Go," Bydarra bade the guards, and they went, closing the door; but Hetharu stayed, a
which Bydarra frowned.

"Dutiful,” Bydarramurmured a him distagtefully; and he looked a Vanye with a mocking
twig of hisfinelips. "My son," he said with anod a Hetharu. "A man of indiscriminate taste and
energetic ambitions. A man of sudden and sweeping ambitions.”

Vanye glanced beyond Bydarras shoulder, a Hetharu's still face, sensing the pride of this
man, who stood at his father's shoulder and heard himself insulted to a prisoner. For an
irrationa ingtant VVanye felt a deep impulse of sympathy toward Hetharu-himsdlf bastard, half-
blood, spurned by his own father. Then a suspicion came to him that it was not casud, that
Bydarra knew that he had reason to distrust this son, that Bydarra had reason to cometo a
prisoner's cell and ask questions.

And Hetharu had urgent reason to cling close to hisfather's sde, lest the old lord learn of
mestings and movements that occurred in the night within the walls of Ohtij-in. Vanye met
Hetharu's eyes without intending it, and Hetharu returned his gaze, his dark and human eyes
promising violence, seething with ill will.

"Roh urges us," said Bydarra, "to treet you gently. Yet he cals you his enemy.”

"l am hiscousn,” Vanye countered quietly, falling back upon Roh's own stated reasoning.

"Roh," said Bydarra, "makes vast and impossible promises-of limitless arrogance. One
would think that he could reshape the Moon and turn back the waters. So suddenly arrived, so
srangely earnest in his concern for us-he styles himsdlf like the ancient Kings of Men, and
clamsto have power over the Wells. He seeks our records, pores over maps and old accounts
of only curiousinterest. And what would you, Nhi Vanye i Chya? Will you likewise bid for the
good will of Ohtij-in? What shal we offer you for your good pleasure if you will save usdl?
Worship, asagod?'

The gting of sarcasm fell on numbness, achill, to think of Roh, a Chya bowman, alord of
forested Koris, searching musty qujdin records, through runic writings that Men did not read-
save only Morgaine. "Roh,” Vanye sad, "liesto you. He does not know everything; but you are
teaching it to him. Keep him from those books."

Bydarras slvery brow arched, asif he found the answer different from his expectation.
He shot alook at Hetharu, and walked a distance to the far recess of the room, by the window
dit, where wan daylight painted his hair and robes with an edge of white. He looked out that
viewless window for amoment asif he pondered something that did not need sight, and then
looked back, and dowly returned to the circle of torchlight

"We," said Bydarra, "we are the heirs of the true kha. Mixed-blood we al are, but we
arether heirs, nonetheess. And none of us has the skill. It is not in those books. The maps are



no longer valid. Theland is gone. Thereis nothing to be had there.

"Hope," sad Vanye, "that that is s0."

"Y ou are human,”" Bydarra said contemptuoudy.

"y es"

"Those books," Bydarra said, "contain nothing. The Old Ones were flesh and bone, and
if men will worship them, that is their choice. Priests" The old lord made a shrug of contempt,
nodding toward the wall, by implication toward the court that lay below. "Parasites. The lowest
of our hafling blood. They venerate alie, mumbling nonsense, believing that they once ruled the
Wéls, that they are doing some specid service by tending them. Even the oldest records do not
go back into the time of the Wells. The books are worthless. The Hiua kings were a plague the
Widls spilled forth, and they tampered with the forces of them, they hurled sacrifices into them,
but they had no more power than the Shiua priests. They never ruled the Wells. They were only
brought here. Then the sea began to take Hiug. And lately-there is Roh; there isyourself. You
clam that you have arrived by the Wdlls. Isthat so?"

"Yes," Vanye answered in afaint voice. The things that Bydarra said began to accord
with too much. Once in Andur aman had questioned Morgaine; the words had long rested, in a
corner of his mind, awaiting some reasoned explanation: The world went wide, she had
answered that man, around the bending of the path. | went through. And suddenly he began to
perceive the quja-lord's anxiety, the sense that in him, in Roh, things met that never should have
met at dl ... that somewhere in Ohtij-in was a Myyagirl, far, far from the mountains of Erd and
Morija

"And the woman," asked Bydarra, "she on the gray horse?"

He said nothing.

"Roh spoke of her," Bydarrasaid. "Y ou spoke of her; the Hiua girl confirmsit. Rumor is
running the courtyard: talk, cardess tak, before the servants. Roh hints darkly of her intentions;
the Hiua girl confounds her with Hiualegend.”

Vanye shrugged lest he seem concerned, his heart beating hard againgt hisribs. "The Hiua

st hersdf onmy trall; | think her folk had cast her out
Sometimes she talks wildly. She may be mad. | would put no grest trust in what she says.”

"Angharan,” Bydarrasaid. "Morgen-Angharan. The seventh and unfavorable power:
Hiua kings and Aren superdtition are aways tangled. The white queen. But of courseif you are
not Hiua, thiswould not be familiar to you."

Vanye shook his head, clenched his hand over hiswrist behind his back. "It is not
familiar to me" hesaid.

"What is her true name?’

Agan he shrugged.

"Roh," said Bydarra, "cals her athresat to dl life-says that she has come to destroy the
Weéls and ruin the land. He offers his own skill to save uswhatever that skill may proveto be.
Some," Bydarra added, with alook that made Hetharu avoid his eyes sullenly, "some of us are
willing to fdl a hisfeet. Not dl of usare gullible

There was slence, in which Vanye did not want to ook at Hetharu, nor a Bydarra, who
deliberately baited his son.

"Perhaps,”" Bydarra continued softly, “there is no such woman, and you and the Hiua girl
are dlied with this Roh. Or perhaps you have some purposes we in Ohtij-in do not know yet.
Humankind drove us from Hiug. The Hiuakings were never concerned with our welfare, and



they never held the power that Roh clams for himsdf."

Vanye dared a him, caculating, weighing matters, desperately. "Her nameisMorgaine,”
he said. "And you would be better advised to offer her hospitdity rather than Roh."

"Ah," said Bydarra. "And what bid would she make us? What would she offer?"

"A warning," he said, forcing the words, knowing they would not be favored. "And | give
you one to dismiss him and me and have nothing to do with any of us. That is your safety. That
isdl the safety you have."

The mockery |left Bydarras seamed face. He came closer, hislean countenance utterly
sober, pde eyesintense tdl, the hdflings, so that Vanye found himsdf meeting the old lord eye
to eye. Light fingers touched the Sde of hisarm, urging confidentidity, the while from the edge
of hisvison. Vanye saw Hetharu leaning againg the table, arms folded, regarding him coldly.
"Hnoth is upon us" Bydarra sad, "when the floods rise and no traveling is possible. This Chya
Roh is anxiousto set out for Abarais now, this day, before the road is closed. He seems
likewise anxious that you be sent to him when he is there, directly asit becomes possible; and
what say you to this, Nhi Vanyei Chya?'

"Tha you are aslogt as| amif ever you let him reach Abarais" Vanye said. The pulse
roared in him as he stared into that aged qujdin face, and thought of Roh in possession of that
Magter Gate, with dl its power to harm, to enliven the other Gates, to reach out and destroy.
"Let him ever reech it and you will find yoursdlf ameaster of whom you will never free yoursalf,
not in this generation or the next or the next. | know that for the truth.”

"Then he can do the things he dlaims" said Hetharu suddenly.

Vanye glanced toward Hetharu, who Ieft the table and advanced to hisfather's

Sde.

"His power would be such,” Vanye said "that the whole of Shiuan and Hiug would
become whatever pleased him- pleased him, my lord. Y ou do not ook like a man that would
relish having amagter.”

Bydarrasmiled grimly and looked a Hetharu. "1t may be" said Bydarra, "that you have
been well answered.”

"By another with something to win," said Hetharu, and seized Vanye's arm with such
insolent violence that anger blinded him for the moment: he thrust his arm free, one clear threed
of reason till holding him from the princding's throat. He drew aragged bregth and looked to
Bydarra, to authority.

"l would not see Roh set a Abarais," Vanye sad, "and once your own experience shows
you that | wasright, my lord, | fear it will be much too late to change your mind.”

"Can you master the Wells yoursdf?' Bydarra asked.

"Sat me at Abarais, until my own liege comes. Then-ask what you will in payment, and it
will go better with this land."

"Can you," asked Hetharu, seizing him a second time by the arm, "manage the Wdls
yoursdf?'

Vanye glared into that handsome wolf-face, the white-edged nogtrils, the dark eyes
smoldering with violence, the lank white hair that was not, like the lesser lords, the work of
atifice

"Take your hands from me," he managed to say, and cast his apped ill to Bydarra "My
lord," he said with a desperate, ddliberate calm, "my lord, in this room, there was some bargain
struck-your son and Ron and other young lords together. Look to the nature of it."



Bydarras face went rigid with some emotion; he thrust Hetharu aside, looked terribly on
Vanye, then turned that same look toward his son, beginning aword that was not finished. A
blade flashed, and Bydarra choked, turned again under Hetharu's second blow, the bright blood
garting from mouth and throat. Bydarrafell forward, and Vanye staggered back under the
dying weight of him-let him fall, in horror, with the hot blood flooding his own arms.

And he gtared across weapon's edge a a son who could murder father and show nothing
of remorse. There was fear in that white face: hate. Vanye met Hetharu's eyes and knew the
depth of what had been prepared for him.

"Hail melord," sad Hetharu softly, "lord in Ohtij-in and in dl Shiuan.”

Panic burst in him. "Guard!" he cried, as Hetharu lifted the bloody dagger and dashed his
own arm, asecond fountain of blood. The dagger flew, struck a Vanyesfedt, in the spreading
dark pool from Bydarras body. Vanye stumbled back from the dagger as the door opened,
and there were armed men therein force, pikes lowered toward him. Hetharu leaned againgt the
fireplace in unfeigned shock, lesking blood through his fingers that dasped his wounded arm to
his breest.

"He-" Vanye cried, and stlaggered back under the blow of a pikeshaft that sent him
gorawling and drove the wind from him. He scrambled for his feet and hurled himsdf for the
door, barred from it by others-thrown aside, seized up the dagger that lay in the pool of blood,
and drove for Hetharu's throat.

An armored body turned the blade, a face before him grimacing in pain and shock: more
blood flooded his hands, hot, before the others dragged him back and crashed with him over a
bench. The blows of pikestaves and boots overwhelmed him and he lay haf-sensible in a pool
of blood, his own or Bydarras, he no longer knew. They moved his battered arms and cords bit
into hiswrigs

Shouts echoed. Throughout the hals there began a shriek of darm, the sounds of
women's voices and the degper mourning of men. He listened to this, on the edge of
consciousness, the shrieks part of the torment of chaos that raged about him.

He remained on the floor, untouched. Men camefor Bydarras body, and they carried it

forth on alitter in grim slence; and another corpse they carried
out too, that of aman-at-arms, that Vanye dimly redlized was to his charge. And theresfter,
when the room was clear and more torches had been brought, men gathered him up by the hair
and the arms, and bowed him a Hetharu's feet.

Hetharu sat, while a priest wound his arm about with clean linen soaked in ails; and there
was in Hetharu's shock-pale face ataut and wary look. Armed men were about him, and one,
bare-faced, his coarse bleached hair gathered back in a knot, handed Hetharu a cup of which
he drank deeply. In amoment Hetharu sighed, and returned the cup, and leaned back in the
chair while the priest tied the bandage.

A number of other lords came, elegant and jewelled, in ddlicate fabrics. There was
dlence in the room, and the congtant flow of whispersin the corridor outside. As each lord
came forward to meet Hetharu there was a dight bow, an obeisance, some only scant. It was
the passing of power, therein that bloody cell-many an older lord whaose obel sance was cold
and hegitant, with looks about at the armed guards that stood grimly evident; and younger men,
who did not restrain their smiles, wolf-smiles and no evidence of mourning.

And lastly came Kithan, waxen-pale and languid, attended by atrio of guards. He bowed
to kiss his brother's hand, and suffered his brother's kiss upon his cheek, his face cold and



distant the while. He sstumbled when he attempted to rise and turn, steadied by the guards, and
blinked dazedly, and stared down at Vanye.

Sowly the distance vanished in those dilated pae eyes, and something came into them of
recognition, amad hatred, distraught and violent.

"l had no wegpon,” Vanye said to him, fearing the youth's grief as much as Hetharu's
cdculation. "The only weapon-"

An armored hand smashed across his mouth, dazing him; and no one was interested in
listening not even Kithan, who smply stared at him, empty-eyed, unasking what he would have
sad. After amoment someone took Kithan by the arm and led him out, like a confused child.

Women had come, pale-haired and cold, who bowed and kissed Hetharu's hand and
returned on slent feet to the corridor, awhisper of brocade and alingering of perfume amid the
oil and armor of the guards.

Then, a tir among the departing mourners, brusque and sudden, came Roh, himself
attended by guards, one on either side. Roh was armored, and cloaked, and bore his bow and
hislongsword dung on his back for travel.

Vanyes heart legped up in an ingtant's forlorn hope that died when he reminded himsdlf of
theilluson that was Roh, when Roh ignored him, and addressed himsdlf to the patricide,
Bydarras newly powerful son.

"My lord," Roh murmured, and bowed, but he did not kiss Hetharu's hand or make any
other courtesy, at which faces clouded, not least of them Hetharu's. "The horses are saddled,”
Roh said. "Thetideisdue a sunsgt, | am told; and we had best make some smdl haste.”

"There will be no dday," said Hetharu.

Agan Roh bowed, only as much as need be; and turned his head and for the first time
looked down on Vanye, who knelt between his guards. "Cousin,” Roh said sorrowfully, asa
man would reproach atoo-innocent youth. Heat stung Vanye's face; and something in him
responded to the voice, all the same. He looked up into Roh's brown eyes and lean, tanned
face, seeking Lidl, struggling to summon hate. It only came to him that they two had known
Andur-Kursh, and that he would not see it again; and that when Roh had |eft, he would be
adoneamong qujd.

"l do not envy you," Vanye said, "your company on the road.”

Roh's eyes did warily to Hetharu, back again; and Roh bent then, and took Vanye's arm,
drawing him to hisfeet in spite of the guards. His hand lingered, kindly as a brother's.

"Swear to my sarvice" Roh sad inalow voice, for him done. "Leave hers, and | will
take you with me, out of here."

Vanye jerked his head in refusd, setting his jaw lest he show how much he desired it.

"They will not harm you," Roh said, which he needed not have said.

"What you will isnot law for them,” Vanye said. "I did not kill Bydarra: on my oeth, | did
not. They have done this to spite you; | am nothing to them but a means of touching you."

Roh frowned. "I will seeyou a Abarais. With her, | will not compromise-l cannot-but
with you-"

"Take me with you now if you hope for that. Do not ask an oath of me; you know |
cannot give it. But will you rather trust them at your back? Y ou will be aone with them, and
when they have what they want-"

"No," Roh said after amoment that trust and doubt had seemed closdly balanced "No.

That would not be wise of me."



"At least take Jhirun out of this place.

Again Roh hestated, seeming amost to agree. "No," he said. "Nothing to please you: |
do not think you hope for my long life. She stays here.”

"To be murdered. As| will be"

"No," said Roh. "I have made an understanding for your welfare. And | will see it kept;
we have bargained, they and I. | will seeyou at Abarais.”

"No," sad Vanye. "l do not think you will."

"Cousn," said Roh softly.

Vanye swore and turned away, bilerisng in histhroat. He shouldered through his guards,
who lacked orders and stood like cattle, confused. None checked him. He went to the window
dit and looked out at the rain-glistening stones, ignoring al of them as they made their
arrangements to leave, with much clattering of arms and shouting up and down the corridors.

Group by group, to their various purposes, the gathering dispersed. Roh was among the
firs to leave. Vanye did not turn his head to see. He heard the room deserted, and the door
heavily seded, and digtantly in the halls echoed the tramp of armed men.

Out in the yard there began a tumult among the people, and the clatter of horses on the
pavings. Voices of men and women pierced the commotion, for amoment clear and then
subdued again.

One lord was leaving Ohtij-in; the former could not possibly have been buried yet. Such
was Hetharu's haste, to ride with Roh, seeking power; and such Roh had doubtless promised
him, with promises and threats and direct warnings to bring him quickly to Abarais, before flood
should come, before the way should be closed. Perhaps Bydarra had opposed such ajourney,
inventing delays, but Bydarra would no more oppose anything-perhaps a Roh's urging; it was
Hetharu's crud humor that had placed the blame where Roh least wanted it,

Vanye heard the number of horsesin the yard and reckoned that most of the force of
Ohtij-in must be going.

And if Morgaine lived, she would have to contend with that upon the road-if she had not
aready, more wary and more wise than her kin, skirted round Ohtij-in and passed toward
Abarais.

It was the only hope that remained to him. If Morgaine had done so, Roh was finished,
powerless. Thiswas surely the fear in Roh's mind, that drove him to create chaos of Ohtij-in,
that drove him to accept dlies that would turn on him when firgt they could. If Roh came too
late, if Morgaine had passed, and the Wells were dead and sealed againgt him, then those same
adlieswould surdly kill him; and then would be another bitter reckoning, at Ohtij-in, for the
hostage for a dead enemy.

But if Roh was not too late, if Morgaine was in truth logt, then there were other
certainties: himsalf bidden to Abarais, to serve Roh-magterlessilin, to be Claimed to another
sarvice.

There was nothing else, no other choice for him-but to seek Roh's life; and the end of
that, too, he knew.

A door closed esewhere, echoing in the depths; a scuff on stone sounded outside, steps
in the corridor. He thought until the last that they were bound e sewhere: but the bolt of the door
crashed back.

He looked back, the blood chilling in his veins as he saw Kithan, with armed men about
him.



Kithan walked to the end of the table, steady in his bearing; his delicate features were
composed and cold.

"They are leaving," Kithan said softly.

"l did not," Vanye protested, "kill your father. It was Hetharu."

There was no reaction, none. Kithan stood till and stared at him, and outside there was
the sound of horses clattering out the gates. Then those gates closed, booming, inner and outer.

Kithan drew along, shuddering breeth, expelled it dowly, asif savoring the air. He had
shut his eyes, and opened them again with the same chill cam. "In alittle time we shal have
buried my father. We do not make overmuch ceremony of our interments. Then | will seeto
you."

"l did not kill him."

"Did you not?" Kithan's cloud-gray eyes assumed that dreaming languor that formerly
possessed them, but now it seemed ironica, a pose. "Hetharu would have more than Ohtij-in to
rule. Do you think that Roh of the Chyawill giveit to him?'

Vanye answered nothing, not knowing where thiswas tending, and liking it little. Kithan
smiled.

"Would this cousin of yours take vengeance for you?"' asked Kithan.

"It might be," Vanye answered, and Kithan Hill amiled.

"Hetharu was aways tedious," Kithan said.

Vanye drew in abresth, findly reading him. "If you am at your brother-free me. | am not
Roh'sdly."

"No," sad Kithan softly. "Nor carel. It may be that you are guilty; or perhaps not. And
that is nothing to me. | see no future for any of us, and | trust you no more than Hetharu should
have trusted your kinsman."

"Hetharu." Vanye sad, "killed your father."

Kithan smiled and shrugged, turned his shoulder to him. He made asignd to one of the
men with him, toward the door. That man summoned others, who held between them a small
and tattered shadow.

Jhirun.

He could not help her. She recognized him as he moved alittle into the torchlight. Her
shadowed face assumed alook of anguish. But she said nothing, seeing him, nor cried out.
Vanye lowered his eyes, gpology for dl things between them, lifted them again. There was
nothing that he could say to ease her plight, and much that he could say to make it worse,
making clear his regard for her.

He turned from the sight of her and of them, and walked back to stare out the window.

"Make afirein the west tower hdl," Kithan bade one of the guards.

And they withdrew, and the door closed.

Chapter Ten

The thunder rumbled dmost congtantly, and in time the torches, whipped by the wind that
had free play through the smdl cdll, went out, one by one, leaving dark. Vanye sat by the
window, leaning againg the stones, |etting the cold wind and spattering rain numb his face as his
hands long since were numb. The cold eased the pain of bruises; he reckoned that if it dso
mede him fevered, if they delayed long enough, then that was only gain. He blinked the water



from his eyes and watched the pattern of lightning on the raindrops that crawled down the
stones opposite the narrow window. So far as it was possible, he concentrated entirely on that
dow progress, logt init.

Somewhere by the gate a bell began to ring, monotone and urgent. V oices shouted, lost
in the thunder. The buria party had returned, he thought, and sharper fear began to gather in
him; he fought it with, anger, but the taste of it was only the more hitter, for he was angry most
of al that he was without purpose in his misery, that he was seized into others purposes, to die
that way: child-innocent, child-ignorant-he had trusted, had expected, had assumed.

Likewise Roh was being dowly ensnared, carefully maneuvered, having taken to himsdlf
adlieswithout law, adept in treacheries of abreed unimagined in Andur-Kursh. Best that Roh
perish-and yet he did not entirdly wish it: rather that Hetharu would find himsdlf surprised, that
Roh would repay them-bitterly.

There was nothing dse.

The bdll ill rang. And now there came the tread of many men in the corridors, echoing
up and down the winding halls-a scrape of stonein the hal outside, the bolt crashing back.

There were guards, rain gill glistening on their demon-faced hdms and the scde of their

armor in the torchlight they brought with them. Vanye gathered
himsdf to hisfeet on the second try, came with them of his own accord as far asthe hail, where
he might reckon their number.

There were eight, ten, twelve of them. So many? he wondered hitterly, astonished that
they could so fear him, reckoning how his hands were tied and his legs, numb with cold,
ungteady under him.

They saized him roughly and brought him down the corridor, and down and down the
spiras, past the staring white faces of ddicate qujdin ladies, the averted eyes of servants. Cold
ar struck him as the door at the bottom of the spiral opened, and there before them was the
barred iron gate, the kegper running back the chain to let them out

Outsde was rain and torchlight, and a confused rabble, a mass of faces shouting,
drowning the noise of the bell.

Vanye st hisfedt, ressted desperately being brought out into that; but the guards formed
about him with pikes levelled, and others forced him down the steps. Mad faces surrounded
them, rocks flew: Vanye felt an impact on his shoulder and jerked back asfingers seized on his
shirt and tried to pull him away from the guards. A man went down then with a pike through his
belly, writhing and screaming, and the men-at-arms hurried, broke through the mass: Vanye no
longer resisted the guards, fearing the mob's violence more.

And the bell at the gate il tolled, adding its own mad voice to the chaos. A door inthe
barbican tower opened, more guards ready to take them into that refuge, a serried line of
weapons to defend it.

A pikeman went down, sone-struck. The mob surged inward. Vanye recoiled into the
hands of his guards as the rabble seized on him, dmost succeeding thistimein taking him.
There was a skirmish, sharp and bloody, peasants against armored pikemen, and the guards
moved forward over wounded and dying.

The insanity of it was beyond comprehension, the attack, the hatred, whether they aimed
it a him or a their own lords. . . knowing that Bydarrawas dain, that the greater force of the
hold had departed. The guards seemed suddenly fearfully few; the power that Kithan held was
gretched thin in Ohtij-in amid this violence that surged within the court, outsdeits doors. The



madness cared no longer what it attacked.
There was a sound, deep and rumbling, that shook the walls, that wrung horrified
screams from the surging mob- that stopped the guards in their
tracks.

And the gate vanished in a second rumbling of stones: the arch that had spanned it
collapsed, the stones whirling away like leavesinto darkness, so that little rubble remained. It
was gone. The mob shrieked and scattered, abandoned improvised weapons, a scatter of
staves and stones on the cobbles; and the guards levelled futile wegpons at that incredible sight

In that darkness where the gate had been was a shimmer, and arider, white-cloaked, on
agray horse, ashining of white hair under the remaining torches; and the glimmering was a
drawn sword.

The blade stayed unsheathed. It held darkness entrapped at itstip, darkness that eclipsed
the light of torcheswhere it was lifted. The gray horse moved forward a pace; the crowd
shrieked and fled back.

Morgaine.

She had come to this place, come after him. Vanye struggled to be free, feding awild
urge to laughter, and in that moment his guards cast him sprawling and fled.

Helay 4ill, for amoment dazed by hisimpact on the wet paving. He saw Siptah's muddy
hooves not far from his head as she rode to cover him, and he did not fear the horse; but above
him he saw Morgaine's outstretched hand, and Changeling unsheethed, shimmering opd fires
and carrying thet lethd void at itstip: oblivion uncleaner than any the quja could ded.

He feared to move while that hovered over him. "Roh-“ he tried to warn her; but his
hoarse voice was logt in the orm and the shouting.

"Dai-khd," he heard cry from the distance. "Angharan . . . Angharan!" He heard the cry
repeated, echoed off the walls, warning carried strangely by the wind; and thereafter quiet
etled in the courtyard, among humans and qujd dike.

Siptah swung aside; Vanye struggled to reach his knees, did so with atearing painin his
Sde that for amoment took his bresth away. When his sight cleared, he saw Kithan and the
other lords in the unbarred doorway of the keep, abandoned by the guards. There was no
sound, no movement from the quja. Ther faces, their white hair whipping on the wind, made a
pae cluger in the torchlight.

"Thisismy companion,” Morgaine said softly, above the rush of rain; and it was likdly that
there was no place in the courtyard that could not hear her. "Poor welcome have you given
him."

There was for amoment only the steedy beat of the rain into the puddles, the restless
samp of Siptah's feet, and came the sound of hooves behind, another rider coming through the
ruined gate: the black gelding, ridden by a stranger, who swung down from the saddle and
waited.

Vanye gathered his feet under him, careful of the fire of Changding, that gleamed
periloudy near him. "Liyo," he said, forcing sound into his raw throat, trying to shout "Roh, by
the north road, before the sun set. He has not that much start-"

She whipped her Honor blade from her belt left-handed, letting Siptah stand. "Turn,” she
sad, and leaned from the saddle behind him, dashed the cords that held his hands. His arms
fdl, leaden and painful; he looked at her, turning, and she gestured toward his horse, and the
man that hed it.



Vanye drew a deep breath and made what effort he could to run, reached the waiting
horse and hauled himsdf into the saddle, head redling and hands too iff to fed the reins that
the man thrust into his possession. He looked down into that stranger's scarred face, stung with
irrationd resentment, rage that this man had been given his belongings, had ridden a her sde: he
saw that resentment answered in the peasant's dark eyes, the grim set of scarred lips.

Stonerattled. Dark shapes moved in the migting rain, cregping over the massive stones of
the shattered gateway, the ruined double walls: men-or less than men. Vanye saw, and fet a
prickling a his neck, beholding the dark shapes that moved like vermin amid the vast, tumbled
stones.

With a sudden shout a him, Morgaine reined about and rode for that broken gateway,
sending the invaders scrambling aside; and Vanye jerked fegbly at the reins, the black gelding
aready turning, accustomed to run with the gray. He caught his balance in the saddle as the
horses cleared the ruined gate and hit even stride again, down the rain-washed stones, passing a
horde of those smdll, dark men. Downhill they rode, clattering dong the paving, faster and faster
as the horses found clear road ahead. Morgaine led, and never yet had she sheathed the sword,
that was danger to al about it; Vanye had no wish to ride beside her while she bore that naked
and shimmering in her hand.

Stonework yielded to mud, to brush, to stonework again, and the jolting drove pain into
belly and lungs, and the rain blinded and the lightning redoubled: Vanye ceased to be aware of
where he rode, only that he mugt follow. Pain ate a his Sde, a misery that clutched a muscle
and spread over dl hismind, blotting out everything but the sense that kept his hand on therein
and hisbody in the saddle.

