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C.J. Cherryh - The Chronicles of Morgaine 03-
Fires of Azeroth

Prologue

The ghal found the first Gate on a dead world of their own sun.

Who made it, or what befell those makers, the ghal of that age never knew or
learned. Their interest was in the dazzling prospect it offered them, a meansto limitless
power and freedom, a means to short-cut space and leap fromworld to world and star
to star-instantaneous travel, once ghalur ships had crossed space at real-time, to carry
to each new site the technol ogy of the Gates and establish the link. Gates were built on
every ghalur world, a web of eye-blink transport, binding together a vast empirein
Space.

And that was their undoing ... For Gates led not alone WHERE but WHEN, both
forward and backward along the course of world's and suns.

The ghal gained power beyond their wildest imaginings. they were freed of time.
They seeded worlds with gatherings from the far reaches of Gate-spanned space. . .
beasts, and plants, even ghal-like species. They created beauty, and whimsy, and leaped
ahead in time to see the flowerings of civilizations they had planned-while their subjects
lived real years and died in normal span, barred from the freedom of the Gates.

Real-time for ghal became too tedious. The familiar present, the mundane and
ordinary, assumed the shape of a confinement no ghal had to bear . . . the future
promised escape. Yet once that journey forward had been made, there could be no
return. It was too dangerous, too fraught with dire possibilities to open up backtime:

there was the deadly risk of changing what was. Only the future was accessible. . . and
ghal went.

Thefirst venturers found pleasure for a time, learned the age and tired of it, and
restlessly migrated again, stage by stage, joined by their own children's children,
confounding law and society. In greater and greater numbers they moved on, evading
tedium, forever discontent, seeking pleasures and lingering nowhere long-until they
crowded into a future where time grew strange and unstable.

Some went further, pursuing the hope of Gates which might or might not remain
where they were predicted to be. More lost their courage utterly and ceased to believe in
further futures, lingering until horror overwhelmed them, in a present crowded with

living ancestors in greater and greater numbers. Reality began to ripple with unstable
possibilities.

Perhaps some desperate soul fled back; or perhaps the very weight of extended
time grew too much. Might-have-been and was wer e confounded. Qhal went mad,
perceiving things no longer true, remembering what had never been.

Time was ripping loose about them-from ripplings to vast disturbances, the
overstrained fabric of time and space undone, convulsed, imploded, hurling all their
reality asunder.



Then all the ghalur worlds lay ruined. There remained only fragments of their
past glory ... stones strangely immune to time in some places, and in others suddenly and
unnaturally victimto it . . . lands where civilization managed to rebuild itself, and others
where all life failed, and only ruins remained.

The Gates themselves, which were outside all time and space ... they endured.

A few ghal survived, remembering a past which had been/ might have been.

Last came humans, exploring that vast dark desert of the ghalur worlds. . . and
found the Gates.

Men had been there before . . . victims of the ghal and therefore involved in the
ruin; Men looked into the Gates, and feared what they saw, the power and the
desolation. A hundred went out those Gates, both male and female, a force never meant
to know a homecoming. There could only be forward for them: they must seal the Gates
fromthe far side of time, one and the next and the next, destroying them, unweaving the
deadly web the ghal had woven . . . to the very Ultimate Gate or the end of time.

World after world they sealed . . . but their numbers declined, and their lives
grew strange, stretched over millennia of real-time. Few of them survived of the second
and third generations, and some of those went mad.

Then they began to despair that their struggle was hopeless, for one Gate
omitted would begin it all again; one Gate, anywhen misused, could bring down on them
the ruin of all they had even done.

In their fear, they created a weapon, indestructible save for the Gates which
powered it: a thing for their own protection, and containing knowledge of Gates, that
they had gained-a doomsday force against that paradoxical Ultimate Gate, beyond
which was no passage at all-or worse.

They wer e five when that Weapon was made.

There was one who survived to carry it.

"Records are pointless. There is a strange conceit/ In making them when we are
the last-but a race should leave something. Theworld isgoing . . . and the end of the
world comes, not for its, perhaps, but soon. And we have always |oved monuments.

"Know that it was Morgaine kri Chya who wrought this man. Morgen-Angharan,
Men named her: the White Queen, she of the white gull feather, who was the death that
came on us. It was Morgaine who extinguished the last brightness in the north, who cast
Ohtij-in dawn to ruin, and stripped the land of inhabitants.

"Even before this present age she was the curse of our land, for she led the Men
of the Darkness, a thousand years before us; her they followed here, to their own ruin;
and the Man who rides with her and the Man who rides before her are of the same face
and likeness-for now and then are alike with her.

"We dream dreams, my queen and |, each after our own fashion. All else went
with Morgaine."

-A stone, on a barren isle of Shiuan,



Chapter One

The plain gave way to forest, and the forest closed about, but there was no stopping,
not until the green shadow thickened and the setting of the sun brought a chill to the air.

Then Vanye ceased for atime to look behind him, and breathed easier for his sefety ...
hisand hislieges. They rode farther until the light failed indeed, and then Morgaine reined gray
Siptah to ahalt, in a clear space beside abrook, under an arch of old trees. It was a quiet place
and pleasant, were it not for the fear which pursued them.

"We shdl find no better,” Vanye said, and Morgaine nodded, weerily did down.

"I shdl tend Siptah," she said as he dismounted. It was his place, to tend the horses, to
make the fire, to do whatever task wanted doing for Morgaine's comfort. That was the nature of
anilin, who was Claimed to the service of aliege. But they had ridden hard for more than this
day, and hiswounds troubled him, so that he was glad of her offer. He stripped his own bay
mare down to hater and tether, and nibbed her down and cared for her well, for she had done
much even to last such a course as they had run these last days. The marewasin no wise a
match for Morgaine's gray stud, but she had heart, and she was a gift besides. Logt, the girl who
had given her to him; and he did not forget that gift, nor ever would. For that cause he took
gpecid care of the little Shiua bay-but also because he was Kurshin, of aland where children
learned the saddle before their feet were steady on the earth, and it sat ill with himto usea
horse as he had had to use this one.

He finished, and gathered an armload of wood, no hard task in this dense forest. He
brought it to Morgaine, who had dready started a smdll fire in tinder-and that was no hard task
for her, by means which he preferred not to handle.

They were not dike, she and he: armed dike, in the fashion of Andur-Kursh-lesther and
mail, his brown, hers black; his mail made of wide rings and hers of links finely meshed and
shining like slver, the like of which no common armorer could fashion; but he was of honest
human stock, and most avowed that Morgaine was not. His eyes and hair were brown as the
earth of Andur-Kursh; her eyes were pale gray and her hair was like morning frog. . . ghal-
faii, far as the ancient enemies of mankind, as the evil which followed them-though she denied
that she was of that blood, he had his own opinions of it: it was only sure that she had no loyaty
to that kind.

He carefully fed the fire she had begun, and worried about enemies the while he did so,
migtrugting this land, to which they were strangers. But it was alittle fire, and the forest
screened them. Warmth was a comfort they had lacked in their journeyings of recent days, they
were due some ease, having reached this place.

By that light, they shared the little food which remained to them . . . less concerned for
their diminishing supplies than they might have been, for there was the likelihood of game
hereabouts. They saved, back only enough of the stale bread for the morrow, and then, for he
had done most of his deeping in the saddle-he would gladly have cast himself down to deep,
well-fed as he was, or have stood watch while Morgaine did so.

But Morgaine took that sword she bore, and eased it somewhat from shegth ... and that
purged dl the deep from him.

Changeling was its name, an evil name for aviler thing. He did not like to be neer it,
sheathed or drawn, but it was a part of her, and he had no choice. A sword it seemed, dragon-



hilled, of the eaborate style that had been fashioned in Koris of Andur a hundred years before
hishirth . . . but the blade was edged crystal. Opd colors swirled softly in the lines of the runes
which were finely etched upon it. It was not good to look at those colors, which blurred the
senses. Whether it was safe to touch the blade when its power was thus damped by the shegth,
he did not know nor ever care to learn-but Morgaine was never casud with it, and she was not
now. She rose before she drew it fully.

It dipped the rest of the way from its shesth. Opa colors flared, throwing strange
shadows about them, white light. Darkness shaped awell at the sword'stip, and into that it was
even less wholesome to look. Winds howled into it, and what that darkness touched, it took.
Changeling drew its power from Gates, and was itsdlf a Gate, though none that anyone would
chooseto travel.

It forever sought its source, and glowed most brightly when amed Gate-ward.
Morgaine searched with it, and turned it full circle, while the trees Sghed and the howling wind
grew, the light bathing her hands and face and hair. An imprudent insect found oblivion there. A
few leaves were torn from trees and whipped into that well of darkness and vanished. The
blade flickered dightly east and west, lending hope; but it glowed most brightly southward, as it
had congtantly done, a pulsing light that hurt the eyes. Morgaine held it steedily toward that
point and cursed.

"It does not change,” she lamented. "It does not change.”

"Pleasg, liyo, put it away. It gives no better answer, and does us no good.”

She did so. Thewind died, the balefire winked out, and she folded the sheathed sword
in her arms and settled again, bleakness on her face.

"Southward is our answer. It must be.”

"Seep," he urged her, for she had afrail and trangparent look. "Liyo, my bones ache
and | swear | shdl not rest until you have dept. If you have no mercy on yoursdlf, have some
for me. Seep.”

She wiped atrembling hand across her eyes and nodded, and lay down where she was
on her face, caring not even for preparing a pallet on which to rest. But he rose up quietly and
took their blankets, laid one beside her and pushed her over onto it, then threw the other over
her. She nestled into that with amurmur of thanks, and stirred alast time as he put her folded
cloak under her head. Then she dept the deep of the dead, with Changeling againgt her likea
lover: shereleased it not even in deep, that evil thing which she served.

They were, he reflected, effectively lost. Four days past, they had crossed avoid the
mind refused to remember, the between of Gates. That way was seded. They were cut off
from where they had been, and did not know in what land they now were, or what men held it-
only that it was a place where Gates led, and that those Gates must be passed, destroyed,
Sedled.

Such was the war they fought, againgt the ancient magics, the ghal-born powers. Their
journey was obsession with Morgaine, and necessity with him, who served her ... not his
concern, the reason she felt bound to such a course; his reason was his oath, which be had
sworn to her in Andur-Kursh, and beyond which he had stayed. She sought now the Master
Gate of thisworld, which was that which must be sedled; and had found it, for Changeling did
not lie. 1t was the selfsame Gate by which they had entered this land, by which their enemies
had entered, behind them. They had fled that place for their lives ... by bitter irony, had fled that



which they had come to thisworld to find, and now it was the possession of their enemies.

"Itisonly thet we are dill within the influence of the Gate we have just |€ft," Morgaine
had reasoned in the beginning of their flight northward, when the sword had first warned them.
But as the distance widened between them and that power, sill the sword gave the same
disturbing answer, until there remained little doubt what the truth was. Morgaine had muttered
things about horizons and the curving of the land, and other possibilities which he by no means
comprehended; but at |ast she shook her head and became fixed upon the worst of her fears. It
was impossible for them to have done other than flee. He tried to persuade her that; their
enemies would surdly have overwhemed them. But that knowledge was no comfort to her
despair.

"l shdl know for certain,” she had said, "if the strength of the sending does not diminish
by this evening. The sword can find lesser Gates, and it is possible il that we are on the wrong
Sde of theworld or too far removed from any other. But lesser Gates do not glow <o brightly.
If | seeit tonight as bright as last, then we shal know beyond doubt what we have done.”

And thus they knew.

Vanye eased himsdf of some of the buckles of his armor. There was not abone of his
body which did not separately ache, but he had a cloak and afire this night, and cover to hide
him from enemies, which was better than he had known of late. He wrapped his cloak about
him and set his back againgt an aged tree. His sword he laid naked across his knees. Lagtly he
removed his hem, which was wrapped about with me white scarf of theilin, and set it aside,
shaking free his hair and enjoying the absence of that weight. The woods were quiet about
them. The water rippled over stones; the leaves sighed; the horses moved quietly at tether,
cropping the little grass that grew where the trees were not. The Shiua mare was stable-bred,
with no sense of enemies, usdless on watch; but Siptah was a sentind as reliable as any man,
war-trained and wary of strangers, and he trusted to the gray horse asto acomradein his
watch, which made dl the world less lonely. Food in his belly and warmth againg the night, a
stream when he should thirst and surely game plentiful for the hunting. A moon was up, a
amallish one and unthreatening, and the trees Sghed very like those of Andur's lost forests-it
was a hedling thing, when there was no way home, to find something so much like it. He would
have been at peace, had Changeling pointed some other way.

Dawn came softly and subtly, with singing of birds and the sometime gtirring of the
horses. Vanye il sat, propping his head on his arm and forcing his blurred eyes to stay open,
and scanned the forest in the soft light of day.

All a once Morgaine moved, reached for wegpons, then blinked at him in dismay,
leaning on her ebow. "What befd|? Thee fdl adegp on watch?'

He shook his head, shrugged off the prospect of her anger, which he had aready
reckoned on. "l decided not to wake you. Y ou looked over-tired."

"Isit afavor to meif you fal out of the saddle today?"

He smiled and shook his head yet again, inwardly braced againg the sting of her
temper, which could be hurtful. She hated to be cared for, and she was too often inclined to
drive hersdf when she might have rested, to prove the point. It should of course be otherwise
between them, ilin and liyo, servant and liege lady .. . but she refused to learn to rely on anyone
... expecting | shall die, he thought, with atroubling touch of ill-omen, as others have who
have served her; she waits on that.



"Shdl | saddle the horses, liyo?'

She sat up, shrugged the blanket about her in the morning chill and stared at the ground,
resting her hands at her temples. "I have need to think. We must go back somehow. | have
need to think."

"Best you do that rested, then.”

Her eyesflicked to his, and at once he regretted pricking at her-a perversity in him, who
was fretted by her habits. He knew that temper surely followed, dong with a sharp reminder of
his place. He was repared to bear that, as he had a hundred times and more, intended and
unintended, and he smply wished it said and done. "It likely is" she said quietly, and that
confounded him. "Aye, saddle the horses."

Herose and did o, troubled a heart. His own moving was painful; he limped, and there
was a congtant stitch in his sde, a cracked rib, he thought. Doubtless she hurt too, and that was
expected; bodies mended; deep restored strength . . . but most of al he was concerned about
the sudden quiet in her, his despair and yielding. They had been travelling dtogether too long, at
a pace which wore them to nerve and bone; no rest, never rest world and world and world.
They survived the hurts; but there were things of the soul too, overmuch of death and war, and
horror which still dogged them, hunting them-to which now they had to return. Of a sudden he
longed for her anger, for something he understood.

"Liyo," he said when he had finished with the horses and she knelt burying the fire,
covering al trace of it. He dropped down, put himsalf on both knees, being ilin. "Liyo, it
comes to methat if our enemies are Sitting where we must return, then St they will, & least for a
time; they fared no better in that passage than we. For us-liyo, | beg you know that | will go on
aslong as seems good to you, | will do everything that you ask-but | am tired, and | have
wounds on me that have not healed, and it seemsto me that alittle rest, afew daysto freshen
the horses and to find game and renew our supplies-isit not good senseto rest allittle?”

He pleaded his own cause; did he plead his concern for her, he thought, then that
ingtinctive stubbornness would harden againgt al reason. Even so he rather more expected
anger than agreement. But she nodded wearily, and further confounded him by laying ahand on
his arm-a brief touch; there were rarely such gestures between them, no intimacy ... never had
been.

"We will ride the bow of the forest today,” she said, "and see what game we may dart,
and | agree we should not overwork the horses. They deserve alittle rest; their bones are
showing. And you-I have seen you limping, and you work often one-armed, and till you try to
take dl the work from me. Y ou would do everything if you had your way about it."

"Is that not the way it is supposed to be?"

"Many thetime | have dedlt unfairly with you; and | am sorry for thet."

Hetried to laugh, passing it off, and midiked more and more this sudden sinking into
melancholy. Men cursed Morgaine, in Andur and in Kursh, in Shiuan and Hiug and the land
between. More friends lives than enemies were to the account of thet fell geas that drove her.
Even him she had sacrificed on occasion; and would again; and being honest, did not pretend
otherwise.