The horses spent tharr first wind, and dowed: Vanye was aware when Changdling
winked out, going into sheath-and Morgaine asked things to which he gave unclear answer, not
knowing the land or the tides. She laid hedls to Siptah and the gray leaned into renewed effort,
the gelding following. Vanye used his heds mercilessy when the anima began to flag, fearful of
being left behind, knowing that Morgaine would not stop. They rounded blind turns,
downdope and up again, through shallow water and over higher ground.

And as they mounted a crest where the hills opened up, awide valey spread before
them, black waters as far as the eye could see, froth roaring and crashing about the rocks and
the stonework, swallowing up the road.

Morgaine reined in with acurse, and Vanye let the gelding stop, both horses standing
with sdes heaving. It was over, logt Vanye bowed upon the saddiehorn with the rain beating at
histhinly clad back, until the pain of his sde ebbed and he could Straighten.

"Send he drowns," Morgaine said, and her voice trembled.

"Aye" he answered without passion, coughed and leaned again over the saddle until the
gpasm had left him.

Siptah's warmth shifted againg hisleg, and he fet Morgaines touch on his shoulder. He
lifted his heed. The lightning showed her face to him, frozen in alook of concern, therain like
jewels on her brow.

"| thought," he said, "that you would have l€eft, or that you were logt.”

"1 had my own difficulties™ she said; and with anguish she dammed her fig againg
her leg. "Would you could have found a chance to kill him."

The accusation shot home. "When the ram stops-* he offered in his guilt

"Thisisthe Suvgj," she said fiercely, "by the name that | have heard, and that is not river-



flood: it isthe seg, the tide. After Hnoth, after the moons-"

She drew breath. Vanye became aware of the maefic force of the vast light that hung above the
lightning, thet lent the boiling clouds strange definition. And when next the flashes showed him
Morgaine clearly, she had turned her head and was gazing at the flood with an expresson like a
hunting wolf. "Perhaps™ she

sad, "perhaps there are barriers that will hold him, even past the Suvoj."

"It may be, liyo," he said. "'l do not know."

“If not, wewill learn it in afew days" Her shouldersfdl, a Sgh of exhaustion; she bowed
her head and threw it back, scattering rain from her hair. She drew Siptah full about.

And perhaps the lightning showed him clearly for the first time, for her face took on a
sudden look of concern. "Vanye?' she asked, reaching for him. Her voice reached him thinly,
digantly.

"l canride," he said, dthough for very little he would have denied it. The prospect of
another such mad course was dmost more then he could bear; the pain in hisribs rode every
breeth. But the gentleness fed strength into him. He began to shiver, fedling the cold, where
before he had had the warmth of movement. She unclasped the cloak from about her throat
and flung it about his shoulders. He put up his hand to refuseit.

"Put it on," she said. "Do not be stubborn.” And gratefully he gathered it about him, taking
warmth from the horse and from the cloak that she had worn. It made him shiver the more for a
moment, his body beginning to fight the cold. She took aflask from her saddle and handed it
across to him; he drank a mouthful of that foul local brew that stung his cut lip and dmost made
him gag, but it eased histhroat after it had burned its way down, and the taste faded.

"Keepit," she sad when he offered to return it.

"Where are we going?"

"Back," she said, "to Ohtij-in."

"No," he objected, the reflex of fear; it legpt out in hisvoice, and made her look at him
strangely for amoment, in shame he jerked the gelding's head about toward Ohtij-in, Started
him moving, Siptah faling in besde & a gentle walk. He said nothing, wished not even to look
at her, but pressed his hand to his bruised ribs benegth the cloak and tried to ignore the panic
that lay likeicein his bely-Roh safdly sped toward Abarais, and themsalves, themselves
returning into the grasp of Ohtij-in, within the reach of treechery.

And then, a second impulse of shame for himsdlf, he remembered the Hiua girl whom he
had abandoned there without a thought toward her. It was his oath, and that was as it must be,
but he was ashamed not even to have thought of her.

"Jhirun,” he said, "was with me, a prisoner too."

"Forget her. What passed with Roh?"

The question stung; guilt commingled with dread in him. He looked ahead, between the
gelding's ears. "Lord Hetharu of Ohtij-in," he said, "went with Roh northward, to reach Abarais

before the weather turned. | walked into this place, thinking to claim shelter. It is not Andur-
Kursh. | have not managed well, liyo. | am sorry.”

"Which fird-Roh's leaving or your coming?'

He had ddliberatdly obscured that in histelling; her harsh question cut to the center of the
matter. "My coming,” he said. "Liyo-"

"Helet you live"

He did look at her, tried to compose his face, though al his blood seemed gathered in his



belly. "Did | seem to be comfortable there? What do you think that | could have done? | had
no chance & him." The words came, and immediately he wished he had said nothing, for there
was suddenly alie between them.

And more than that: for he saw suspicion in her look, a quiet and horrid mistirust. In the
long slence that followed, their horses Side by side, he wished that she would rebuke him,
quarrel, remind him how little caution he had used and what duty he owed her, anything against
which he could argue. She said nothing.

"What would you?' he cried findly, againg that silence. "That you had come later?”

"No," she said in avoice strangdly subdued.

"It was not for me," he surmised suddenly. "It was Roh you wanted.”

"l did not," she said very quietly, "know where you were. Only that Roh had sheltered in
Ohtij-in: that | did hear. Other word did not reach me."

Shefel slent again, and in the long time that they rode in the rain he dlutched her warm
cloak about him and reckoned that she had only given him the truth that he had inssted on
knowing-more honest with him than he had been with her. Roh had named her liar, and she did
not lie, even when asmdl untruth would have been kinder; he held that thought for comfort,
scant though it was.

"Liyo," he asked findly, "where were you? | tried to find you."

"At Aren," shereplied, and he cursed himsdlf bitterly. "They are rough folk," she said.
"Eadly impressed. They feared me, and that was convenient. | waited there for you. They sad
that there was no sign of you."

"Then they were blind," he said bitterly. "I held to the road; | never Ieft it. | thought only

that you would leave me and keep going, and trust me to follow."

"They knew it, then,” she said, afrown settling on her face. "They did know."

"It may be" he said, "that they feared you too much." She sworein her own tongue, at
least that was the tone of it, and shook her head, and what bided in her face then, lightning-lit,
was not good to see.

"Jhirun and | together," he said, "walked the road; and it brought usto Ohtij-in, out of
food, out of any hope. | did not know what | would find; Roh wasthe last that | expected.
Liyo, it isaqujd-ruled hold, and there are records there, in which Roh spent histime.”

The oath hissed between her teeth. She opened her lipsto say something; and then, for
they were rounding the turn of ahill, from the distance came a sound carried on the wind, the
sound of distress, of riot; and she stopped, gazing at a sullen glow among the hills.

"Ohtij-in," she said, and set hedsto Siptah, flying down the road. The gelding dipped his
head and hurled himsdf after; Vanye bent, ignoring the pain of his sde, and rode, round the
remembered bendings of the road, turn after turn as the shouting came nearer.

And suddenly the height of Ohtij-in hoveinto view, where the inner court blazed with light
and railing smoke through the riven gates, where black, diminutive figures struggled amid the
fires

Shadow-shapes huddled beside the road, that became women and ragged children,
bundles and baggage. The gray horse thundered near them, sent the wretched folk shrieking
asde, and the black plunged after.

Into the chaos of theinner court they rode, where, few had ravaged the shelters, rolling
clouds of hitter smoke up into the rainy sky, where dead animas lay and many a corpse
besides, anong them both dark-haired and white, both men and halflings. At the keep gate,



againg the wall, aremnant of the guard was embattled with the peasants, and heaped up dead
there thicker than anywhere dse.

Men scattered from the hooves of the gray horse, shrieks and screams as the witch-
sword |eft its sheeth and flared into opd light more terrible than the fires, with that darkness
howling at itstip. A wegpon flew; the darkness drank it, and it vanished.

And the guard who had cagt it fled, dying on the spears of the ragged attackers. It was
the last resstance. The others threw down their arms and were cast to their faces by their
captors, down in the mire and blood of the yard.

"Morgen!" the ragged army halled her, raising their wegpons. "Angharan! Angharan!”
Vanye sat the gelding beside her asfolk crowded round them with awed hysteriain their faces,
he and his nervous horse touched by scores of trembling hands as they touched Siptah, rashly
coming too near the unsheathed blade; shying from it, they massed the more closely about him,
her companion. He endured it, redizing that he had been absorbed into the fabric of legends
that surrounded Morgaine kri Chya-that he himsdf had become a thing to frighten children and
cause honest men to shudder-that they had condemned him to al he had suffered, refusing to
tell to hisliege whet they surely had known; and that those of Ohtij-in would lately have killed
him.

He did not gtrike, though he trembled with the urge to do so. He Hill feared them, who for
the hour hailed him and surrounded him with their insane adoration.

"Angharan!" they shouted. "Morgaine! Morgaine! Morgaine!™

Morgaine carefully sheathed Changeling, extinguishing itsfire, and did to the ground amid
that press, men pushing at each other to make way for her. "Take the horses" she bade a man
who approached her with less fear than the others, and then she turned her attention to the
keep. There was sllence made in the courtyard at last, an exhausted hush. She walked through
their midst to the steps of the keep, Changeling crosswise in her hands, that it could be drawnin
an ingant. There she stood, visible to them al, and ragged and bloody men came and paid her
shy, awkward courtesies.

Vanye dismounted, took up her saddle kit, that she would never leave behind her, and
fended off those that offered help, no difficult maiter. Men fled his displeasure, terrified.

Morgaine stayed for him, her foot on the next step until he had begun to ascend them,
then passed insde. Vanye dung the saddiebag over his shoulder and walked after, up the steps
and into the open gateway, past the staring dead face of the gatekeeper, who lay sprawled in
the shadowsinsde.

Men took up torches, leading their way. Vanye shuddered a what he saw in the spira

hdls, the dead both mae and femae, both quja and guiltless
human servants, the ravaged treasures of Ohtij-in that littered the halls. He kept walking, up the
spirdling core that would figure theresfter in his nightmares, limping after Morgaine, who walked
sword in hand.

Shewill finish it, Roh had prophesied of her, end dl hope for them. That iswhat she has
come to do.

Chapter Eleven

In the lord's hall too there was chaos, bodies lying where they had falen. Even the white
dog was dead by the hearth, in apool of blood that stained the carpets and the stones, and



flowed to mingle with that of its master and mistress. A knot of servants huddled in the corner
for protection, knedling.

And in the other corner men were gathered, rough and ragged folk, who held prisoner
three of the house guard, white-haired haflings, stripped of their masking helms, bound, and
surrounded by peasant weapons.

Vanye stopped, seeing that, and the sudden warmth of the fire hit him, making breath
difficult; he caught for balance againgt the door frame as Morgaine strode within the room and
looked about

"Get the dead out of the hold," she said to the ragged men who awaited her orders.
"Digpose of them. Isther lord among them?”'

The edest man made a helpless gesture. "No knowing,” he said, in an accent difficult to
penetrate.

“Liyo," Vanye offered, from the doorway, "a man named Kithan isin charge of Ohtij-in,
Hetharu's brother. | know him by sight.”

"Stay by me," she ordered curtly; and to the others: "Make search for him. Save dl
writings, wherever found, and bring them to me."

"Aye" sad one of that company a whom she looked.

"What of the rest?" asked the eldest, a sooped and fragile man. "What of the other
things? Be there lse, lady?"

Morgaine frowned and looked about her, awarlike and evil figure amid their poor legther
and rags, shelooked on prisoners, on dead men, at the small rough-clad folk who depended on
her for ordersin this tumult, and shrugged. "What matter to me?" she asked. "What you do here
isyour own affair, only so it does not cross me. A guard at our door, servantsto atend us-"
Her eyes swept to the comer where the house servants cowered, marked men in brown livery
who had served the qujd. "Those three will suffice. And Haz, give me three of your sons for
guards at my quarters, and no more will | ask of you tonight.”

"Aye" sad the old man, bowed in avkward imitation of alord's courtesy; he gestured to
certain of the young men- small folk, dl of them, who agpproached Morgaine with lowered eyes,
the tallest of them only as high as her shoulder, but broad, powerful young men, for al that

Marshlanders, Vanye reckoned them: men of Aren. They spoke among themsdlvesin a
language he could not comprehend: men, but not of any kind that his land had known, smadl and
furtive and, he suddenly suspected, without any law common to men that he knew. They were
many, svarming the corridors, wreeking havoc; they had falled ddiberady to find him for
Morgaine-and yet she came back among them asif she utterly trusted them. He became
conscious that he was not armed, that he, who guarded her back, had no weapon, and their
liveswere in the hands of these smdll, dusive men, who could speak secrets among themselves.

A body brushed pagt, taler than the others, black-robed; Vanye recoiled in surprise, then
recognized the priest, who was making for Morgaine. In panic he moved and seized the priest,
jerked at the robes, thrust him sprawling to the floor.

Morgaine looked down on the balding, white-haired priest, whose lean face wasrigid
with terror, who shook and trembled in Vany€e's grip. In a sudden access of panic as Morgaine
stepped closer, the priest sought to rise, perhaps to run, but Vanye held him firmly.

"Banish him to the court,” Vanye said, remembering how this same priest had lured him
into Ohtij-in, promising safety; how this priest had stood at Bydarras elbow. "Let him try his
fortunes out there, among men.”



"What is your name?' Morgaine asked of the priest.

"Ginun," the dight halfling breathed. He twisted to look up a Vanye, dark-eyed, an aging
man-and perhaps more man than quja. Fear trembled on hislips. "Great lord, many would have
hel ped you, many, many-l would have helped you. Our lords were mistaken.”

"Where were you?' Vanye asked, bitterness so choking him he could hardly speek; he
thrust the man free. "Y ou knew your lord, you knew what would happen when you led me to
him."

"Take uswith you,” Ginun wept. "Take us with you. Do not leave us behind.”

"Where" asked Morgaine in a chill voice, "do you suppose that we will go from here?"

"Through the Wells-to that other land.”

The hope in the priest's eyes was terrible to see as he looked from one to the other of
them, chin trembling, eyes suffused with tears. He lifted his hand to touch Morgaine, lost
courage and touched Vanye's hand instead, a finger-touch, no more. "Please," he asked of
them.

"Who has told you this thing?' Morgaine asked. "Who?"

"We have waited," the priest whispered hoarsdly. "We have tended the Wdlls and we
have waited. Take usthrough. Take uswith you."

Morgaine turned her face away, not willing more to talk with him. The priest's shoulders
fell and he began to shake with sobs; a Vanye's touch he looked up, his face that of aman
under desth sentence. "We have served the khdl," he protested, as if that should win favor of
the conqueror of Obtij-in. "We have waited, we have waited. Lord, spesk to her. Lord, we
would have helped you."

"Go away," sad Vanye, drawing him to his feet. Unease moved in his heart when he
looked on this priest who served devils, whose prayers were to the works of quja. The priest
drew back from his hands, dill staring a him, il pleading with his eyes. " She has nothing to do
with you and your kind," Vanye told the priest. "Nor do I."

"The Barrow-kings knew her," the priest whispered, his eyes darting past him and back
agan. He clutched convulsively at the amulets that hung among hisrobes. "The lord Roh came
with the truth. It was the truth.”

And the priest fled for the door, but VVanye seized him, hauled him about, othersin the
room giving back from him. The priest struggled vainly, frail, desperate man. "Liyo," Vanye sad
inaquiet voice, fearful of those listening about them; prepared to drike the priest sllent upon the
ingtant. "Liyo, do not let him go. This priest will do you harm if he can. | beg you ligen to me."

Morgaine looked on him, and on the priest. "Brave priest," she said in avoice ill and
clear, in the hush that had falen in the room. "Fwar!"

A man came from the corner where the house guards were held, atdler man than mog,

near Morgane's height. Square-faced he was, with ahedling
dash that ran from right cheek to left chin, across both lips. Vanye knew him a once, him that
had ridden the gelding into the courtyard-the face that had glared sullenly up a him. Such alook
he recelved now; the man seemed to have no other manner.

"Aye, lady?' Fwar said. His accent was plainer than that of the others, and he bore
himsdf boldly, sanding sraight.

"Have your kinsmen together,” Morgaine said, "and find the kha that survive. | want no
killing of them, Fwar. | want them set in one room, under guard. And you know by now thet |
mesn what | say."



"Aye" Fwar answered, and frowned. The face might have been ordinary once. No more;
it was amask in which one most saw the eyes, and they were hot and violent. "For some we
aretoo late.”

"l care not who isto blame," Morgaine said. "I hold you, done, accountable to me."

Fwar hesitated, then bowed, started to leave.

"And, Fwar-"

"Lady?

"Ohtij-in is ahuman hold now. | have kept my word. Whoever stedls and plunders now-
gedsfrom you."

This thought went visibly through Fwar's reckoning, and other men in the room stood
attentive and sobered.

"Aye" Fwar said.

"Lady," said another, in avoice heavy with accent, "what of the stores of grain? Arewe

to distribute-?"

"Isnot Haz your priest?' she asked. "L et your priest divide the stores. It isyour grain,
your people. Ask me no further on such matters. Nothing here concerns me. Leave me.”

There was dlence, dismay.

One of the marshlanders pushed at the qujalin guards, directing them to the door. In their
wake went others, Fwar, Haz; there were left only Haz's three sons, claimed as guards, and the
weeping priest, Ginun, and the three servants, who knelt cowering in the far corner.

"Show me," said Morgaine to the servants, "where are the best lodgings with a solid door
and some secure room nearby where we can lodge this priest for his own protection.”

She spoke softly with them. One moved, and the others gathered courage, knedling facing
her, eyes downcast "There," said the oldest of them, himsalf no more than a youth, and pointed
toward the door thet led inward, away from the central corridor.

There was asmall, windowless storeroom opposite alordly hal. Here Morgaine bade
the priest disposed, with abar across that door, and that chained, and the door visible by those
who would guard their own quarters. It was Vanye's to put the priest ingde, and he did so, not
ungerntly.

He hated the look of the priest's eyes as he was set within that dark place, forbidden a
light lest he do himsdf and others harm with it. The priest's terror fingered a nightmares of his
own, and he hesitated at closing the door.

Priest of devils, who would have worshipped at Morgaine's feet, an uncleanness that
attached itsdlf to them, saying things it was not good to hear, Vanye loathed the man, but that a
man should fear the dark, and being shut within, alone-this he understood.

"Keep 4ill," hewarned Ginun last, the guards out of hearing. "Y ou are safer here, and
you will be safe so long as you do keep ill."

The priest was ill staring a him when he closed the door, his thin face white and terrified
in the shadow. Vanye dropped the bar and locked the chain through it-made haste to turn his
back on it, as on a private nightmare, remembering the roof of the tower of his prison-Roh's
words, stored up in this priest, waiting to break forth. He thought in agony that he should seeto
it that the priest never spoke-that he, ilin, should take that foulness on his own soul and never
tell Morgaine, never burden her honor with knowing it.

He was not such aman; he could not do it. And he did not know whether thisin him was



virtue or cowardice.

The sons of Haz had taken up their posts at the door. Morgaine awaited him in the hdl
beyond. He went to her, into the chambers that had been some great lord's, and dropped the
saddlebags that he had carried onto the stones of the hearth, staring about him.

More bodies awaited them: tapestries rent, bodies of men-at-arms and the one-time lords
lying amid shattered crystal and overturned chairs. Vanye knew them. One was the body of an
old woman; another was that of one of the elder lords, he that had made most grudging
obeisance to Hetharu.

"Seetoit," Morgaine said sharply to the servants. "Remove them.”

And while this was being atended, she righted a heavy chair and put it near the fire that
gl blazed in the hearth for its former owners, extended her legsto it, booted ankles crossed,
paying no attention to the gridy task that went on among the servants. Changeling she set point

againg the floor and leaning by her Sde, and gave along Sgh.

Vanye averted his eyes from what passed in the room. Too much, too many of such
pathetic dead: he had been of the warriors, but of aland where men fought men who chose to
fight, who went armed, in notice of such intention. He did not want to remember the things that
he had seen in Ohtij-in, alone or in her company.

And somewhere in Ohtij-in was Myya Jhirun, logt in this chaos, hidden or deed or the
possession of some rough-handed marshlander. He thought of that, sick at heart, weighed his
own exhaugtion, the hazard of the mob outside, who spoke a language he could not understand,
but he was obliged. For other wretched folk within the hold, for other women as unfortunate,
he had no power to stop what happened-only for Jhirun, who had done him kindness, who had
believed him when he said he would take her from Ohtij-in.

"Liyo," he said, and dropped to his knees at the firesde, by Morgaine. His voice shook,
reaction to things dready pagt, but he had no shame for that; they were both tired. "Liyo, Jhirun
is here somewhere. By your leave | am going to go and do what | can to find her. | owe her."

"No."

"Liyo-"

She dared into thefire, her tanned face s, her white hair till wet from the rain outsde.
"Thee will go out in the courtyard and some Shiuawill put aknifein thy back. No. Enough.”

Hethrust himsdlf to hisfeet, vexed by her protection of him, exhausted beyond
willingness to debate his fedings with her. He started for the door, reckoning that she had
expressed her objection and that was the sum of it. He was going, nonetheless. He had seen to
her welfare, and she knew it.

"llin," her voice rang out after him. "'l gave thee an order.”

He stopped, looked at her: it was a stranger's voice, cold and foreign to him. She was
surrounded by men he did not know, by intentions he no longer

understood. He stared at her, a tightness closing about his heart It was as if she, like the land,
had changed.

"l do not need to reason with you,” she said.

"Someone," he said, "should reason with you."

There was long silence. She sat and stared at him while he fdlt the cold grow in her.

"1 will have your belongings searched for,” she said, "and you may take the horse, and the
Hiuagirl, if sheisdill dive, and you may go where you will after that.”



She meant it. Outrage trembled through him. Almaost, dmost he spun on his hed and
defied her-but there was not even anger in her voice, nothing againgt which he could argue later,
no hope that it was unthought or unmeant. There was only utter weariness, a hollowness that
was beyond reaching, and if he &ft, there would be none to reach her, none.

"l do not know," he said, "to what | have taken oath. | do not recognize you.”

Her eyes remained focused somewhere past him, asif she had aready dismissed him.

"Y ou cannot send me away," he cried at her, and his hoarse voice broke, robbing him of
dignity.

"No," she agreed without looking a him. "But while you stay, you do not dispute my
orders."

He let go a shaking breath, and came to where she sat, knelt down on the hearthstones
and ripped off the cloak she had lent him, laid it aside and stared elsewhere himsdf until he
thought that he could spesk without losing his self-control.

She needed him. He convinced himsdf that thiswas till true; and her need was desperate
and unfair in its extent and therefore she would not order him to stay, not on her terms. Jhirun,
he thought, would be on his conscience so long as he lived; but Morgaine-Morgaine he could
not leave.

"May |," he asked findly, quietly, "send one of the servantsto seeiif he can find her?’

"No."

He gave a desperate breath of alaugh, hoping that it was an unthought reaction in her,
that she would relent in an ingtant, but laugh and hope died together when he looked &t her
directly and saw the coldness dtill in her face. "1 do not understand,” he said. "I do not
understand.”

"When you took oath to me," she said in athin, hushed voice, "one grace you asked of
methat | have dways granted so far as | could: to remain untouched by the things | use and the
things| do. Will you not grant that same grace to this girl ?*

"Y ou do not understand. Liyo, she was a prisoner; they took her esewhere. She may be
hurt. The women out there-they are a prey to the marshlanders and the mob in the court.
Whatever €lse, you are awoman. Can you not find the meansto help her?’

"She may be hurt. If you would hed her, leave my service and seeto it. If not, have
mercy on her and leave her done." She lgpsed into slence for amoment, and her gray eyes
roamed the room, with its torn tapestries and shattered treasures. From the courtyard there was
gtill shouting and screaming, and her glance wandered to the windows before she looked back
to him. "1 have donewhat | had to do," she said in an absent, deathly voice. "I have loosed the
Barrows and the marshlands on Shiuan because it was a means to reach this land most
expediently, with force to survive. | do not lead them. | only came among them. | take shelter
here only until it is possible to move on. | do not look at whet | leave behind me."

He listened, and something inside him shuddered, not at the words, which deserved it, but
at the tone of them. She waslying; he hoped with dl his heart that in this one thing he
understood her, or he understood nothing at dl. And to rise now, to walk out that door and
leave her, took something he did not possess. In this, too, he did not know whether it was
courage or cowardice.

"l will stay," he sad.

She stared at him, saying nothing. He grew afraid, so strange and troubled her look was.
There were shadows beneath her eyes. He reckoned that she had not dept well, had rested



little in recent days, with no companion to guard her degp among strangers, with no oneto fill
the slence with which she surrounded hersdlf, implacable in her purpose and disnterested in
others desires,

"I will make discreet inquiry,” she said at lagt. "It may bethat | can do something to have
her found without finding her ... only so you know clearly what the conditions are.”

He heard the brittleness in her voice, knew what it masked, and bowed, in shaken
gretitude, touched his brow to the hearthstones, sat up again.

"Thereis surely abed to be had,” she said, "and an hour or more before | shdl beinclined
to need it."

He looked beyond her, to the open arch of the shadowed next room, where the servants
had begun gtirring about, the remova of the former owners completed. There was alight
somewhere within, the opening and closing of cabinets, the rustle of fabrics. A warm bed: he
longed toward it, exhausted-luxury that he seldom knew, and far different from the things he had
expected at the end of thisugly day.

It was far different, he thought, from what many others knew this night: Jnirun, if she il
lived, Kithan, bereft of power, Roh-fled into the storm and the flood this night, in his private
nightmare that centered upon Morgaine-Roh, with Abarais before him and the chance of
defegting them.

But Morgaine gazed down on him now with aface that at last he knew, tired,
inexpressbly tired, and sane.

"You takefird rest,” hesad. "l shal st by the fire and keep an eye on the servants.”

She regarded him from half-lidded eyes, shook her heed. "Go as| told you," she said. "I
have eased your conscience, o far as| can. Go on. Y ou have given me mattersto attend yet;
now let me attend them.”

He gathered himsdf up, dmost fdl in doing it, hisfeet adeep, and he steadied himsdf
againg the mantel, looked at her gpologeticaly. Her gaze, troubled and thoughtful, gave him
benediction; and he bowed his head in gratitude.

Nightmares surrounded her at times. There was one proceeding in the courtyard and
elsawhere in the hold this night Stop it, he wanted to plead with her. Take command of them
and gop it. You can do it, and will not.

She had led an army once; ten thousand men had followed her before his age, and had
been swept away into oblivion, lost Clans and kingdoms had perished, dynasties ended, Andur-
Kursh plunged into a hundred years of poverty and ruin.

So cdan Ylahad perished in her service, to the last man, lost in the void of Gates;, so
passed much of Chya, and many aman of Nhi and Myya and Ris. Horrid suspicion nagged a
him.

He looked back at her, where she sat, alonely figure before the fire. He opened his
mouth to spesk to her, to go back and tell her what things he had begun to fear of thisland, to
hear her say that they were not so.

There were the servants, who would overhear and repesat things elsewhere. He dared not
speak, not before them. He turned away toward the other room.

There was the softness of adown meattress, the comfort of fabrics smooth and soft; of
cleanliness, that mogt of all.

She would cal him, he reckoned, in only alittle while; there was not that much of the
night remaining. He dept mostly dressed, in clean clothing that he had discovered in a chest, the



former lord astall as he and no whit dighter, save in the length of arm and breadth of shoulder.
The fine cloth rested easily on his hurts; it was good to fed it, to have stripped away the subble
of dayswithout arazor, and to rest with his hair damp from athorough scrubbing, ... in aplace
warm and soft, fragrant with awoman's care, be she servant or murdered qujain lady.