"Liyo," hesad, "I understand you better than you seem to think-not dways why, but
at least what moves you. | am only ilin-bound, and | can argue with the one | am bound to; but
the thing you serve has no mercy a al. | know that. Y ou are mad if you think it is only my oath
that kegps me with you."



It was said; he wished then he had not said it, and rose and found work for himself tying
their gear to saddles, anything to avoid her eyes.

When she came to take Siptah's reins and set hersdlf in the saddle, the frown was there,
but it was more perplexed than angry.

Morgaine kept dlent in ther riding, which was leisurely and followed the bendings of the
stream; and the weariness of his degpless night dlaimed him findly, so that he bowed his head
and folded his arms about him, deeping while they rode, Kurshin-style. She took the leed, and
guarded him from branches. The sun was warm and the sghing of leaves sang a song very like
the forests of Andur, asif tune had bent back on itsalf and they rode a path they had ridden in
the beginning.

Something crashed in the brush. The horses started, and he came awake at once,
reaching for his sword.

"Deer." She pointed off through the woods, where the animal lay on itsSde,

Deer it was not, but something very like unto it, oddly deppled with gold. He
dismounted with his sword in hand, having respect for the spreading antlers, but it was stone-
dead when he touched it. Other weapons had Morgaine besides Changeling, ghalur-soit aso,
which killed slently and a distance, without apparent wound. She swung down from the saddle
and gave him her skinning-knife and he set to, minded strangdly of another time, a cregture
which had been indeed a deer, and awinter sorm in his homeland's mountains.

He shook off that thought. "Had it been to me," he sad, "it would have been smal game
and fish and precious little of that | must have mysdf abow, liyo."

She shrugged. In fact his pride was hurt, such of it as remained sendtive with her, that
he had not done this, but she; yet it was her place to provide for her ilin. At times he detected
hurt pride in her, that the hearth she gave him was a campfire, and the hal a canopy of
branches, and food often enough scant or lacking entirely. Of dl lords an ilin could have been
ensnared to serve, Morgaine was beyond doubt the most powerful, and the poorest. The arms
she provided him were plundered, the horse stolen before it was given, and their provisions
likewise. They lived dways like hedge-bandits. But tonight and for days afterward they would
not have hunger to plague them, and he saw her dight hurt at the offense behind his words, with
that he dismissed his vanity and vowed himsdf grateful for the gift.

It was not a place for long lingering: birds darm, the flight of other creatures-deeth in
the forest announced itsalf. He took the best and stripped that, with swift strokes of the keen
blade-skill gained in outlawry in Kursh, to hunt wolf-wary in the territories of hogdtile clans, to
take and flee, covering histraces. So he had done, solitary, until anight he had sheltered with
Morgaine kri Chya, and traded her his freedom for a place out of the wind.

He washed his hands from the bloody work, and tied the hide bundle on the saddle,
while Morgaine made shift to haul the remnant into the brush. He scuffed the earth about and
disposed of what sign he could. Scavengers would soon muddie the rest, covering their work,
and he looked about carefully, making sure, for not al their enemies were hal-bred, men of
blind eyes. One there was among them who could follow the dimmest trail, and that one he
feared mogt of any.

That man was of clan Chya, of forested Korisin Andur, his own mother's people .. .
and of his mother's close kin; it was at least the shape he lately wore.

It was an early camp, and afull-fed one. They attended to the meat which they must



carry with them, drying it in the smoke of the fire and preparing it to last aslong as possible.
Morgaine claimed first watch, and Vanye cast himsdlf to deep early and wakened to hisown
sense of time. Morgaine had not moved to wake him, and had not intended to, he suspected,
meaning to do to him what he had done to her; but she yielded her post to him without objection
when he cdlamed it: she was not one for pointless arguments.

In hiswatch be sat and fed thefire by tiny pieces, making sure that the drying was
proceeding as it should. The strips had hardened, and he cut a piece and chewed at it lazily.
Such leisure was dmost forgotten, in hislife-to have aday's respite, two-to contemplate.

The horses snuffed and moved in the dark. Siptah took someinterest in the little Shiua
mare, which would prove difficulty did she breed; but there was no present hazard of that. The
sounds were ordinary and comfortable.

A sudden snort, amoving of brush ... he stiffened in every muscle, his heart speeding.
Brush cracked: that was the horses.

He moved, ignoring bruisesto rise in utter slence, and with the tip of his sword reached
to touch Morgaine's out-flung hand.

Her eyes opened, fully aware in an ingant; met his, which did in the direction of the
small sound he had sensed more than heard. The horses were till disturbed.

She gathered hersdf, slent as he; and stood, a black shape in the embers glow, with
her white hair making her al too much atarget. Her hand was not empty. That small black
weapon which had killed the deer was aimed toward the sound, but shield it was not. She
gathered up Changeling, better protection, and he gripped his sword, dipped into the
darkness, Morgaine moved, but in another direction, and vanished.

Brush stirred. The horses jerked madly at tethers of a sudden and whinned in darm. He
dipped through a stand of sgplings and something he had taken for a piece of scrub . . . moved:
adak spider-shape, that chilled him with its sudden life. He went farther, trying to follow its
movements, cautious not least because Morgaine was a-hunt the same as he.

Another shadow: that was Morgaine. He stood till, mindful that hers was a distance-
weapon, and deadly accurate; but she was not oneto fire blindly or in panic. They met, and
crouched dill amoment No sound disturbed the night now but the shifting of the frightened
horses.

No beest: he sgned to her with his straight pam that it had gone upright, and touched
her arm, indicating that they should return to the fireside. They went quickly, and he killed the
fire while she gathered their provisions. Fear was coppery in his mouth, the gpprehension of
ambush possible, and the urgency of flight. Blankets were rolled, the horses saddled, the whole
affair of their camp undone with silent and furtive movements. Quickly they werein the saddle
and moving by dark, on a different track: no following a spy in the moonless dark, to find that
he had friends.

Still the memory of that figure haunted him, the eerie movement which had tricked his
eye and vanished. "Its gait was strange,”" he said, when they were far from that place and able to
tak. "Asif it were unjointed.”

What Morgaine thought of that, he could not see. "There are more than strange beasts
where Gates have led," she sad.

But they saw nothing more adtir in the night. Day found them far away, on a
streamcourse which was perhaps different from the one of the night before, perhaps not. 1t bent
in leisurely windings, so that branches screened this way and that in dternation, agreen curtain



congtantly parting and dosing asthey rode.

Then, late, they came upon atree with awhite cord tied about its trunk, an old and
dying tree, lightning-riven.

Vanye stopped at the evidence of man's hand hereabouts, but Morgaine tapped Siptah
with her heds and they went alittle farther, to a place where atrail crossed their stream.

Whed s rutted that stretch of muddy earth.

To hisdismay Morgaine turned off on that road. It was not her custom to seek out folk
who could as easly be left undisturbed by their passing . . . but she seemed minded now to do
0.

"Wherever we are," she said at lat, "if these are gentle people we owe them warning
for what we have brought behind us. And if otherwise, then we shdl look them over and see
what trouble we can devise for our enemies.”

He said nothing to that. It seemed as reasonable a course as any, for two who were
about to turn and pursue thousands, and those well-armed, and many horsed, and in possession
of power enough to unhinge the world through which they rode.

Conscience: Morgaine clamed none . . . not atogether truth, but near enough the mark.
The fact was that in that blade which hung on the saddle beneath her knee, Morgaine hersdlf
had some small share of that power, and therefore it was not madness which led her toward
such aroad, but a certain ruthlessness.

He went, because he must.

Chapter Two

There were signs of habitation, of the hand of some manner of men, al down the road:
the ruts of whesdls, the cloven-hoofed prints of herded beadts, the occasiond snag of white wool
on aroadside branch. Thisis the way their herds come to water, Vayne reasoned. There
must be some open land hereabouts for their grazing.

It was late, that softest part of afternoon, when they came upon the center of it dl.

It was avillage which might, save for its curving roofs, have occupied some forest edge
in Andur; and aglamour of forest sunlight lay over it, shaded asits roofs were by old trees, a
gold-green warmth that hazed the old timbers and the thatched roofs. It was dmost one with the
forest itsdf, save for the fanciful carving of the timbers under the eaves, which bore faded
colors. It was a cozy huddle of some thirty bundings, with no wallsfor defense. . . cattle pens
and acart or two, adusty commons, alarge hal of thatch and timbers and carved beams, no
proper lord's hold, but rustic and wide-doored and mainly windowed.

Morgaine stopped on the road and Vanye drew in beside her. A boding of ill cameon
him, and of regret. "Such aplace”" he said, "must have no enemies.”

"It will have," said Morgaine, and moved Siptah forward.

Their gpproach brought a quiet stirring in the village, acluster of dusty children who
looked up from their play and stared, a woman who looked out awindow and came out of
doors drying her hands on her skirts, and two old men who came out of the hall and waited
their coming. Y ounger men and an old woman joined that pair, with aboy of about fifteen and a
workman in alegther gpron. More elder gathered. Solemnly they <tood, ... human falk,



dark-skinned and small of stature.

Vanye looked nervoudy between the houses and among the trees that stood close
behind, and across the wide fields which lay beyond in the vast clearing. He scanned the open
windows and doors, the pens and the carts, seeking some ambush. There was nothing. He
kept his hand on the hilt of his sword, which rode at his Sde; but Morgaine had her hands free
andinsight ... al peaceful she seemed, and gracious. He did not scruple to look suspicioudy
on everything.

Morgaine reined in before the little cluster that had gathered before the hal steps. All
the folk bowed together, as gracefully and solemnly as lords, and when they looked up & her,
their faces held wonder, but no hint of fear.

Ah, mistrust us, Vanye wished them. You do not know what has come among you.
But nothing but awe touched those earnest faces, and the eldest of them bowed again, and
addressed them.

Then Vanyes heart froze in him, for it was the ghalur tongue that these Men spoke.

Arrhtkein, they hailled Morgaine, which was my lady; little by little as they rode,
Morgaine had indgsted to teach him, until he knew words of courtesies and threet and
necessities. Not ghal in any case, these smdl dark folk, so courteous of manner . . . but the
Old Ones were clearly reverenced here, and therefore they welcomed Morgaine, taking her for
ghal, which shewasto the eye.

He reasoned away his shock: there was a tune his Kurshin soul would have shuddered
to hear that language on human lips, but now it passed his own. The speech was current,
Morgaine had persuaded him, wherever ghal had been, in whatever lands Gates led to, and it
had lent many words to his own language-which disturbed him to redize. That these folk spoke
it nearly pure, . . that amazed him. Khemeis, they addressed him, which sounded like
kheman: accompany . . . Companion, perhaps, for my lord he was not, not where ghal were
honored.

"Peace," he bade them softly in that language, the gppropriate greeting; and "How may
we please you and your lady?' they asked in al courtesy, but he could not answer, only

understand.

Morgaine spoke with them, and they with her; after amoment she looked across at him.
"Dismount,” she sad in the ghalur tongue. "Here are friendly people.” But that was surdly for
show and for courtesy; he dismounted as she ordered him, but he did not let down his guard or
intend to leave her back unguarded. He stood with arms folded, where he could both see those
to whom she spoke and keep a furtive watch on the others who began to join the crowd-too
many people and too close for hisliking, athough none of them seemed unfriendly.

Some of what was said he followed; Morgaine's teaching with him had encompassed
enough that he knew they were being welcomed and offered food. The accent was alittle
different than Morgaine's, but no worse than the shift from Andurin to Kurshin in his mother
tongue.

"They offer us hospitdity,” Morgaine said, "and | am minded to teke it, & least for
tonight. Thereisno immediate threat here that | can see”

"Asyou will, liyo."

She gestured toward a handsome lad of about ten. "He is Sin, the elder Bythein's
grandnephew. He is offered to care for the horses, but | had rather you did that and smply let
him help you."



She meant to go among them aone, then. He was not pleased at that prospect, but she
had done worse things, and, armed, she was of the two of them the more dangerous, afact
which most migudged. He took Changeling from her saddle and gave it to her, and gathered
up the reins of both horses.

"Thisway, khemeis," the boy bade him; and while Morgaine went into the hall with the
elders, the boy waked with him toward the pens, trying to match his man's strides and gawking
at him like any village lad unused to arms and stranger's . . . perhgps amazed aso a hislighter
complexion and his height, which must seem congderable to these smdl folk. No man in the
village reached more than his shoulder, and few that much. Perhaps, he thought, they reckoned
him hdlfling ghal, no honor to him, but he did not mean to dispute it with them.

The boy Sin chartered at him busily when he reached the pens- and began to unsaddle
the horses, but it was conversation dl in vain with him. Findly the redization seemed to dawn
upon Sin, who asked him yet another question.

"I am sorry; | do not understand,” he answered, and the boy squinted up at him,
stroking the mare's neck under her mane.

"Khemeis?" the boy asked of him.

He could not explain. | am a stranger here, he could say; or | am of Andur-Kursh;
or other words, which he did not intend to have known. It seemed wisest to leave al such

accountings to Morgaine, who could listen to these people and choose what to reveal and what
to conced and argue out their misconceptions.

"Friend," he said, for he could say that too, and Sin's face lighted and a grin spread
acrossit.

"Yes" Sinsad, and fel to currying the bay mare with zed. Whatever Vanye showed
him, Sin was eager to do, and his thin features glowed with pleasure when Vanye smiled and
tried to show satisfaction with hiswork ... agood folk, an open-handed people, Vanye
thought, and felt the safer in their lodgings. "Sin," he said, having composed his sentence
carefully, "you take care for the horses. Agreed?’

"| shall deep here" Sin declared, and adoration burned in hisdark eyes. "l shdl care
for them, for you and for the lady.”

"Comewith me" Vanyetold him, dinging their gear on his shoulder, saddlebags which
held things they needed for the night, and food that might draw animas, and Morgaine's saddle
kit, which was nothing to be l€ft to the curiogity of others. He was pleased in the company of
the boy, who had no shyness or lack of patience in speaking with him. He set hishand on Sin's
shoulder and the boy swelled visibly with importance under the eyes of the other children, who
watched from a distance. They walked together back to the hdl, and up the wooden steps to
theindde.

It was a high-raftered place, the center filled with along row of tables and benches, a
place for feasts, and there was a grand fireplace, and light from the many wide windows which-
like the unwalled condition of the village-betokened a place that had never taken thought for its
defense. Morgaine sat there, abit of palor black-clad and glittering with silver mail in the dusty
light, surrounded by villagers both mae and female, young and old, some on benches and some
at her feet. At the edge of that circle mothers rocked children on their laps, keeping them fill,
themsdves seeming curiousto listen.

Way was made for him, folk edging thisway and that to let him through at once. He
found a bench offered him, when his place was sitting on the floor, but he took it; and Sin



managed to work edwise to his feet and settle there againg his knee.

Morgaine looked at him. "They offer us welcome and whatever we have need of,
equipage or food. They seem most amazed by you; they cannot conceive of your origins, tal
and different as you are; and they are somewhat alarmed that we go so heavily armed . . . but |
have explained to them that you entered my servicein afar country.”

"Thereare surely ghal here."

"l would surmise so. Buit if that is the case, they must not be hogtile to these folk.” She
made her voice gentle then, and lapsed back into the ghalur tongue. "Vanye, these are the
elders of the village: Sersain and her man Sersals; Bythein and Bythels, Melzein and Mezas.
They say that we may shdlter in this hdl tonight.”

He inclined his head, assenting and offering respect to their hogts.

"For now," Morgaine added in Andurin, "I only ask questions of them. | counsdl thee
the same.”

"l have said nothing."

She nodded, and speaking to the elders, turned again to the ghalur language, with
fluency he could not follow.

It was a srange med they took that night, with the hall aglow with torches and with
firdight from the hearth, and the board laden with abundance of food, the benches crowded
with villagers young and old. It was the custom here, Morgaine explained, that dl the village
take the evening medl together asif they were one house, asindeed was the custom of Rakoris
in Andur, but here even children attended, and played recklesdy among their eders, suffered to
Speak at table with abandon that would have fetched a Kurshin child, be he lord's son or
peasant, aringing ear and a stern march outside to a more thorough chastisement. Children here
filled their bellies and then did down from table to play noisly in the pillared wings of the hall,
laughing and shouting above the roar of conversation.