He wrested his mind from such morbid thoughts, determined not to remember where he
was, or what things he had seen outside. He was safe. Morgaine watched his deep, ashe
would watch hersin turn. He cast himsdlf into trusting oblivion, determined that nothing would
rob him of thisrest that he had won.

Small sounds disturbed him now and then; once the opening of the outer door darmed
him, until he heard Morgaine's soft voice spesking camly with someone, and that door then
close, and her light treed safely in the room next his. Once he heard her in the room with him,
searching the closats and chests, and knew that soon enough she would cal him to hiswatch; he
headed himsdlf back into afew treasured moments of deep. He heard the splash of water in the
bath, the room mostly dark save for asingle lamp there and the fireplace in the next room;
graeful for the smdl remaining time, pleased to know she dso took the leisure for such
comforts as he had enjoyed, he shut his eyes again.

And the rugtle of doth woke him, the sght of awoman, qujd, in awhite gown, ghost-
paein the darkness. He did not know her for an ingtant, and his heart crashed againgt hisribsin
panic, thinking murder, and of the dead. But Morgaine drew back the coverlet on her side of
the great bed, and he, with some embarrassment, prepared to quit the other before she must
bid him do so.

"Go back to deep," she said, confounding him. "The servants are out and the door is
bolted on our sde. There is no need for elther of usto stay awake, unlesstheeisovernice. | am
not."

And in her hand was Changding, that aways dept with her; shelad it aop the coverlet, a
thing fel and dangerous, in the valey that would be between them. Vanye rested very ill, felt
the mattress give as she sttled beside him and drew the covers over her, heard the gentle sigh
of her bresth.

And fet the weight of Changeling, that rested between.

He held no more urge to deep, his heart ill beeting rapidly. It was that she had sartled
him, he told himsdlf at firs-he found it disturbing that for that Sngle instant he had not known
her-frogt-fair, frogt-fair, an old balad sang of her, and like frogt, burning to the touch. It was
kindness that she had not displaced him to the hearthside; it was like her that she was
considerate in smal things. Perhaps she would not have rested, having sent him to a pallet on
the hard stone. Perhaps it was amends for the harsh words she had used earlier.

But it was not the same as campfires they had shared, when they had shared warmth,
both armored, companions in the dark, one aways waking in dread of ambush. He listened to
her breathing, felt the smal movements that she made, and tried to distract his mind to other
thoughts, staring at the dark rafters. He cursed slently, half a pious prayer, wondering how she
would understand it if he did withdraw to the hearthside.

Woman that she was, she might not have thought overmuch of the gesture; perhaps she
did not understand.

Or perhaps, he thought in misery, she wished him inclined to defy that barrier, and

tormented him deliberately.

She had asked him why he came with her. Y our charity, he had told her lightly, was



aways more generous than my brother's. The remark had stung her; he wished to this day that
he had asked why, that he understood why it had angered her, or why in al that bitter day it
had seemed to set her at odds with him.

He was human; he was not sure that she was. He had been a godfearing man; and he was
not sure what she was. Logic did not avail, thus close to her. All Roh's arguments collgpsed,
thus close to her; and he knew dearly what had drawn him this side of Gates, dthough he il
shuddered to look into her gray and dien eyes, or to lie thus close to her; the shudder melded
into quite another feding, and he was horrified a himself, who could be moved by her, hisliege,
and thousandfold murderer, and qujd, at least to the eye.

He was lost, he thought, and possessed only thisresolve, that he tried to remember that
he was Kurshin, and Nhi, and that she was cursed in his land. Half that men told of her were
lies, but much thet was as terrible he had seen himsdlf.

And that logic likewise was powerless.

He knew finaly that it was neither reason nor virtue that stood in hisway, but that did he
once attempt that cold barrier between, she might lose dl trust for him. Ilin, she had said once,
hurtfully, thee has a place-Ilin, she had said this night, | have given thee an order,

Pride forbade. He could not be treated thus; he dreaded to think what torment he could
create for them, she trying to ded with him as aman, he trying to be both man and servant. She
had a companion older than he, a demanding thing, and evil, that lay as aweight againg hissde;
no other could be closer than that.

And if she had regard for him, he thought, she surely sensed the misery that she could
cause him, and kept him a a distance, until this night, that she, over-practica, over-kindly,
omitted to send him to his place.

He wondered for whose sake she had placed the sword between, for her peace of mind
or for his.

Chapter Twelve

Something fell, aweight upon the floor.

Vanye wakened, flung an arm wide, to the redlization that Morgaine's place beside him
was vacant and cold. White daylight shone in the next room.

He sprang up, gtill haf-blind, fighting clear of the sheets, and ssumbled to the doorway.
He blinked at Morgaine, who was dressed in her accustomed black armor and standing by the
open outer door. A mass of gear-armor-rested on the hearthside; it had not been there the night
before. Books and charts were hegped on the floor in aflood of daylight from the window,
most of them open and in disorder. Servants were even then bringing in food, dishes seaming
and savory, setting gold plates and cups on the long table.

And just outside the door, in conversation with Morgaine, stood a different set of guards.
taler, dimmer men than the run of marshlanders. She was pesking with them quietly, giving
orders or receiving reports.

Vanye ran ahand through his hair, let go his breeth, deciding that there was nothing amiss.
He ached; his lacerated wrists hurt to bend after anight's rest, and his feet-he looked down,
grimacing at the ugly sores. He limped back into the bedroom and sought a fresh shut from the
supply in the wardrobe, and found a pair of boots that he had set aside the night before,
likewise from the wardrobe. He sat in the shadow, on the bed, working the overly tight boots



onto his sore feet, and listened to Morgaine's voice in the next room, and those of the men with
whom she spoke. He did not make sense of it; the distance was too great and their accent was
difficult for him. 1t seemed awkward to go into the other room, bresking in upon her business.
Hewaited until he had heard Morgaine dismiss them, and heard the servants finish their
arranging of breskfast and leave. Only then he arose and ventured out to see what matters were
between them in cold daylight.

"Sit," she offered him, bidding him to the table; and with adowncast expresson and a
shrug: "It isnoon; it is il raining occasiondly, and the scouts report that there is no abating of
the flood at the crossing. They give some hope that matters will improve tonight, or perhaps
tomorrow. Thisthey have from the Shiuathemsdaves™

Vanye began to take the chair that she offered, but when he drew it back to sit down, he
saw the stain on the carpet and stopped. She looked at him. He pushed the chair in again, then
walked round the table and took the opposite one, not looking down, trying to forget the
memory of the night. Quietly he moved his plate across the narrow table.

She was seated. He helped himself after her, spooned food onto gold plates and sipped
at the hot and unfamiliar drink that eased his sore throat. He ate without aword, finding it wildly
incongruous to be sharing table with Morgaine, stranger than to have shared abed. He fdt it
improper to St at tablein her presence: to do so belonged to another life, when he had been a
lord's son, and knew hall manners and not the ashes of the hearthside or the campfire of an
outlaw.

She dso maintained silence. She was not given to much conversation, but there was too
much strangeness about them in Ohtij-in that he could find that slence comfortable.

"They do not seem to have fed you well," she remarked, when he had disposed of athird
helping, and she had only then finished her firgt plate.

"No," he said, "they did not."

"Y ou dept more soundly than ever | have seen you."

"Y ou might have waked me," he said, "when you wakened.”

"Y ou seemed to need therest.”

He shrugged. "I am grateful,” he said.

"I understand that your lodging here was not atogether comfortable.”

"No," he agreed, and took up his cup, pushing the plate away. He was uneasy in this
strange humor of hers, that discussed him with such persastence.

"l understand,” Morgaine said, "that you killed two men-one of them the lord of Ohtij-in."

He st the cup down in dartlement, held it in his fingers and turned it, swirling the amber
liquid ingde, his heart beeting as if he had been running. "No," he said. "That is ot so. One man
| killed, yes. But the lord Bydarra-Hetharu murdered him: his own son-murdered him, donein
that room with me; and | would have been hanged for it last night, thet at the least. The other
son, Kithan-he may know the truth or not; | am not sure. But it was very neatly doneliyo.
There is none but Hetharu and mysdlf that know for certain what happened in that room.”

She pushed her chair back, turning it so that she faced him at the corner of the table; and
she leaned back, regarding him with a frowning speculation that made him the more
uncomfortable. "Then," she said, "Hetharu left in Roh's company, and took with him the main
grength of Ohtij-in. Why? Why such aforce?"

"l do not know."

"Thistime must have been terrible for you."



"Yes" hesad a last, because she left aslence to befilled.

"l did not find Jhirun Ela's-daughter. But while | searched for her, Vanye, | heard a
drange thing.”

He thought that the color must long since have fled his face. He took adrink to ease the
tightnessin histhroat "Ask," he said.

"Itissad," she continued, "that she, like yoursdlf, was under Roh's persona protection.
That his orders kept you both in fair comfort and safety until Bydarrawas murdered.”

He st the cup down again and looked at her, remembering that any suspicion for her
was sufficient motive to kill. But she sat at breskfast with, him, sharing food and drink, while she
had known these things perhaps as early aslast night, before she lay down to deep beside him.

"If you thought that you could not trust me," he said, "you would be rid of me at once.

Y ou would not have waited."

"Isthee going to answer, Vanye? Or is thee going to go on evading me? Thee has omitted
many things in the telling. On thy oath-on thy oath, Nhi Vanye, no more of it."

"He-Roh-found welcome here, at least with one faction of the house. He saw to it thet |
was safe, yes; but not so comfortable, not so comfortable as you imagine, liyo. And later-when
Hetharu seized power-then, too-Roh intervened.”

"Do you know why?'

He shook his head and said nothing. Suppositions led in many directions that he did not
want to explore with her.

"Did you spesk with him directly?'

"Yes" There was long silence. He felt out of place even to be stting in achair, staring at

her eye to eye, when that was not the Situation between them
and never had been.

"Then thee has some idea.”

"He said-it was for kinship's sake.”

She said nothing.

"Hesad," he continued with difficulty, "thet if you-if you were logt, then-l think he would
have sought aClaming ..."

"Did you suggest it?" she asked; and perhaps the revulsion showed on hisface, for her
look softened at once to pity. "No," she judged. "No, thee would not." And for amoment she
gazed on him with fearsome intentness, asif she prepared something from which she had long
refrained. "Theeisignorant,” she sad, "and in that ignorance, vauable to him."

"1 would not help him againgt you."

"Y ou are without defense. Y ou are ignorant, and without defense.”

Heet rose to hisface, anger. "Doubtless,” he said.

"l could remedy that, Vanye. Become what | am, accept what | serve, bear what | bear.”

The heet fled, leaving chill behind. "No," he said. "No."

"Vanye-for your own sake, listen to me."

Hope was in her eyes, utterly intense: never before had she pleaded with him for anything.
He had come with her: perhaps then she had begun to hope for thisthing that she had never
won of him. He remembered then what he had for a time forgotten, the difference there was
between Morgaine and what possessed Chya Roh: that Morgaine, having the right to order,
had always refrained.

It was the thing she wanted mogt, that aone might give her some measure of peace; and



sherefrained.

"Liyo," he whispered, "I would do anything, anything you set me to do. Ask me things
that | can do.”

"Except this" she concluded, in atone that pierced his heart.

"Liyo-anything dse"

She lowered her eyes, like a curtain drawn findly between them, lifted them again. There
was no bitterness, only a deep sorrow.

"Be honest with me" he said, stung. "Y ou nearly died in the flood. Y ou nearly died, with
whatever you seek to do left undone; and this preys on your mind. It is not for my sake that you
want this. It isfor yoursdf.”

Again the lowering of the eyes, and she looked up again. "Yes" she said, without atrace
of shame. "But know too, Vanye, that my enemies will never leave you in peace. Ignorance
cannot save you from that. So long asyou are ble to them, you will never be safe.”

"It iswhat you said: that one grace you dways gave me, that you never burdened me with
your qujdin arts, and for that, for that | gave you more than ever my oath demanded of me. Do
you want everything now? Y ou can order. | am only ilin. Order, and | will do what you say."

There was warfare in the depths of her eyes, yea and nay equally baanced, desperately
poised. "O Vanye," she said softly, "theeis asking me for virtue, which thee well knows | lack."

"“Then order,” he said.

She frowned darkly, and stared elsawhere.

" tried,” he said in that long sllence, "to reach Abarais, to wait for you. And if | could
have used Roh to set me there-| would have gone with him-to stop him."

"With what?' she asked, a derigve laugh; but she turned toward him again, and even yet
her look pleaded with him. "If | were logt, what could you have done?!

He shrugged, searched up the most terrible thing that he could envison. "Casting
Changeling within a Gate: that would suffice, would it not?!

"If you could set hands on it. And that would destroy you; and destroy only one Gate."
She took Changeling from her Side and laid it across the arms of her chair. "It was made for
other use."

"Let be" he asked of her, for she eased the blade fractiondly from its sheath. He edged
back, for he trusted her mind, but not that witch-blade; and it was not her habit to draw it ever
unless she must. She stopped; it lay haf-exposed, no meta, but very like ashard of crystd, its
magics restrained until it should be wholly unshesthed.

She hdd it S0, the blade's face toward him, while opd fires swirled softly in the qujdin
runes on its surface. "For anyone who can reed this," she said, "here is the making and
unmaking of Gates. And | think thee begins to know what thisis worth, and what thereisto fear
should Roh take it. To bring thiswithin his reach would be the most dangerous thing you could
do."

"Put it away," he asked of her.

"Vanye: to read the runes-would thee learn smply that? Only that much-smply to read

the qujain tongue and spesk it. Is that too much to ask?"

"Do you ask it for yoursdf?'

"Yes" shesad.

He averted his eyes from it, and nodded consent

"Itisnecessary,” she sad. "Vanye, | will show you; and take up Changding if ever | am



lost. Knowing what you will know, the sword will teach you after-until you have no choice, as|
have none" And after amoment: "If | am logt. | do not mean that it should happen.”

"1 will do this™ he answered, and thereafter sat a cold hardnessin him, like a slone where
his heart had been. It was the end of what he had begun when he had followed her; he redized
that he had dways known it

She rammed the dragon sword back into its sheath and took it in the curve of her arm-
nodded toward the fireside, where armor lay, bundled in acloak. "Yours," she said. "Some of
the servants worked through the night on it. Go dress. | do not trust this place. We will stle the
other matter later. We will talk of it."

"Aye" he agreed, glad of that priority in things, for as she was, she might win yet more of
him, piece by piece: perhaps she knew it.

And there was an ease in her manner that had not been there in many aday, something
that had settled at peace with her. He was glad for that a least. He took it for enough; and
arose from the table and went to the firesde-heard her rise and knew her standing near him as
he knelt and unfolded the cloak that wrapped his recovered belongings.

His armor, familiar helm that had been in her keegping: he was surprised and pleased that
she had kept it asif sentiment had moved her, asif she had hoped to find him again. There was
his malil, cleaned and saved from rugt, leather replaced: he received that back with greet relief,
for it was dl he owned in the world save the black horse and his saddle. He gathered it up,
knowing the weight of it as he knew that of his own body.

And out of it fell abone-handled dagger: Roh's-an ill dream recurring. It lay on the
gtones, accusing him. For one terrible ingtant he wondered how much in truth she knew of what
had passed.

"Next time," she said from behind him, "resolve to use it"

His hand went to his brow, to bless himsdf in dismay; he hesitated, then sketchily
completed the gesture, and was the more disquieted afterward. He gathered up the bundle,
dagger and dl, and carried it into the other room where he might have privacy, where he might
both dress and breathe in peace.

Hewould die in thisforsaken land the other side of Gates, he thought, jerking with
trembling fingers a the laces of his clothing; that much had been certain from the beginning- but
that became less terrible than what prospect opened before him, that little by little he would lose
himsdlf, that she would have dl. Murder had sent him to her, brother-killing; in-service was just
condemnation. But he reckoned himsealf, what he had been, and what he had become; and the
man that he was now was no longer capable of the crime that he had done. It was not just,
what lay before him.

He set himsdlf into his armor, lesther and metd links in which he had lived the most part
of hisyouth; and though it was newly fitted and most of the leether replaced, it settled about his
body familiar as his own skin, aweight that surrounded him with safety, with habits that had
kept him aive where hisliving had not been likely. 1t no longer seemed protection.

Until you have no choice, Morgaine had warned him, as | have none.

He dipped Roh's dagger into the sheeth at his belt, aweight that settled on his heart
likewise: thistime it was with full intent to use t.

A shadow fell across the door. He looked up. Morgaine came with yet another gift for
him, alongsword in its shesth.

He turned and took it from her offering hands-bowed and touched it to hisbrow asa



man should when accepting such a gift from hisliege. It was qujdin, he did not doubt it: qujdin
more than Changeling itsdf, which at least had been made by men. But with it in his hands, for
the firg timein their journey through thisland, he fdt atir of pride, the sense that he had kill
that was of some value to her. He drew the blade half from the shesth, and saw that it was a
good double-edged blade, clean of qujain runes. The length was a little more than that of a
Kurshin longsword, and the blade was allittle thinner; but it was aweapon he knew how to use.

"] thank you," he said.

"Stay armed. | want none of these folk drawing for your naked back; and it would be the
back, with them. They are wolves, dlies of chance and mutua profit.”

He hooked it to his belt, pulled the ring on his shoulder belt and hooked that, sttling it to
amore comfortable position at his shoulder. Her words touched a something in him, a sudden,
unbearable foreboding, that even she would say what she had said. He looked up at her.
"Liyo," hesaid inalow voice. "Let usgo. Let ustwo, together . . . leave this place. Forget these
men; berid of them. Let us be out of here.”

She nodded back toward the other room. "It is still migting rain out. We will go, tonight,
when there is a chance the flood will ebb.”

"Now," heingsted, and when he saw her hesitate: "Liyo, what you asked, | gave; give me
this. I will go, now, I will find us a packhorse and some manner of tent for our comfort. . . .
Better the cold and the rain than this place over our heads tonight”

She looked tempted, urgently tempted, struggling with reason. He knew the restlessness
that chafed at her, pent here, behind rock and risen water. And for once he felt that urge
himsdlf, an ingtinct overwhelming, a dark that pressed at their hedls.

She gestured again toward the room beyond. "The books ... | have only begun to make
sense of them...”

"Do not trust these men." Of a sudden dl things settled together in his mind, taking form;
and some were in those books; and more were pent in the shape of apriest, locked in the dark
down the hal. She could be harmed by these things, these men. The human tide that lapped
about the walls of Ohtij-in threatened her, no less than the qujd-lords.

"Go," she bade him suddenly. "Go. Seeto it Quietly.”

He snatched up his cloak, caught up his helm, and then paused, looking back at her.

Still he was uneasy-parted from her in this place; but he forebore to warn her more of
these men, of opening the door to them: it was not his place to order her. He drew up the coif
and settled his helm on, and did not stay to put on the cloak. He passed the door, between the
new guards, and looked &t those three with sullen misgivings-looked too down the hall, where
the priest Ginun was imprisoned, without drink or food yet provided.

That too wanted tending. He dared not have the guards wait on that man, a priest of ther
own folk, treated thus. Something had to be done with the priest; he knew not what.

In haste he dung the heavy cloak about him and fastened it as he passed the door out of

the corridor, uneasy as he walked these rooms that were familiar
to him under other circumstances-as he passed marshlanders, who turned and stared at him and
made asign he did not know. He entered the spird at the core of the keep, passed others,
feding their stares at his back as he walked that downward corridor. Even armed, he did not
fed safe or free here. Torcheslit the place, abracket a every doorway, profligate waste of
them; and the smdllish men of Aren came and went fredy up and down the ramp, no few of
them drunken, decked in finery incongruous among their peasant clothes. Here and there passed



other men, tl and grim of manner, who did not mix with the marshlanders. Fwar's kindred, a
hard-eyed |ot; something wrathful abode in them, that touched at familiarity.

The Barrows and the marshlands, Morgaine had said, naming them that followed her;
Barrow-folk, Vanye redized suddenly.

Myya

Jhirun's kinsmen.

He hastened his pace, descending the core, the terror that breathed thickly inthe air of
this place now possessing aname.

The courtyard was quieter than the keep, a dazed quiet, the misting rain glistening on the
paving stones, afew folk that might be Shiua or marshlanders moving about wrapped in cloaks
and shawls. There was awoman with two children a her skirts: it struck him strangely that
nowhere had there been children among the quja, none that he had seen; and he did not know
why.

The woman, the children, the others-stopped and looked at him. He was afraid for a
moment, remembering the violence that had surged across these stones; but they showed no
dispostion to threaten him. They only watched.

He turned toward the pens and the stables, where their horses waited. Cattle lowed in the
pensto hisright, beasts well cared-for, better than the Shiua. The roofs of the shelters on his
|eft were blackened, the windows eaten by fire. Folk Hill lived there; they watched him from
doorways, furtively.

He looked behind him when he reached the stable doors, fearful that more might have
gathered & his back; the same few stood in the distance, still watching him. He dismissed them
from his concern and eased open the stable door, entered into that dark place, that smelled
pleasantly of hay and horses.

It was alarge, rambling structure, seeming to wind irregularly about the keep wall, with
most of the stals empty, save those in the first row. On the right Side he counted nine, ten
horses, mostly bay; and on the left, apart from the others, he saw Siptah's pale head, ears
pricked, nogrils flaring at the presence of one he knew; in an empty sal farther sood a
shadow that was his own Andurin gelding.

Racks at the end of the aide held what harness remained: he saw what belonged to
Siptah, and reckoned his own horse's gear would be near it. He delayed at the stalls, offered
his hand to Siptah's questing nose, patted that greeat plate of a cheek, went further to assure
himsdf his own horse wasfit. The black lipped at his deeve; he caught the animd by the mane
and dapped it gently on the neck, finding that someone had been horseman enough to have
rubbed both animals down, when he had not. He was glad of this: Kurshin that he was, he was
not accustomed to leave his horse to another man's care. He checked feet and found them
sound: a shoe had been reset, not of his doing; it had been well-done, and he found nothing of
which to complain, though he searched for it.

And then he st himself to prepare them. There would be need of grain, that as much as
the supplies they would need for themselves: their way was aways too uncertain to travel
without it He searched the likely places until he had located the storage bins, and then cast
about to see whether there was, amid al the gear remaining, a packsaddle. There was nothing
convenient. At last hefilled his own saddlebags with what he could, and took Morgaine's gear
and hisown, and dung it over the rails of the respective stals, ready to saddle.



Something moved in the straw, in the shadows. At first he took it for one of the other
horses, but it was close. The sudden set of the gelding's ears and the sound at once aarmed
him: he whirled, reaching for the Honor-blade, wondering how many there were, and where.

"Lord," said asmall voice out of the dark, afemale voice, that trembled.

He stood ill, set his back againg the rails of the sall, though he knew the voice. Ina
moment she moved, and he saw a bit of white in the darkness at the racks, where the windows
were closed.

"Jhirun," he halled her softly.

She came, treading carefully, asif she were yet uncertain of him.

She il wore her tattered skirt and blouse; her
hair showed wisps
of straw. She held to the rail nearest with one hand and kept yet
some distance from him, standing as if her legs had difficulty in
bearing her weight

He did the blade back into sheath, stepped under the uppermodt rail and into the aide.
"We looked for you," he said.

"| stayed by the horses" she said in athin voice. "1 knew she had come. | did not know
whether you were dive."

He let go along bregth, relieved to find this one nightmare an empty one. "Y ou are safe.
They are Hiuathat have this place now: your own people.”

She gayed slent for along moment; her eyes went to the saddles on therails, back
agan."You are leaving."

He took her meaning, shook his head in distress. "Matters are different There is no safety
for you with us. | cannot take you."

She stared at him. Tears flooded her eyes; but suddenly there was such alook of
violence there that he recalled how she had set out the marshland road, done.

And that he must having saddled the horses, go back to Morgaine and leave the animals
in Jhirun's care, or ded with her in some fashion.

"At leest" she sad, "get me out of Ohtij-in."

He could not face her. He started to take up one of the saddles, to attend his business
with the horses.

"Please" shesaid.

He looked back at her, eased the saddle back onto therail. "I am not free," he said, "to
give and take promises. Y ou are Myya; you have forgotten a greet ded in Hiug, or you would
have understood by looking at me that | am no longer uyo and that | have no honor. Y ou were
mistaken to have believed me. | said what | had to say, because you left me no choice. | cannot
take you with me."

She turned her back, and walked away; he thought for a moment that she was going back
into the shadows to sit and weep for awhile, and he would alow her that before he decided
what he must do with her.

But she did not return into the dark. She went to the harness rack and took bridle and
saddle, tugging the gear into her arms and staggering with the weight of it He swore, watching
her come down the aide toward him, dangling the girth in the foul straw and near to tripping on
it, hard-breething with the effort and with her tears.

He blocked her path and jerked it from her hands, cast it into the Straw and cursed at



her, and she stood empty-handed and stared up at him, her eyes blind with tears.

"At least when you go," she said, "you could give me help asfar astheroad. Or &t least
do not stop me. Y ou have no right to do that."

He stood till. She bent, trying to pick up the saddle from the ground, and was shaking
50 that she had no strength in her hands.

He swore and took it from her, dung it up to the nearest rail. "Well enough,” he
conceded. "1 will saddle a horse for you. And what you do then, that is your business. Choose
one."

She gared at him, thin-lipped, and then waked to the stdl hdfway down, laid ahand on
that rail that enclosed abay mare. "'l will take her.”

He came and looked at the mare, that was deep enough of chest, but smallish. "There
might be better,” he said.

"“Thisone"

He shook his head, reckoning that she would have what she wished, and that perhaps a
girl whose experience of horses extended most to asmdl black pony judged her limitswell
enough. He did as she wished.

And with Jhirun's mare saddled, he returned to his own horse, and to Siptah-took
meticulous pains with their own gear, that might have to stand a hard ride and few rests. he
appropriated a coil of harness leather, and a braided leather rope as well; and at last he closed
the stalls and prepared to leave.

"l have to go advise my lady,” he told Jhirun, who waited by her mare. "We will come as
quickly as possble. Something might delay us alittle time, but not for long.”

Anguish crossed her face: he frowned at it, turned dl the same to leave, reckoning at least
that the horses were safe while Jhirun had some gain from aiding them.

"No," Jnirun whigpered after him, ran suddenly and caught his arm; he looked back,
chilled &t the terror in her face: a sense of ambush prickled about him.

"Lord," she whispered, "there isaman hiding here. Do not leave, do not leave me here.”

He saized her arm so hard that she winced. "How many more? What have you arranged
for me?’

"No," she breathed. "One. He-" With her head she gestured far off acrossthe gdls, into
the dark. "He isthere. Do not leave me with him, not now, with the horses-Kithan. It is Kithan."

She dtifled a cry; he opened his hand, redlizing he had wrenched her arm, and she
rubbed the injured wrist, making no attempt to run.

"When the attack came," she said, "he came here and could not get out. He has dept-I
took a hayfork, and I came on him to kill him, but | was afraid. Now he will have heard us
moving-he will come here when he thinks it safe, when you are gone.”

He dipped thering of his sword, drew it carefully from sheath. "Y ou show me where" he
sad. "And if you are migtaken, Myya Jiruni Myya"

She shook her head. "'l thought we were leaving," she whispered, through tears. "'l
thought it would be dl right, no need, no need for killing-I do not want to-"

"Quiet," he sad, and saized her wrig, pushing her forward. She began to lead him, as
dlently as possble, into the dark.

Smadl, square windows gave light within the stable, shafts of dusty light, and a maze of
adesand gdls, sheaves of straw, empty racks for harness. The building curved, irregularly,
following the keep wall, and the aides were likewise crooked, row upon row of box sdls,



empty-a hay loft, anesting-place for birds that fluttered wings and Stirred restlesdy.