It was not, at least, a hall where one feared an assassin's knife or poison. Vanye sat at
Morgaingsright-an ilin should stand behind, and he would rather have tasted the food that she
was offered to be certain, al the same; but Morgaine forbade that, and he gave up his
gpprehensions. In the pen outside, the horses fed on good hay, and they sat in this bright, warm
hall amid folk who seemed more inclined to kill them by overfeeding than by ill will. When at
last no one could eat any more, the children who did not wish to be quiet were cheerfully
dismissed into the dark outside, the oldest of that company leading the youngest, and there
seemed no thought in any one that the children might be in any danger in the dark outdoors.
Within the hdl, agirl began to play on atdl, srangely tuned harp, and sang beautifully with it.
There was a second song which everyone sang, save themselves, and then they were offered
the harp as well-but playing was long-past for him. His fingers had forgotten whatever childish
skill they had once had, and he refused it, embarrassed. Morgaine aso declined; if there was
ever atime when she had had leisure to learn music, he could not imagine it.

But Morgaine spoke with them instead, and they seemed pleased by what she said.
There followed alittle discussion, in which he could not share, before the girl sang one last song.

Then dinner was done, and the villagers went their own way to bedsin their houses,
while oldest children were quick to make their guests a place nearest thefire. . . two paletsand
acurtain for privacy, and a kettle of warm water for washing.

The last of the children went down the outside steps and Vanye drew along breath, in



thisfirst solitude they had enjoyed since riding in. He saw Morgaine unbuckle her armor, ridding
hersdf of that galling weight, which she did not do on the trail or in any chancy lodging. If she
were S0 inclined, he fdt himsdf permitted, and gratefully stripped down to shirt and breeches,
washed behind the curtain and dressed again, for he did not utterly trust the place. Morgaine did
likewise; and they settled down with their wegpons near them, to deep aternately.

His watch wasfirgt, and he listened well for any dirring in the village, went to the
windows and looked out on this side and on the other, on the forest and the moonlit fids, but
there was no sgn of movement, nor were the village windows dl shuttered. He went back and
sHtled at the hearth in the warmth, and began to accept findly that dl this bewildering gentleness
was true and honest.

It wasrarein al their journeying that there awaited them no curse, no hedge of
weapons, but only kindness.

Here Morgaine's name was not yet known.

The morning brought a smell of baking bread, and the tir of folk about the hall, a
scatter of children who were hushed to quiet "Perhaps,” Vanye murmured, smelling that pleasant
aromaof baking, "abit of hot bread to send us on our way."

"We are not going,” Morgaine said, and he looked at her in bewilderment, not knowing
whether thiswas good news or ill. "I have thought things through, and you may be right: hereis
a place where we can draw breath, and if we do not rest in it, then what else can we do but kill
the horses under us and drive ourselves beyond our strength? Thereis no surety beyond any
Gate. Should we win through-to another hard ride, and lose everything for want of what we
might have gathered here? Three days. We can rest that long. | think your advice is good
sense.”

"Then you make me doubt it Y ou have never listened to me, and we are dive, al odds
to the contrary.”

She laughed humorlesdy. "Aye, but | have; and asfor my own plans, some of the best
of those have gone amiss a the worst of times. | have ignored your advice sometimes at our
peril, and thistime | take it | reckon our chances even.”

They broke fast, served by grave-faced children who brought them some of that hot
bread, and fresh milk and sweet butter besides. They ate asif they had had nothing the night
before, for such abreskfast was not aluxury that belonged to outlawry.

Three days went too quickly; and the courtesy and gentleness of the folk brought
something that Vanye would have given much to seet for Morgaine's gray eyes grew clean of
that pain which had ridden there so long, and she smiled and sometimes laughed, softly and
merrily.

The horsesfared as wdll: they rested, and the children brought them handfuls of sweet
grass, and petted them, and combed their manes and curried them with such zed that Vanye
found nathing to do for them but a bit of smithing- in which the village smith was dl too willing to
ass g, with hisforge and his ill.

Whenever he was at the pens with the horses, the children, particularly Sin, hung over
the rails and chattered merrily to him, trying to ask him questions of the animas and Morgaine
and himsdf, little of which he even understood.

"Pease, khemeis Vanye," said Sin, when he leaned to rest on the edge of the watering-
keg, "please may we see the wegpons?' At least so he put the words together.



He recdled his own boyhood, when he had watched in awe the dai-uyin, the high-clan
gentlemen with their armor and their horses and weapons. . . but with the bitter knowledge of
bastardy, which-for he had been alord's bastard, gotten on a captive-made the attainment of
such things desperate necessity. These were only village children, whose lives did not tend
toward arms and wars, and their curiogity was that which they might hold toward the moon and
dars. . . something remote from them, and untainted by understanding.

"Avert," he murmured in his own tongue, wishing harm from them, and unhooked the
sdering of his sheathed sword, dipped it to his hand. He drew it, and let their grimy fingers
touch the blade, and he let Sin-which filled the boy with delight-hold the hilt in his own hand and
try the balance of it. But then he took it back, for he did not like the look of children with such a
grim thing, that had so much blood on it.

Then, pointing, they asked to see the other blade that he carried, and he frowned and
shook his head, laying his hand on that carven hilt at his belt. They cgoled, and he would not,
for an Honor-blade was not for their hands. It was for suicide, this one, and it was not his, but
one he carried, on his oath to deliver it.

"Anelarrh thing," they concluded, in tones of awe; and he had not the least idea of their
meaning, but they ceased asking, and showed no more desire to touch it.

"Sn," he sad, thinking to draw alittle knowledge from the children, "do men with
weapons come here?!

At once there was puzzlement on Sin's face and in the eyes of the others, down to the
least child. "You are not of our forest,” Sin observed, and used the plurd you-surmisewhich
shot dl too directly to the mark. Vanye shrugged, cursing his rashness, which had betrayed him
even to children. They knew the conditions of their own land, and had sense enough to find out
a stranger who knew not what he should.

"Where are you from?" alittle girl asked. And, wide-eyed, with atouch of delicious
horror: "Areyou sirreri?"

Others decried that suggestion in outrage, and Vanye, conscious of his heplessnessin
their smdl hands, bowed bis head and busied himsalf hooking his sword to his belt. He pulled
on the ring of the belt that crossed his chest drawing the sword to his shoulder behind, hooked it
to hisside. Then: "I have business," he said, and waked awvay. Sin made to follow. "Please no,"
he said, and Sin fel back, looking troubled and thoughtful, which in no wise comforted him.

He waked back to the hall, and there found Morgaine, sitting with the clan elders and
with some of the young men and women who had stayed from their day's work to attend her.
Quietly he gpproached, and they made place for him as before. For along time he sat listening
to the talk that flowed back and forth between Morgaine and the others, understanding
occasond small sentences, or the gist of them. Morgaine sometimes interrupted hersdf to give
him an essential word-strange conversation for her, for they spoke much of their craps, and their
livestock and their woods, of dl the affairs of their village.

Like, he thought, a village discussing with its lord their state of affairs. Yet she
accepted this, and listened more than she spoke, as was ever her habit.

At last the villagers took their leave, and Morgaine settled next the fire and rdlaxed a
time. Then he came and rested on his knees before her, embarrassed by what he had to
confess, that he had betrayed them to children.

She amiled when he had told her. "So. Well, | do not think it much harm. | have not
been able to learn much of how ghal may be involved in this land, but, Vanye, there aretilings



here s0 grange | hardly see how we could avoid reveding oursaves as strangers.”

"What does elarrh mean?'

"It comes from arrh, that isnoble, or or, that is power, The words are akin, and it
could be ether, depending on the Situation . . . either or both: for when one addressed a ghal-
lord in the ancient days as arrhtheis, it meant both his status as a ghal and the power he had.
To Meninthose days, dl ghal had to be my lord, and the power in question was that of the
Gates, which were aways free to them, and never to Men ... it has that distressng meaning too.
Elarrh something belonging to power, or to lords. A thing of reverence or hazard. A thing
which ... Men do not touch.”

Qhalur thoughts disturbed him, the more he comprehended the ghalur tongue. Such
arrogance was hateful. . . and other things Morgaine had told him, which be had never guessed,
of ghalur maneuverings with human folk, things which hinted a the foundations of hisown
world, and those disturbed him utterly. There was much more, he suspected, which she dared
not tell him. "What will you say to these folk," he asked, "and when-about the trouble we have
brought on their land? Liyo, what do they reckon we are, and what do they think we are doing
among them?”'

She frowned, leaned forward, arms on knees. "1 suspect that they reckon us both ghal,
you perhgps hdfling, . . . but after what fashion or with what feding | can find no delicate means
to ask. Warn them? | wish to. But | would likewise know what manner of thing we shal awaken
here when | do. These are gentle folk; dl that | have seen and heard among them confirms that.
But what defendsthem . . . may not be."

It well agreed with his own opinion, that they trod afragile place, sefein it, but
periloudy ignorant, and enmeshed in something that had its own ways.

"Be careful dwayswhat you say,” she advised him. "When you spesk in the Kurshin
tongue, beware of usng names they might know, whatever the language. But henceforth you
and | should spesk in thelr language congtantly. Y ou must gether what you can of it. It isa
matter of our safety, Vanye."

"l am trying to do that," he said. She nodded approva, and they occupied themsealves
the rest of the day in walking about the village and the edge of the fields, talking together,
impressing in his memory every word that could be forced there.

He had expected that Morgaine would choose to leave by the next morning, and she
did not; and when that night came and he asked her would they |eave on the morrow, she
shrugged and in talking of something else, never answered the question. By the day after that, he
did not ask, but took his ease in the village and settled into its routine, as Morgaine seemed to
have done.

It was aheding quigt, asif the long nightmare that lay at their backs wereilluson, and
this sunny place were true and redl. There was no word from Morgaine of leaving, asif by
saving nothing she could wish away al hazard to them and their hogts.

But conscience worried a him, for the days they spent grew to many more than a
handful. And he dreamed once, when they dept Sde by side-both dept, for Sitting watch
seemed unnecessary in the center of so friendly a place: he came awake swesting, and dept
again, and wakened a second time with an outcry that sent Morgaine reaching for her weapons.

"Bad dreamsin such aplace asthis?' she asked him. "There have been places with
more reason for them.”



But she looked concerned that night too, and lay staring into the fire long afterward.
Wheat the dream had been he could not clearly remember, only that there seemed something as
sniger in his recollection as the cregping of a serpent on anest, and he could not prevent it.

These folk will haunt me, he thought wretchedly. They two had no place here, and
knew it; and yet sdlfishly lingered, out of time and place, seeking alittle peace. . . taking it asa
thief might take, sedling it from its possessors. He wondered whether Morgaine harbored the
same qguilt ... or whether she had passed beyond it, being what she was, and impelled by the
need to survive,

He was dmost moved to argue it with her then; but a dark mood was on her, and he
knew those. And when he faced her in the morning, there were folk about them; and later he
put it off again, for when he faced the matter, the odds againgt them outside this place were
something he had no haste to meet: Morgaine was gathering forces, and was not ready, and he
was loath to urge her with arguments . . . when the geas fell on her, she passed beyond reason;
and he did not want to be the one to Start it.

S0 he bided, mending harness, working at arrows for a bow which he traded of a
villager who was an excellent bowyer. It was offered free, once admired, but in his
embarrassment Morgaine intervened with the offer of areturn gift, agold ring of strange
workmanship, which must have lain buried in her kit avery long time. He was disturbed at thet,
suspecting that it might have meant something to her, but she laughed and said thet it wastime
she left it behind.

So he had the bow, and the bowyer aring that was the envy of his companions. He
practiced his archery with the young folk and with Sin, who dogged his tracks faithfully, and
grove to do everything that he did.

In the pen and agraze on the grassy margin of the fields, the horses grew deek and lazy
asthevillage's own cattle ... and Morgaine, dways the one who could not rest in an hour's
delay, sat long hoursin the sun and talked with the elders and the young herders, drawing on a
bit of goatskin what became a great marvel to the villagers, who had never seen amap. Though
they had the knowledge of which it grew, they had never seen their world set forthin such a
perspective.

Mirrind, the village was named; and the plain beyond the forest was Azeroth; the forest
was Shathan. In the center of the greet circle that was Azeroth, she drew a skein of rivers,
feeding a grest river cdled the Narn; amid that circle dso was written athatin, which wasthe
Fires-or plainly sad, the Gate of the World.

So peaceful Mirrind knew of the Gate, and hed it in awe: Azerothen Athatin. Thusfar
their knowledge of the world did extend. But Morgaine did not question them on it closdy. She
made her map and lettered it in ghalur runes, afine fair band.

Vanye learned such runes ... as he learned the spoken language. He sat on the step of
the meeting hall and traced the symbols in the dugt, learning them by writing dl the new words
that he had learned, and trying to forget the scruples in such things that came of being Kurshin.
The children of Mirrind, who thronged him when he would tend the horses or who had such
zed to fetch hisarrows that he feared for their safety, quickly found this exercise tedious and
deserted him.

"Elarrh-work," they pronounced it, which meant anything that was above them. They
had awe of it, but when there was no amusement to come of it, and no pictures, they drifted
away-al but Sin, who squatted barefoot in the dust and tried to copy.



Vanye looked up at the lad, who worked so intently, and poignant recollection stirred in
him, of himsalf, who had never been taught, but that he had sought it, who had inssted oo
having the things his legitimate brothers were born to have-and thereby gained what learning his
mountain home could offer.

Now among dl the children of Mirrind, here sat one who reached and wanted beyond
the others, and who-when they had taken their leave-would be most hurt, having learned to
desire something Mirrind could not give. The boy had no parents; they had died in some long-
ago caamity. He had not asked into it. Sin was everyone's child, and no one'sin particular.
The otherswill be only ordinary, he thought, but what of this one? Remembering his sword

in Sin'ssmdl band, he fdt a chill, and blessed himsdif.

"What do you, khemeis?" Sin asked.

"l wish you well." He rubbed out the runes with his palm and rose up, with a grest
heaviness on him.

Sinlooked at him strangdly, and he turned to go up the steps of the hdl. Therewas a
sudden outcry somewhere down Mirrind'ssingle street . ., not the shrieks of playing children,
which were frequent, but awoman's outcry; and in sudden gpprehension he turned. Hard upon
it came the shouting of men, in tones of grief and anger.

He hesitated, his pulse that had seemed to sop now quickening into familiar panic; he
hung between that direction and Morgaiue's, pardyzed in the moment, and then habit and duty
sent him running up the steps to the shadowy hall, where Morgaine was spesking with two of
the elders.

He needed not explain: Changeling wasin her hand and she was coming, near to
running.

Sin lingered at the bottom of the steps, and tagged after them as they walked the
commons toward the gathering knot of villagers. The sound of weeping reached them ... and
when Morgaine arrived the gathering gave way for her, dl but afew: the dders Mezein and
Meélzeis, who stood trying to hold back their tears;, and a young woman and a couple in middle
years who knelt holding their dead. To and fro they rocked, keening and shaking their heads.

"Eth,"” Morgaine murmured, Staring down at a young man who had been one of the
brightest and best of the village: hardly in histwenties, Eth of clan Mdzen, but skilled in hunting
and archery, ahgppy man, a herder by trade, who had laughed much and loved his young wife
and had no enemies. His throat had been cut, and on his half-naked body were other wounds
that could not have brought death in themselves, but would have caused greet pain before he
was killed.

They gave him his death, Vanye thought fearfully. He must have told them what
they wanted. Then he reckoned what kind of man he had become, who could think foremost
of that. He had known Eth. He found himsdf trembling and close to being sick asif he had
never looked on the like.

Some of the children were sick, and clung to their parents crying. He found Sin against
his side, and sat his hand on the boy's shoulder, drew him over to his clan eders and gave him
into their care. Bytheistook Sinin hisarms and Sin's face was till set and sricken.

"Should the children look on this?*" Morgaine asked, shocking them from their daze.
"You arein danger. Set armed men out on the road and al about the village and let them
watch. Where was he found? Who brought him?"

One of the youths stepped forward-Tal, whose clothes were bloody and his hands



likewise. "I, lady. Across the ford." Tears ran down hisface. "Who has done this? Lady-
why?"

Council met in the hal, the while the Melzen kindred prepared the body of their son for
burid; and there was unbearable heaviness in the air. Bythein and Bytheis wept quietly; but
Sersen-clan was angry in its grief, and its eders were long in gathering the self-possession to
gpesk. The silence waited on them, and &t last the old man of the pair rose and walked to and
fro acrossthefireside.

"We do not undergtand,” he cried a last, his wrinkled hands trembling as he gestured.
"Lady, will you not answer me? Y ou are not our lady, but we have welcomed you asif you
were, you and your khemeis. There is nothing in the village we would deny you. But now do
you ask alife of usand not explan?'

"Sersals”" Bythels objected, his old voice quavering, and he put ahand on Serseis
deeveto resrain him.

"No, | am ligening,” Morgaine said.

"Lady,” sad Sersals, "Eth went where you sent him: so say dl the young folk. And you
bade him not tell his eders, and he obeyed you. Where did you send him? He was not
khemeis; hewas his parents only child; he never went to that calling. But did you not sense
that the desire was in him? His pride made him take risks for you. To what did you send him?
May we not know? And who has done so terrible athing?”

"Strangers,” she answered. Not al the words could Vanye understand, but he
understood mogt, and filled in the rest well enough. At the fedings which gathered in the air of
this hall now, he stood close to Morgaine. Shall | get the horses? he had asked her in hisown
tongue, before this council met No, she had answered, with such distraction that he knew she
pulled both ways, with anxiety to be moving and guilt for Mirrind's danger. She lingered, and
knew better; and he knew better, and swesat gathered on his sides and trickled under the
armor. "We had hoped they would not come here."

"From where?' Sersain asked. The old woman laid her hand on the rolled map that lay
atop the table, Morgaines work. "Y our questions search dl the land, asiif you are looking for
something. You are not our lady. Y our khemeis is not of our village nor even of our blood.
From some far land you surely come, my lady. Isit a place where things like this are common?
And did you expect such athing when you sent Eth out againgt it? Perhaps you have reasons
that are valid, but it takes the lives of our children and you knew-could you not have told us?
And will yon not tell us now? Make us understand.”

There was utter dillnessfor atime in which could be heard the fire, and from
somewhere outside the bleating of a goat, and the crying of a baby. The shocked faces of the
€lders seemed frozen in the cold light from the many windows.

"There are,” Morgaine said at last, "enemies aboroad; and they are spread throughout
Azeroth. We watch here and rest, and through your young men, | have kept watch over you as
best | could ... for your young folk know these woods far better than we. Y es, we are Strangers
here; but we are not of their kind, that would do such athing. We hoped to have warning-not a
warning such as this. Eth was the one-as you say-who ranged farthest and risked himsalf most. |
knew this. | warned him. | warned him urgently.”

Vanye bit hislip and his heart beat painfully in anger that Morgaine had said nothing of
thisto him ... for he would have gone, and come back not as Eth did. She had sent innocents



out instead, boys who little knew what quarry they might start from cover.

But the elders st Slent now, afraid more than angry, and hung on her words.

"Do none," asked Morgaine, "ever come from Azeroth?!

"Y ou would best know that," Bythein whispered.

"WEell, it has happened,” Morgaine said, "And you are near to the plain, and there are
Men massed there, strangdly armed and minded to take dl the plain of Azeroth and ail the land
round about. They could have gone in any direction, but they have chosen thisone. They are
thousands. Vanye and | are not enough to stop them. What befell Eth was the handiwork of
their outriders, seeking what they could find; and now they have found it | have only bitter
adviceto give now. Take your people and walk away from Mirrind; go deep into the forest and
hide there; and if the enemies come farther, then flee again. Better to lose houses than lives,
better to live that way than to serve men who would do what was done to Eth. Y ou do not
fight; and therefore you must run.”

"Will you lead us?' Bythein asked.

So smple, so ingant of bdlief: Vanye's heart turned in him, and Morgaine sadly shook
her head.

"No. We go our own way, and best for you and for usif you forget that we have ever
been among you."

They bowed their heads, one after the other, and looked asif their world had ended...
indeed it had.

"We shdl mourn more than Eth,” said Sersais.

"This night you will rest here" said Sersain. "Please”

"We ought not.”

"Please. Only tonight. If you are here, we shdl be less afraid.”

It was truer than Sersein might understand, that Morgaine had power to protect them,
and to Vanye's surprise, Morgaine bowed her head and consented.

And within the same degree of the sun, there was renewed mourning in Mirrind, as the
elderstold the people what they had learned and what was advised them to do.

"They are naive people” said Vanye heavily. "Liyo, | fear for what will become of
them.”

"If they are smple enough to beieve me utterly, they may live. But it will be different
here." She shook her head and turned away for theinsde of the hdl, for there came the women
and children down the midst of the commons, to begin the preparation of the evening medl.

Vanye went to the horses, and made sure that dl wasin readiness for the morning. He
was aone when he went but when he reached the gate, he heard someone behind him, and it
was Sin.

"Let me go whereyou go," Sin asked of him. "Please.”

"No. You have kin who will need you. Think of that and be glad that you have them. If
you went where we go, you would never see them again.”

"Y ou will never come back to us?'

"No. Not likely."

It was direct and crud, but it was needful. He did not want to think of the boy building
dreams about him, who least deserved them. He had encouraged him too much aready. He
made his face grim, and atended to his work, in the hope that the boy would grow angry and



0o away.

But Sin joined him and helped him as he aways had; and Vanye found it impossible to
be hard with him. He set Sin finaly on Mai's back, which was Sin's congtant hope, whenever
they would take the horses out to graze, and Sin stroked the mare's neck, and suddenly burst
into tears, which hetried to hide.

He waited until the boy had stopped his crying, and helped him down again, and they
walked together back to the hall.

Dinner was amournful time. There were no songs, for they had buried Eth a sundown
and they had no heart for snging. There was only hushed conversation and few even had
appetite, but there were no animosities, no resentment shown them, not even by Eth's closest
kin.

Morgaine spoke to the people in the midst of dinner, in a hush in which not even a child
cried: babes dept in arms, exhausted by the day's madness, and there was asilence on dl the
children.

"Agan | adviseyou to leave" she said. "At least tonight and every day heresfter, have
your young men on guard, and do what you can to hide the road that leads here. Please believe
me and go from this place. What Vanye and | can do to delay the evil, we will do, but they are
thousands, and have horses and arms, and they are both ghal and Men."

Faces were stricken, the elders themsalves undone by this, which she had never told
them. Bythein rose, leaning on her gaff. "What ghal would wish us harm?'

"Believe tha these would. They are strangersin the land, and crud, even more than the
Men. Do not resist them; flee them. They are too many for you. They passed the Fires out of
their own land, that was ruined and drowning, and they came here to take yours."

Bythein moaned doud, and sank down again, and seemed ill. Bythels comforted her,
and dl dan Bythen stirred in ther seets, anxious for their eder.

"Thisisan evil we have never seen,” said Bythein when she had recovered hersdlf.
"Lady, we understand then why you were reluctant to speak to us. Qhal! Ah, lady, what athing
isthis?'

Vanyefilled his cup with the de that Mirrind brewed and drank it down, trying with thet
to wash the tautness from histhroat . . . for he had not shaped what followed them and now
threatened Mirrind, but he had had his hand on it while it formed, and he could not rid himsdlf
of the conviction that somehow he might have turned it asde.

One thing of certainty he might have done, and that regarded the Honor-blade which he
caried, akindaying that might have averted dl this grief. In pity, in indecison, he had not done
it. To save hislife, he had not.

And Morgaine: indeed she had launched what pursued them, more than a thousand
years ago as Men reckoned time . . . men who had not trespassed in Gates. Her alies once,
that army that followed them-the children's children of men that she had led.

There was much that wanted drowning this night. He would have gotten himself drunk,
but he was too prudent for that, and the time was too hazardous for sdlf-indulgence. He
stopped short of it, and, likewise in prudence, ate-for the wolves were a their heels once more,
and aman ought to est, who never knew whether the next day's flight would give him leisure for
it.

Morgaine too ate dl that was set before her, and that, the same as his, he thought, was
not appetite but common sense. She survived well.... it was a gift of hers.



And when the hdl was clear, she gathered up what supplies they could possibly carry,
and made two packs of it .. . more than to distribute the weight: it was their constant fear that
they could be separated, or one fal and the other have to continue. They carried no necessity
solely on one horse.

"Seep," she urged him when he would have stood watch.

"Trug them?'

"Seep lightly."

He arranged his sword by him, and she lay down with Changeling inherarm. ..
unarmored, as they had both dept unarmored since the first night in Mirrind.

Chapter Three

Something moved outside. Vanye heard it, but it was like the wind, stirring the trees,
and did not repeet itsdf. He laid his head down again and shut his eyes, drifted finaly back to
deep.

Then came a second sound, a cresk of boards, and Morgaine moved. He flung himself
over and came up with his sword in hand before his eyes were even clear; Morgaine stood
beside him, doubtless armed, confronting what suddenly appeared as three men.

And not Men. Qhal.

Tdl and thin they were, with white hair flowing to their shoulders, and they bore that
cast of features that was so like Morgaine's, delicate and fine. They carried no wesgpons and
did not threaten, and they were not of that horde that had come through a Azeroth: there was
nothing of thet taint about them.

Morgaine stood easier. Changeling was in her hand, but she had not unshegthed it.
Vanye graightened from his crouch and grounded his blade before him.

"We do not know you," said one of the ghal. "The Mirrindim say that your nameis
Morgaine and your khemetf is Vanye. These names are strange to us. They say that you send
thelr young men into the forest hunting strangers. And one of them is dead. How shdl we
understand these things?"

"Y ou are friends of the Mirrindim?" Morgaine asked.

"Yes. Who are your enemies?”

"Long to tdl; but these folk have welcomed us and we would not harm them. Do you
care to protect them?"

"y es”

"Then guide them away from this place. It isno longer safe for them.”

There was amoment's silence. "Who are these strangers? And who, again, are you?"

"l do not know to whom | am spesking, my lord ghal. Evidently you are peaceoving,
since you come empty-handed; evidently you are afriend of the Mirrindim, since they raised no
dam; and therefore | should be willing to trust you. But call the ders of the village and let
them urge meto trust you, and then | may answer some of your questions.”

"l am Lir," sad the ghal, and bowed dightly. "And we are where we belong, but you
are not. Y ou have no authority to do what you have done, or to tell the Mirrindim to leave their
village. If you would travel Shathan, then make clear to usthat you are friends, or we must



condder that what we suspect isthe truth: that you are part of the evil that has come here, and
we will not permit you."

That was direct enough, and Vanye clenched his hand on the hilt of his sword and held
his senses dert, not alone for the three who stood before them in the hall, but for the
undefended windows about them. In the firdight, they were prey for archers.

"Y ou are wdl-informed,” said Morgaine. "Have you spoken with the Mimndim? | think
not, if you consder us enemies.”

"We have found strangersin the woods, and dedlt with them. And we came to Mirrind
and asked, and so we were told of you. They speak well of you, but do they truly know you?'

"1 will tell you whet | told them: your land isinvaded. Men and ghal have come through
the Fires at Azeroth, and they are a hungry and a dangerous people, from aland in which all
law and reason has long since perished. We fled them, Vanyeand | ... but we did not lead them
here. They are prowling, hunting likely prey, and they have found Mirrind. I hope your dedling
with them let none escape back to their main force. Otherwise they will be back."

The ghal looked disturbed at that, and exchanged looks with his companions.

"Have you wegpons,”" Morgaine asked, "with which you can protect this village?'

"We would not tell you."

"Will you a least take charge of the village?'

"It isawaysin our keeping."

"And therefore they welcomed us ... not knowing us, save asghal.”

"Therefore you were welcomed, yes."

Morgaine inclined her head asin homage. "Wadl, | understand a great many things that
puzzled me. If Mirrind shows your care, then it oeskswdl for you. This| will tdl you: Vanye
and | are going back to Azeroth, to deal with the folk who have it now . . . and we go with your
leave or without it."

"You are arrogant."

"And are not you, my lord ghal? Y ou have your right.. . but no more right than we."

"Such arrogance comes of power."

Morgaine shrugged.

"Do you ask leaveto travel Shathan? Y ou must haveit. And | cannot give it"

"l should be glad of your people's consent, but who can giveit, and on what authority, if
you will forgive the question?"

"Wherever you go, you will be congtantly under our eye, my lady-whose speech is
strange, whose manners are stranger ill. | cannot promise you yea or nay. Thereisthat in you
which greatly darms me, and you are not of thisland.”

"No," Morgaine admitted. "When we began our flight, it was not at Azeroth. It isyour
misfortune that the Shiua horde chose this direction, but that was not our doing. They are led by
ahdfling ghal named Hetharu; and by a hafling man named Chya Roh i Chya; but even those
two do not fully control the horde. Thereis no mercy in them. If you try to ded with them face
to face, then expect that you will die as Eth did. | fear they have dready shown you their nature;
and | wish above dl ese that they had come againgt me and not againgt Eth.”

There were looks, and & last the foremost inclined his head. "Travel north dong the
gream; north, if you would live. A little dday to satisfy our lord may save your lives. It is not
far. If you will not, then we shal count you enemies with the rest. Friends would come and

speak with us."



And without further word the three ghal turned-the one in the shadow was a woman.
They departed as noisdlesdy asthey had come.

Morgaine swore softly and angrily.

"Shdl we take thisjourney?' Vanye asked. He had no eagernessfor it, but likewise he
had no eagerness to gather more enemies than they had.

"If we fought, we would work enough ruin that these innocent folk would lie exposed to
the Shiua; and probably we would lose our own lives into the bargain. No, we have no choice,
and they know it. Besides, | do not completely believe that they came here unasked.”

"The Mirrindim? That is hard to think,"

"We are not theirs, Sersein said. This afternoon when Eth was killed and they doubted
us-well, perhaps they sought other help. They were anxious to keep us here tonight. Perhaps
they saved our lives by holding us here. Or perhgps | am too suspicious. We shdl go asthey
asked. | do not despair of it; | have felt from the beginning that the ghalur hand on this place
was both quiet and not greetly remote.”

"They are gentler than some ghal | have met," he said, and swallowed heavily, for he
il did not like proximity to them. "It issad, liyo, that in a part of Andur's foreststhat are
cdled haunted, the animate are very tame and have no fear ... having never been hunted. So |

have heard."
"Not unapt." Morgaine turned back toward the fire. She stood there a moment,
then laid down Changeling and gathered her armor.

"A leave-taking."

"I think we should not linger here" She looked back at him. "Vanye, gentle they may
be; and perhaps they and we act for amilar reasons. But there are some things-well, thee
knows. Thee well knows. | trust no one."

"Aye" he agreed, and armed himsdlf, drew up the coif and set on his head the battered
helm he had not worn since their coming to Mirrind.

Then they departed together to the pen where the horses were.

A small shadow gtirred there as they opened the gate . . . Sin, who dept near the
horses. The boy came forth and made no sound to darm the village ... shed tears, and yet lent
his smal hands to help them saddle and tie their suppliesin place. When dl was done, Vanye
gave hishand asto aman .. . but Sin embraced him with feverish strength; and then to make the
pain quick, Vanye turned and rose into the saddle. Morgaine set hersdlf ahorse, and Sin stood
back to et them ride out.

They rode the commons quietly, but doors opened dong their way dl the same. Sleepy
villagersin their nightclothes turned out to watch, slent in the moonlight, and stood by with sad
eyes. A few waved forlornly. The elders waked out to bar their way. Morgaine reined in then,
and bowed from the saddle.

"Thereisno need for us now,” she said. "If the ghal-lord Lir is your friend, then he and
his will watch over you."

"You are not of them," said Bythein faintly.

"Did you not suspect s0?"

"At the lagt, lady. But you are not our enemy. Come back and be welcome again.”

"| thank you. But we have business e sewhere. Do you trust yoursdves to them?'

"They have aways taken care for us."

"Then they will now."



"We will remember your warnings. We will post the guards. But we cannot travel
Shathan without their leave. We must not. Good journey to you, lady; good journey, khemeu.”

"Good fortune to you," Morgaine said. They rode from the midst of the people, not in
haste, not as fugitives, but with sadness.

Then the darkness of the forest closed about them, and they took the road past the
sentries, who hailed them sorrowfully and wished them wedl in their journey-then down to the
stream, which would lead them.