Jhirun's hand touched his, cautioning. She pointed down arow of gdls, where the
shadow was darkest He began to go that way, drawing her with him, watching the stalls on
dther Sde of him, aware how easly it could prove ambush.

A white shape bolted at the end of the stalls, running. Vanye jerked at Jhirun's wrigt,
darted into a cross-aide, into the next row.

The man raced-white hair flying-for afarther aide, Vanye let Jhirun go, and ran, pursuing
him, in time to see him scale arall barrier and scramble for open windows. The lead was too
great. The qujd disappeared outside, hurling himsdlf through, as Vanye reached the sl railing.

He stood, cursing inwardly, whirled about on guard as a sound reached his ears; Jhirun
came running to him. He let fal his sword arm.

And outside he heard the hue and cry, human hounds a-hunt, and Kithan loose for their
quarry, the whole of Ohtij-in agtir: they would not be long in taking him.

He swore, an oath that he had never used, and shook Jhirun's fingers roughly from his

arm and started back toward the front of the stable, she struggling
aong besde him, hard-breething.

"Stay here," he said. "Mind the horses. | am going to Morgaine. We are leaving here as
quickly as may be."

Chapter Thirteen

Then was chaos in the courtyard, men raced from doorways. Vanye waked through it,
shouldered his way through a press that was coming out of the keep, folk giving back from him
in fright when they saw him. He kept his sword, sheathed, in his left hand, and entered the halls
of the keep, moving as quickly as he could without running. He would not run: there was panic
enough ready to break loose, and he was known as Morgaine's servant

He reached the lords hdls, high in the tower, crossed through to the inner chambers and
dartled the guards that were on watch there, who snatched at wegpons and then confusedly
moved out of his path, recognizing hisright to pass. He flung the door open and dammed it
behind him, for the firgt time daring draw the breath he needed.

Morgaine faced him-she standing by the window, her hand upon the sill. Distresswasin
her look. Digtantly the cries of men could be heard from the courtyard below.

"Thed's irred something?' she asked him.

"Kithan," he said. "Liyo, the horses are saddled, and we only need go-now, quickly.
Someone will come into that stable and see things prepared if we wait overlong, and | do not
think long farewd|s arefit for this place.”

A cry went up, outside. She turned and leaned upon the sill, gazing down into the yard.
"They have taken him," she sad quietly.

"Let usgo, liyo. Let us go from here, while thereistime.”

She turned toward him a second time, and there was a curious expression in her eyes:
doubt. Panic rosein him. In one thing he had lied to her, and the lie gathered force, troubling al
the peace that had grown between them.

"1 do not think that it would be graceful of us™ she said, "to try to pass them in the hdll.
They are bringing him into the hold. Doubtless they are bringing him here. -So short atime from
my sght, Vanye, and so much difficulty... Was it a chance meeting?"



He drew breeth, let it go quickly. "I swear to you. Listen to me. There are things the lord
Kithan can say that do not bear saying, not before these men of yours. Do not question him. Be
rid of him, and quickly."

"What should | not ask him?"

He felt the edge in that question, and shook his head. "No. Liyo, listen to me. Unlessyou
would have dl that Roh said made common knowledge in Ohtij-in-avoid this. There can be
questions raised that you do not want asked. Thereisapriest down the hdl . . . and Shiua out
in the court, and servants, and whatever qujd are fill dive. . . that would raise questions if they
logt dl care of thearr lives. Kithan will do you no good. There is nothing he can say that you want
to hear."

"And was it a chance mesting, Vanye?'

"Yes" he cried, in atone that shocked the Silence after.

"Tha may be," she said after amoment. "But if you are correct-then it would be well to
know what he has said dready."

"Areyou ready," he asked her, "to leave upon the ingant?'

"Yes," shesaid, and indicated the firesde, where her belongings were neatly placed; he
had none.

Outsde, in the hdls, there was commoation. It was not long in reaching them-the sounds
of shouting, the heavy sound of steps approaching.

A heavy hand rapped at the door. "Lady?" one asked from outsde.

"Let themin," Morgaine said.

Vanye opened it, and in his other hand only his thumb held the sheath upon the
longsword: asheke would free it

Men were massed outside, afew of the marshlanders; but chief among them was the
scarred Barrows-man, Fwar, with his kinsmen. Vanye met that sullen face with utter coldness,
and stepped back because Morgaine had bidden it, because they were hers-violent men unlike
the Aren-folk: he surmised seeing them now who had done most of the daughter in Ohtij-in,
that were murder to be ordered, they would enjoy it

And among them, from their midg, they thrust the disheveed figure of the quja-lord, thin
and fragile-seeming in their rough hands. Blood dabbled the satin front of Kithan's brocade
garment, and his white hair was |oose and wild, matted with blood from a cut on his brow.

Fwar cast the dazed hdfling to the floor. Morgaine settled hersdlf in a chair, leaned back,
Changding baanced on her knee, under her hand; she watched calmly as the former lord of
Ohtij-in gathered himself to rise, but they kept him on his knees. Vanye, moving to his proper
place a& Morgaine's shoulder, saw the force of the qujd's gray eyes, no longer full of dreams,
no longer digtant, but filled with heat and hate.

"HeisKithan," said Fwar, his scarred lips amiling.

"Let him up," Morgaine said; and such hate there was in Kithan that Vanye extended his
sheathed sword between, cautioning him; but the captured hafling had some sense. He
stumbled to his feet and made a dight bow of the head, homage to redlities.

"l shdl have you put with the others,” Morgaine said softly. " Certain others of your folk
do survive, in the higher part of thistower."

"For what?" Kithan asked, with a glance about him.

Morgaine shrugged. "For whatever these men dlow."

The degant young lordling stood trembling, wiped abloody strand of hair from his cheek.



His eyes strayed to Vanye's, who returned him no gentleness, and back again. "'l do not
understand whét is happening,” he said. "Why have you done these things to us?'

"Y ou were unfortunate,” said Morgaine.

The arrogance of that answer seemed to take Kithan's breath away. He laughed after a
moment, aloud and bitterly. "Indeed. And what do you gain of such dlies as you have? What
when you have won?'

Morgaine frowned, gazing & him. "Fwar," she said, "l do not think it any profit to hold
him or his people.”

"We can ded with them," said Fwar.

"No," she sad. "You have Ohtij-in; and you have my order, Fwar. Will you abide by it,
and not kill them?'

"If that is your order,” said Fwar after amoment, but there was no pleasureinit.

"S0," sad Morgaine. "Fwar's kindred and Haz of Aren rule in Ohtij-in, and you rule your
own kind. Asfor me, | am leaving when the flood permits, and you have seen the last of me, my
lord Kithan."

“They will kill us”

“They may not But if | were you, my lord, | would seek shelter e sewhere-perhapsin
Hiug."

There was laughter at that, and color flooded Kithan's white cheeks.

"Why?"' Kithan asked when the coarse laughter had died. "Why have you done this to us?
Thisis excessve revenge.”

Agan Morgaine shrugged. "1 only opened your gates" she said. "What was waiting
outside was not of my shaping. | do not lead them. | go my own way."

"Not looking to what you have destroyed. Here is the last place where civilization
aurvives. Here-" Kithan glanced about at the fine tapestries that hung dashed and wantonly
ruined. "Hereisthe wedth, the art of thousands of years, destroyed by these human animals.”

"Out there," said Morgaine, "is the flood. Barrows-hold has gone; Aren is going; thereis
nothing left for them but to come north. It is your time; and you chose your way of meeting it,
with such delicate works. It was your choice.”

The qujd clenched hisarms across him as a achill. "The world is going under; but this
timewas ours, tedious as it was, and this land was ours, to enjoy it The Wells ruined the world
once, and spilled this Barrows-spawn into our lands- that drove other humans into rum, that
plundered and stole and ruined and Ieft of us only hafbreeds, the survivors of their occupations.
They tampered with the Wells and ruined their own lands; they ruined the land they took and
now they come to us. Perhgps heis of that kind," he said, with a burning look at Vanye, "and
came through the Wells, perhaps the one named Roh came likewise. The Barrow-kings are
upon us again, no different than they ever were. But someone did this thing to us-someone of
knowledge more than theirs. Someone did this, who had the power to open what was sedled.”

Morgaine frowned, straightened, drawing Changeling into her |gp; and of asudden Vanye
moved, saized the dight hafling to slence him, to take him from the room: but Morgaines sharp
command checked him. None moved, not he nor the startled peasants, and Morgaine arose, a
distraught look on her face. She withdrew a space from them, looked back a him, and to
Fwar, and seemed for a moment dazed.

"The Barrow-kings," she said then: there was a haunted expression in her eyes. . . . Vanye
saw it and remembered Irien, ghogts thet followed her, an amy, lost in that greet valey: ten



thousand men, of which not even corpses remained.
His ancestors, that were to her but afew months dead.
"Liyo," he sad quietly, his heart pounding. "We are wadting time with him. Set the
hafling free or put him with the others, but there are other matters
that want attention. Now."

Sanity returned sharply to Morgaine's gaze, a harsh look bestowed on Kithan. "How long
ago?'

"Liyo," Vanye objected. "It is pointless.”

"How long ago?"'

Kithan gathered himsdlf with an intake of breath, assumed that pose of arrogance that had
been hiswhile he ruled, despite that VVanye's fingers bit into hisarm. "A very long time ago.-
Long enough for this land to become what it is. And surely,” he shot after that, pressng his
advantage, "you are about to bid equaly with the man Roh: life, wedlth, restoration of the
ancient powers. Lie to me, ancient enemy. Offer to buy my favor. It is-considering the Situation-
purchasable.”

"Kill him," Fwar muttered.

"Your enemy hasgone," Kithan said, "to Abaraisto possess the Wells; to take dl the
north. Hetharu iswith him, with al our forces, and eventualy they will come back."

Fear was thick in the room. Morgaine stood till. The Barrows-men seemed hardly to
breathe.

"The Shiua spoke the same," said one of the marshlanders,

"When the flood subsides" said Morgaine, "then there will be a settling with Roh; and he
will not return to Ohtij-in. But that is my business, and it need not concern you."

"Lady," sad Fwar, fear digtorting his face, "when you have done that-when you have
reached the Wells-what will you do then?'

Vanye heard, mind frozen, the hafling held with one hand, the other hand swesting on the
grip of his sword. It was not histo answer: with his eyes he tried to warn her.

"We have followed you," a Barrows-man said. "We are yours, we Barrowers-We will
follow you."

"Take them," Kithan laughed, a bitter and mocking laugh; and of a sudden the foremost of
the Aren-falk fled, hisfdlows with him, thrugting their way through the tall Barrows-men,
running.

Stll Kithan laughed, and Vanye cursed and hurled him aside, into the midst of the
Barrows-men, who hurled him clear again; Vanye unshesthed the sword, arid Kithan hated,
within griking distance of him, and knowing it.

"No," Morgaine forbade him. "No." And to the Barrowers. "Fwar, stop the Aren-folk.
Find me Haz."

But the Borrowers too remained asif dazed, pae of face, staring a her. One of them
touched a luck-piece that he wore hanging from a cord about his neck. Fwar bit at hislip.

And Kithan smiled awolf-smile and laughed yet again. "World's-end, world's-end, o ye
blind, ye Barrows-rabble. She has followed you through the Wellsto repay you for al you have
done. . . your own, your persona curse. An eyeblink for her, from thereftill now, but thereis no
time in the Wells, nor distance. We are avenged.”

A knife whipped from sheath: a Barrows-man drew-for Morgaine, for Kithan, unknown
which: Vanye looked toward it, and that man backed away, whey-faced and sweating.



There was slence in the room, heavy and oppressive; and of a sudden there was a tir
outside, as the animds in the pens began bawling al a once. Furniture quivered, and the surface
in the wine pitcher on the table shimmered and then men sprang one way and the other as chairs
danced and the floor heaved sickeningly underfoot, masonry parting in agreet crack down the
wall that admitted dusty daylight. The fire crashed, a burning log rolled across the carpet, and
there were echoing crashes and screams throughout the hold.

A rumbling shook the floor, deafening, sudden impact jolting the very stones of the hold.

Then it was done, and anguished screams resounded outside and throughout the keep.
Vanye stood clinging to the back of achair, Kithan to the table, the laughter shaken from him,
and the Barrows-men stood white and trembling againgt the riven wall.

"Out," Morgaine shouted a them. "Out of here, clear the hold. Out!"

There was panic. The Hiua rushed the doorway in amass, pushing and cursing a each
other in their haste; but Vanye, sword's point levelled a Kithan, saw Morgaine delay to gather
her belongings from the firesde.

"Go," hetold her, reaching for her burden. She did not yield it, but Ieft, quickly. Vanye
abandoned Kithan, intent on staying with Morgaine; and the hafling darted from the door, raced
the other way down the hdl, away that led upward.

"His people,” said Morgaine; and Vanye felt an ingtant's respect for the quja-lord,
redlizing what he was about.

And as he looked he saw another thing-broken timbers, a doorframe riven and shattered,
and adoor gar.

The priest

"Go!" he shouted at Morgaine; and turned back, running, did to astop and pulled that

jammed door wide, splintering wood as he did 0.

The storeroom was empty. The priest was a dight man, the opening he had forced
aufficient for the body of so dender aman, and the priest was gone.

He turned and ran, back the way Morgaine should have gone, past a cabinet that was

overturned and shattered, awall that leaned periloudy. He saw
her, redoubled his effort and overtook her just as she reached the main corridor.

Terror reigned in that long spird: few had torches, and the fdl of some in the corridor had
darkened areas of the passage. Servants gained courage to push and shove like free men:
screaming women and children of the Aren-folk fought with hold servants for passage, and men
pushed ruthlesdy where strength would avail in their haste. One of the sons of Haz fought his
way to Morgaine's Sde, pleading for comfort, babbling words amost impossible to understand.
Morgaine tried to answer, caught for balance on his arm as they came to the riven place that
had aways been in the corridor. It was the width of a man's body now. A child fdll, screaming,
and Vanye saized it by its clothing and deposited it safely across, hearing a stone crumble. It hit
water far below.

And Morgaine, with the marshlander to make way for her, had kept moving. Vanye saw
her gone and fought his own way through, ruthless as the others, desperate.

The gate at the bottom was not barred: it had not been since the attack. He saw
Morgaine step clear, onto the steps, in the drizzling rain, and caught his own bresth as he
overtook her, dazed, dimly conscious that they were till being jostled by those that poured out
behind.

But his eyes, like hers, fixed in shock on the gate, for the barbican tower had fdlen,



leaving awider gap besde the ruined gates; and pitiful folk clambered over the nibble in the
fdling rain, where the uppermost sones had falen among the shelters, crushing them, crushing
flesh and timbers dike under megdiths the sze of two men.

Shiua saw Morgaine standing there, and there went up acry, awailing. They came, dazed
and fearfully; and Vanye gripped his sword tightly in hisfist, but he redlized then that they came
for pity, pleading with their gestures and their outcries. There gathered a crowd, both
marshlanders and folk of the shelters, Hiua and Shiuamingled in their desolation. None reached
her: she stepped off the last step and walked among them, they giving back to give her place,
pressing at each other in their zed to avoid her. Vanye went at her back, sword in hand, fearful,
seeing the mob that once had threatened him now pleading desperatdy with them both. Hands
touched him as they would not touch Morgaine, but they were pleas for help, for explanation,
and he could not give it

Morgaine dung her cloak about her and put up the hood as she walked across the yard,
and there, in the clear of threatening stones, she turned and looked back at the keep.

Vanyelooked, aquickly stolen glance, for fear of those about them, and saw that the
tower that had fallen had taken one of the buttresses too, riving it away from the keep. There
was a crack in that vast tower, opening it widely to the ements and promising further ruin.

"1 would give nothing for its chance of standing the hour,” Morgaine said. "There will be
other shocks." And for the instant she gazed about the yard, seemed hersdlf in a state of shock.
Over the babble of prayers and panicked questions rose the steady keening of men and
women over their dead.

And suddenly she flung back her head and shouted to those of the Aren-folk near her:
"Thereis no staying here. 1t will al collapse. Gather what you must have to live, and go, get out
of herel”

Panic spread at that dismissal; she did not regard the questions others shouted at her, but
seized at Vanye's deeve. "The horses. Get our horses out before that wall goes.”

"Aye" he agreed, and then redized it meant leaving her; haf a step he hesitated, and saw
her face with that unreasoning fixedness, saw the folk that crowded frantically about her, that in
their fear would cling to her: she could not get away. He fled, steps quickening, avoiding this
man and that, racing across the puddled yard to the stable, remembering Jhirun, Ieft to her own
devices, panicked horses and the damage of the quake.

The stable door was gar. He pushed it open. Chaos awaited him inside that warm
darkness, planks down where horses had panicked and broken their barriers. Therewas a
wild-eyed bay that had had the worst of it: it bolted when he flung the stable door wide. Other
horses were dill in gdls.

"Jhirun," he caled doud, seeing with rdief Siptah and his own horse and Jhirun's mare il
safe.

No voice responded. There was arustling of straw-many bodies in the darkness.

Fwar stepped into the light, his kinsmen emerging likewise from the shadows, from within

adadl, over the bars of another: armed men, carrying knives.
Vanye spun haf about, caught a quick glimpse of others behind him.

He dung the shesth from his sword and sent it a them, whirled upon the man & his | eft
and toppled him writhing in the straw, bent under awhigtling staff and took that man too: his
comrade fled, wounded.

A crash attended those behind, Siptah's shrill scream. Vanye turned into aknife attack,



ducked under the clumsy move and used the man's arm to guide his blade, whipped it free and
came on guard again, springing back from the man that sorawled at his feet.

The others scattered, what of them survived, save Fwar, who tried to stand his ground: a
shadow moved, aflash of abare ankle-Fwar started to turn, knife in hand, and Vanye sprang
for him, but the swing of harnessin Jhirun's hands was quicker. Chain whipped across Fwar's
head, brought him down screaming: and in blind rage he tried to scramble up again.

Vanye reversed the blade, smashed the hilt into Fwar's skull, sprawled the man face-
down in the straw. Jhirun stood hard-breathing, till clenching the chain-and-leather massin her
two hands; tears streamed down her face.

"The quake," she murmured, choking, "the rains, and the quake-oh, the dreams, the
dreams, my lord, | dreamed . . ."

He snatched the harness from her hands, hurting her as he did so, and seized her by the
am. "Go," he sad. "Get to horse."

It wasin hismind to kill Fwar: of al othersthat had perished, this one he would have
wished to kill, but now it was murder. He cursed Jhirun's help, knowing that he could have
taken this man in clean fight, that after killing kin of his, this was the wrong man to leave dive.

Jhirun came back to his 9de, leading the bay mare. "Kill him," she inasted, her voice
trembling.

"Thisiskin of yours," he said angrily-minded as the words left his mouth that she had
once said something of the sameto him. "Go!" he shouted at her, and jerked her horse's head
about, pushed her up as she st foot in the stirrup. When she landed astride he struck the mare
on the rump and sent it hence.

Then he flung open the sdls of Siptah and his own horse,
dragged at their reins and led the horses down the aide, past the dies.

His sword sheath lay atop the straw; he snatched it up and kept
moving, paused only in the light of the door way to settle his sword at
his sde and mount up.

The gdding surged forward: he fought to control the vile-tempered anima with the Baien
stud in tow; and overtook Jhirun, who was having difficulty with the little mare in the press of
the yard. Vanye shouted, cursing, spurred brutally, and the crowd parted in terror as the three
horses broke through. About them, folk aready streamed toward the shattered gates, their
backs laden with packs, some leading animals or pulling carts. Women carried children, older
children carried younger; and men struggled under unwiddy burdens that would never permit
them long flight

And from the keep itsdf folk came streaming out, bearing gold and dl such things as were
useless hereafter-men who had come to possess the treasures of Ohtij-in and stubbornly clung
totheminitsfal.

Morgaine stood safely by the ruin of the tower, a stationary figure amid the chaos,
waiting, with solid stone at her back and Changeling, sheethed, in her two hands.

She saw them: and suddenly her face set in anger, such that Vanye felt the force of it to
the depth of him; but when he rode to her sde, ready to swear that Jhirun's presence was no
planning of his, she said not aword, only caught Siptah's reins from his hand and set her foot
into the stirrup, settling herself into the saddle and at once checking the gray's forward motion.
A cry went up from the crowd. A loose cow darted this way and that in bovine panic through
the crowd, and the horses shied and stamped.



"Give metime" Vanye shouted at Morgaine, "to go back and free the horsesin the
gdls”

And of a sudden the earth heaved again, alittle shudder, and a portion of the keep wall
did into ruin, another tower toppling, with terrible carnage. The horses plunged, fighting
restraint. The walls of frightened people rose above the sound that faded.

From the shaken keep poured other fugitives, the quja folk, and the black robes of a
priest among them-pale folk and conspicuous in the crowd, dazed, ill-clothed for the cold, save
for afew house guardsin their armor.

"No," Morgaine answered Vanye's apped to her. "No. Thereisno lingering here. Let us

go."

He did not dispute it, not with the threet of further ruin about them: his Kurshin soul
agonized over the trapped horses, and over another ugliness that he had |eft, haf-finished. The
collgpse of the keep would end it, he thought, burying the deed and the living, ending athing
that should have ended long ago, however the Myya had come through into this land: he took it
upon his own conscience, never to tell Morgaine what was pointless to know, never to regret
those severd lives, that had betrayed her and tried to murder him.

The horses moved, Morgaine riding in the lead, seeking their way through the dow-
moving crowd more gently than the war-trained gray would have it Vanye kept close at
Morgaine's back, watching the crowd, and once, that a sound first drew his attention in that
direction, looking at Jhirun, who rode knee to knee with him. He met her eyes, shadowed and
fierce, minding him how she had lately urged him to murder-this the frightened child thet he had
taken back with them, Myya, and living, when he would gladly have known the last of her kind
dead.

With dl his heart he would have ridden from her now, and with Morgaine have sought
some other, unknown way from Ohtij-in; but there was none other, and the Suvo] barred their
way within afew leegues. There was no haste, no need of hurrying, only sufficient to clear the
walls, where yet afew desperate folk still searched for bodies beneath the massive stones,
beyond help and hope.

A line of march stretched out northward from Ohtij-in; and this they joined, moving more
quickly than the miserable souls that walked.

And when they were well out on the road came another rumble and shudder of the earth.
Vanyeturned in his saddle and others turned and looked, seeing the third tower fdlen: and even
as he gazed, the center of Ohtij-in sank down into ruin. The sound of it reached them a moment
later, growing and dying. Jhirun cried out softly, and awail arose from the people, a sound
terrible and desolate.

"It has gone," Vanye said, sickened to the heart to think of the lives that surely were
extinguished there, an unconscious enemy, and the wretched, the innocent, who would not leave
off their searching.

Morgaine alone had not turned to see, but rode with her face set toward the north.
"Doubtless,"” she said after they had ridden some distance further, "the breach at
the gate removed stability for the barbican tower; and the fall of the barbican
prepared the fall of the next, and so it began-else it might have gone on standing."

Her doing, who had breached the gate. Vanye heard the hollownessin her voice, and
understood what misery lay beneath it. | do not ook, she had said, at whet | leave behind me.

He wished that he had not looked either.



The rain whispered down into the grass on the hills and into the puddles on the road, and
a dtream ran the course between the hills, frothing and racing over brush and obstacles. Now
and again they rode past aman with his family that had wearied and sat down on the dope to
rest. Sometimes they passed abandoned bundles of goods, where some man had cast them
down, unable to carry them farther. And once there was an old man lying by the roadside.
Vanye dismounted to see to him, but he was dead.

Jhirun hugged her shawl about her and wept. Morgaine shrugged hel plesdy, nodded for
him to get back to horse and forget the matter.

"Doubtless otherswill die" she said, and that was all-no tears, no remorse,

He climbed back into the saddle and they kept moving.

Overhead the clouds had begun to show ragged rents, and one of the moons shone
through in daylight, wan and white, a piece of the Broken Moon, that passed more quickly than
the others; the vast terror that was Li had yet to come.

The hills cut them off from view of what lay behind, gray-green hills that opened
congtantly before them and closed behind; and gradudly their steedy pace brought them to the
head of the long line of weary folk. They rode dowly there, for there was nowhere to go but
where the column went, and no profit in opening awide lead.

They were fird to reach the hillsde that overlooked the lately flooded plain, therift of the
Suvoj, where il great pools showed pewter faces to the clouded sky, small lakes, rocks that
upthrust strange shapes, stone more solid than the water had yet availed to wear away; it was a
bleak and dead place, stretching far to the other hills, but the road went through it until the river,
and there the sones made only aripple under the surface of the flood.

A gench went up from the rotting land, the smell of the sea mingled with dying things.
Vanye swore in disgust when the wind carried it to them, and when he looked toward the
horizon he saw that the hills ended and melted into gray, that was the edge of the world.

The tide comesin here" murmured Jhirun. "It overcomes theriver, asit doesthe Aj."

"And goes out again,” said Morgaine, "tonight.”

"It may be" said Jnirun, "it may be. Alreedy it is on the ebb."

The noise of othersintruded on them, the advance of the column that came blindly in their
wake. Morgaine glanced over her shoulder, reined Siptah about, yet holding him.

"Thishill isours," she sad fiercdly. "And company will not be comfortable for us. Vanye-
come, let us stop them."”

She led Siptah forward, toward the van of the column, that were strong men, Aren-folk,
who had fled early and marched most strongly: and Vanye dung his sword across the
saddlebow and kept pace with her, a shadow by her Side as she gave orders, directed sullen,
confused men to one side and the other of the road, bidding them set up shelters and make a
camp.

Two of the Barrows-men were there, grim, tall men: Vanye noticed them standing
together and cast them a second, anxious look, wondering had they been two of the number
with Fwar-or whether they were innocent of that ambush and did not yet know the bloodfeud
that was between them. They gave no evidence of it.

But there was yet another matter astir among them, sullen looks toward the hill where
Jhirun waited, standing by the bay mare, her shawl clutched about her in the cold, damp wind.

"Sheisours," one of the two Barrowers said to Morgaine.



Morgaine said nothing, only looked a him from the height of Siptah's back, and that man
fdl slent.

Only Vanye, who rode at her back, heard the murmuring that followed when Morgaine
turned away; and it was ugly. He turned his horse again and faced them, the two Barrows-men,
and a handful of marshlanders.

"Say it louder," he chdlenged them.

"Thegirl isfey," said one of the marshlanders. "Elds-daughter. She cursed Chadrih, and it
fell. The quake and the flood took it."

"And Barrows-hold," said one of the Barrows-men. "Now Ohtij-in."

" She brought the enemy into Barrows-hold,” said the other of the Barrowers. "Sheisfey.
She cursed the hold, killed al that werein it, the old, the women and the children, her own
Sder. Give her to us”

Vanye hestated, the gdding restless under him, misgivings gethering in him, remembering
the dream upon the road, the mad-eyed vagaries, the tense body pressed againgt his.

Oh, the dreams, the dreams, my lord, | dreamed....

He jerked the gelding's head about, spurred him past their reaching hands, sought
Morgaine, who moved aone among the crowds, giving orders. He joined her, saying nothing;
she asked nothing.

A camp began to take shape, makeshift huddles of stitched skins and brush and sodden
blankets tied between trees or supported on hewn saplings. Some had brought fire, and one
borrowed to the next, wet wood smoking and hissing in the mist, but sufficient to stay adight.

The column was lill straggling in at dusk, rinding a camp, finding their placesiniit,
seeking relatives.