There was no sgn of any enemy. The horses moved quietly in the dark; and when they
were far from Mirrind, they dismounted in the last of the night, wrapped themsdvesin their
blankets and cloaks and dept dternately the little time they fet they could afford.

By bright morning they were underway again, travelling the sresmside by trals hardly
worthy of the name, through delicate foliage that scarcely bore any mark of previous passage.

From time to time there came awhispering of brush and a sense that they were being
watched: woodswise, both of them, so that it was not easy to decelve their senses, but neither
of them could catch sght of the watchers.

"Not our enemies” Morgaine sad in an interval when it seemed to have left them.
"There are few of them skilled in woodcraft, and only one of them is Chya."

"Roh would not be here; | do not think so."

"No, | do doubt it. They must be the ghal who live here. We have escort.”

She was uneasy in it; he caught that in her expression, and agreed with it.

A hush hung dl about them as they went farther. The horses moved with their necessary
noise, bresking of twigs and scuff of forest mold . . . and yet something ingsted there was
another sound there, wind where it should not be, awhispering of leaves. He heard it, and
looked behind them.

Then it was gone; he turned again, for the trail bent with the stream, and they were
entering a place not meant for riders, where often branches hung low and they must lean in the
saddle to pass under ... awood wilder and older than the area where they had entered the
forest, or that which surrounded Mirrind's placid fields.

Agan something touched at hearing, leftward.

"It isback," he sad, becoming vexed at this game.

"Would it would show itsdf,” she said in the ghalur tongue.

They had ridden hardly around the next bending when an gpparition stepped into their
path-a youth clad in motley green, and tall and white-haired ... empty-handed.

The horses snorted and shied up. Morgaine, in the lead, held Siptah, and VVanye moved
up as close as he could on the narrow trail.

The youth bowed, smiling asif delighted at their Sartlement. There was at least one
more; Vanye heard movement behind, and his shoulders prickled.

"Areyou one of Lir'sfriends?' Morgaine asked.

"I an afriend of his," said the youth, and sood with hands in his belt, head cocked and
amiling. "And you wished for my company, so herel am.”

"| prefer to see those who share aroad with me. Y ou are dso going north, | takeiit.”

The youth grinned. "1 am your guard and guide." He swept an eaborate bow. "l am
Lélin Erirrhen. And you are asked to rest tonight in the camp of my lord Merir Mlennira, you
and your khemeis."



Morgaine sat slent amoment, and Siptah fretted under her, accustomed to blows
exchanged at such sudden mesetings. "And what of that one who is till watching us? Who is
he?'

Another joined Ldlin, asmalish dark man armed with sword and bow.

"My khemeis," said Lelin. "Sezar." Sezar bowed with the grace of the ghal-lord, and
when Ldlin turned to lead the way, taking for granted that they would follow, Sezar went at his
heds.

Vanye watched them ghost through the brush ahead, somewhat relieved in his
goprehensions, for Sezar was a Man like the villagers, and went armed while hislord did not.
Either well-loved or well-defended, he thought, and wondered how many more there were
thereabouts.

Lelinlooked back and grinned at them, waiting a a branching of the way, and led them
off again on anew track, away from the stream. "Quicker than the other way," he said
chearfully.

"Ldlin," Morgaine said. "We were advised to stay by the streamside.”

"Think nothing of that. Lir gave you asure road; but you would be til tomorrow on that
track. Come. | would not midead you."

Morgaine shrugged, and they went.

They cdled hdt of their guides a noon, and rested atime; Lellin and Sezar took food
of them when it was offered, but disappeared thereafter without aword, and did not reappear
until they grew tired of waiting and began to follow the dim trail on their own. Now and again
came birdsong which was unnaturd with so much moving; now and again either Ldlin or Sezar
would disappear from thetrail, only to regppear a some far turning ahead . . . there seemed
even shorter ways, though perhaps none that a horseman could teke.

Then in late afternoon there was the faint scent of wood-smokein the air, and Lellin
returned from one of his and Sezar's absences to stand squarely in their path. Hands in belt, he
bowed with flippant grace. "We are near now. Please follow me closely and do nothing rash.
Sezar has gone on to advise them we are coming in. Y ou are quite safe with me; | have the
utmost concern for your safety, snce | stand so closeto you. Thisway, if you will."

And Ldlin turned and led them onto atrall so overgrown that they must dismount and
lead the horses. Morgaine delayed to take Changeling from her saddle and hook it to her
shoulder-bdlt, the matter of an ingant; and Vanye took not only his sword but his bow and
quiver, and walked lagt, looking over his shoulder and round about him, but no threat was
vishle

It was not quite a clearing, not in the sense of Mirrind's broad circle. Tents were placed
here among wide-spaced trees-and one tree dwarfed dl the tents: nine or ten timesaman's
height it rose before it even branched. Others a the far side of the camp soared almost that
high, and spread wide branches, so that shadow dappled dl the tents.

Their coming brought agtir in the camp, with ghal and Men lining the aide down which
they walked, where the light came greenly down, and the only sky showed golden-whitein
comparison to the shadowing branches.

None threatened them. There were tal, white-haired ghal, mae and femae; and smdl
dark human-folk ... afew elders of both kindreds stood among them, robed, old Men and old
ghal, dike even to the silver hair at the last, though Men were sometimes bearded and ghal
were not; and Men balded, and ghal seemed not to. The younger folk whatever their sex or



kind wore breeches and tunics, and some were armed and some were not. They were a
goodly-looking folk together, and walked with a free ep and chearfully, moving aong with the
strangers who had come to them asiif dl that animated them were curiosity.

But Lelin stopped and bowed before they had quite crossed the camp. "Lady, please
leave your wegpons with your khemei's, and come with me.”

"Asyon have remarked," said Morgaine softly, "we two have outlandish ways. Now, |
have no objection to handing my wegpons to Vanye, but how much more are you going to
ask?'

"Liyo," Vanye said under his bregth, "no, do not dlow it."

"Ask your lord," said Morgaineto Ldlin, "whether hewill ingst on it. For my own
opinion, | am minded not to agree, and to ride out of here .. . . and | can do that, Ldlin.”

Lelin hestated, frowning, then strode away to the largest of the tents. Sezar remained,
arms folded, waiting, and they waited, holding the reins of the horses.

"They are gentle-seeming,” Vanye said in his own tongue, "but first they separate us
from our horses, and you from your arms, and me from you. If they go on, we shdl be divided
into very small pieces, liyo."

She laughed shortly, and Sezar's eyesflickered, puzzled. "Do not think | mean to let that
dart,” she sad. "But bide easy until we know their minds; we need no unnecessary enemies.”

It was alongish wait, and al about them the folk of the camp stood staring a them. No
wespon was drawn, no bow bent, no insult offered them. Children stood with parents, and old
ones remained in the forefront of the gathering: it was not the aspect of a people who expected
violence.

And & lagt Lelin returned, frowning still, and bowed. "Come as you wish. Merir will not
ingg, only | do ask you leave the horses; you cannot expect to take them too. Sezar will see
that they are safe and cared for. Come with me, and see that you keep peace and do not
threaten Merir, or we will show you quite another face of us, strangers.”

Vanye turned and took from Siptah's saddle Morgaine's persond kit, and shouldered
the strap of that. Sezar took the reins of both horses and led them away, while he trailed
Morgaine, and she waked beside Lélin to the green tent, that largest one of dl in the camp.

The flaps were back, reassuring, indicating less chance of outright ambush; and the
ghal insde were eders, robed and unarmed, with old Men, who looked too advanced in years
to use the daggers they generally wore. In their midst sat an old, old ghal, whose white hair fell
thickly about his shoulders, confined with a gold band about his brow in the manner of ahuman
king. His cloak was green as the spring leaves, the shoulders donein layers of gray feethers,
smooth and minutely black-edged, awork of remarkable skill and beauty.

"Merir," sad Ldlin softly, and bowed, "lord of Shathan.”

"Welcome," Merir bade them, alow and gentle voice, and a chair was unfolded and
offered Morgaine. She settled, while Vanye stood at her shoulder.

"Your nameis Morgaine; your companion'sis Vanye," sad Merir. "You stayed in
Mirrind until you took it upon yoursdlf to bid its young folk venture into Shathan, and lost one of
them. Y ou say now that you are going to Azeroth, and you warn of invasion out of the Fires.

Y ou are not Shathana, neither of you. Are al these reports true?!

"Yes. Do not expect, my lord Merir, that we understand much of what passesin your
land; but we are enemies of those who have massed out on the plain. We are on our way to
ded with them, such as we can; and if we must have your permission, then we ask it."



Merir gazed on her along time, frowning, and she on him, nothing yielding. At last Merir
turned and spoke briefly to one of the eders. "Y ou have ridden far,” he said then. "You are a
least due hospitaity while we talk, you and your khemeis. Y ou seem impatient. If you know of
some imminent attack, say, and | assure you we will act; or if not, then perhaps you will take the
time to spesk with us."

Morgaine said nothing, and sat easily, the while such hospitdity was arranged, and while
the old lord gave ingtruction for the preparation of atent and shelter for them. For his part,
Vanye sood with his hand on the back of Morgaine's chair, watching every move and listening
to every whisper ... for they two had knowledge of Gates, and of the powers of them,
knowledge which some ghal had lost and which some would kill to learn. Whatever the
gentleness of the folk, there was thet to fear.

Drink was brought and offered them both; but Vanye leaned forward and took the
drink from Morgaine's hand sipped & it first and gave it back to her before he took a drink of
his own. She smply held the cup in her hand, though Merir drank of his.

"Are these your customs?' Merir asked.

"No," said Vanye out of turn, "but they are, among our enemies.”

The other ghal looked displeased at that forwardness with the old lord. "No," Mexir
sad. "Let be. | shal spesk with them. Go, al who should. We shall spesk," he added then, "of
things belonging to the inner councils of our people. Although you have inasted that your
khemeis mugt remain with yon, till it might be wdl if you dismissed him asfar as the outsde of
the tent."

"No," said Morgaine. Not al the ghal had departed. Those remaining settled, some on
the mats and the oldest onesin chairs. "Sit down," she said asde. Vanye undung his bow and
tucked his sword aside to Sit crosdegged at her feet. It was a posture less than formal, and he
kept the cup in one hand the while, Spped at it a second time, for he had fdt no ill from the first
taste. Morgaine tasted hers then, and crossed her booted ankles and extended her legs before
her, easy in her attitude and bordering on too much casuaness for the ghal's liking. She did it
deliberatdy; Vanye knew her well enough to sense the tenson in her. She sought their limits and
had not yet found them.

"I am not accustomed to be summoned,” she said. "But thisis your land, lord Merir, and
| do owe you the courtesy | have paid in coming here.”

"You are here because it is expedient. . . for both of us. Asyou say: it ismy land, and
the courtesy | ask is an accounting of your purposein it. Tell us more of what you told the
Mirrindim. Who are these folk that have come here?”

"My lord, thereisaland called Shiuan, the other side of the Fires ... | think you
understand me. And it was a miserable place, the people starving, Men first, and then ghal.
Qhal had wedth and Men lived in poverty . . . but the floods that threatened their land were
going to take them both dl the same. Then came a Man named Chya Roh, who knew the
workings of the Gates, which the ghal in that land had forgotten completely. He was not himsdlf
from Shiuan, this Chya Roh, but from beyond Shiuan's own Gates. From Andur-Kursh, aswe
two are. And that is how we came to be in Shiuan: we were following Roh."

"Who taught a Man these things?' one of the elders demanded. "How isit in the land
caled Andur-Kursh . . . that Men make free of such powers?"

Morgaine hestated. "My lord, it ispossible. . . that man and man may change by those
powers. Is that known here?"



There was utter silence, and looks exchanged: terror; but Merir's face remained a mask.

"It isforbidden,” Merir answered. "We do know; but we do not permit that knowledge
outside our high councils.

"I am encouraged to see so many elder folk in places of power among you. Old age
evidently takesits course here; perhaps | am among people of restraint and good sense.”

"It isan evil thing, this changing.”

"But one known to afew ruthless folk in Andur-Kursh. ChyaRoh . . . There was once
agreat master of the powers of the Gates. . . ghal, a least in the beginning, athough | have no
proof of it: dl the guises| have known him to use were Men. Man after man he has murdered,
taking bodies for his own use, extending hislife over many generations of Men and ghal. He
was Chya Zri; he was Chya Lidl; and lastly he took the body of ChyaRohi Chya, alord of his
land -Vanye's own cousin. So Vanye's knowledge of Gates, my lord, is a bitter one.

"After that, Roh fled us, because he knew that hislife wasin danger from us.... life: | do
not know how many lives he has known from the begining, or whether he was firs mae or
femae, or whether he was born to Andur-Kursh or arrived there from beyond. He is old, and
very dangerous, and reckless with the powers of the Gates. So for one reason and the next, we
pursued him to Shiuan, and there he found himself trgpped ... in aland that was dying-athing
fearful enough for the people who were born there, who might have had severa generations
more before the end; but for abeing who looked to live forever . . . that desth was imminent
enough. He went among the ghal of that land, and among Men, and declared to them that he
had the power to open the Gates that had been so long beyond their own knowledge, and to
bring them through to a new land, which they might take for their own . . . thus he had away out
and an amy about him.

"Wefailed to stop him, Vanye and |. He was ahead of us on the road, and we smply
could not overtake him in time. 1t was al we could do to come through the passage ourselves.
We were exhausted after that, and weran . . . until we chanced into the forest, and then into
Mirrind. We rested there, trying to find out what manner of land thisis and whether there was
any forcein it that could stop this horde from its march. We did not want to involve the
Mirrindim; they are not fighters and we saw that: our watch was meant to protect them. Now
we see that there is no more time left, and we are going back to Azeroth to see to the matter as
best we can. That isthe sum of it, my lord."

There was dismay among them, murmurings, distressed |ooks cast to Merir. The old
ghal sat with dry lips pressed tautly, the mask at last broken.

"Thisisateribletde, my lady.”

"Worse to see than to tel. Whether Vanye and | can do anything againgt them, well, we
ghdl see. Thereislittle hope that the horde will, not reach for Mirrind. They would have come
there sooner or late . . . and on no account did | urge the Mirrindim to meet them. What |
should have redlized is that the Mirrindim would fear them no more than they feared us. |
warned them; | warned them. But likely Eth walked innocently into their hands, fearing them no
more than me, and that thought grieves me."

"Y ou had no authority,” said another, "to send Men into Shathan. They thought that you
did, and they went, as they would go for us ... eager to please you. Y ou sent that Man to his
death, beyond doubt"

Vanye glowered at that elder. The Man was warned.”

"Peace," said Merir. "Nhinn, could one of us have done better, aone and with avillage



to defend? We were at fault too, for these two moved so skillfully and settled so peacefully
among the Mirrindim that we never redized their presence until this violence came. There could
have been afar worseresult . . . for this evil could have come on Mirrind utterly by stedlth, with
no one there to protect them. We were remiss; let us not pass the blame to them. These two
and the others passed our defensesin small numbers, and that was my fault.”

"Eth may have been questioned,” Morgaine said. "If S0, that means some of the ghal of
the horde came into Shathan, for only they could have spoken to Eth: Men in Shiuan do not
gpeak the same language. Y our folk spesak of invaders killed; you might judge how much the
horde now knows by knowing if ghal were among them and if any escaped. But either areport
from Eth's murderers or the mere failure of that force to return to the main body of the horde . .
. Will prick the interest of their leaders. Whatever else they are, they are not the sort to retreat
from challenge. Y ou might ask Lir. And | understand that you do not permit the Mirrindim to
trave; if you have regard for them, | hope that you will recongder that, my lord. | am very much
afrad for their future there.”

"My lord." It was Ldlin, who had come in unnoticed, and al eyes turned to that young
and uninvited voice. "By your leave."

"Yes" said Merir. "Go tell Nhirras to tend to that matter. Take no chances.” Theold
ghal settled back in his chair. "No light thing, this uprooting of avillage; but the things you tel us
are no light matter ether. Tell methis. How do you two aone think to reckon with these
enemies of yours?'