Morgaine turned back to the hill that she had chosen, where she had permitted no
intrusion; and there Jhirun waited, shivering, with wood she had gathered for afire. Vanye
dismounted, dready searching out with his eye this and that tree that might be cut for shelter.
But Morgaine did down from Siptah's back and stared balefully at the flood that raged
between them and the other Side, dark waters streaked with white in the dusk.

"Itislower," she said, pointing to the place where the road made a white-frothing ridge in
the flood. "We might try it after we have rested a bit."

The thought chilled him. "The horses cannot force that. Wait. Wait. It cannot be much
longer.”

She stood looking at it ill, asif shewould disregard dl his advice, Saring toward that far
bank, where mountains rose, where was Roh, and Abarais, and a hdfling army.

The flood would not be sufficient to have delayed Roh thislong; Vanye reckoned that for
himself, and did not torment her with asking or saying it. She was desperate, exhausted; she
had spent hersdf in answering questions among the frightened folk behind them, in providing
advice, in sttling disputes for space and wood. She had digtracted herself with these things,
gentle when he sensed in her adark and furious violence, that loathed the clinging, terrified
appedls to her, the faces that looked to her with desperate hope.

"Take uswith you," they wept, surrounding her.

"Whereis my child?' amother kept asking her, clinging to the rein until the nervous, war-

trained gray came near to breaking control.

"l do not know," she had said. But it had not stopped the questions.



"Will my daughter be there?' asked a father, and she had looked at him, distracted, and
murmured yes, and spurred the gray roughly through the press.

Now she stood holding her cloak about her againg the chill and staring & theriver asat a
living enemy. Vanye watched her, not moving, dreading that mood of hers that dipped nearer
and nearer to irraiondity.

"We camp," she said after atime.

Chapter Fourteen

There was one mercy shown them that evening. The rain stopped. The sky tore to rags
and cleared, though it remained damp everywhere, and the smoke of hundreds of firesrolled up
and hung like an ugly mist over the camp. Scarred Li rose, vast and horrid, companionless now.
The other moons had fled; and Anli and demon Sith lagged behind.

They rested, filled with food that Morgaine had put in her saddiebags. They sstina
shelter of sgplings and brush, with a good fire before them; and Jhirun sat beside them, egting
her share of the provisons with such evident hunger that Morgaine tapped her on the arm and
put another bit of bread into her lap, charity that amazed Jhirun and Vanye dike.

"l have not lacked," Morgaine said with a shrug-for it must come from someone's share.

"She hid in the sable" Vanye said quietly, for Morgaine had never asked: and that lack
of questionsworried a him, implying anger, amood in which Morgaine hersdf was unwilling to
discuss the matter. "That was why your searchers could not find her."

Morgaine only looked at him, with that impenetrable Stare, so that he wondered for a
moment had there been searchers at dl, or only inquiry.

But Morgaine had promised him; he thrust the doubt from his mind, effort though it
needed.

"Jhirun," Morgaine said suddenly. Jhirun swalowed abit of bread asif it had gone dry,
and only dightly turned her head, responding to her. "Jhirun, there are kinsmen of yours here."

Jhirun nodded, and her eyes did uneasily toward Morgaine, wary and desperate.

"They cameto Aren," Morgaine said, "hunting you. And you are known there. There are
some Aren-folk who know your name and say that you are baffling yoursef, and in some
fashion they blame you for some words you spoke againgt their village."

"Lord," Jhirun said in athin voice, and edged againgt Vanye, asif he could prevent such
questions. He st iffly, uncomfortable in the touch of her.

"A quake," said Morgaine, "struck Hiug after we three parted company. There was
heavy damage a Aren, where | was, and the Barrows-folk came then. They said there was
nothing left of Barrows-hold.”

Jhirun shivered.

"l know," said Morgaine, "that you cannot seek safety among your own kinsmen ... or
with the Aren-folk. Better that you had remained logt, Jhirun Elas-daughter. They have asked
me for you, and | have refused; but thet is for now. Vanye knows-he will tell you-that | am not
generous. | am not a dl generous. And there will come atime when we cannot shelter you. |
do not care what quarrdl drove you out of Barrows-hold in the first place; it does not concern
me. | do not think that you are dangerous; but your enemies are. And for that reason you are
not welcome with us. Y ou have ahorse. Y ou have hdf our food, if you wishit; Vanyeand |
can manage. And you would be wise to take that offer and try some other route through these



hills, be it to hide and live in some cave for the rest of your days. Go. Seek some place after the
Ohtija have dispersed. Go into those mountains and look for some place that has no knowledge
of you. That is my advice to you."

Jhirun's hand crept to Vanyesarm. "Lord," she sad faintly, plaintively.

Therewas atime," Vanye said, hardly above a bresth, "when Jhirun did not say what
she might have said, when she did not say dl that she knew of you, and stayed by me when it
was not convenient. And | will admit to you that | gave her apromise ... | know-that | had no
right to give any promise, and she should not have believed me, but she did not know that. |
have told her that she should not have bdieved me; but would it be so wrong, liyo, to let her go
where we go? | do not know what other hope she has.”

Morgaine stared a him fixedly, and for along, interminably long moment, said nothing.
"Thee says correctly,” she breathed at last. "Thee had no right.”

"All the same" he said, very quietly, "I ask it, because | told her that | would take her to

safety.

Morgaine turned that gaze on Jhirun. "Run away," she sad. "'l give you a better gift than
he gave. But on hisword, say, if you have not the sense to take it. Unlike Vanye, | bind mysdlf
to nothing. Come with us aslong as you can, and for aslong asit pleases me."

"Thank you," Jhirun said amost soundlessy, and Vanye pressed her arm, disengaging it
from his. "Go asde," he said to her. "Rest. Let matters alone now."

Jhirun drew away from them, stood up, left the shelter for the brush, beyond the firelight.
They were aone. Across the camp sounded thewall of an infant, the lowing of an animd, the
sounds that had been congtant dl the evening.

"l am sorry,” Vanye said, bowed himsdlf to the ground, expected even then her anger, or
worse, her silence.

"l was not there," Morgaine said quietly. "I take your word for what you did, and why. |
will try. She will stay our pace or she will nat; | cannot help her. That-" She gestured with a
glance toward the camp. "That also has its desires, that are Jhirun's.”

"They bdlieve," he sad, "that there isaway out for them. That it lies through the Wdlls.
That they will find aland on the other Sde”

She sad nothing to that.

"Liyo-" he said carefully, "you could do that-you could give them what they believe-could
you not?'

A tumult had arisen, as others had arisen throughout the evening, on the far Sde of the
camp, distant shouts carrying to them: disputes, dissents, among terrified people.

Morgaine set her face and shook her head abruptly. "1 could, yes, but | will not.”

"Y ou know why they have followed you. Y ou know that."

"l care nothing for their beiefs. | will not.”

He thought of the faling towers of Ohtij-in: only a hand's breadth closer to the sea. Jhirun
hed laughed, attempting humor. Somewhere the child was till crying. Among the rabble there
were the innocent, the harmless.

"Ther land," he sad, "isdying. It will comein the lifetime of some that are now dive. And
to open the Gates for them-would that not-?"

“Ther timeisfinished, thet isdl. It comesto dl worlds™

"In Heaven's good name, liyo,-"

"Vanye. Where should we take them?"



He shook his head helplesdy. "Are we not to leave this land?’

"There are no sureties beyond any Gate."

"But if there is no other hope for them-"

Morgaine set Changeling across her knees. The dragon eyes of the hilt winked gold in
thefirdight, and she traced the scales with her fingers. Two months ago, Vanye, where were
you?'

He blinked, mind thrust back across Gates, across mountains. aroad to Aenor, awinter
gorm. "l was an outlaw," he said, uncertain what he was bidden remember, "and the Myya
were close on my trall."

"And four?'

"The same." He laughed uneasily. "My life was much of the same, just then.”

"l wasin Koris" shesad. "Think of it."

Laughter perished in him, in adizzying gap of a hundred years. Irien: massacre-ancestors
of his had served Morgaine's cause in Koris, and they were dugt. "But it was a hundred years,
al thesame" he sad. "Y ou dept; however you remember it, it was ill a hundred years, and
what you remember cannot change that."

"No. Gates are outside time. Nothing isfixed. And in this land-once-an unused Gate was
flung wide open, uncontrolled, and poured men through into aland that was not theirs. That
was not theirs, Vanye. And they took that land . . . men that speak a common tongue with
Andur-Kursh; that remember me."

He sat very ill, the pulse beeting in his temples until he was aware of little ese. "I
knew," he said at lagt, "that it might be; that Jhirun and her kindred are Myya."

"You did not tdl me this"

"l did not know how. | did not know how to put it together; | thought how things would
dray the Gate into Andur-Kursh, lost-to die there; and could not men-"

"Who remember me, Vanye."

He could not answer; he saw her fold her arms about her knees, hands locked, and bow
her head, heard her murmur something in that tongue that was hers, shaking her head in despair.

"It was athousand years,”" he objected.

"Thereis no time between Gates," she answered him with an angry frown; and saw his
puzzlement, his shake of the head, and relented. "It makes no difference. They have had ther
time, both those that were born to this land and those that invaded it. It isgone. For dl of them,
it isgone."

Vanye frowned, found agtick in his hands, and broke it, once, twice, athird time,
measured cracks. He cast the bits into thefire. "They will sarve before they drown. The
mountains will give them ground whereon to stand, but the sones will not feed them. Would it
be wrong, liyo, would it be wrong-once, to help them?"

"As once before it happened here? Whose land shdl | give them, Vanye?'

He did not have an answer. He drew a bresth and in it was the stench of the rotting land.
Down in the camp the tumult had never ceased. Shrieks suddenly pierced the heavier sounds,
seeming closer.

Morgaine looked in that direction and frowned. "Jhirun has been gone overlong.”

His thoughts legped in the same direction. " She would have had more sense,” he said,
gathering himsdlf to hisfeet; but in his mind was the girl's distraught mood, Morgaine's words
to her, hisdismissa of her. The horses grazed, the bay mare with them, gtill saddled, athough



the girths were loosened.

Morgaine arose, touched hisarm. "Stay. If she has gone, well sped; she survives too well
to fear she would have gone that way."

The shouting drew nearer: there was the sound of horses on the road, of wild voices
attending. Vanye swore, and started of a sudden for their own horses. There was no time |eft:
riders were coming up their very hill, horses struggling on the wet dope.

And Jhirun raced into the firdight, awild flash of limbs and ragged skirts. The riders
came up after, white-haired lord and two white-haired house guards.

Jhirun raced for the shelter, as Vanye dipped the ring of hislongsword and took it in
hand: but Morgaine was before him. Red fire lesped from her hand, touching smokein the
drenched grass. Horses shied: Kithan-first of the three- flung up his arm againgt the sight and
reined back, stopping his men. And at that distance he faced Morgaine. He shouted aword in
his own tongue & her, in an ugly voice, and then in ashriek of desperation: "Stop them, stop
them!™ "From what," she asked, "Kithan?' "They have murdered us," the qujd cried, hisvoice
shaking. "The others-stop them; you have the power to stop them if you will."

There was ugly murmuring in the camp; they could hear it even here: it grew nearer-men,

coming toward the dope.

"Get the horses" Morgaine said.

Two lights appeared behind the screen of young trees, lights that moved; and a dark
mass moved behind them. The hdflings turned to look, terror in their faces. Vanye spun aoout,
encountered Jhirun, seized her and thrust her again toward the shelter. "Pick up everything!” he
shouted into her dazed face.

She moved, saized up blankets, everything that lay scattered, while he ran for the horses,
adjusted harness, that of their own horses and Jhirun's bay mare as well. The stubborn gelding
shied as he gtarted to mount: he seized the saddle-horn and swung up in amaneuver he had
hardly used since he was a boy, armored as he was. and he saw to his horror that Morgaine
had made hersdlf a shidd for the three qujd, they at her back, the mob advancing not rapidly,
but with mindless force.

He grasped Siptah's reins, leaning from the saddle, and spurred forward, through the
qujd, reined in with Siptah just behind Morgaine.

She stood ill, with him at her back; and faced the oncoming men afoot. Vanye stared a
what came, panic surging in him, memory of the courtyard-of a beast without reason in it.

And in the torchlight at the head of them he saw Barrows-folk, and Fwer . . . Fwar, his
scarred face no better for a dark dash acrossit They came with knives and with staves, and
with them, panting in his hagte, came the priest Ginun.

"Liyo!" Vanye said, with dl theforcein him. "To horsal™

She moved, nothing questioning, turned and sprang to the saddle in asingle move. He
kept his eye on Fwar in that ingtant, and saw murder there. In the next moment Morgaine had
swung Siptah around to face them, curbing him hard, so that he shied up alittle. She unhooked
Changding, held it across the saddlebow.

"Hdflings" someone shouted, like a curse; but from other quarters within the mob there
were outcries of terror.

Morgaine rode Siptah a little distance across the face of the crowd, and paced him back
agan, agesture of arrogance; and till they feared her, and gave back, keeping the line she
drew.



"Fwar!" she cried doud. "Fwar! What isit you want?"
"Him!" cried Fwar, a beast-shout of rage. "Him, who killed Ger and Awan and
Efwy."

"You led us here" shouted one of the sons of Haz. ™Y ou have no intention of helping us.
It wasalie. You will ruin the Wells and ruin us. If thisisnot so, tdll us”

And there arose a bawling of fear from the crowd, a voice as from one throat, frightening
initsintengty. They began to press forward.

A rider broke through the quja from the rear: Vanye jerked his head about, saw Jhirun, a
great untidy bundle on the saddle before her, saw the dark arm of the mob that had broken
through the woods attempting to encircle them; Jhirun cried warning of it.

In blind ingtinct Vanye whirled in the other direction-saw a knife leave Fwar's hand. He
flung up hisarm: it hit the leather and fdll in the mud, under his horse's hooves. Jhirun's cry of
warning dill rang in hisears.

The mob surged forward and Morgaine retreated. VVanye ripped out his sword, and fire
burned from Morgaine's hand, felling one of the Barrowers. The front rank wavered with an
outcry of horror.

"Angharan!" someone cried; and some tried to flee, abandoning their weapons and their
courage; but weapons were hurled from another quarter, stones. Siptah shied and screamed
dilly.

"Lord!" Jhirun cried; Vanye reined about as Shiua came at them, seeking to attack the
horses. The gelding shied back, and Vanye laid about him with desperate blows, the quja
sriking what barehanded blows they could.

Vanye did not turn to see what had befdlen hisliege; he had enemies of hers enough
before him. He wielded the longsword with frenzied strength, spurred the gelding recklesdy into
the attackers and scattered their undisciplined ranks, only then daring turn, hearing screams
behind him.

Bodieslay thickly on the dope; fires burned here and there in the brush; the mob broke in
flight, scattering down the hillsde in advance of Sptah's charge.

And Morgaine did not cease: Vanye spurred the gelding and followed her, blind to tactic
and drategy save the redization that she wanted the road, wanted the hill clear of them.

Folk screamed and scattered before them, and Vanye felt the gelding avoid a body that
bad fdlen before him, then recover and stretch out running as they gained the level ground, the
qujdin road. Morgaine turned, heading out for the causeway across the Suvoj, scattering
screaming enemies that hed turned the wrong way.

On either side stretched flooded land, avast expanse of shalow water, and the road ran
as anarrow thread across it, toward the flooded crossing, where water swirled darkly over the
stones. Here, well out upon that roadway, Morgaine stopped, and he with her, reining about as
four riders came after them to the same desperate refuge-three terrified quja and a Barrows-
girl, thisal their srength, and the roar of the Suvoj a their backs.

On the hillsde that they had |eft, the Hiua regrouped, gathering their forces and their
courage, and there was much of shouting and crying. Torches were waved. The glow of firelit
the center of their rallying place, and on that hillsde was a tree, from which dangled objects-the
agpect of which filled VVanye with apprehension.

"They have hanged them!" Kithan cried in anguish.

But neither Kithan nor his two men ventured forward againgt those odds. His people,



Vanye understood, reckoning the number of dangling corpses againgt his memory of the band
of qujd tha had fled crumbling Ohtij-in, a pitiable group, anong them women and old ones.
Quija they might be, but bile rose in histhroat as he gazed on that sght.

And of asudden came a shout from that gathering by the tree, and the wave of atorch,
exhorting anew aitack againg them.

"Get back,"” Morgaine bade their companions; and the rush came, adark surge of bodies
pouring out onto the causeway. Changeling came free of its sheeth, opa color flickering up and
down its blade, that ominous darkness howling at itstip, and the first attacker mad enough to
fling himself at Morgaine entered that dark and whirled shrieking away within it, sucked into
that oblivion.

The mob did not retreat. Others swept against them, wild-eyed and howling their
desperation. Vanye laid about him with his sword, reining tightly to keep the gelding from being
pushed over the brink.

And suddenly those men that attacked him were done. Morgaine spurred Siptah into that
oncoming horde, swept the terrible blade in an arc that became vacant of enemies and corpses,
a crescent that widened.

With a shout she rode farther, driving them in retreat before her, taking any man that
delayed, the blade flickering with the cold opd fire, dow and leisurdly asit took man after man
into that void, dealing no wound, sparing none.

"Liyo!” Vanye cried, and spurred after her, shouldering a screaming marshlander over the
brink. "Liyo!" He rode to land's edge; and there perhaps his voice first reached her. She reined
about, and he saw the arc of the sword, the sudden eclipse of the light asit swung toward him.
Hereined over, hard, and the gelding did on the wet stones, skidding. He recovered. The horse
trembled and fretted under him, Morgaineswild face staring at him in the balefire of
Changding.

"Put it up,” he urged her in what of avoice remained to him. "No more. No more.”

"Get back."

"No!" he cried a her. But she would not listen to him: she turned Siptah's head toward
the people that gathered on the hillside, and spurred forward onto the muddy earth. Women
and children cried out and ran, and men held their ground desperately, but she came no farther,
circling back and forth, back and forth.

"Liyo!" Vanye screamed at her; and when she would not come, he rode forward,
carefully, reining in afew paces behind, where he was safe from her aswdl as from the enemy.

She stopped, sat her horse facing the great empty space that she had made between the
causeway and their attackers. There was, after that confusion and madness, aterrible silence
made. And she kept the sword unsheathed, waiting, while time passed and the silence
continued.

A voice broke the stillness, distant and its owner well hidden in the darkness. There were
curses spoken againgt her, who had deceived them; there were viler things shouted. She did not
move, nor seem provoked, athough a some of the words Vanye trembled with rage and
wished the man within reach. Almost he answered back himsdlf; but something there was about
Morgaine's silence and waiting againgt which such words, ether attacking or defending, were
empty. He had held Changdling: he knew the agony that grew in one's arm after long widlding of
it, the drain upon one's very soul. She did not move, and the voice grew lill.

And at last Vanye gathered his resolve and toed the gelding forward. "Liyo," he said, so



that she would know that it was he. She did not protest his gpproach now; nor did she turn her
head from the darkness she was watching.

"Itisenough," he urged her quietly. "Liyo-put it away.”

She gave no answer, nor moved for atime. Then she lifted Changeling so that the

darkness a itstip amed toward the huddle of tents and shelters, and
that one great tree, whereon corpses dangled and twisted above a dying fire.

And then she lowered her arm, as if the weight of the sword suddenly grew too much.
Takeit," she said hoarsdly.

He eased close to her, stretched out both his hands and gently disengaged her rigid
fingers from the dragon grip, taking it into his own hand. The evil of it ran through his bones and
into hisbrain, so that his eyes blurred and his senses wavered.

She did not offer him the sheath, which was dl that might damp its fires and render it
harmless. She did not speak.

"Go back," he said. "'l will watch them now."

But she did not answer or offer to move. She sat, straight and slent, beside him-believing,
he was sure, that did it come to using the sword he had less willingness than she; lives and
nations were on her conscience. His crimes were on a human scale.

And they sat then- horses side by side, the two of them, until he found the siword making
his arm ache, until the pain of it was hard to bear. He counted only his breeths, and watched the
dow passage of Li's descent; and the horses grew weary and restless under them.

From the camp there was no sirring.

"Giveit back," Morgaine sad at last; he did so, terrified in the passing of it, the least
touch of it fatal. But her hand was strong and sure as she received it.

He looked behind him, &t therift of the Suvoj, where the others waited. "The waters are
lower," he said. And after amoment: "The Hiuawill not dare come. They have given up. Put it
away."

"Go," she sad; and harshly: "Go back!"

He drew his horse's head about and rode back to the others, the quja at one side of the
roadway, Jhirun at the other, holding the mare's reins as she sat on the stone edge.

And the girl gathered hersdf up as she saw him coming, staggered with exhaugtion as she
went forward to meet him. "Lord,” she sad, holding the gdding'sreinsto clam his attention,
"lord, the haflings say we might perhaps cross. They aretaking of trying it." There was awild,
desperate grief in her face, like something graven there, incgpable of changing. "Lord-will she let
usgo?'

"Go, now," he bade her on his own, for there was no reasoning with Morgaine; and as he
sat watching them mount up and begin to take their horses out onto that dangerous passage, he
was dismayed at his own callousness, that he could send men and a woman ahead to probe the
way for hisliege-in his place, because she vaued him and not them.

Such he began to be, obedient to Morgaine. He made his heart cold, though his throat
was tight with shame for himsdlf, watching those four lone figures struggling across that
dangerous flooded stonework.

And when he saw that they were well past the halfway point and till able to proceed, he
turned and rode back to Morgaine's side.

"Now," he said hoarsdly. "Now, liyo. We can cross.”



Chapter Fifteen

Vanye sat himsdlf in the lead, riding the skittish gelding toward the rift that thundered and
echoed with flood. The retreating water had |eft the land glittering with water under the moon. A
number of uprooted trees lay about the pool-studded plain, severd having rammed the
causeway, creating hegps of brush that loomed up on the side where the current had been,
skeletal masses festooned with strings of dead grasses and leaves.

Then the causeway arched higher above the rocky shelf, pierced by spans above the
water: abridge that extended in vast arches out across therift.

Please Heaven, Vanye thought, contemplating what lay before them, let the earth stay ill
now. The horse dowed, side-stepping; he touched it with his heds gently and kept it moving.

The current thundered and boiled -through the spans that had lately been entirely
submerged. Vast megdiths formed that structure, that as yet neither quake had didodged nor
flood eroded. A tree hung on the edge of the roadway, itsdf dwarfed by the spans, so that it
seemed only some dangling bit of brush, but its roots thrust up taller than horse and rider. Vanye
avoided looking directly down into the current, that dizzied the senses-save once: saw the
waters sweeping down on the one side and through into endless water on the other, an expanse
that seemed to embrace dl creation. In the midst of it hung the threaed of the bridge, and
themsaves smd| and logt amid the crash and roar that flung up spray asamist about them.

He turned his head-suddenly, unreasoningly anxious about Morgaine, at once comforted
to know her close behind him. She bore Changeling sheathed at her shoulders; her pae hair
seemed to glow in the haf-light, whipped on the wind as she d o turned to look back.

Torches massed at the beginning of the causeway, like so many stars flickering there,
beginning to stream out onto it.

What they had loosed on Ohtij-in was till following them, violent and desperate.
Morgaine turned forward again; so did he, anxious for their safety on the bridge. The roadway
was wide: it would have been possible to run, but the roar of the water and the sight of it had
the animals wild-eyed with distress. It was cot a place to let them go.

Y et ahead the amdl party with Jhirun had |eft the bridge, even now riding the security of
the farther causeway and climbing the dope of the far-side road.

Dawn grew asthey traversed that last, agonizingly dow distance; light showed them the
way ahead more clearly, and the river had sunk yet more, so that it was worse to look down,
where white froth rumbled and boiled about the arches of qujedin design and vast Size, the
water dipping down into a chasm as the Suvoj became ariver and no longer a sea.

The brink of the far cliff came within reach. Vanye spurred his horse and it began to
gather speed, sending a scatter of water from an occasiona puddle. At the last he cast alook
over his shoulder, obsessed with the dread that Morgaine might decide to turn and finish on that
dizzying bridge what she had begun-for safety's sake.

She did not. Siptah likewise leaned into arun, following, and Vanye turned his face again,
seeing the safety of the mountains ahead, arise in the stone road that bore them upward to the
hills

To Abarais.

The dawn, breaking over the long dash of the Suvoj, showed aroad well-kept that
ascended steadily among the hills. For atime they rode hard, until they were within a sone's



cast of the quja and of Jhirun, and found leisure to walk their horses, until they had caught their
bregth.

Jhirun, riding somewhat gpart from the haflings, looked back asif she might rein back
and join them ... but she did not; nor did the halflings.

Then of asudden Morgaine laid hedlsto Siptah and rode through, startling the weary
party and starting the horses to running again, dong the ascending road among the hills. Vanye,
daying with her, fet the fading strength of the Andurin gelding and the unsurenessin his iride,
the animal's shoulders dick with sweeat and froth; and by now the others were dropping behind,
their horses spent.

"For pity," he shouted across & Morgaine, when the gelding's bravest effort could not
keep dtride, burdened with a man's weight; and the Baien gray was drenched with swest “Liyo,
the horses-enough.”

Sheyidded, dowed; the horses walked again, their bresth coming in grest lung-tearing
puffs, and Morgaine turned in the saddle to look back-nat, it was likely, at the quja, who
struggled to stay with them, but dreading the appearance of others on the road behind them.

The light grew, flung misty pesksinto outline, a centra body of mountains rounded and
clustered together, alast refuge. There was a desolation about them that struck to the heart
Vanye recdled the vast chains of his own mountains, reaching sharp ridges at the sky,
gretching asfar asthe eye could see and the heart could imagine. Of these there was
immediate beginning and end, and they had a blurred, aged qudity, weethering that was of
many ages, ayidding likewise toward the sea.

Y et on the hillsides began to be signs of habitations, fields under cultivation, protected by
terraces, and stonework to carry away the flooding: recent works, the hand of fanners, smal
fields and orchards that were flooded in many areas, but asign that here lay the true strength of
Shiuan, a gtill-solid wedth that had supported the glittering lords and the humanity that had
crowded within then- walls,

And on the crest of along hill, from which it was possible to seetheroad in dl directions,
Morgaine reined in, leaned on the saddlebow a moment then dismounted. Vanye did likewise,
himsdf aching in dl his bones, and took Siptah's reins from her nerveless hand.

She dared past him, down the long road where the hdflings were only beginning thet hill.
"A timetores” shesad.

"Aye" he agreed gladly enough, and busied himsdlf loosening girths and dipping bitsto
ease the horses, tending to them while Morgaine withdrew allittle to that rocky up-thrust that
was the cap of the hill, where flat stones afforded a place to St other than the damp earth.

He finished histask, and brought the flask of Hiualiquor and awrapped bit of food, and
offered them to her, hoping against expectation to the contrary that she would accept them. She
sat with Changeling unhooked and leaning againgt her shoulder, her right arm cradled in her lap

in an atitude of evident pain; but she lifted her head and bestirred hersdf to take a share of
what he offered, as much to avoid dispute with him, he thought, as because she had appetite for
anything. He drank and ae afew mouthfuls himsdlf; and by this time the haflings were drawing
near them, with Jhirun lagging far behind.

"Liyo," Vanye said carefully, "we would do well to take what chance we have to rest
now. We have pushed the horses dmogt as far as possible. We are climbing; there looks to be
more of it, and there may be atime ahead that speed will serve us better than it does now."

She nodded, mutely accepting his argument, whether or not it coincided with her own



reasons. Her eyeswere void of interest in what passed about her. He heard the gpproach of the
halflings with a private anguish, not wanting strangers near her when this mood was on her. He
had seen it before, that soulless energy that seized her and kept her moving, responding only to
the necessity that drove her. At the moment shewaslog . . . knew him, perhaps, or confused
him with men long since dust; the time was short for her, who had passed Gate and Gate and
Gate in her course, and confounded then and now, who but months ago had ridden into awar
in which his ancestors had died.