"Roh,” Morgaine said without hestation. "Chya Roh is the principa danger, and next to
him is Hetharu of Ohtij-in in Shiuan, who leads the ghal. First we must berid of Roh; and
Hetharu next. Leaderless, the horde will divide. Hetharu murdered his own father to seize
power, and ruined other lords. Hisfolk fear him, but they do not love him. They will split into
factions without him, and turn on each other or on the Men, which is more likely. Men in the
horde likewise have three factions at least: two kindreds which have dways hated one another,
the Hiua and the marshlands folk; and mere are the Men of Shiuan, for the third. Roh isthe
piece that holds the whole together; Roh must be dedlt with firdt. . . and yet not so sSmply done;
the two of them are surrounded by thousands, and they st securely by the Gate in Azeroth. It is
the Magter Gate, isit not, my lord Mexir?'

Merir nodded dowly, to the consternation of his people. "Yes. And how have yon
means to know that?'

"l know. And thereis aplace which governsit ... isthere not, my lord?"

There was a stir among the elders. "Who are you," one asked, 'to ask such questions?’

"l had just right to know. And you may beieve me, my lords, or you may go and ask
ChyaRoh hissde of thetae. .. but | do not advise that .He has skill to use such aplace; he
has force to take it when helocatesiit... as he will. But for me, | come asking you: where, my
lords?"

"Do not bein haste," said Meir. "We have seen your handiwork and theirs, and thus far
prefer yours. But the knowledge you ask ... ah, my lady, you do not understand what you ask.
But we-we cherish our peace, lady Morgaine. Long and long ago we were cast adrift here. ..
perhaps you understand me, for your skill in the ancient arts must be consderable to make the
passage you have made and to ask questions so aptly, and your knowledge of the past may
match it. There were Men here, and ourselves, and our power had been overthrown. It could
have been the end for us. But we live smply, as you see. We do not permit bloodshed among



ourselves or quarrelsin our land. Perhaps you do not understand how grievous athing you do
ask, even in seeking permission to pursue your enemies. We enforce the peace with our law;
and shdl weyidld up our authority to keep order in our own land, and give you leave to hunt
across the face of it and dispense life and desth where and as you will? What of our own
responsibility to our people? What then when another rises up from among us and demands
smilar privilege outsde the lav?'

"Firgt, my lord, neither we nor our enemies are of this land; this quarrel began outsde it
and you are safest if it is contained in Azeroth and never dlowed to affect your people at al.
That ismy hope, faint asit is. And second, my lord, if you mean tha your own power is
aufficient to deal with the threat entire, and to stop it at once, pray do so. | like not the odds, the
two of us againg their thousands, and if there were another way, believe methat | would gladly
takeit."

"What do you propose?'

"Nothing. My intent isto avoid harming the land or its people, and | do not want any
dlies of your people. Vanye and | are adisharmony in thisland; | would not do it hurt, and
therefore | would touch it aslittle as possible.”

She bordered on admitting something they would not like to hear, and Vanye grew
tense, though he tried not to betray it. Long Merir considered, and finaly smoothed his robes
and nodded. "Lady Morgaine, be our guest in our camp tonight and tomorrow; give ustimeto
think on these things. Perhaps | can give you what you ask: permission to travel Shathan.
Perhgps we shall have to reach some further agreement. But fear nothing from us. You are safe
in this camp and you may be a easeinit.”

"My lord, now you have asked me much and told me nothing. Do you know what
passes a Azeroth now? Do you have information that we do not?"

"I know that there are forces massed there, as you said, and that there has been an
attempt to draw upon the powers of the Gate."

"Attempt, but not success. Then you do still hold the center of power, apart from
Azeroth."

Merir's gray eyes, watery with age, looked on her and frowned. "Power we do have,
perhaps even to ded with you. But we will not try it. Undertake the same, lady Morgaine, | ask
you."

She rose and inclined her head, and Vanye gathered himsdlf to hisfeet. "On your
assurance thet there isyet no crigis, | shall be content to be your gues, . . . but that attempt of
theirswill be followed by worse. | urge you to protect the Mirrindim.”

"They are hunting you, are they not, these strangers? Y ou fear that Eth betrayed
your own presence there, and therefore you fear for the Mirrindim.”
"The enemy would wish to stop me. They fear thewarning | can give of them.”

Merir's frown deepened. "And perhaps other things? Y ou had awarning to give from
the very beginning, and yet you did not give it until a man was deed a Mirrind."

"l do not make that mistake again. | feared to tell them, | admit it, because there were
things in the Mirrindim that puzzled me ... their cardessness, for one. | trust no one whose
motives | do not know ... even yours, my lord."

That did not please them, but Merir lifted his hand and silenced their protests.

"Y ou bring something new and unwel come about you, lady Morgaine. It adheresto
you; it breathes from you; it iswar, and blood. Y ou are an uncomfortable guest.”



"I am aways an uncomfortable guest. But | shall not bresk the peace of your camp
while your hospitdity lasts.”

"Ldlinwill seeto your needs. Do not fear for your safety here, from your enemies or
from us. None comes here without our permission, and we are respectful of our own law."

"l do not completely believe them,” Vanye said, when they had been settled in asmall
and private tent. "l fear them. Perhaps it is because | cannot believe that any ghal's interests"
He stopped hdf a breath, held in Morgaine's gray and unhuman gaze, and continued, defying
the suspicion that had lived in him from the beginning of ther travels, "-that any ghal's interests
could be common with ours. . . perhaps because | have learned to distrust all appearances with
them. They seem gentle; | think that iswhat most darmsme ... that | am dmost moved to think
they are tdling the truth of their motives.”

"| tdl thee this, Vanye, that we are in more danger than in any lodging we have ever
taken if they arelying to us. The hold we areinisdl of Shathan forest, and the hdls of it wind
long, and known to them, but dark to us. So it isall one, whether we deep here or inthe
forest."

"If we could leave the forest, there would till be only the plains for refuge, and no cover
from our enemies there.”

They spoke the language of Andur-Kursh, and hoped that there was none at hand to
understand it The Shathana should not, having had no ties a al to that land, at whatever time
Gates had led there; but there were no certainties about it,... no assurance even that one of
thesetal, amiling ghal was not one of their enemies from off the plains of Azeroth. Their
enemies were only haflings, but in afew of them the blood brought forth the look of a pure
ghal.

"1 will go out and see to the horses" he offered at last, restlessin thelittle tent, "and see
how far we are truly free."

"Vanye," she said. He looked back, bent as he wasin leaving the low doorway.
"Vanye, wak very softly in this spider's web. If trouble arises here, it may take us.”

"| shal cause none, liyo."

He stood clear, outside, looked about him at the camp, walked the tree-darkened aides
of tents, seeking the direction in which the horses had been led away. It was toward dark; the
twilight here was early and heavy indeed, and folk moved like shadows. He walked casudly,
turning this way and that until he had sight of Siptah's pae shape over againg thetrees. . . and
he walked in that direction with none offering to stop him. Some Men stared, and to his
aurprise, children were dlowed to trall after him, though they kept their distance. . . the
children with them, as merry as the rest; they did not come near, nor were they unmannered.
They smply watched, and stood shyly at a distance.

He found the horses well-bedded, with their saddle-gear hung well above the damp of
the ground, suspended on ropes from the limb overhead. The animals were curried and clean,
with water sitting by each, and the remnant of ameasure of grain . . . Trade from villages, he
thought-or tribute: such does not grow in forest shade, and these are not farmer-folk by
the look of them.

He patted Siptah's dappled shoulder, and avoided the stud's playful nip at hisarm . . .
not al play: the horses were content and had no desire for a setting-forth at thislate hour. He
caresed little Mai's brown neck, and straightened her forelock, measuring with his eye the



length of the tethers and what chance there was of entanglement: he could find no fault. Perhaps,
he thought, they did know horses.

A step crushed the grass behind him. He turned. Lellin stood there.

"Waetching us?' Vanye chalenged him.

Lelin bowed, hands in belt, amere rocking forward. "Y ou are guests, nonetheless,” he
said, more sober than hiswont. "Khemei's, word has passed through the inner councils. . . how
your cousin perished. It is not something of which we may spesk openly. Even that such athing
is possible is not knowledge we publish, for fear that someone might be drawn to such acrime.
.. but I amintheinner councils, and | know. It isaterrible thing. We offer our deep sorrow.”

Vanye stared a him, sugpecting mockery & first, and then realized that Ldlin was
sincere. Heinclined his head in respect to that. "Chya Roh was a good man,” he said sadly.
"But now heisnot aman at dl; and heisthe worst of our enemies. | cannot think of him asa
man."

"Yet thereisatrap in what thisghal has done-that at each transference he loses more
and more of himself. It is not without codt. .. for one evil enough to seek such aprolonged life.”

Cold sttled about his heart, hearing that. His hand fell from Mai's shoulder, and he
searched desperately for words enough to ask what he could not have asked clearly evenin his
own tongue. "If he chose evil men to bear him, then part of them would live in him, ruling what
he did?’

"Until he shed that body, yes. So our lore says. But you say that your cousin was a
good man. Perhaps he is week; perhaps not. Y ou would know that."

A trembling came on him, a deep distress, and Léelin's gray eyes were troubled.

"Perhaps” said Ldlin, "thereis hope-that what | am trying to tell you. If anything of
your cousin has influence, and it islikely that it does, if he was not utterly overwheimed by what
happened to him, then he may yet defeat the man who killed him. It isafant hope, but perhaps
worth holding."

"I thank you," Vanye whispered, and moved finaly to pass under the rope and leave the
horses.

"l have distressed you."

Vanye shook his head helplesdy. "I speek little of your language. But | understand. |
understand what you are saying. Thank you, Ldlin. | wish it were so, but I-"

"Y ou have reason to believe otherwise?"

"l do not know." He hesitated, purposing to walk back to their tent, knowing that Lellin
must follow. He offered Ldlin the chance to wak beside him. Ldlin did, and yet he found no
words to say to him, not wanting to discuss the matter further.

"If | have troubled you," Ldlin sad, "forgive me."

"l loved my cousin." It was the only answer he knew how to give, dthough it was more
complicated than that Smple word. Lelin answered nothing, and left him when he turned off on
the lagt aide to the tent he shared with Morgaine.

He found his hand on the Honor-blade he carried: Roh's ... for the honorable degth
Roh had been given no chance to choosg, rather than become the vessdl for Zri-Lidl. An oath
was on him to kill this creature. Lellin's hope shattered him, that the only kinsman he had yet
living . . . il might live, entangled with the enemy who had killed him.

He entered the tent and settled quietly in the corner, picked up a bit of hisarmor and
st to adjusting alacing, working in the near dark. Morgaine lay staring at the ceiling of the tent,



at the shadows that flickered acrossit. She cast him abrief look asif she were relieved that he
was back without incident, but she did not |leave her own thoughts to spesk with him just them.
She was given, often, to such silences, when she had concerns of her own.

It was fdse activity, his meddling with the harness-he muddled the lacing over and over
again, but it gave him an excuse for slence and privacy, doing nothing that she would notice,
until the trembling should leave his hands.

He knew that he had spoken too fredy with the ghal, betraying smdl things thet
perhaps it was best not to have these folk know. He was almost moved to open his thoughts
utterly to Morgaine, to confess what he had done, confess other things: how once in Shiuan he
hed talked alone with Roh, and how even then he had seen no enemy, but only aman he had
once owned for kinsman. The wegpon had failed his hand in that meeting, and he had failed her
... slf-deceived, he had reasoned afterward, seeing what he had wished to see.

He wanted now desperately to seek Morgaine's opinion on what Lelin had said to him .
.. but deep in his heart was suspicion, long-fostered, that Morgaine had always known more of
Roh's double nature than she had told him. He dared not, for the peace which was between
them, chdlenge her on that, or cal her deceitful . . . for he feared that she had deceived him.
She might not trust him a her sdeif she thought his loydties might be divided, might have
mided him deliberately to have Roh's degth: and something would sour in him if he learned her
cgpable of that. He did not want to find out such athing, more than he longed to learn the
other. Roh's nature could make no difference in his own choices; Morgaine wanted Roh dead
for her own reasons, which had nothing to do with revenge; and if she meant to have it that
way, then there was an oath to bind him: an ilin could not refuse an order, even againg friend
or kinsman: for his soul's sake he could not. Perhaps she thought to spare him knowledge.. . .
meant her deception for kindness. He was sure it was not the only deception she had used.

There was, he persuaded himsdlf at last, no help for himsdlf or Roh in bringing the
matter up now. War was ahead of them. Men died, would die-and he was on one side and
Roh on the other, and truth made no difference in that

There would be no need to know, when one of them was dead.

Chapter Four

By night, fires blazed fearlesdy throughout the camp, and in a clear space there burned
a common-fire, where songs were sung to the music of harps. Men sang tunes that at times
minded one of Kursh: the words were ghalur, but the burden of them was Man, and some of
the tunes seemed plain and pleasant and ordinary as the earth. Vanye was drawn outside to
listen, for their tent was near to that place and the gathering extended to their very door.
Morgaine joined him; and he brought out their blankets, so they might sit as mogt did in the
camp, and listen. Men came and brought them food and drink along with al the others as they
sat there, for dinner was prepared in common as in Mirrind, and served in this fashion under the
dars. They took it gratefully, and feared no drug or poison.

Then the harp passed to the ghalur singers, and the music changed. Like wind it was,
and the harmony of it was strange. Lellin sang, and ayoung ghalur woman kept him harmony,
that ranged the eerie scde fit to send chills coursing down a human back.

"It is beautiful," Vanye whispered at last to Morgaine, "for dl it is not human.”



"There was atime when thee could not have seenit." It wastrue, and the redlization
weighed on him, the more when he consdered Morgaine, who saw beauty in what she came to
destroy... who had always been able to seeit.

Thiswill pass, he thought looking out over dl the camp of ghal and Men. It will pass
when she and | have done what we came to do, and killed the power of their Gates. It
cannot help but change them. We will destroy all this no less than we shall destroy Roh.

It saddened him, with that sadness he had often seen in Morgaine's eyes and never understood
until now.

There came a girring at their backs. Morgaine turned, and so did he; it was ayoung
Woman who bowed to spesk with them. "Lord Merir sends,”" she whispered, not to disturb the
listeners nearby. "Please come.”

They rose up and followed the young Woman, ddlaying to put their blankets insde, and
Morgaine took her wegpons, though he did not. Their guide brought them into Merir's tent.
One light burned there, and within were only Merir and ayoung ghal. Merir dismissed her and
the Woman, o that they were quite alone.

Both trust and power, it was. . . that thisfrail elder received them thus, Morgaine
bowed courtesy, and Vanye did.

"Sit down,” Merir offered them. He was himsalf wrapped in acloak of plain brown, and
abrazier of cods smoldered at hisfeet. Two chairs sat vacant but Vanye took the floor out of
respect: an ilin did not insult alord by Stting on aleve with him.

"Thereisrefreshment by you, if you wish,” said Merir, but Morgaine declined it and
therefore Vanye refused it also. His place was comfortable, on the mat nearest the brazier, and
he settled at his ease.

"Y our hospitdity has been kind," said Morgaine. "We have been served dl that we can
Use; your courtesy encourages me."

"l cannot cal you welcome. Y our newsistoo grim. But for dl that your steps lie eesily
on the forest; you bruise no branch nor harm its people. . . and therefore we make place for
you here. For the same reason | am encouraged to believe that you do oppose the invaders.

Y ou are perhaps dangerous to have for enemies.”

"And dangerous to have for friends. | still ask nothing more than leave to passwhere |
mug."

"Secrecies? But thisis our forest."

"My lord, we perplex each other. Y ou look on my work and | on yours; you creste
beauty, and | honor you for that. But not dl that isfair is trustworthy. Forgive me, but | have not
come so far as | have by scattering al that | know to every wind. How far, for instance, does
your power extend? How much could you help me? Or would you be willing? And the Men
here: do they support you out of love or of fear? Could they be convinced to turn on you? | do
doubt it, but my enemies are persuasive, and some of them are Men. What skill have there
khemi of yoursin arms? Things here look to be peaceful, and it might be that they would scatter
in terror from the first moment of conflict; or if they are practiced in war, then where are your
enemies, and what would befdl me at their hand if | took your part? How is this community of
yours ordered, and where are decisions made? Have you power to promise and to keep your
word? And even if the answer to dl these questions should please me, | am il reluctant to let
this matter pass into other hands, which have not fought this battle so long or so hard as|."

"Those questions are direct and very gpt. And | do read much of the nature of you and



your enemies in the suspicions you hold of us. | do not think that | like that accounting. Asfor
answers. . . my lady, that someone has passed the Fires and come here frightens me in itself.
We have not found it good to make use of that passage.”

"Then you are wise."

"Y et you have done s0."

"Our enemy has no reluctance in the matter. And he must be stopped. Y ou know of
other worlds. Y ou are too knowledgeable of the Gates not to know where they lead. So you
will undersand meif | say that the danger isto more worlds than this one. Thisisaman who
will not scruple to use Gates recklessly in dl their powers. How much more need | say to aman
who understands?’

A gresat fear crept into Merir's eyes. "1 know that much passing of that barrier may work
calamity. One such disaster came on us, and we abandoned use of that passage, and made
peace with Men, and gave up al that tempted us to that evil. So we have remained a peace. . .
and thereis none hungry but that we will feed him, none harmed-no thief or murderer nor
abuser of his people. We live in the consciousness of what we can do ... and do not. That isthe
foundation on which al law regts.”

"l was a first amazed,” said Morgaine, "that the ghal and Men are at peace. It isnot so
elsawhere”

"But it isthe only sanity, lady Morgaine. Isit not very evident? Men multiply far more
rapidly than we. Shorter lives, but ever more of them. And should we not have repect for that
abundant vitdity? Isit not a strength, as wisdom is a strength, or bravery? They can dways
overcome us ... for war with them we can never win, not over the passing of much time." He
leaned forward and set his hand on Vanye's shoulder, a gentle touch, and his gray eyes were
kind. "Man, you are aways the more powerful. We reached beyond our knowledge in bringing
your kind among us, and though you were not the beginning of our sorrow, you have the power
to be the end-all of it... save we make you our adopted sons, as we have tried to do. How isiit
that you travel with lady Morgaine? Isit for revenge for your kinsman?"

The heat of embarrassment rose to hisface. 'l swore her an oath," he said: haf the truth.

"Long ago, Man, there was your like here. Y ou are reckless in your lives, having so
much life. But we took khemi, and that life agreed well with such Men and Ieft others free to
leed quiet livesin the villages. The hands of the khemi administer justice and do unplessant
things that want doing, and sometimes brave things, risking themsdlvesin the aid of others. Such
recklessnessis natural to Men. But when aghal dies young, he often leaves none behind him,
for once and perhaps twice do we bear, and that after some years. In hostile times our number
ghrinksrapidly. Itisawaysin our interest to keep peace, and to ded fairly with those who have
such an advantage over us. Do you not see that it is s0?

The thought amazed him; and he redlized how sedom he had seen children of the ghal,
even among hdflings

Merir's hand left his shoulder, and the old lord looked across at Morgaine. "I shdl lend
you help, lady, asked or unasked. This evil has come, and we must not let it touch Shathan.
Take Ldlin with you, him and hiskhemeis. | send my heart with you. He is my grandson, my
daughter's child, of aline that isfast fading. He will guide you where you will to go.”

"Has Ldlin consented in this? | would not take anyone who did not clearly reckon the
danger.”

"He asked to be the one, if | reached the conclusion that | should send someone.”



She nodded sorrowfully. "May he come home safely to you, my lord. | will watch over

him with dl the forcethet | have"

"That ismuch, isit not?'

Morgane did not answer that probing, and silence hung between them a moment. "My
lord, | asked you once for help to reach the master-hold, that would control the Gate at
Azeroth. And | il ask that.”

"Its nameis Nehmin, and it iswell defended. | mysdlf would not be allowed to pass
there fredy. What you ask of me is more than difficult.”

"That comforts me. But Roh's dlies spend lives recklesdy, and they will smply spend
them until they have broken its defenses. | must have access there™

Merir sat amoment the fires of the lamp legping upon his downcast festures. "Y ou ask
power over us."

"No."

"But you do ... for with your hand there, you have choices, regarding more than your
enemy. Perhaps you would choose what we would choose.. . . but you are utterly a stranger,
and | wonder if that islikely. And might you not, in that power, be as deadly to us as the enemy
you fight?'

Morgaine had no answer, and Vanye sat Hill, fearful, for Merir surely understood ... if
not the whale truth, surely truth enough. But the old ghal sghed heavily. "Ldlin will guide you;
and there will be others aong the way who will help you."

"And yoursdf, my lord? Surely you will not beidle. . . and should | not know where
you will be? | have no wish to harm you or to expose you to the enemy by mistake."

"Trugt to Ldlin. Wewill go our own way." He rose siffly. "The Mirrindim were amazed
a your map-making. Bring the lamp, young Vanye, and let me show you a thing that may help
you."

Vanye gartered up the lamp from its hook and followed the ancient ghal to the tent
wall. There was amap hung there, age-faded, and Morgaine came and looked on it.

"Hereis Azeroth," said Merir, sretching forth his hand to the greet circlein the center
"Shathan is al the forest; and the great Narn and its tributaries feed the villages-see: each has
accessble water. And thisisawak of many days-Mirrind is here.”

"Such circles cannot be natural .”

"No. In some places the trees fail, and yet there is water; and Men have cleared the rest
And where forest fails too much, thy have planted hedges and thickets to change the land so
that trees may grow and wild things have their place. The circles are orderly and boundaries
between farm and forest are thus digtinct. It gives quiet passage for our folk ... we do not like
the open lands; and Men do, who farm and herd. Also . . ." he added, and laid his hand on
Vanye's shoulder, "it has prevented war and strife over boundaries Once men rode in great
hordes where they would, and there was war. They endangered us ... but the vitaity of Shathan
itself is even greater than that of Men; they turned fire againg us, and that was word. . . dways
we are vulnerable to that kind of attack. But the woods regrew in the end; and the barricades of
hedges were maintained by Men who sheltered with us. We are not the only forest or the only
place where such athing has been done; but we are the oldest. There are places outside, where
Men have run to themsdves, and make wars and ruin and-in some places-make better things,
beautiful things. Of these folk too we have hope, but we cannot live as their neighbors, we are
too fragile. We cannot admit them here above dl, to the place of power: that musgt remain



outsde ther reach. The sirrindim, we cdl them, these Men outside; they are horsemen and
avoid our forests. But do you perceive why | am distressed, lady Morgaine, with the like of the
sirrindim suddenly camped about Azeroth?”

"Nehmin is one dire concern, and | suppose that H is somewhere close about Azeroth,
though | do not see it on your map. But the Narnitself . . . could become athrest, aroad to
lead them through your heart.”

"Indeed you do see. It leads too close to the land of the sirrindim. It isathrest much
beyond Mirrind ... we do see that. In war, we would swiftly decline and die. The invaders must
behddin Azeroth . . . above dl they must not open away to the northern plains. Of dl
directions they might have gone, that is the most deedly to us ... and | think that is the direction
they will choose, for you are here, and they will surely find that out.”

"l understand you."

"We will hold them." There was sorrow etched deep in the old ghal's face. "We shdll
lose many of our numbers, | fear, but we shall hold them. We have no choice. Go now. Go and
deep. Inthe morning you will go with Ldlin and Sezar, and we shdl hope that you keep faith,
lady Morgaine: | have shown you much that could greetly harm us.”

Sheinclined her head, respecting the old ghal. "Good night, my lord,” she murmured
and turned and | eft. Vanye replaced the lamp carefully on its hanging chain near the old lord's
chair, thinking of his comfort, and when the aged ghal sat down, he bowed too, the full
obeisance he would have shown alord of his own people, forehead to the ground.

"Man," said Merir gently, "for your sake | have believed your lady."

"How, lord?" he asked, for it bewildered him."

"Y our manner-that you are devoted to her. Sdf-love shows itsdlf first that ghal and
Man cannot trust one another. But neither you nor sheis afflicted by that evil. Y ou serve, but
not because you fear. Y ou affect the manner of a servant, but you are more than that. You area
warior like the sirrindim, and not like the khemi. But you show respect to an eder, and him
not of your blood. Such smdl things show more truth than any words. And therefore | am
moved to trust your lady."

He was gtricken by this, knowing that they would fail that trust, and he was frightened.
All at once he fet himsdlf utterly transparent before the old lord, and soiled and unclean.

"Protect Ldlin," the old ghal asked of him.

"Lord, I will," he whigpered, and this faith at least he meant to keep. Tears stung his
eyes and choked his voice, and a second time he inclined himsdlf to the mat, and sat back again.
"Thank you for my lady, for she was very tired and we are both very weary of fighting. Thank
you for thistime you have given us, and for your help to cross your lands. Have | leaveto go,
my lord?’

The old ghal dismissed him with a soft word, and he rose and |€ft the tent, sought
Morganésin the dark, on the rim of the gathering. The merriment there still continued, the eerie
sounds of ghalur snging.

"We shdl both degp,” Morgaine said. "And the armor is usdess. Seep soundly; it may
be some time before we have another chance.”

He agreed, and put up a blanket for a curtain between them, suspended from the cross-
pole; gladly he Stripped of the armor, and of clothing, wrapped himsdf in ablanket and lay
down, and Morgaine did likewise, alittle distance away on the soft furs provided for their beds.
The makeshift curtain did not reach the floor, and the light of the fires outside cast adim glow



within. He saw her gazing a& him, head pillowed on her arm.

"What kept thee with Merir?”

"It would sound strange if | sad it.”

"l ask."

"He said that he trusted you because of me. . that if there were evil in us, it would
show-between you and mysdlf; of course they take you for one of their own.”

She made a sound that might have been alaugh, bitter and brief.

"Liyo, we shdl ruin these people.”

"Bedill. Evenin Andurin, I would not discuss that; Andurin is laced with ghalur
borrowings, and | do not fed securein it. Besides, who knows what tongue these sirrindim
speak, or whether some ghal here may not know it? Remember that when we travel with
Ldlin."

"l shdl."

"Y et thee knows | have no choice, Vanye."

"l know. | understand.”

Her dim face seemed touched by that, and a great sorrow was on it

"Seep," shesad, and closed her eyes.

It was the best and only counsdl in the matter.

Chapter Five

Thelr setting out was by no means furtive or quiet The horses were brought up before
Merir's tent, and there Lelin took leave of his grandfather and his father and mother and gresat-
uncle. . . grave, kind-eyed folk like Merir. His parents seemed old to have a son as young as
Lelin, and they took hisleaving hard. Sezar too they bade an affectionate farewell, kissng his
hands and wishing him well, for the khemei s seemed to have no kinfolk among the Men in the
camp: it was of Lelin'sfamily that hetook hisleave.

They were offered food, and they took it, for it was well-prepared for keeping on the
trail. Then Merir came forward and offered to Morgaine a gold medalion on a chain, intricate,
beautiful work. "I lend this" he said. "It is safe passage." And another he brought forth and
gaveto Vanye, adlver one. "With ether of these, ask what you will of any of our people save
the arrha, who regard no authority of mine. Even there it might avall something. These are
more protection in Shathan than any weapon.”

Morgaine bowed to him in public respect, and Vanye likewise. . . Vanye a hisfeet,
and not grudgingly, for without the old lord's help, the passage which now lay s0 easily before
them would have been aterrible one.

Then they went to their horses, Siptah and Mai glistening from a bath and content with
good care. Someone had twined gtar-like blue flowersin long chains from Sptah's mane, and
whitein Mai'sthe strangest accouterment that ever a Kurshin warrior's horse bore, Vanye
thought ... but the gesture was like these graceful folk, and touched him.

There were no horsesfor Ldlin or Sezar. "We will have" Lelin explained, "farther.”

"Do you know where we are going?' Morgaine asked.

"Where you will, after | have taken you clear of this camp. But the horses will be there."

And by thisit was clear that they would be under more eyes than Ldlin's during their



journey.

They set out down the main aide of the camp, while the people both Men and ghal
inclined to them in abow like the rippling of wind through tal grass-asiif they honored old
friends; the rippling flowed with their passage dmost to the edge of the wood.

There Vanye turned and looked back, to convince himsdlf that such a place had been
red a al. There was the forest shade on them, but a golden-green light fell over the
encampment, which was al tents and movable-and would, he suspected, swiftly vanish from the
place.

They entered the forest then, where the air was a once cooler. They took a different
peth than that by which they had come: Ldlin avowed they mugt follow it until noon. And Ldlin
strode dong by Siptah's head, while Sezar vanished shadow-wise into the brush. The ghal
whistled afew clear notes from time to time, which were echoed from ahead, evidence where
Sezar might be ... and sometimes, for what seemed Lenin's own joy, the notestrilled into a
snach of ghalur song, wild and strange.

"Do not be too reckless,” Morgaine bade him after one such. "Not al our enemies are
unskilled in the forest.”

Léelin turned as he walked and swept a dight bow ... he seemed too happy by nature to
keep the spring from his step, and a smile came naturally to hisface. "We are surrounded at the
moment by our own people.. . but | shal remember your warning, my lady. "

He had afragilelook, this Lellin Erinhen, but today, againgt what seemed the habit of
his people, he went armed ... with a smdlish bow and a quiver of brown-feathered arrows. It
was probable, Vanye reckoned to himsdlf, that thistal, delicate-looking ghal could use them,
with the same il that he and hiskhemeis could travel the woods unheard. Doubtless the noise
they mugt makein riding seemed o loud to their young guide that he felt he might as well
whistle songs into the bargain . . . but theresfter he heeded Morgaine's wish and sgnaed only.
He 4till seemed cheerful, songs or no.

They rested at noon, and Lelin called Sezar back, to St beside them at astreamside,
while the horses drank and they took the leisure for abit to eat. They had become well-fed in
their recent travels, accustomed to medls at regular times and abundant provisons, when
before, their travelling and their scant rations had worn them so that they had made new notches
in their armor straps. Now they were back to the old, and rested in a patch of warm sun. It
would have been easy to fal under Shathan's whispering sell. Morgaine's eyes were haf-lidded
and lazy, but she did watch, and observed their two guides asif her thoughts much turned upon
them.

"We must move," she declared sooner than they would have wished, and rose; dutifully
they gathered themselves up, and Vanye took up their saddle-kits.

"My lady Morgaine says our enemies are forest-wise," Lellin said then to Sezar. "Be
most careful in your waking.”

The Man st hishandsin his belt and gave ashort nod. "It isquiet al about, no Sgn of
trouble.”

"Thereis bloodshed likely before we are done with thisjourney,” Morgaine said. "And
now we come to a point where we are clear of your camp and choose our own way. How far
will you two be with us?'

The two looked at her with gpparent dismay, but Lelin wasthe firgt to recover himsdf,



and bowed ceremonioudy. | am your gppointed guide, wherever you will go. If we are
attacked, we will defend; if you attack others, we will stand aside, if it isamatter of going into
the plains. we do not go there. Y et if your enemies come into Shathan-we will ded with them
and they will not come to you."

"And if | bid you guide usto Nehmin?'

Now Lédlin faced her with more directness than he was wont, and his look was sad. "l
was warned that this was your desire, and now | warn you, my lady: the place is dangerous, and
not aone because of your enemies. It has its own defenders, the arrha, againg whom my
grandfather warned you. Y our safe conduct is not valid there."

"But it will take me there”

"Sowill I, my lady, but if you attack that place-well, you would not be wise to do that."

"If my enemies attack it, it may not stand; and if it fals, then Shathan will fdl. | have
discussed it with my lord Merir, and he likewise warned me, but he set me free to do whét |
would in the matter. And he set you to watch me, did he not?

"Yes" sad Ldlin, and now dl joy and lightnessin his face was replaced by dreed. "If
you have deceived us, doubtless Sezar and | could not stand againgt you, for you could dways
take us by stedth if nothing dse. Yet | wish to believe that thisis not the case."

"Believethat it isnot | have promised lord Merir that | will see you come home safely,
and | will keep that promise to the best of my ability.”

"Then | shdl take you where you wish to go."

"Ldlin," sad Sezar, "l do not like this"

"But | cannot help it." said Lelin. "If Grandfather had said do not go to Nehmin, then we
should not be going; but he did not and therefore | must do this.”

"At your-" Sezar began to say, and stopped; and dl froze in each smal movement. A
horse moved, untimely, drowning the faint sound that had come to them, abird cdling. It was
caught up again, nearby.