A hundred years lay in that gap for him. For Jhirun. .. He gazed upon her distant figure
with a sudden and terrible understanding. A thousand years. He could not conceive of a
thousand years. A hundred were sufficient to bring aman to dugt; five hundred reached into a
time when nothing had stood in Morija

Morgaine had ridden across a century to enter his age, had gathered him to her, and
together they had crossed into a place a thousand years removed from Jhirun's beginnings,
whose ancestors lay entombed in the Barrows.. . . men that Morgaine might have known,
young, and powerful in that age of the world.

He had crossed such a gap, not alone of place, but of time.

O God, hislips shaped.

Nothing that he had known existed. Men, kinsmen, dl that he had ever known was aged,
decayed, gone to sfting dust. He knew then what he had done, passing the Gate. It was
irrevocable. He wanted to pour out questions to Morgaine, to have them answered, to know
beyond doubt what things she had never told him, for pity.

But the quja were with them. Horses drew up on the margin. Lord Kithan, armorless,

bareheaded, swung down from his saddle and walked toward
them with one of his men, while the other attended the horses.

Vanye rose and dipped thering that held his sword at his shoulder, setting himself
between Kithan and Morgaine; and Kithan stopped-no longer the eegant lord, Kithan: histhin
face was weary; his shoulders sagged. Kithan lifted a hand, gestured no wish to contend, then
sank down on aflat one some distance from Morgaine; his men likewise settled to the ground,
pale heads bowed, exhausted.

Jhirun rode in among the qujas horses, did from the saddle and held to it. In amoment
she made the effort to loosen the girth of her horse, then led the animd to a patch of grass, too
unsure of it to let it go. She sat down, holding thereinsin her lgp, and stayed apart from them
al, tired, seeming terrified of everything and everyone about her.

"Let gothereins” Vanye advised her. "The mare will likely stand, with other horses
about; she hasrun too far to be interested in running.”

And he held out his hand, bidding her to them; Jhirun came, and sank down on the bare
ground, arms wrapped about her knees and her head bowed. Morgaine took note of her
presence, a Sare she might have given one of the animals, disinterested. Vanye settled his back
againgt arock, his own head throbbing with lack of deegp and the conviction that the earth il
lurched and swayed with the motion of the horse.

He dared not deep. He watched the halflings from ditted eyes until the rest had at least
given him space to breathe, and until thirst became an overwhelming discomfort.

He rose, went back to his horse and took the waterflask that hung from the saddiebow,
drank, keeping an eye to the qujd, who did not tir. Then he dung it over his shoulder and
returned, pausing to take from Jhirun's saddle the awkward bundle she had made of their



blankets.

He cast the bundle down where he had been stting, to remake it properly; and he offered
the flask to Morgaine, who took it gratefully, drank and passed it to Jhirun.

One of the quja moved; Vanye turned, band on his sword, and saw one of the house
guards on hisfeet. The qujd came toward them, grim of face and careful in his movements; and
he addressed himsdlf to Jhirun, who had the waterflask. He held out his hand toward it,
demanding, insolent.

Jhirun hestated, looking for direction; and VVanye sullenly nodded consent, watching as

the hafling took the flask and brought it back to Kithan. The
hdfling lord drank sparingly, then gave it to his men, who likewise drank in their turn.

Then the same man brought it back, offered it to Vany€e's hand. Vanye stood, jaw setin
a scowl, and nodded toward Jhirun, from whom the man had taken it. He gave it back to her,
looked again to Vanye with a guarded expression.

And inclined his head-courtesy, from aqujd. Vanye giffly returned the gesture, with no
graceiniit.

The man returned to hislord. Vanye grasped the ring at his shoulder, drew it down to
hook it, then settled again a Morgaine's feet

"Rest," he bade her. "I will watch."

Morgaine wrapped hersdlf in her cloak and leaned againgt the rocks, closing her eyes.
Quietly Jnirun curled up to deep; and likewise Kithan and his men, the frail qujd-lord pillowing
his head on hisarms, and in dl likdlihood suffering somewheat from the wind, in histhin hall
garments.

It grew dill, in al the world only the occasiona sound of the horses, and the wind thet
sghed through the leaves. Vanye gathered himsdlf to hisfeet and stood with his back againg a
meassive rock, S0 that he might not yield to degp unknowing. Once he did catch himsdlf with his
eyes closed, and paced, his knees weak with exhaustion, so long as he could bear it: he was,
Kurshin-fashion, able to deep in the saddle, far better than Morgaine.

But therewas alimit. "Liyo," he said after atime, in desperation, and she wakened. "We
might move on," he said; and she gazed a him, who was unsteady with weariness, and shook
her head. "Rest," she said, and he cast himsalf down on the cold earth, the world till seeming
to move with the endless motion of the horse. It was not long that he needed, only atimeto let
the misery leave his back and arm, and the throbbing leave his skull.

Someone moved. Vanye wakened with the sun on him, found the quja awake and the
day declined to afternoon. Morgaine sat as she had been, with Changeling cradled againgt her
shoulder. When he looked up &t her, there was a clarity to her gray eyesthat had been lacking
before, aclear and quiet sense that comforted him.

"Wewill be moving," Morgaine said, and Jhirun stirred from her degp, holding her head in
her hands. Morgaine passed him the flask; he sipped at it enough to clear his mouth, and
swallowed with agrimace, gave it back to her.

"Draw breath,” she bade him, when he would have risen a once to see to the horses.
Such patience was unlike her. He saw the look of concentration in her gaze, that rested
elsawhere, and followed it to the hdflings.

He watched Kithan, who with trembling hands had taken an embroidered handkerchief
from his pocket, and extracted from it a smdl white object that he placed in his mouth.



For amoment Kithan leaned forward, head in hands, white hair faling to hide hisface;
then with a movement more graceful, he flung his head back and restored his handkerchief to its
place within his garment

"Akil," Morgaine murmured privatdly.

"Liyo?'

"A vice evidently not confined to the marshlands. Another matter of trade, | do suppose
.. the marshlands further revenge on Ohtij-in. He should be placid and communicative for
hours."

Vanye watched the hdfling lord, whose manner soon began to take on that languid
abstraction he had seen in hall, that haze-eyed distance from the world. Here was Bydarra's
true, his qujdin son, the heir that surely the old lord would have preferred above Hetharu; but
Kithan had arranged otherwise, a sillent abdication, not aone from the defense he might have
been to hisfather and his house, but from dl ese that surrounded him. Vanye regarded the man
with disgust.

But neither, he thought suddenly, had Kithan resorted to it last night, when amob had
murdered his people before his eyes; not then nor, he much suspected, despite what he had
seen in that cdl-had Kithan taken to it the hour that Bydarra was murdered, when he had been
compelled to pay homage to his brother, sumbling when hetried to rise: hisrecovery after
Hetharu's departure from Ohtij-in had been ingtant, asif it were a different man.

The akil was red enough; but it was also a convenient pose, ameans of camouflage and
survival: Vanye well understood the intrigues of a divided house. It might have begunin
boredom, in the jaded tastes and narrow limits of Ohtij-in; or otherwise.

| dreamed, Jhirun had wept, who looked further than the day, and could not bear what
she saw. She had fled to Shiuan in hope; for the Shiua lord, there was nowhere to flee.

Vanye sared a him, trying to penetrate that cam that insulated him, trying to reckon how

much was the man and how much the akil-and which it was
that had stood within his cdl that night in Ohtij-in, coldly planning his murder only to spite
Hetharu, by means doubtless lingering and painful.

And Morgaine took them, Kithan and his men, who had no reason to wish her well: she
delayed for them, while the hdfling lord retreated into his dreams: he chafed at this, vexed even
in their company.

"Thisroad,” Morgaine said suddenly, addressing Kithan, "goes most directly to Abarais."

Kithan agreed with alanguorous nod of his head.

"Thereis none other,” said Morgaine, "unmapped in your books.”

"None horses might use," said Kithan. "The mountains are twisted, full of sonefalsand
the like; and of lakes; of chasms. Thereis only this way, save for men afoot, and no quicker
than we go. Y ou do not have to worry for the rabble behind us, but,” he added with a heavy-
lidded smile of amusement, "you have the true lord of Ohtij-in ahead of you, with the most part
of our strength, a-horse and armed, a mark less easy than | wasin Ohtij-in. And they may
afford you some little inconvenience.”

"To be sure" said Morgaine.

Kithan smiled, resting his elbows on the shelf of rock at his back; his pae eyes fixed upon her
with that accustomed distance, unreachable. The men that were with him were dike as
brothers, pale hair drawn back at the nape, the same profile, men dark-eyed, dikein armor,
dikein atitude, oneto hisright, oneto hisleft



"Why are you with us?' Vanye asked. "Misplaced trust?"

Kithan's composure suffered the least disturbance; afrown passed over hisface. His eyes
fixed on Vanye's with obscure chdlenge, and alanguid pae hand, cuffed in delicate lace,
gestured toward his heart. "On your pleasure, Barrows-lord."

"You are mistaken,” Vanye said.

"Why," asked Morgaine very softly, "are you with us, my lord Kithan, once of Ohtij-in?"

Kithan tossad his head back and gave a silent and mirthless laugh, moved hiswrigt in the
direction of the Suvgj. "We have little choice, do we not?'

"And when we do meet with Roh and with Hetharu's forces, you will be a our backs."

Kithan frowned. "But | am your man, Morgaine-Angharan.” He extended his long legs,
crossed, before him, easy asaman in hisown hdl. "I am your most devoted servant.”

"Indeed," said Morgaine.

"Doubtless" sad Kithan, regarding her with that same distant smile, “you will serve me
as you served those who followed you to Ohtij-in."

"It ismore than possible” said Morgaine.

"They were your own," Kithan exclaimed with sudden, plaintive force, asif he pleaded
something; and Jhirun, flinching, edged againgt the rocks & Vanyes sde.

"They may have been once," Morgaine said. "But those that | knew are long buried.
Their children are not mine."

Kithan's face recovered its placidity; laughter returned to his half-lidded eyes. "But they
followed you," he said. "l find that ironica. They knew you, knew what you had done to their
ancestors, and il they followed you, because they thought you would make an exception of
them; and you served them exactly as you are. Even the Aren-folk, who hate you, and tie up
white feethers at their doorways-" He smiled widdly and laughed, a mere breath. "A redity. A
fixed point in dl this reasonless universe. | am khd. | have never found a point on which to
gand or ashrine a which to worship-til now. Y ou are Angharan; you come to destroy the
Welsand dl that exigts. You are the only rationd being in theworld. So | dso follow you,
Morgaine-Angharan. | am your faithful worshipper.”

Vanye thrust himsdlf to hisfeet, hand to his belt, loathing the qujd's insolence, his
mockery, his eaborate fancies. Morgaine should not have to suffer this, and did, for it was not
her habit to avenge hersdf for words, or for other wrongs.

"At your pleasure” he said to Kithan.

Kithan, wegponless, indicated so with an outward gesture, adight hardness to his eyes.

"Let be," Morgaine sad. "Prepare the horses. Let us be moving, Vanye."

"1 might cut their reins and ther girths for them,” said Vanye, scowling at the hafling lord
and histwo men, reckoning them, severd, a moderately fair contest. "They could test their
horsemanship with that, and we would not have to give them further patience.”

Morgaine hesitated, regarding Kithan. "Let him be," she said. "His courage comes from
the akil. It will pass.”

The insouciance of Kithan seemed stung by that. He frowned, and leaned againgt the lock

saring at her, no longer capable of distance.

"Prepare the horses" she said. "If he can hold our pace, wdl; and if not-the Hiuawill
remember that he companied with me."

There was unease in the guards faces, aflicker of the samein Kithan's, and then, with a
bow, ataut smile: "Arrhthein,” he said to her. "Sharron athrissn nthinn.”



"Arrhthels" Morgaine echoed softly, and Kithan settled back with an estimating look in
his eyes, asif something had passed between them of irony and bitter humor.

It was the language of the Stones. | am not quja, Morgaine had inssted to him once,
which he believed, which he till ingsted on bdlieving.

But when he had gone, a Morgaine'simpatient gesture, to attend the horses, he looked
back at them, his pade-haired liege and the pale-haired quja together, tal and dender, in all
points Smilar; achill ran through him.

Jhirun, human-dark, awraith in brown, scrambled up and quitted that company and ran
to him, as he gathered up the reins of her mare and brought it to the roadside. He threw down
there the bundle she had made of their supplies and began rerolling the blankets, on his knees a
the side of the stone road. She kndlt down with him and began with feverish earnestness to help
him, in this and when be began to tie the separate rolls to their three saddles, redistributing
supplies and tightening harness.

Her mare's girth too he attended, seeing that it was well done, on which her life
depended. She waited, hovering at his side.

"Please" she sad at ladt, touching at his elbow. "Let me ride with you; let me stay with
you."

"l cannot promise that." He avoided her eyes, and brushed past her to atend the matter
of hisown horse. "If the mare cannot hold our pace, ill sheis steady and she will manage to
keep you ahead of the Hiua. | have other obligations. | cannot think of anything ese just now."

"These men - lord, | am afraid of them. They-"

Shedid not finish. It ended in tears. He looked at her and remembered her the night that
Kithan had vigited his cdll, small and wretched as she bad been in the hands of the guards, men
half-masked and anonymous in their demon-helms. Her they had seized, and not him.

"Do you know these men?' he asked of her harshly.

She did not answer, only stared a him helplessy with the flush of shame staining her

cheeks, and he looked askance at Kithan's man, who was
likewise caring for hislord's horse. Privately he thought of what justice Kursh reserved for
such asthey: her ancestors had been, though she had forgotten it, tan-uyin, and honorable,
and proud.

He was not free to take up her quarrdl. He had a service.

He st his hand on hers; it was small, but rough, a peasant's hand, that knew hard labor.
"Your ancestors,”" he said, "were high-born men. My father's wife was Myya, who gave him his
legitimate sons. They are a hard-minded clan, the Myya; they 'my lord' only those that they
respect.”

Her hand, leaving his, went to her breast, where he remembered a smdl gold amulet that
once he had returned to her. The pain her eyes had held departed, leaving something clear and
far from fragile

"Themare" he sad, "will not run thet far behind, Myya Jirun.”

She left him. He watched her, at the roadside, bend and gather a handful of smooth
stones, and drop them, as she straightened, into her bodice. Then she gathered up the mare's
reins and st hersdf into the saddle,

And suddenly he saw something beyond her, a the bottom of the long hill, adark mass
on the road beyond the knoll that rose like a barrow-mound at the turning.

"Liyo," he caled out, appaled at the desperate endurance of those that followed them,



afoot. Not for revenge: for revenge they surely could not follow so far or so determinedly ... but
for hope, alast hope, that rested not with Morgaine, but with Roh.

There were Shiua and the priest, who knew what Roh had promised in Ohtij-in; and
there was Fwar: for Fwar, it would be revenge.

Morgaine stood at his side, looked down the road. "They cannot keep our pace,” she
sad.

"They need not," said Kithan; and gone now was the durring of his speech; fear glittered
through the haze of his eyes. "There are forces between us and Abarais, my lady Morgaine, and
one of them ismy brother's. Hetharu will have ridden over whatever opposition he medts: heis
not loved by the mountain lords. But so much the more will forces be on the move in this land.
Y our enemy has sent couriers abroad: folk here will know you; they will be waiting for you; and
being mad, they are, of course, interested in living. We may find our way quite difficult.”

Morgaine gave him a baeful loot, took Changeling from her shoulder and hooked it to her
saddle before she st foot in the Stirrup. Vanye mounted, and drew close to her, thinking no
longer of what followed them or of Myya Jhiruni Myya; it was Morgaine he protected, and if
that should entail turning on three of their companions, he would be nothing loath.

The land opened before them, rich with crops and dark earth; and closed again and
opened, smal pockets of cultivated earth hardly wider than afield or two between opposing
heights, and occasiondly a small marsh and areed-rimmed lake.

Crags rose towering on al sdes of them, alimit to the sky that in other days Vanye
would have found comfortable, aview much like home; but it was not his land, and nowhere
was there indication what might lie ahead. He looked into the deep places of the weathered
rocks, the recesses that were often overgrown with trees and man-tall weeds, and knew that in
onething at least Kithan had told the truth: that there was no passage for a horseman off this
road; and if there were trailsin the hills, as surely there were, even arunner must needs be born
to this land to make much speed.

They did not press the horses, that like themsalves had gone without deep and rest;
Kithan rode with them, his two men trailing, and last rode Jhirun, whose bay mare was content
to lag by severd lengths.

And at dusk, asthey came through one of the many narrows, there gppeared stones by
the road, set by men; and againgt the forested dliffs beyond was a stone village, a sorawling and
untidy huddle next the road.

"Whose?' Morgaine asked of Kithan. "It was not on the maps.”

Kithan shrugged. "There are many such. The land hereabouts is Sotharraland; but | do
not know the name of the village. There will be others. They are human places.”

Vanye looked increduloudy a the hafling lord, and judged that it was likely the truth, that
alord of Shiuan did not trouble to learn the names of the villages that lay within reach of his
own land.

Morgaine swore, and came to a dow stop on the road, where they were last screened by
the trees and the rocks. A spring flowed at the roadside, next the trees. She let Siptah drink,
and hersdf dismounted and knelt upcurrent, drinking from her hand. The qujd followed her
example, even Kithan drinking from the stream like any peasant; and Jhirun overtook them and
cast hersdf down from her mare to the cool bank.

"We shdl res amoment,” Morgaine sad. "Vanye-"



He nodded, stepped down from the saddle, and filled their waterflasks the while
Morgaine watched his back.

And congtantly, while they let the horses breathe and took alittle of their smal supply of
food, Morgaine's eye was on their companions or his was, while the dusk settled and became
night.

Jhirun held close, by Morgaines side or his. She sat quietly, for the most part, and
braided her long hair in asingle plait down the back, tied it with abit of yam from her fringed
skirt. And there was something different in her bearing, a set to her jaw, adirectnessto her eyes
that had not been there before.

She st hersdf with them asif she belonged: Vanye met her eye, remembered how she
had intervened in Fwar's ambush in the stable, and reckoned that were he an enemy of Myya
Jhiruni Myya, he would well guard his back. A warrior of clan Myya, restrained by codes and
honor, was till a bad enemy. Jhirun, he remembered, knew nothing of such restraints.

It was at the men of Kithan that she stared in the darkness, and they would not |ook
toward her.

And when they remounted, Jhirun rode insolently across the path of Kithan and his men,
turned and glared a Kithan himsdf.

The quja-lord brought up short, and seemed not offended, but perplexed a such
arrogance in a Hiua peasant. Then, with eaborate irony, he reined his horse aside to give her
place.

"We are going through,” said Morgaine; "and from now on | do not trust we will be adle
to rest for more than afew moments a any stopping. We are near Sotharrn, it seems; and we
are, from Sotharrn, within reach of Abarais."

"By tomorrow, liyo?' Vanye asked.

"By tomorrow night," she said, "or not at al."

Chapter Sixteen

The village sprawled at the left of the road, Slent in the dark, benegth a forested upthrust
of rock that shadowed it from Anli's wan light: amotley gathering of stone houses, surrounded
by awall ashigh asarider's head.

The horses hooves rang unevenly off the walls as they rode by. There was no stirring
within, no light, no opening of the shuttered windows that overtopped the wall, no sound even
of livestock. The gate was shut, awhite object affixed to its center.

It was the wing of awhite bird, nailed there, the boards smeared blackly with the blood.
Jhirun touched the necklace that she wore and murmured something in alow voice.
Vanye crossed himsdf fervently and scanned the shuttered windows and overshadowing crags

for any sgn of the folk that lived there.

"You are expected,” Kithan said, "as | warned you."

Vanye glanced a him, and a Morgaine-met her eyes and saw the shadow there, asit had
been at the bridge.

And she shivered, aquick and strange gesture, full of weariness, and set Sptahto a
quicker pace, to leave the village behind them.

The pass closed about them, a place where rock had rumbled to the very edge of the
road, boulders man-large. Vanye gazed up at the dark heights, and with a shiver of his own,



used the spurs. They came through the throat of that place at a pace that set the echoes flying,
and there was no fdl of stones, no stir of life from the dliffs.

But when, hafway across the next smdl valley, he turned and looked back, he saw ared
glow of fire atop those dliffs.

"Liyo," hesad.

Morgaine looked, and said nothing. The Baien gray had struck that pace that, on level
ground, he could hold for some space; and the gelding could match him stride for stride, but not
forever.

The darm was given: henceforth there was no stopping. What Roh had not known was
spread now throughout the countryside.

Soon enough there was ancther, answering fire among the hillsto their |€ft.

The towers gppeared unexpectedly in the morning light, haf-hidden in forested crags:
wallsin any turreted and more regular than those of Ohtij-in, but surdly as old. They dominated
the widest of the valeys that they had seen; and cultivated fields lay round abot.

Morgaine reined back briefly, scanning that hold, that guarded the pass before them.

And far behind them, horses unable to stay their pace, rode the three qujd, and last of
al, Jnirun.

Vanye unhooked his sword and secured the sheath, marking the smoke that hung above
those walls. He laid the naked blade across the saddlebow. Morgaine took Changeling from its
place beneath her knee, and laid it, ill sheathed, across her own.

"Liyo," Vanye said softly. "When you will."

"Caefully," shesad.

She let Siptah go; and the gelding matched pace with him, a an easy gait, toward the
towers and the pass.

Smoke rose there steadily, asit had from many a point about the valeys, fire efter fire

passing the darm.

But it was not, as the others had been, white brush-smoke; it spread darkly on the sky,
and as they rode near enough to see the wals digtinctly, they could see in that stain upon the
heavens the whedling flight of birds, that hovered above the hold.

The gates stood agape, battered from their bulges: they could see that clearly from the
main road. A dead horse lay in the ravine beside the spur of road that diverged toward those
gates, birds flapped up fromit, disturbed in their feeding.

And curioudy, across that empty gateway were cords, knotted with bits of white feether.

Morgaine reined in-suddenly turned off toward that gate; and Vanye protested, but no
word did she speak, only rode warily, dowly toward that gateway, and he made haste to
overtake her, faling in a her sde the while she approached that strange barrier. The only sound
was the ring of hooves on stone and the hollow echo off the walls-that, and the wind, that blew
srongly at the cords.

Ruinlay insde. A cloud of black birds, startled, fluttered up from the stripped carcass of
an ox that lay amid the court. On the steps of the keep sprawled a dead man; another lay in the
shadow of the wall, prey to the birds. He had been quja. Hiswhite hair proclamed it.

And some three, hanged, twisted dowly on the fire-blackened tree that had grown in the
center of the courtyard.

Morgaine reached for the lesser of her weapons, and fire parted the strands of the



feathered cords. She urged Siptah dowly forward. The walls echoed to the sound of the horses
and to the darmed flutter of the carrion birds. Smoke still boiled up from the smouldering core
of the centra keep, from the wreckage of human shelters that had clustered abot it.

Riders clattered up the stones outsde. Morgaine whedled Siptah about as Kithan's party
came within the gates and reined to a dazed halt.

Kithan looked dowly about him, his thin face set in horror; there was horror too in the
face of Jhirun, who arrived last within the gateway, her mare stepping skittishly past the blowing
strands of cords and feathers. Jhirun held tightly to the charms about her neck and stopped just
insde the gates.

"Let usleavethisplace” Vanye said; and Morgaine took up the reins, about to heed him.

But Kithan suddenly hailed the place, aloud cry that echoed in the emptiness;, and again
he cdled, and findly turned hishorse full circle to survey al the ruined keep, the dead that hung
from the tree and that lay within the yard, while the two men with him looked about them too,
their faces white and drawn.

"Sotharrn,” Kithan exclaimed in anguish. "There were better than seven hundred of our
folk here, besides the Shiua" He gestured at the fluttering cords. "Shiua bdlief. Those are for
fear of you."

"Would Hetharu have gathered forces here" Morgaine asked him, "or lost them? Was
thisriot, or was it war?'

"He follows Roh," Kithan said. "And Roh has promised him his heart's desres-as he
doubtless would promise others, hafling and human." He gazed about him at the shelters that
had housed men, that were empty now, as-Vanye redized suddenly-the village in the night had
lain slent, asthe valleys and hills between had been vacant, with only the larm fires to bresk
the peace.

And of a sudden one of the guards reined about, and spurred through the gates. The
other hesitated, his pae face amask of anguish and indecision.

Then he too rode, whipping histired horse in his frenzy, and vanished from sight,
deserting hislord, seeking safety elsewhere.

"No!" cried Morgaine, checking Vanye'simpulse to pursue them; and when hereined
back: "No. There are dready thefires: they are enough to have warned our enemies. Let them
go." And to Kithan, who sat his horse staring after his departed men: "Do you wish to follow
them?'

"Shiuan isfinished,” Kithan said in atrembling voice, and looked back at her. "'If Sotharrn
has falen, then no other hold will stand long againgt Hetharu, againgt Chya Roh, againgt the
rabble that they have stirred to arms. What you will do-do. Or let me stay with you.”

There was no arrogance left him. His voice broke, and he bowed his head, leaning
againg the saddlebow. When he lifted his face again, the look of tearswasin his eyes.

Morgaine regarded him long and narrowly.

Then without aword she rode past him, for the gate where the feathered cords fluttered
usdesdy in the wind. Vanye delayed, letting Jhirun turn, letting Kithan go before him.
Congantly he fdt a prickling between his own shoulders, a consciousness that there might well
be watchers somewhere within the ruins-for someone had strung the cords and tried to sedl the
gate from harm, someone frightened, and human.

No attack came, nothing but the panic flight of birds, awhispering of wind through the
rums. They passed the gate on the downward road, riding dowly, listening.



And Vanye watched the quja-lord, who rode before him, pale head bowed, yielding to
the mation of the horse. Without choices, Kithan-without skill to survive in the wilderness that
Shiuan had become, helpless without his servants to attend him and his peasantsto feed him .. .
and now without refuge to shelter him.

Better the sword's edge, Vanye thought, echoing something that Roh had said to him, and
then dismayed to remember who had said it, and that it had been true.

At the road's joining, Morgaine increased the pace. "Movel" Vanye shouted &t the
baffling, spurring forward, and struck Kithan's horse with the flat of his blade, sartling it into a
brief burst of peed. They turned northward onto the main road, dowing again as they came
beyond arrowflight of the wals.

On sudden impulse Vanye looked back, saw on the walls of Sotharrn abrown, bent
figure, and another and another- ragged, furtive watchers that vanished the instant they redized
they had been seen.

Old ones, deserted, while the young had been carried away with the tide that swept
toward Abarais the young, who looked to live, who would kill to live, like the horde that
followed ill behind them.

The land beyond Sotharrn bore more signs of violence, fidlds and land dong the
roadway churned to mire, asif the road itsdlf could no longer contain what poured toward the
north. Tracks of men and horses were sharply defined beside the road and in mud yet
unwashed from the paving stones.

"They passed,” Vanye said to Morgaine, as they rode knee to knee behind Jhirun and
Kithan, "since therain stopped.”

Hetried to lend her hope; she frowned over it, shook her head.

"Hetharu delayed here, perhaps,” she said in alow voice. "He would be enough to ded
with Sotharrn. But were | Roh, | would not have ddlayed for such an untidy meatter if there
were achoice: | would have gone for Abarais. And once there, then no hold will stand. |
would be glad to know where Hetharu's force is; but | fear | know where Roh is"

Vanye consdered that; it was not good to think on. He turned his mind instead to forces
that he understood. "Hetharu's force," he said, "looks to have gathered consderable number;
perhaps two, three thousand by now."

"There are dso the outlying villages™" she said. "-Kithan."

The hdfling reined back somewhat, and Jhirun's mare, never one to take the lead, lagged
too, coming alongside so that they were four abreast on the road. Kithan regarded them
placidly, his eyes again vague and hazed.

"Heisonly hdf sensble” Vanye said in disgust. "Perhaps he and that store of hiswere
best parted.”

"No," said Kithan at once, sraightening in his saddie. He made effort to ook at them
directly, and his eyes were possessed of a distant, tearless sadness. "I have listened to your
reckoning; | hear you wdll . . . Leave me my consolation, Man. | shal answer your questions.”

"Then say," sad Morgaine, "wha we must expect. Will Hetharu gain the support of the

other holds? Will they move to join him?'

"Hetharu-" Kithan's mouth twisted in a grimace of contempt. " Sotharrn dways feared him

... that did he succeed to power in Ohtij-in, then attack would come. And they were right, of
course. Some of our fields flooded this season; and more would have gone the next; and the



next. It was inevitable that the more ambitious of us would reach across the Suvoj.”

"Will the other holds follow him or fight him now?"

Kithan shrugged. "What difference to the Shiua; and to us-Even we bowed and kissed his
hand in Ohtij-in. We who wanted nothing but to live undisturbed . . . have no power against
whoever does not. Yes, most will be with him: to what purpose anything ese? My guards have
gone over to him: that iswhere they are going. Thereis no question of it. They saw my
prospects, and they know defeat when they smdll it. So they went to him. The lesser holds will
flock to do the same."

"You may go too if you like" Morgaine said.

Kithan regarded her, disturbed.

"Be quite freeto do s0," she said.

The horses walked aong together some little distance; and Kithan looked at Morgaine
with less and less assurance, asif she and the drug together confused him. He looked at Jhirun,
whose regard of him was hard; and at Vanye, who stared back at him expressionless, giving
him nothing, neither of hatred nor of comfort. Once more he glanced the circuit of them, and last
of dl a Vanye, asif he expected that some terrible game were being made of him.

For amoment Vanye thought that he would go; his body was tense in the saddle, his
eyes, through their haze, distracted.

"No," Kithan said then, and his shouldersfell. He rode beside them sunk in his own
misary.

None spoke, Vanye rode content enough in Morgaine's presence by him, a nearness of
mind in which words were needless; he knew her, that had they been done she would have had
nothing to say. Her eyes scanned the trail as they rode, but her mind was elsawhere,
desperately occupied.

At last she drew from her boot top a folded and age-yellowed bit of parchment amap cut
from abook; and slently, leaning from the saddle, she indicated to him the road. It wound up
from the Suvoj, that grest rift clearly recognizable; but the lands of Ohtij-in were shown as
wide, plotted fields, that no longer existed. There were fields mapped on this Sde aso, dong
the road and within the hills; and holds besides that which seemed to be Sotharra, scattered
here and there about the centra mountains.

And amid those mountains, a circular mark, lay Abarais: Vanye could not reed the runes,
but her finger indicated it, and she named it doud.

Helifted his eyes from the brown ink and yellowed page to the mountains that now
loomed before them. Greenish-black evergreen covered their flanks. Their rounded peaks were
bald and smooth and their dopes were atumble of great stones, aged, weather-worn-a ruin of
mountains in adying land.

Above them passed the Broken Moon, in a clear sky; the weeather held for them, warm
as the sun reached its zenith; but when the sun declined toward afternoon, the hills seemed
overlan with afoul haze.

It was not cloud; none wresthed these low hills. It was the smoke of fires, from some far
place with in the mountains, where other holds had been marked on the map.

" think that would be Domen," said Kithan, when they questioned him on it. "That is
next, after Sotharrn. On the far side of the mountains lie Marotn and Arisith; and Hetharu's
forces will have reached for those so."

"Stll increasing in number,” said Morgaine.



"Yes," sad Kithan. "Thewhole of Shiuan iswithin his hands-or will be, within days. Heis
burning the shdlters, | would judge: that is the way to move the humanfolk, to draw them with
him. And perhaps he burns the holds themselves. He may want no lordsto riva him."

Morgaine said nothing.

"It will do him no good,” Vanye said, to dispossess Kithan of any hopes he might ill
hold. "Hetharu may have Shiuan--but Roh has Hetharu, whether or not Hetharu has yet
redized it."

Stones rose beside the road, Standing Stones, that called to mind that cluster beside the

road in Hiug), near the marsh; but these stood straight and powerful in the evening light.

And beyond those Stones moved awhite-haired figure, leaning on a staff, who struggled
to walk the road.

They gained upon that man rapidly; and surely by now the traveler must have heard them

coming, and might have looked around; but he did not. He
moved at the same steady pace, painfully awkward.

There was an eeriness about that deaf persstence; Vanye laid his sword across the
saddlebow as they came dongsde the man, fearing some plan conceded in this bizarre
attitude-a ruse to put a man near Morgaine. He moved his horse between, reining back to
meatch his pace.

Still the man did not look up at them, but walked with eyes downcast, step by agonized
step with the gaff to support him. He was young, wearing hall-garments; he bore aknife at his
belt, and the staff on which he leaned was the broken remnant of a pike. His white hair was
tangled, his cheek cut and bruised, blood soaked the rough bandages on hisleg. Vanye hailed
him, and yet the youth kept walking; he cursed, and thrust his sheathed sword across the
youth's chest.

The quja stopped, downcast eyes fixed on something other and elsawhere; but when
Vanye let fdl the sword, he began to walk again, struggling in his lameness.

"Heismad," Jhirun sad.

"No," said Kithan. "He does not wish to see you."

Their horses moved dong with the youth, dowly, by hdting paces; and softly Kithan
began to question him, in his own tongue-received an anguished glance of him, and an answer,
spoken on hard-drawn breeths, the while he walked. Names were named that touched keenly
Vanyésinterest, but no other word of it could he grasp. The youth exhausted his supply of
bresth and fell silent, walked on, as he had been before.

Morgaine touched Siptah and moved on, Vanye at her sde; and Jhirun with them. Kithan
followed. Vanye looked back, a the youth who still doggedly, painfully, struggled behind them.

"What did he say?' Vanye asked of Morgaine. She shrugged, not in a mood to answer.

"HeisAllyvy," sad Kithan in her slence. "Heis of Sotharrn; and he has the same
madness as took the villagers: he saysthat he isbound for Abarais, asal are going, bdieving
this Chya Roh."

Vanye looked at Morgaine, found her face grim and set; and she shrugged. "So we are
too late" she said, "as| feared.”

"He has promised them," said Kithan, "another and better land: ahopeto live; and they
are going to takeit. They are gathering an army, to march toward it; holds are burned: they say
there isno need of them now."



He looked again a Morgaine, expecting some answer of her. There was none. She rode
with her eyes fixed, no more dowly, no more quickly, passng the ruined fields. He saw in her a
tautness that trembled beneeth that placid surface, something thin-strung and fragile.

Violence, terror: it flowed to his own taut nerves.

Let usretrest, something in him wanted to say. Let usfind aplace, logt in the hills, when
al of them have passed, when the Wells are sedled. Thereislife enough for us, peace-once you
have lost and can no longer hope to follow him. We could live. We might grow old before the
waters rose to take these mountains. We would be alone, and sedled, safe, from al our
enemies.

She knew her choices, he reckoned to himsalf, and chose what she would; but he began
to think, in deep guilt, what it would be did they find Roh gone: that that was earnedtly to be
hoped, ese shewould hurl hersdf againgt an army, taking al with her.

It was atraitorous thought; he redized it, and crossed himself fervently, wishing it away-
met her eyes and feared suddenly that she understood his fear.

"Liyo," hesad in aquiet voice, "whatever wants doing, | will do."

It seemed to reassure her. She turned her attention back to the way they rode, and to the
hills

Night began to fal, streaks of twilight that shaded into dark among the smokes across the
hills, amurky and ugly color. They rode among stones that gathered more and more thickly
about the road, until it became clear that here had been some massive Structure, foundations
that lay naked and exposed in greet intersecting rectangles and circles and bits of arches.
Congantly the earth bore sgns that vast numbers had traveled thisway, and lately.

And there was a dead man by the road. The black birds rose up from his body like
shadows into the dark, a heavy flapping of wings.

Violence within the army's own ranks attended them, Vanye reckoned: desperate men,
frightened men; and men and ha flings massed together. They were not long in coming upon
other dead, and one was awoman, and one was a black-robed priegt, frail and elderly.

"They are beadts,” Kithan exclamed in anguish.

None disputed him.

"What shdl we do," asked Jnirun, who had remained slent most of the day, "what shall
we do when we reach Abarais, if they are al gathered there?"

It was not awitless question; it was a desperate one. . . Jnirun, who knew less than they
what must be done, and who endured al things patiently in her hope. Vanye looked at her and
shook his head helplesdy, foreseeing what he thought Jhirun hersdf began to foresee, what
Morgaine had tried earnestly to warn her, weaponless as the Barrows-girl was, and without
defenses.

"You ds0," sad Morgaine, "are fill freeto leave us.”

"No," Jhirun sad quietly. "Like my lord Kithan, | have nothing to hope for from what
follows us; and if | cannot get through where you are going, at least-" She made a helpless
gesure, asif it were too difficult athing to spesk. "Let metry,” she said then.

Morgaine considered her amoment as they rode, and finaly nodded in confirmation.

The dark fell more and more heavily about them, until there was only the light of the
lesser moons and the bow in the sky in which the moons traveled, a cloudy arc acrossthe
gars. From one wall of the wide valley to the other were the dark shapes of vast ruins, no



longer Standing Stones, but spires, Sraight on their inner, roadward faces, with a curving dant
on their outer. They were digned with the road on ether Sde, and began to set inward to
encloseit.

Their way became an ade, S0 that they no longer had clear view of the hills, the stone
Spires began to set againg the very edge of the paving, like ribs aong the spine of the road.

The horses hooves echoed loudly down that passage, and the shifting perspectives of
that vast aide, lit only by the moons, provided ample cover for ambush. Vanye rode with his
sword across the saddlebow, wishing that they might make faster passage through this cursed
place, and knowing a the same time the unwisdom of racing blindly through the dark. The road
became entirdy blind at some points, asit turned and the spires cut off their view on al sides.

And thereafter the road began to climb aswdll aswind, in long terraced steps that led

ultimately to a darkness-a starless shadow that as they neared it began to take on the detail of
black stonework, that lay asawall before them: avast cube of abuilding that overtopped the
spires, that diverged to form an ade before it

"An-Abarais" murmured Kithan. "Gateway to the Well."

Vanye gazed at it with foreboding as they rode: for once before he had seen the like; and
beside him Morgaine took Changdling into her hand. The gray horse blew nervoudy, Sde-
stepping, then started forward again, taking the narrowing terraces; Vanye spurred the gelding
to make him keep pace, put from his mind their two companions thet trailed them.

It was no Gate, but afortress that could master the Gates, qujal, and full of power. It was
aplace that Roh would not have neglected.

There was no other way through.

Chapter Seventeen

The road met the fortress of An-Abarais. and it vanished into along archway, black and
cheerless, with night and open sky at its other end. But the
danted spires shaped another road, fronting the fortress; and in that crossing of ways Morgaine
reined in, scanning al directions.

"Kithan," she said, astheir two companions overtook them. ™Y ou watch the road from
here. Jhirun: come. Come with us."

Jhirun cast an gpprehensive look at dl of them, left and right; but Morgaine was dready
on her way down that righthand aide, a pae-haired ghost on a pae horse, dmost lost in
shadow.

Vanye reined aside and rode after, heard Jhirun clattering dong behind him in haste. What
Kithan would do, whether he would stay or whether he would flee to their enemies- Vanye
refused to reckon: Morgaine surely tempted him, dismissed him for good or for ill; but her
thoughts would be set desperately elsawhere at the moment, and she needed her ilin a her
back.

He overtook her as she stopped in that dark aide, where she had found the deep shadow
of adoorway; she dismounted, pushed &t that door with her left hand, bearing Changding in her
right.

It yielded easly, on sllent hinges. Cold breathed forth from that darkness, wherein the
moonlight from the doorway showed level, polished stone. She led Siptah forward, within the
door, and Vanye bent his head and rode carefully after, shod hoovesringing irreverently in that



deep slence. Jhirun followed, afoot, tugging at the rdluctant mare, athird clatter of hooves on
the stone. When she was 4till, there was no sound but the restless shift of lesther and the
animas hard breething.

Vanye did his sword from its sheeth and carried it naked in his hand; and suddenly light
glimmered from Morgaine's hands as she began to do the same, baring Changdling's rune-
written blade. The opa shimmer grew, flared into brilliance enough to light the room, cagting
strange shadows of danting spires, acircular chamber, a sairway that wound its way among the
spires.

From Changding came a pulsing sound, soft &t fird, then painful to the senses, thet filled
al the air and made the horses shy. The light brightened when Morgaine swept itstip up and
leftward; and by this they both knew the way they must go, reading the seeking of the blade
toward its own power.

And did they meet, unsheathed blade and living source, it would end both: whatever
madness had made Changdling had made it indestructible save by Gates.

Morgaine shesthed it as quickly as might be; and the horses stood trembling after. Vanye
patted the gelding's sweseting neck and did down.

"Come," Morgane sad, looking a him. " Jhirun-watch the horses. Cry out at once if
something goes in the least amiss; put your back againgt solid stone and stay there. Above dll
else do not trugt Kithan. If he comes, warn us.”

"Yes" she agreed in athin voice and haf a bregth Vanye hesitated, thinking to lend her a
wespon-but she could not useiit.

He turned, overtook Morgaine, emptied his mind of al ese-watching her back, watching
the shadows on whatever side she was not watching. Right hand and |eft the shadows passed
them, and as soon as the darkness became absolute, alight flared in Morgaine's hand, a
harmless, cold magic, for it only guided them: little as he liked such things, he trusted the hand
that held it. Nothing she might do could fright him here, in the presence of powers edritch and
qujdin: the sword of metd that he bore was a usdess thing in such aplace, dl his arts and skills
vauedess-save againg ambush.

A door faced them; it yielded noisily to Morgaines skilled touch, startling him; and light
blazed suddenly in their faces, agarish burst of color, of pulsing radiance. Sound gibbered at
them; he heard the echo of his own shameful outcry, rolling through the hdls.

It was the heart of the Gates, the Wdlls, the thing that ruled them: and though be had seen
the like before and knew that no mere noise or light could harm him, he could not shame away
the clutch of fear a his heart, histraitor limbs that reacted to the madness that assailed them.

"Come," Morgaine urged him: the suspicion of pity in her voice stung him; and he gripped
his sword and stayed close a her hed's, walking as briskly as she down that long aide of light.
Light redder than the sunset dyed her hair and her skin, glittered bloodily off mail and stained
Changdings golden hilt: the sound that roared about them drowned their footfals so that she
and he seemed to drift soundlesdy in the glow. Morgaine spared not a glance for the madness
on ether de of them: she belongs here, he thought, watching her- who in Andurin armor, of a
manner a hundred years older than his own, paused before the center of those blazing pandls.
Shelad hands on them with skill, called forth flurries of lights and sound thet drowned dl the
rest and sat him trembling.

Qujd, he thought, as they were.

Asthey would wish to be.



Shelooked sharply back at him, beckoned him; he came, with one backward look, for in
that flood of sound anyone might stedl upon them from the doorway unawares. But she touched
his arm and commanded his attention upon the ingtant.

"It islocked," she said, speaking above the roar, "wide open. Thereisahold upon it that
cannot be broken: Roh'swork. | knew that thiswould be the caseif hereached it first."

"Y ou can do nothing?" he asked of her; and beyond her shoulder saw the pulsing lights
that were the power and life of the Gates. He had borne as much as he wished to bear, and
more than he wanted to remember; but he knew too what she was telling him-that here was dll
the hope they had, and that Roh's hand had sedled it from them. He tried to gather his thoughts
amid the noise: sght and sound muddled together, chaos he knew he would not remember, as
he could not remember the between of Gates: he did not know how to call what he saw, and
his thoughts would not hold it. Once before he had walked such a hdl; and he remembered
now a patch of blood on the floor, a corridor, a stairway that was different-asif esewherein
thisbuilding adoor lay in ruinsand a his Sde stood a brother he had logt.

Who was dust now, long dead, nine hundred years ago.

The confusion became too much, too painful. He watched Morgaine turn and touch the
pand again, doing battle with something he did not understand nor want to know. He
understood it for hopeless.

"Morgaine!"

Roh's voice, louder than the noise about them.

Vanye looked up, the sword clenched in hisfist; and Roh's shape drifted amid the light
and the sound, pervigble, larger than life.

It spoke: it whispered words in the qujain tongue, a whisper that outshouted the sounds
from the wdls. Vanye heard his own name on itsinsubstantia lips, and crossed himsdlf, loathing
this thing that taunted him, that whispered his name to Morgaine, whispered things he could in
no wise understand: his cousin Roh. He saw the face that was o nearly hisown, dikeasa
brother's-the brown eyes, the small scar at the cheek that he remembered. It was utterly Roh.

"Are you there, cousin?' the image asked suddenly, sending cold to his heart. "Perhaps
not. Perhaps you remain safe a Ohtij-in. Perhaps only your liege has come, and has forgotten

you. But if you are beside her, remember what we spoke of on the rooftop, and know that my
warning was true; sheis pitiless. | sed the Wellsto sed her out, and hope that it may suffice;
but, Nhi Vanye, kinsman, you may come to me. Leave her. Her, | will not let pass; | dare not.
But you | will accept. For you, thereisaway out of thisworld, as| giveit to others, if she
would permit it. Come and meet me at Abarais: 0 long as you can hear this message, thereis
il achance. Takeit, and come.”

The image and the voice faded together. Vanye stood stricken for amoment; and then he
dared look at Morgaine, to find question in the look that she returned him-a deadly mistrust.

"l shdl not go," he indsted. "There was nothing agreed between us, liyo-ever. On my life,
| would not go to him."

Her hand, that had dipped to the weapon at the back of her belt, returned to her sde;
and of a sudden she reached out and took his arm, drew him to the counter and set his hand
there, atop the cold lights.

"l shdl show you," shetold him. "I shal show you; and on your life, ilin, on your soul, do
you not forget it."

Her fingers moved, indructing his; he banished to afar refuge in him his threatened soull,



that shuddered at the touch of these cold things. She bade him thus and thus and thus, a
patterned touch on the colors, upon one and the other and the next; he forced it into his
memory, branded it there, knowing the purpose of what he was given, little as it might avail
here, with Roh's touch to sedl the power againgt their tampering.

Again and again she bade him repeset for her the things that she had taught; mindiesdy
Roh's ghost overhung them, repeating things that mocked them, endlesdly, blind, void of sense.
Vanye's hands shook when that began again, but he did not falter in the pattern. Swest prickled
on him in his concentration; yet more times she bade him do what she had shown him.

Hefinished yet again, and looked at her, pleading with hislook that it be enough, that
they quit this place. She gazed a him, face and hair dyed with the bloody light, asif searching
him for any fault; and above her yet again Roh's face began to mouth its words into the
throbbing air.

And suddenly she nodded that it was enough, and turned toward that door by which they
had come.

They waked the long aide of the room. Vanye's nerves screamed a him to take flight, to
run; but she did not, and he would not. His nape prickled as Roh's voice pursued them; he
knew that did he torn and look there would be Roh's face hovering in the ar-urging a him with
reasonings that no longer had dlure: better to St helpless while the seas rose, than to surrender
to that, which had lied to him from the beginning, which for atime had made him bdieve that a
kinsman lived in thisforssken Hdll, in thisendless exile.

The darkness of the Stairway lay before them; Morgaine shut the door and seded it,
shook him from his bewilderment to show him how it was done. He nodded blank, heartless
undergtanding, his senses il filled with the sound and the light, and the terror of knowing what
she hed fed into hismind.

He held what men and qujd had murdered to possess; and he did not want it, with dl his
heart he did not. He put out his hand to the wall, till blind, save for the beam that Morgaine
carried; he felt rough stone under his fingertips, felt the steps under hisfeet; and Hill hismind
was dazed with what he had seen and felt. He wished it dl undone; and he knew that it was too
late, that he had been Claimed in away that had no release, no freedom.

Down and down the curving stair they went, until he could hear the stamp and blowing of
the horsesfriendly, familiar sound, native to the man who had ascended the dairs; it was asif a
different man had come down, who could not for amoment redlize that the things he knew
outside that terrible room could il exigt, untouched, unshaken by what had shaken him.

Morgaine put out the light she bore as they stepped off the last step, and Jhirun cameto
them, full of whispered questions-her tearful voice and frightened manner reminding him that
she dso had endured the terror of this place-and knew nothing of what it held. He envied her
that ignorance-touched her hand as she gave the reins of hishorse to him.

"Go back," hetold her. "Myya Jhirun, ride back the way we came and hide somewhere."

"No," said Morgaine suddenly.

He looked toward her, startled, dismayed; he could not read her face in the darkness.

"Come outsde," she sad; and she led Siptah through the doorway, waiting for themin
the moonlight. Vanye did not look at Jhirun, having no answersfor her; he led the gelding out,
and heard Jhirun behind him.

"Jhirun," said Morgaine, "go watch the road with Kithan."

Jhirun looked from one to the other of them, but ventured no word in objection: she



darted away, leading her horse down the long aide of danting spires to the place where Kithan
sat, a shadow among shadows.

"Vanye" said Morgaine softly, "would thee go to him? Would thee take what he offers?’

"No," he protested upon the instant. "No, upon my oath, | would not."

"Do not swear too quickly,” she said; and when he would have disputed her: "Ligten to
me: this one order-go to him, surrender-go with him."

He could not answer for a moment; the words were dammed in his throat, refusing
utterance.

"My order," shesad.

"Thisisadeception of yours" he said, indignant that she did not take him into her trust,
that she thus played games with him. "Y ou are full of them. | do not think thet | deserveit, liyo."

"Vanye-if | cannot get through, one of us must. | am well known; | am disaster to you.
But you-go with him, sweer to his service; learn what he can teach you thet | have not. And kill
him, and go on as| would do."

"Liyo," he protested. A shiver st into his limbs; he wound his cold fingers into the black
horse's mane, for al that he had trusted dropped away beneath him, as the mountains had
vanished that morning beyond the Gate, leaving an about him naked and ugly.

"You arellin," she sad. "And you take no guilt for it"

"To take bread and warmth and then kill aman?'

"Did | ever promise thee | had honor? It was otherwise, | think."

"Qath-breaking... Liyo, even to him-"

"One of us" she said between her teeth, "one of us must get through. Remain sworn to
me in your mind, but let your mouth say whatever it must. Live. He will not suspect you; he will
cometo trust you. And thisisthe service | set on you: kill him, and carry out what | have shown
you, without end-without end. Win. Will you do thisfor me?’

"Aye'" hesad a lagt; and in his bitterness. "I mugt”

Take Kithan and Jhirun; make some tde that Ron will bdieve, how Ohtij-in hasfdlen, of
your release by Kithan- omitting my part init. Let him believe you desperate. Bow at his feet
and beg shelter of him. Do whatever you must but stay dive, and pass the Gate, and carry out
my orders-to the end of your life, Nhi Vanye, and beyond if thee can contrive it."

For along moment he said nothing; he would have wept if he had tried to spesk, and in
his anger he did not want that further shame. Then he saw atrail of moisture shine on her cheek,
and it shook him more than dl ese that she had said.

"Berid of the Honor-blade," she said. "It will raise a question with him you cannot
answer."

He drew it and gaveit to her. "Avert," he murmured, the word dmost catching in his
throat; she echoed the wish, and dipped it through her belt.

"Beware your companions,” she said.

"Aye" he answered.

"Go. Make haste."

He would have bowed himsdf at her feet, an Ilin taking find, unwilling leave; but she
prevented him with ahand on his arm. The touch numbed: for amoment he hesitated with a
thing spilling over in him that wanted saying, and she, al unexpected, leaned forward and
touched her lipsto his, alight touch, quickly gone. It robbed him of speech; the moment passed,
and she turned to take up the reins of her horse. What he would have said seemed suddenly a



pleafor himsdf, and she would not hear it; there would be dispute, and that was not the parting
he wanted.

He hurled himsdlf into the saddle, and she did likewise, and rode with him asfar asthe

crossing of the road and the aide, the arch that led through into
Abarais, where Jnirun and Kithan awaited them.

"We are going on," he said to them, the words strange and ugly to him, "we three."

They looked puzzled, dismayed. They said nothing, asked nothing; perhaps the look of
the two of them, ilin and liyo, made a barrier againgt them. He turned his horse into the passage,
into the dark, and they went with him. Suddenly he looked back, in dread that Morgaine would
aready be gone.

She was not. She was a shadow, she and Siptah, againgt the light behind them, waiting.

Fwar and his kind, whatever remained of them, would be coming. Suddenly he redized
the set of her mind: the Barrows-folk, that she once had |ed-ages hence. There was a bond
between them, an ill dream that was recent in her mind, a geas apart from Changdling. He
remembered her at the Suvoj, sweeping man after man away into oblivion-and the thing that he
had seen in her eyes.

They were your own, Kithan had protested, even aquja appalled a what she had done.
They followed her; she waited for them thistime, astime after time he had feared she might turn
and face them, her peculiar nightmare, that would not Iet her go.

She waited, while the Gate prepared to sedl. Here she stopped running; and laid al her
burden upon him. Tears blurred his eyes;, he thought wildly of riding back, refusing what she had
set him to do.

And that she would not forgive.

They exited the passage into the light of rising Li, saw the valey of Abarais before them,
the jagged spires of ruins, and in the far distance-campfires scattered like stars across the
mountans: the hogt of dl Shiuan.

He looked back; he could not see Morgaine any longer.

He rammed the spurs into the gelding's flanks and led his companions toward the fires.

Chapter Eighteen

Thevast disc of Li inclined toward the horizon. Therewas astain of cloud &t that limit of
the sky, and wisps of cloud drifted across the moon-track overhead.

The snking moon yet gave them light enough for quick traveing-light enough too for their
enemies. They were exposed, in congtant view from the cliffs that towered on either Sde of the
road, above the ruins. Ambush was a congant possibility: Vanye feared it with a distant fear,
not for himsalf, but for the orders he had been given-the only thing he had left, he thought, that
was worth concern. That a some moment a shaft amed from those cliffs should come bursting
leather and mail links and bone-the pain would be the less for it, and quickly done, unlike the
other, that was forever.

Until you have no choice, her words echoed back to him, a persstent misery, afact that
would not be denied. Until you have no choice-as | have none.

Once Jhirun spoke to him; he did not know what she had said, nor care-only stared a
her, and shefdl slent; and Kithan likewise stared a him, pale eyes sober and present, purged
of the akil thet had clouded them.



And the watchfires grew nearer, spreading before them like afield of stars, red and angry
congellations across their way, that began to dim at last like those in the heavens, with the first
edge of day showing.

Thereis nothing left,” Vanye told his companions, redizing thet their time grew short,
"only to surrender to my cousin and hope for his forbearance."

They were slent, Jhirun next to him and Kithan beyond. Their faces held that same
restrained fear that had possessed them since they had been hastened, without explanation, from
An-Abarais. They 4ill did not ask, nor demand assurances of him. Perhaps they dready knew
he had none to give.

"At An-Abarais," he continued while they rode, walking the horses, "we learned that
there was no choice. My liege has released me." He suppressed the tremor that would come to
his voice, sat the muscles of hisjaw and continued, beginning to weave the lie that he would use
for Roh. “There is more kindness in her than is apparent-for my sake, if not for yours. She
knows the case of things, that Roh might accept me, but never her. Y ou are nothing to her; she
smply does not care. But Roh hates her above dl other enemies; and the less he knows of
what truly passed at Ohtij-in, the more reedily he will take me-and you. If he knowsthat | have
come directly from her, and you likewise from her company-he will surely kill me; and for me,
he has some affection. | leave it to you how much he would hesitate in your case.”

Still they said nothing, but the gpprehension was no lessin their eyes.

"Say that Ohtij-in fel in the quake," he asked of them, "and say that the marshlanders
attacked when Aren fdl-say whatever you like of the truth; but do not let him know that we
entered An-Abarais. Only she could have passed its doors and learned what she learned.
Forget atogether that she waswith us, or | shdl die; and | do not think that | will be donein
that."

Of Jhirun he was sure; there was a debt between them. But there was one of a different
nature between himsdf and Kithan: it was the qujd that he feared, and the qujd that he most
needed to confirm hislie astruth.

And Kithan knew it: those unhuman eyes took on a consciousness of power, and asmug
amusement.

"And if it is not Roh who givesthe orders,” Kithan said, "if it is Hetharu, what shal | say,
Man?'

"l do not know," Vanye said. "But a father-dayer will hardly stick at brother-killing; and
he will share nothing with you . . . not unless he loves you well. Do you think that is so, Kithan
Bydarra son?"

Kithan consdered it, and the smugness faded rapidly.

"How well," Kithan asked, scowling, "does your cousin love you?'

"1 will serve him," Vanye answered, finding the words strange to hislips. "1 am an ilin now
without a magter; and we are of Andur-Kursh, heand | ... you do not understand, but it means
that Roh will take me with him, and | will serve him as hisright hand; and thet is something he
cannot find esewhere. | need you, my lord Kithan, and you know it; | need you to set mysdlf a
Roh's sde, and you know that you can destroy me with an ill-placed word. But likewise you
need me-ese you will have to ded with Hetharu; and you know that | bear Hetharu a grudge.
Y ou do not love him. Stand by me; and | will give you Hetharu, even if it takestime.”

Kithan congdered, hislipsathin line. "Aye" he sad, "I do follow your reasoning. But,



Nhi Vanye, there are two men of minethat may undo it dl.”

Vanye recdled that, the house guards that had fled, that added a fresh weight of
gpprehengon to his mind; he shrugged. "We cannot amend that. It isalarge camp. If | werein
the place of such men, | would not rush to authority and boast that | had deserted my lord.”

"Are you not doing so now?" Kithan asked.

Heat flamed in hisface. "Yes" he admitted hoarsdly. "By her leave; but those are details
Roh need not know . . . only that Ohtij-in has fadlen, and that we are escaped fromit."

Kithan congdered that amoment "I will help you," he said. "Perhgps my word can bring
you to your cousin. Seeing Hetharu discomfited will be pleasure enough to reward me."

Vanye gared a him, weighing the truth behind that cynical gaze, and looked questioningly
aso at Jhirun, past whom they had been talking. She looked afraid in that reckoning, asif she, a
peasant, knew her worth in the affairs of lords who strove for power.

"Jhirun?' he questioned her.

"l want to live," she said. He looked into the fierceness of that determination and
doubted, suddenly; perhaps she saw it, for her lipstightened. "1 will stay with you," she said
then.

Tears shonein her eyes, of pain or fear or what other cause he did not know, nor spare
further thought to wonder. He had no care for ether of them, Myya nor hdfling lord, only so
they did not ruin him. His mind was aready racing apace, to the encamped thousands that lay
ahead, beginning to plot what gpproach they might make so that none would day them out of
hand.

Whatever their need for hagte, it could be measured by the fact that none of the horde
that followed Rob had yet begun to move: the watchfires still glowed in the murky beginnings of
dawn. It was best, he thought, to ride in dowly, as many a party must have done, cometo join
the movement that flowed toward the Well: anxioudy he measured the riang light againgt the
distance to the far edge of thefires, and liked not the reckoning. They could not make it all
before the light showed them for the ill-assorted companions they were. But there was no other
course that promised better.

Soon they rode out of the ruin dtogether, and among the sumps of young trees, saplings
that had been hewn off the beginning dope of the mountain-for shelters, or to feed the fires of
the camp. And soon enough they rode within scent of cookfires, and the sound of voices.

Sentries started from their posts, seizing up spears and advancing on them. Vanye kept
riding at a steady pace, the others with him; and when they had come close in the dim light, the
sentries-dark-haired Men-stood confused by the sight of them and backed away, making no
chdlenge. Perhapsit was the presence of Kithan, Vanye thought, resisting the temptation to
look back; or perhaps-the thought came to him with peculiar irony-it was himself, cousin to
Roh, smilar in arms and even in mount, for the two horses, Roh's mare and his gelding, were of
the same hold and breeding.

They entered the camp, that sprawled in disorder on either side of the paved road. At a
leisurely pace they rode past the wretched Shiua, who huddled drowsing by their fires, or
looked up and stared with furtive curiosity at what passed them in the dawning.

"We mugt find the Well," Vanye observed softly; "I trust thet is where we will find Roh."

"Road's-end," answered Kithan, and nodded toward the way ahead, that began to wind
up to the shoulder of the mountains. "The Old Ones built high.”



Somewhere a horn sounded, thin and far, alondly sound off the mountain-dopes. Over
and over it sounded, sending the echoes tumbling off the valey walls, and about them the camp
began to gir. Voices began to be heard, strained with excitement; fires began to be
extinguished, sending up plumes of smoke.

Jhirun looked from one side to the other in apprehension. "They are beginning to move,”
she said. "Lord, surely the Wl is open, and they are beginning to move."

It was true: everywhere men were stripping shelters and gathering their meeger
belongings; children were crying and animals were bawling in darm and disturbance. In
moments, those lightest burdened had begun to seek the road, pouring out onto that way that
led them to the Wll.

Roh's gift, Vanye thought, his heart pained for the treason he felt, his human soul torn by
the sght of the overburdened folk about him, that edged from the path of their horses.
Morgaine would have doomed them; but they were going to live.

He came, to bow a Roh's feet-and one day to kill him; and by théat, to betray these folk:
he saw himsdlf, an evil presence gently threading hisway among them, whose faceswere st in
addirious and desperate hope.

He served Morgaine.

There was at least atime you chose for yourself, she had said.

Thee will not gppoint thysdf my conscience, Nhi Vanye. Theeisnot qualified.

He began to know.

With agrimace of pain he laid spurs and the reins ends to the black gelding, sartling
Shiua peasants from his path, frightened folk yielding to him and his two companions, that held
close behind him. Faces tore away in the dim light before him, stark with fear and dismay.

The road wound steeply upward. An archway rose athwart it, massive and strange. They
passed benegath, passed through the vanguard of the human masses that toiled up the heights,
and suddenly rode upon forces of quja, demon-helmed and bristling with lances, whose women
rode with them, pae-haired ladiesin glittering cloaks, and, very few among them, a clugter of
pale, grave-eyed children, who stared a the intrusion with the sober mien of their ders.

A band of quja amid that mass reined themsdlves across the road, where its turning made
passage difficult, with adizzying plunge into depths on the right hand. Authority was among
them, bare-headed, white hair sreaming in the wind; and his men ranged themsalves before him.

Vanye reined back and reached for his sword. "No," Kithan said a once. "They are
Sotharra. They will not stop us."

Unessily Vanye conceded the approach to Kithan, rode at his shoulder and with Jhirun at
his own rein hand, as they drew to adow hdt before the haflings, with levelled pikes dl about
them.

Little Kithan had to say to them: a handful of words, of which one was Ohtij-in and
another was Roh and another was Kithan's own name; and the Sotharra lord straightened in his
saddle, and reined aside, the pikes of his men-at-arms flourishing up and away.

But when they had ridden through, the Sotharra rode behind them at their pace; and
Vanyeill-liked it, though it gave them passage through the other masses of haflings that rode the
winding ascent Hereafter was no retreat: he was committed to the hands of qujd, to trust
Kithan, who could say what he wished to them.

And if Roh had dready passed, and if it were Hetharu who must approve his passage:
Vanye drove that thought from his mind.



A turning of the road brought them suddenly into sght of around hill, ringed about by
throngs of hafling folk: the horses dowed of their own accord, snorting, walking skittishly,
weary asthey were.

It grew upon the senses, that oppresson that VVanye knew of Gates, that nerve-prickling
unease that made the skin fedl raw and the senses over-weighted. It was dmost sound, and not.
It was dmost touch, and not.

He saw the place to which they went, in aday that yet had a murkinessin its pastel
clouds: there were tents, there were horses; and the road came to an end in a place shadowed
by danted spires.

And the Wdll.

It was acircle of Standing Stones, like that of Hiugj: not asingle Gate, but a gathering of
them, and they were dive. Opd colors streamed within them, like illuson in the daylight, a
congtant interplay of powers that filled the air with uneasiness; but one Gate held the azure blue
of sky, that was terrible with depth, that made the eyes ache with beholding it.

Kithan swore.

"They arered,” the qujd sad. "They arered.”

Vanye forced the reluctant gelding to a steady walk, shouldered into Jhirun's mare by a
sudden rebellion of the horse, and saw Jhirun's eyes, dazed, till fixed upon the horror of the
Gates, her hand was at her throat, where bits of metal and a white feather and a stone cross
offered her what belief she knew. He spoke her name, sharply, and she tore her gaze from the
hillsde and kept by hissde.

The camp at the base of the hill was dready adtir. Shouts attended their arriva, voices
thin and lost in that heaviness of the air. Men fair-haired and armored gathered to stare at them:
"Kithan Roktija' Vanye heard whispered: he unhooked his sword and rode with it across the
saddle asthey rode dowly past pale, gray-eyed faces, forcing away until the press grew too
thick to do so without violence.

Kithan asked a question of them. It received quick answer; and Kithan raised his eyes
toward the edge of the hill and reined in that direction. Vanye stayed beside him, Jhirun's mare
at hisflank as the hedge of wegpons dowly parted, letting them pass. He heard his own name
spoken, and Bydarrds, he saw the sullen, wondering faces, the hateful 1ooks, the hands that
gripped weapons: Bydarras accused murderer-he kept his face impassive and kept the horse
moving steadily in Kithan's wake.

Riders came through the crowd, demon-helmed and armored, spreading out, shouldering
the crowd aside, spreading out athwart their path. An order was shouted: and among them,
central amid a hedge of pikemen, rode an dl-too-familiar figure, slver-haired, with the beauty
of the quja and the eyes of aman.

Hetharu.

Vanye shouted, ripped the sword free and spurred for him, into ashielding wall of pikes
that shied his horse back, wounded. One of the pikemen fdll; Vanye dashed at another, reined
back and back, and whirled on those threatening his flank. He broke free; Hetharu's folk
scattered back, forgetful of dignity, scae-armored house guards massing in a protective arc
before their lord.

Vanye drew breath, flexed his hand on the sword, measured the weakest man-and heard
other riders come in on hisflank. Jnirun cried out; he reined back, risked a glance in that
quarter, beyond Jhirun, beyond Kithan-and saw him he hoped desperately to see.



Roh. Bow dung across his shoulders, sword across his saddlebow, Roh had reined to a
hat. Ohtijaand Sotharra gave back from him, and dowly he rode the black mare into what
had become a vacant space.

Vanye sat the swesting gdding, tight-reining him, who turned fretfully thisway and thet,
hurt, and trembling when he stood ill.

Another rider moved in; he cast a panicked glance in that direction: Hetharu, who sat his
horse sword in hand.

"Where," Roh asked him, drawing his attention back, "is Morgaine?'

Vanye shrugged, alistless gesture, though he felt the tenson in every muscle.

"Come down from your horse" said Roh.

He wiped the length of the siword on the gelding's black mane, then climbed down, sword
gill in hand, and gave the reins of the horse to Jhirun. He sheathed the sword then, and waited.

Roh watched him from horseback; and when he had put away the wegpon, Roh likewise
dismounted and tossed the reins to a companion, hung his sword at his hip and waked forward
until they could spesk without raising voices.

"Where is she?' Roh asked again.

"l do not know," Vanye said. "'l have come for shelter, like these others™

"Ohtij-inisgone" Kithan said suddenly from behind him. "The quake took it, and dl
indde. The marshlands are on the move; and some of us they hanged. The man Vanye and the
Barrows-girl were with me on theroad, else | might have died; my own men deserted me."

There was slence. There should have been shock, outcry-some emotion on the faces of
the Ohtija quja who surrounded them.

"Arrest," Hetharu's voice said suddenly; riders moved up, and Vanye turned in darm.

Two helmless men were beside Hetharu: scale-armored, white-haired, and adike as
brothers-shamelessin their change of lords.

"Yours" Kithan murmured, and managed an ironica bow. The accustomed drugged
distance crept into hisvoice.

"To protect my brother,” Hetharu answered softly, "from his own nature-which iswell-
known and transparent. Y ou are quite sober, Kithan."

"The news" said Roh, from the other Sde, "outran you, Nhi Vanye. Now tdl me the
truth. Whereis she?'

He turned and faced Roh, for one terrible moment bereft of dl subtleties: he could think
of nothing.

"My lord Hetharu," Roh said. "The camp is on the move. Uncomfortable asit is, | think it
time to move your forcesinto position; and yours as well, my lords of Sotharraand Domen,
Marom and Arisith. We will make an orderly passage.”

Therewas agtir within the ranks; orders were passed, and a great part of the gathering
began to withdraw-the Sotharra, who were prepared dready to move, began to ascend the hill.

But Hetharu did not, not he nor his men.

Roh looked up at him, and at the men that delayed about them. "My lord Hetharu,” Roh
sad, "lord Kithan will go with you, if you have use for him."

Hetharu gave an order. The two house guards rode forward and set themsalves on either
sde of Kithan, whose pae face was set in helpless rage.

"Vanye" Roh sad.

Vanye looked at him.



"Once again," Roh said, "l ask you."

"l have been dismissed,” Vanye said dowly, the words difficult to spesk. "'l ask fireand
shelter, ChyaRohi Chya"

"On your oath?"

"Yes" he sad. Hisvoice trembled. He knelt down, reminding himsdf thet this must be,
that his liege's direct order absolved him of the lie and the shame; but it was bitter to do soin
the sght of both dlies and enemies. He bowed himsdlf to the earth, forehead againg the
trampled grass. He heard the voices, numb in the Well-cursed air, and was glad in this moment
that he could not understand their words of him.

Roh did not bid him rise. Vanye sat back after a moment, staring a the ground, shame
burning his face, both for the humiliation and for thelie.

"She has sent you," Roh said, "to kill me."

He looked up.

" think she has made amigtake," said Roh. "Cousin, | will give you the sheltering you ask,
taking your word that you have been dismissed from your service to her. By thisevening'sfire,
elsawhere-a Claiming. | think you are too much Nhi to forswear yoursdlf. But she would not
undergand that. Thereisno pity in her, Nhi Vanye."

Vanye came to hisfeet, a sudden move: blades rasped loose dl about him, but he kept
his hand from his,

"1 will go with you," he said to Roh.

"Not at my back,” Roh said. "Not this Sde of the Wells. Not unsworn." He took back the
reins of the black mare, and rose into the saddle-cast alook toward the hill, where row on row
of Sotharran forces had marshaled themsalves, toward which the first frightened lines of human
folk labored.

The lines moved with feverish speed behind: those entering that oppressive air hesitated,
pushed forward by the press behind; horses shied, of those forces holding the hill, and had to be
restrained.

And of asudden atumult arose, downtrail, beyond the curve of the mountainsde. VVoices

dhrieked, thin and distant. Animals bawled in panic.

Roh reined about toward that sound, the least suspicion of something amiss crossing his
face as he gazed toward that curving of the hill: the shouting continued, and somewhere high
atop the mountain a horn blew, echoing.

Vanye stood dill, in his heart awild, sudden hope-the thing that Roh likewise suspected:
he knew it, he knew, and suddenly in the depth of him he cursed in anguish for what Morgaine
had done to him, cagting him into this, face to face with Roh.

Vanye whirled, orang for his horse and ripped the reins from Jhirun's offering hand as
the quja closed on him; arake of his spurs shied the gelding up, buying him time to draw. A
pike-thrugt hit his mailed side, hdf-throwing him; he hung on with his knees, and the sweep of
his sword sent the pikeman screaming backward, that man and another and another.

"No!" Roh's voice shouted thinly in his roaring ears, he found himsdlf in ground free of
enemies, a breathing space. He backed the gelding, amazed to see part of the force break
away: Roh, and his own guard, and dl of fifty of the Ohtija, plunging toward the hill, and the
Sotharra, and the screaming hordes of men that surged toward the Wdlls, lines confounded by
panicked beasts that scattered, laboring carts, and a horde that pressed them behind. The
Sotharra ranks bowed, began to break. Into that chaos Roh and his companions rode.



And the Ohtija that remained surged forward. Vanye spurred into the impact, wove
under one pike-thrust, and suddenly saw aman he had not struck topple from the saddle with
blood gtarting from hisface. A second fell, and another to his blade; and a second time the
Ohtija, facing more than a peasant rabble, fel back in confusion. Air rushed; Vanye blinked,
dazed, saw a stone take another of the Ohtija-the house guard that had betrayed Kithan.

Jhirun.

He reined back and back, amost to the cover of the tumbled stones of the hillside; and
yet another stone left Jhirun's ding, toppling another man from the saddle and sending the animal
shying into others, hastening the Ohtija into retreat, leaving their dead behind them.

Jhirun and Kithan: out of thetail of his eye he saw the hauling till with him, leeking blood
from fingers pressed to his deeve. Jhirun, barefoot and hersdf with a scrape across the cheek,
swung down from her little mare and quickly gathered a handful of stones.

But the Ohtija were not returning. They had headed up, across the dope, where the
ranks of the Sotharra had collgpsed into utter disorder.

Men, human-folk, poured in increasing numbers up the dope, thisway and thet, fleeing in
terror.

And came others, smal men and different, and armed, adding terror to the rout: pitiless
they were in their desperation, making no digtinction of hafling or human.

"Marshlanders,” Jhirun cried in dismay.

The horde swept between them and the Well.

"Up!" Vanye cried a Jhirun, and delayed only the instant, spurred the exhausted gelding
toward that dope, beyond thinking whether Jhirun or Kithan understood. Marshlanders
recognized him, and cried out in afrenzy, afew attacking, most scattering from the black
horse's hooves. Who stood in his way, he overrode, widded his sword where he mugt, hisarm
aching with the effort; he fdlt the horse fdter, and spurred it the harder.

And across the dope he saw her, aflash of Siptah's pae body in a gap she cut through
the press. enemies scattered from her path and hapless folk fled screaming, or fell cowering to
the ground. Red fire took any that chose to stand.

"Liyo!” he shouted, hewed with his sword a man that thrust for him, broke into the clear
and headed across the dope on a converging line with her. She saw him; he drove the spursin
mercilessy, and they two swung into asingle line, black horse and gray, Sde by sde asthey
took the dope toward the Wells, enemies breaking from their path in awide sweath.

But at the first of the Ohtijalines, there riders massed, and moved to stop them.
Morgaines fire took some, but the ranks filled, and others swept across the flank of the hill.
Arrowsflew.

Morgaine turned, swept fire in that direction.

And the Ohtija broke and scattered, al but a handful. Together they rode into that
determined mass, toppled three from their saddles. Siptah found a space to run and leaped
forward; and Vanye spurred the gelding after.

Suddenly the horse twisted under him, screaming pain-a rush of earth upward and the
sure, dow knowledge that he was horseless, logt-before the impact crumpled him upon
shoulder and head and flung him stunned againg a pile of stones.

Vanye fought to move, to bring himself to hisfeet, and the first thing that he saw was the
black gelding, dying, a broken shaft in its chest. He staggered to his feet leaning againgt the
rocks and bent for hisfalen sword, and gazed updope, blinking clear the sight of opal firesand



Siptah's distant shape, Morgaine at the hill's crest.

Enemies were about her. Red |aced the opa shimmerings, and the air was numb with the
presence of the Gates above them.

And riders came sweeping in toward her, ahdf a hundred horse crossing that dope.
Vanye cursed doud and thrust himsalf out from the rocks, trying to climb the dope afoot; pain
stabbed up hisleg, laming him.

Shewould not stay for him, could not. He used the sword to aid him and kept climbing.

A horseman rushed up on him from behind; he whirled, seized a pike-thrust between arm
and body and wrenched, pulled the hauling off, agorawl with him; the horse rushed on, shying
from them. Vanye druck with the longsword's pommel, dazed the hafling and staggered free,
struggling only to climb, half-desf to the rider that thundered up behind him.

He saw Morgaine turning back, giving up ground won, casting hersdf back among
enemies. "No!" he shouted, trying to wave her off; the exhausted gray could not carry them,
double weight in flight. He saw what Morgaine, intent on reaching him, could not see: the
massing of aunit of horse on her flank.

A bay horse rushed past him, aflash of bare legs as he turned, lifting the sword: Jhirun
reined in hard and did down. "Lord!" she cried, thrugting the reinsinto his hand, and, "Go!" she
shouted a him, her voice bregking.

He flung himsdlf for the saddle, felt the surge of the horse aslife itsdlf; but he delayed,
taut-reined, offered his bloody hand to her.

She ssumbled back, hand behind her, the shying horse putting paces between them as she
backed away on the corpse-littered dope.

"Go!l" she screamed furioudy, and cursed him.

Dazed, he reined back; and then he looked updope, where Morgaine delayed, enemies
broken before her. She shouted something a him; he could not hear it but he knew.

He spurred the mare forward, and Morgaine reined about and joined with himin the

climb. Ohtijaforces wavered before them, broke as horses went
down under Morgaine's fire. Peasants scattered screaming, confounding the order of cavalry.

They mounted the crest of the hill, toward an enemy that fled their path in disorder,

peasants and lords together, entering into that great circle that was the Wdl of Abarais, where
opd lights surged and drifted among the Stones, where a vast blue space yawned bottomlessly
before them, drinking in men and hafling riders, seeming at once to hurtle skyward and
downward, out of place in the world that beheld it, aburning blue too terrible againgt Shiuan's
graying skies.

Siptah took the legp in one long rush; the bay mare tried to shy off, but Vanye rammed

his soursinto her and drove her, crud in his desperation, as they hurtled up and into that
burning, brighter sky.

There was amoment of dark, of twisting bodies, of shadow-shapes, asthey fdl through
the nightmare of Between, the two of them together; and then the horses found ground beneath
them again, the two of them il running, dreamlike in their downess as the legs extended into
redity, and then rapidly, cutting a course through frightened folk that had no will to stop them.

None pursued, not yet; the arrows that flew after them were few and ill-aimed; the cries
of alarm faded into the distance, until there was only the sound of the horses under them, and
the view of open plains about them.



They drew rein and began to walk the exhausted animas. Vanye looked back, where a
horde massed at the foot of Gates that till shimmered with power: Roh's to command, those
who gathered there, till lost, till bewildered.

About them stretched aland as wide and flat as the eye could reach, aland of grass and
plenty. Vanye drew a deep breath of the air, found the winds clean and untainted, and |ooked
a Morgaine, who rode beside him, not looking back.

She would not spesk yet. There was atime for speaking. He saw the wearinessin her,
her unwillingness to reckon with this land. She had run along course, forcing those she could
not lead.

"l needed an amy,” she said at last, avoice faint and thin. "There was only onethat | could
manage, that could breach his camp. And it was very good to see thee, Vanye."

"Aye" he sad, and thought it enough. There was time for other things.

She drew Changdling, by it to take their bearingsin this wide land.

BOOK THREE

Chapter Nineteen

The men passed, carts and wagons and what animals could be forced, unwilling, into that
terrible void. Jhirun lay between the cooling body of the black horse and the jumble of rocks,
and gazed with horror up that hill, a the swirling fires that were the Well, that drank in al that
came. Straggling horsemen on frightened mounts; peasants afoot; rank on rank they came, al
the host of Shiuan and Hiugj, women of the Shiua peasants and of the glittering quja, men that
worked the fields and men that bleached their hair and wore the black robes of priests, fingering
their amulets and invoking the blind powers that drank them in. Some came with terror and
some few with exatation; and the howling winds took them, and they passed from view.

Came dso the last stragglers of the Aren-folk, women and children and old ones, and a
few youths to protect them. She saw one of her tal cousins of Barrows-hold, who moved into
the light and vanished, bathed in its shimmering fires. The sun reached its zenith and declined,
and 4ill the passage continued, some lagt few running in exhausted eagerness, or limping with
wounds, and some lingered, needing attempt after attempt to gather their courage.

Jhirun wrapped her shawl about her and shivered, leaning her cheek againgt the rock,
watching them, unnoticed, a peasant girl, nothing to those who had their minds set on the Well
and the hope beyond it

At lagt in the |ate afternoon the last of them passed, alame hdfling, who spent long in
struggling up the trampled dope, past the bodies of the dain. He vanished. Then there was only
the unnaturd heaviness of the air, and the howling of wind through the Well, the fires that
shimmered there againgt the gray-clouded sky.

Shewasthe lagt. On stiff and cramped legs she gathered hersdf up and walked,
conscious of the smallness of herself as she ascended that dope, into
ar

that seemed too heavy to breathe, the wind pulling a her skirts. She entered that area of light,
the maelstrom of thefires, sood within the circle of the Well and shuddered, blinking in terror a
the perspective that gaped before her, blindingly blue. The winds urged at her.



Her cousins had gone; they had dl gone, the Aren-falk, the Barrowers, Fwar, the lords
of Ohtij-in.

This she had set out to find; and Fwar had possessed it instead, he and the Aren-folk.
They would shape the dream to their own desires, seeking what they would have.

She wept, and turned her back on the Wll, lacking courage-hugged her shawl abouit her,
and in doing S0 remembered a thing that she had long carried.

Shedrew it from between her breasts, the little gull-figure, and touched the fine work of
itswings, her eyes blurring the details of it. She turned, and hurled it, a shining mote, through the
pillars of the Wdls. The windstook it, and it never fell. It was gone.

He was gone, he @ lead, into aland that would not so bewilder him, where there might
be mountains, and plains for the mare to run.

They would not take him, Fwar and his enemies. She bdieved that.

She turned and walked away, out of the fires and into the gray light. Halfway down the
hill the winds ceased, and there was a greet silence.

She turned to look; and even as she watched, the fires seemed to shimmer likethe air
above the marsh; and they shredded, and vanished, leaving only the gray daylight between the
pillars of the Wdll, and those pillars only gray and ordinary stone.

Jhirun blinked, finding difficulty now even to beieve that there had been magics there, for
her senses could no longer hold them. She stared until the tears dried upon her face, and then
she turned and picked her way downhill, pausing now and again to plunder the dead: from this
one awaterflask, from another adagger with agolden hilt.

A movement Sartled her, aring of harness, arider that came upon her from beyond the
rocks, dowly: abay horse and a man in tattered blue, white-haired and familiar a once.

She stood till, waiting; the kha-lord made no haste. He drew to a halt across her path,
his face pale and sober, his gray eyes clear, stained with shadow. A bloody rag was about his
left arm.

"Kithan," she said. She gave him no titles. He ruled nothing. She saw tha he had found a
sword; strangdly she did not fear him.

He moved hisfoot from the tirrup, held out a dender, fine-boned hand; his face was
gern, but the gray eyes were anxious.

He needed her, she thought cynically. He was not prepared to survivein the land. She
extended her hand to him, set her foot in the stirrup, surprised that there was such strength in his
dender arm, that drew her up.

There were villages, there were fields the water would not reach in their lifetime. There
were old ones left, and the timid, and those who had not believed.

The bay horse began to move; she set her arms about Kithan, and rested, yielding to the
motion of the horse as they descended the hill. She shut her eyes and resolved not to look back,
not until the winding of the road should come between them and the hill.

Thunder rumbled in the heavens. There were the first cold drops of rain.