"We are not safe any longer,” sad Ldlin.

"How do you reach such signs?' Vanye asked, for it seemed a good thing to know; and
Ldlin bit hislip in rluctance, then shrugged.

"It isin the pulses. The more rapid the trill, the more certain and imminent the hazard.
There are other songs for other purposes, and some carry words, but this was a watchsong.”

"We should be moving,” said Sezar, "if we wish to avoid the matter, and | hopethat is
your wish."

Morgaine frowned, and nodded, and they quit the place and rode farther.

There were warnings sometimes about them, and dl that day they tended east, bending
about the arc of Azeroth . . . and it seemed, though the route they took was different, the lay of
the land was familiar. "We are near Mirrind," Morgaine observed findly, which agreed with
Vanye's own sense of direction, abused though it was by their crooked journeyings and the
strangeness of another sky.

"You areright,” Lelin said. "We are north of it; best we stay as much withdrawn from
the rim of Azeroth as possible. So the sgnds advise”

By evening they had passed the vicinity of Mirrind and crossed one little stream and
another, hardly enough to wet the horses hooves. Then they came upon a stand of trees many
of which were bound with white cords, a-flutter in the breeze.



"What arethose?' Vanye asked of Ldlin, for he had seen them about Mirrind; and
because they had ominous meaning in Shiuan, he had avoided asking. Lellin smiled and
shrugged.

"Cut-mark. We are nearing the village of Carrhend, and so we mark the trees for them
that are proper to cut, for wood at need, so that the best treeslive and they take the least
shapdly. This we do throughout Shathan, for their use and ours."

"Like tenders of gardens,” Vanye observed, amazed by such athought, for in Andur,
forested asit was, and even in Kursh, men cut where they would and the trees till outpaced
them.

"Aye" sad Lelin, and seemed amused and pleased by such athought. He patted the
shadowy trunk of an old tree they passed in the gathering dusk. "We wander, but | have
wandered more in thiswood than in any other, and | daresay | know these trees as villagers
know their goats. That old fellow has guided me since | was aboy and he was alittle dimmer.
Gardenersindeed! And if weeds spring up, why, we tend to that too."

Thet, Vanye thought, had a chilling undertone to it, having nothing & al to do with trees.

"It is coming time for camp,” Morgaine said. "And have you aplace in mind, Ldlin?'

"Carhend. They will take usinto their hal."

"And shdl we endanger another village? | would rather the woods than that.”

Lelin sketched a bow, a backward step as they walked. "I believe you would, my lady,
but thereis no need. Our horses will find us there in the morning, and everything thereis quite
secure. You will find folk there you know: some of the Mirrindim have eected to cometo
Carrhend for their safety, such as did not choose to Say by their own fields."

Morgaine looked to Vanye, and he ventured no opinion, but he was privately glad when
she accepted. More than two years he had spent under the open sky, but Mirrind had retaught
him the luxuries he had put from his mind forever, being Morgaine's companion. In his mind was
astrong memory of Mirrind's mornings, and fine hot bread and buiter, so vivid he could taste it.
Hewas, he thought, losing his keen edge. The Shathana style of travel seemed dl too easy ...
and yet they had covered much ground in the day's ride, and evaded some manner of trouble.

Sezar turned up again in their path, walking with them in the gathering dark. Soon
enough they saw the forest's edge and a broad expanse of fields. They skirted that open space,
keeping within the forest shade, and came into Carrhend at the very last of the daylight.

The village spilled out to meet them. " Sezar! Sezar!" the children cried with abandon,
and they trooped round the khemeis and caught his hands and made much of him.

"Thisis Sezar'svillage," Ldlin said asthey dismounted. "His parents and sster and four
brothers live here, so you see we could not pass by this hospitality; | would not be forgiven.”

They had been maneuvered, but not to their hurt, and even Morgaine took it in good
humor, smiling as the eders of Carrhend presented themsalves. Three clans lived here: Sdlen,
Eren, and Thesen . . , and Sezar, who was of clan Thesen, kissed his elders both, and then his
parents, and his brothers and sister. There was not overmuch astonishment in thisvigt, asif it
were afrequent thing; but Vanye fdt for the young khemei's they took perforce into danger with
them, and reckoned why he would have been anxious to make this particular stop on their way
to Nehmin.

Ldlin dso had his we come with them. Neither young nor old had much awe of him. He
took the hands of the kin of Sezar, and was kissed on the cheek by Sezar's mother, which
gesture herepaid in kind.



But suddenly there were the Mirrindim, spilling down the steps of the common-hdll, asiif
they had waited on their hosts courtesies. Now they came, Bythein and Bytheis, and the elders
of Sersen and Mézen, and the young women . . . some of them running in their joy to greet
them.

There was Sin, among the other children. Vanye caught him up out of their midst and
the boy grinned with ddight when he lifted him up to Mai's back. Sin set himsdlf astride and
looked quite dazed when Vanye passed him up thereins ... but Ma wastoo tired to give him
trouble and would not leave Siptah.

Morgaine received the eders of Mirrind-embraced old Bythein, who had been their
gaunches friend, and there was a chorus of invitations to hall and medl.

"Some of the men are ill in Mirrind," Bythels explained when Morgaine asked after
their wdfare. "They will keep the fields. Someone must. And the arrhendim are watching over
them. But we know that our children are safest here. Welcome, wel come among us, lady
Morgaine, khemeis Vanye."

And perhaps the Mirrindim were no less pleasad to find them now in the company of
their own legitimate lords, assurance that they had not given their hospitaity amiss.

"See to the horses" Morgaine said, when dl the turmoil was past; and Vanye took
Siptah's reins and Sin followed on Mai, the proudest lad in Carrhend.

Sezar walked with him to show him the way, while acloud of children walked about
them, Carrhendim and Mirrindim, mae and femae. They crowded in behind asthey put the
horsesin the pen, and there was no lack of willing hands to bring them food or curry them.
"Have care of the gray,” Sin was quick to tell them, lord over al where it concerned the horses.
"He kicks what surprises him," which was good advice, for they crowded too close,
disrespecting the warhorse's iron-shod hedls; but Siptah as well as Mai had surprising patience
in this tumult, having learned that children meant treets and curryings. Vanye surveyed dl that
was done and clapped Sin on the shoulder.

"l will take care of them asdways," Sin assured him; he had no doubt this would be so.

"I will sseyou in hdl a dinner; 9t by me" Vanye sad, and Sin glowed.

He dtarted back to the hall then, and Sezar waited for him at the gate, leaning on the rail
of the pen. "Have a care. Y ou may not know what you do."

Vanye looked a him sharply.

"Do not tempt the boy," said Sezar, "to seek outside. Y ou may be crue without
knowing."

"And if hewishesto go outsde?' Anger heated him, but it was the way of Andur-Kursh
itsdlf, that a man was what he was born . . . save himsdlf, wtio had dways fought his own fate.
"No, | understand you," he admitted.

Sezar looked back, and a thoughtful look wasin his eyes. "Come," he said then, and
they walked back to the hal with afew of the children a their heds, trying to imitate the soft-
footed stride of the khemeis. "L ook behind us and understand me fully," Sezar said, and he
looked, and did. "We are adream they dream, al of them. But when they grow past acertain
age-" Sezar laughed softly, "they come to better sense, dl but afew of us ... and when the call
comes, we follow, and that is the way of it. If it comesto that boy, let it come; but do not tempt
him so young. He may try too early, and cometo grief for it.”

"Y ou mean that he will walk off into the forest and seek the ghal.”

"Itisnever said, never suggested . . . forbidden to say. But those who will come, grow



desperate and come, and there is no forbidding them, then, if they do not die in the woods. It is
never said . . . but it is alegend among the children; and they say it. At about twelve, they may
come, or alittle after; and then thereisatimethat it istoo late . . . and they have chosen, smply
by staying. We would not refuse them ... no child dies on his journey that we can ever help. But
neither do we lure them. The villages have their happiness. We arrhendim have ours. You are
bewildered by us."

"Sometimes.”

"You are adifferent kind of khemeis.”

Helooked down. "l am ilin. That-is different.”

They waked in dlence, dmogt to the hdl. "Thereis a strangenessin you," said Sezar
then, which frightened him. He looked up into Sezar's pitying eyes. "A sadness ... beyond your
kinsman'sfate, | think. It is about both of you. And different, for each. Y our lady-"

Whatever Sezar would have said, he seemed to think better of saying, and Vanye
gared a him resentfully, no easier in hismind for Sezar's intimate observations.

"Ldlinand I-" Sezar made a helpless gesture. "Khemei's, we suspect thingsin you that
have not been told us, that you- Well, something weighs on you both. And we would offer help
if we knew how."

Prying after information? Vanye wondered, and looked on the man narrowly; the
words gill afflicted him. He tried to amile, but it was effort, and did not come convincingly. "l
shdl mend my manner," he said. "I did not know that | was such unpleasant company.”

He turned and climbed the wooden stairs into the hall, where dinner was being
prepared, and heard Sezar on the treads behind him.

The village had aready begun the cooking before they came, but there was enough for
guests and to spare ... a prosperous place, Carrhend, and the Mirrindim in their well-ordered
fashion took a share of the word as well as of food. Cooks laughed together and children made
friends, and old ones smiled and talked by the firesde, sewing. There seemed no drife from the
mixing: the eders could lay down stern edicts when they must, and the ghalur law was clearly
st forth and respected.

"We have so much to exchange," said Sersais. "We long for Mirrind dready, but we
fed safer here” Others agreed, though clan Mezen till mourned for Eth, and they were very
few here: mogt of the younger folk of Melzen, mae and femade, had dected to stay in Mirrind, a
determination for Eth's sake, and showing a tough-mindedness thet lay deep within the Men of
Shathan.

"If any of these evil Strangers pass through,” Méelzein said, "they will not pass back out
agan."

"May it not happen,” Morgaine said earnestly. To that, Mezein inclined her head in
agreement

"Cometo thetables" caled Sdeis of Carrhend then, desperate effort to restore cheer.
Folk moved in eagerly, and the benches filled.

Sin scurried in and wedged himsdlf into his promised place. The lad had no words
during the med, contenting himself with quick looks and much listening. He was there; that was
enough for Sin; and Sezar caught Vanye's eye during the med and nicked a glance a the boy,
strangely complacent- asif he had seen something clear to be seen.

"It will come" Sezar said then, which Vanye understood and none e se might. A weight



lifted from him. He saw Morgaine puzzled by that exchange, and felt Strange to have one single
thought in which she had no part, a single concern that did not touch her affairs-to that extent
their lives were bound together.

Then achill came on him. He remembered what he was, and that no good had ever
come of friendship with those dong their way; most that they touched died of it.

"Vanye" Morgaine said, and caught hiswrigt, for he laid down his spoon of a sudden
and it clattered even amid the noise of voices. "Vanye?'

"It isnothing, liyo."

He camed himsdlf, tried not to think of it, and tried not to let himsdf go grim with the
boy, who had no thought of what fear passed in him. Food went down with difficulty for atime,
and then more eadly; and he put it from his mind, dmost.

A harp slenced the talk after dinner, announcing the accustomed round of singing. The
girl S, who had sung in Mirrind, sang here; then aboy of Canrhead sang a song for Léllin,
who was their own ghal they teased Lélin for it, fondly.

"My turn,” said Ldlin afterward, took the harp and sang for them a human song.

Then, dill holding the harp, he struck a chord to silence them, looked round at them dl,
grangdly far asdl hisfolk, padeinthat dim hall, anong their faces. "Take care" he wished
them. "With dl my heart, Carrhendim, take care in these days. The Mirrindim can have told you
only apart of your danger. Y ou are guarded, but your guards are few and Shathan iswide." His
fingers touched the strings nervoudy, and the strings sighed in thet Slence. " The Wars of the

Arrhend ... | could harp you that, but you have heard it many times. . . how the sirrindim and
the ghal warred, until we could drive the sirrindim from the forest. In those days Men fought
againgt Men, and they fought us with fire and axe and ruin. Be on your guard. There are such
srrindim a Azeroth, and renegade ghal are with them. It isthe old war again." Therewasa
frightened murmuring in the hdl.

"Thisnews" Lelinsaid. " | grieveto bear it. But be dert and be ready to wak away
even from Carrhend if it comes to you. Possessions are nothing. Y our children are precious.
The arrhend will help you rebuild with stone and wood, with our own hands and of al that we
have; so must you be ready to aid any village that should be in need. Trudt at least that we are
moving to ded with it; the arrhendim are not dways there to be seen, and so they serve you
best. Let us do what may be done in the way we know; it may suffice. If not, then it will be your
arrows that defend us." The strings Sghed softly into aghalur song, and folk listened asiif it cast
some spdll over them. There was neither outcry nor debate. When it was done, the hush
remained. "Go to your homes, Carrhendim, and Mirrindim to your sheltering; we four guests
will leave early in the morning. Do not disturb yourselves to see us go.”

"Lord," sad one of the young Carrhendim. "We will fight now if we can help.”

"Help by defending Carrhend and Mirrind. Y our help in that is much needed.”

That one bowed, and joined his friends. The Carrhendim |eft, each bowing to their
guests, but the Mirrindim stayed, for they were bedded down in the wings of the hall.

Only Sin departed. "1 shall deep by the horses,” he declared, and Vanye did not deny
him thet.

"Ldlin," said Sezar, and Ldlin nodded. Sezar l€ft, likely to hiskinfolk for the night, or
perhaps to some young woman.

The hdl was long in settling. There were fretful children and restless young folk.



Blankets hung on cords curtained the wings, making asort of privacy, and leaving the area
nearest the fire for their guests.

At last there was quit, and they settled comfortably, without armor, sharing with Ldlin
afew gpsof aflask that Merir had sent with him.

"Things are well done here," Morgaine said, in the whisper the hour and the deegping
children demanded. "Y our folk are very well organized to have lived so long at peace.”

The ghal's eyesflickered, and he cast off the sober mood that had lain on him like a
mantle. "Indeed, we have had fifteen hundred years to meditate on the errors we made in the
wars. So long ago we settled on what we would do if the time came; it has, and we will do it
swiftly."

"Isit,” asked Vanye, "that long snce awar in the land?'

"Aye" answered Ldlin, compassing with that more than the known history of Andur-
Kursh, where grife was frequent. "And may it be longer till."

Vanye thought on that long after they had taken to their pallets, with the ghal-lord
resting beside him.

Fifteen hundred years of peace. In some measure the thought distressed him, who was
born to warfare. To be locked within such long and changeless tranquility, in Shathan's green
shadow-the thought distressed him; and yet the pleasantness of the villages, the sdfety, the
order-had their appedl.

He turned his head and looked on Morgaine, who dept. Theirs was a heavy doom,
endlessly to travel . . . and they had seen enough of war for any lifetime. Might we not stay
here? he wondered, brief traitor thought: and pushed it aside, trying not to think of their
existence and Mirrind side by side.

Morning was not yet sprung where there came asound of horsesin Carrhend. Vanye
rose, and Morgaine, sword in hand; Lellin padded after them to the windows.

Riders had come in, with two saddled horsesin tow; they tied them to the rail of an
empty pen and rode away.

"Wel," sad Ldlin, "they camein time. They have ridden in from the fidds of
Almarrhane, not far from here, and | hope they have care riding home."

At the doorstep of one of the nearest houses Sezar appeared, lingering to kiss his
parents and his sigter, and then, dinging his bow and his gear to his shoulder, he walked across
the commons, waved back at his family and then came toward the hdll.

They went back to the firesde and armed, quietly gathering their belongings, trying not
to disturb the deeping Mirrindim. Vanye dipped out to saddle the horses and found Sin awake,
dready beginning that task.

"Are you going to Azeroth to fight sirrindim?" Sin asked, the while they both worked
... o longer innocent, the Mirrindim: they had seen Eth's fate, and had been driven from their
homes.

"Where | go next | can never say. Sin, seek the ghal when you are old enough; | should
not tell you that, but | do."

"I would go with you. Now."

"Y ou know better. But someday you will go into Shathan.”

The fever burned in the dark young eyes. The Men of Shathan were dl smdlish. Even
30, Sin would never betal among them, but there was afire in him that began dready to burn



away his childhood. "I will find you there, then."

"l do not think s0," Vanye said; sorrow settled degp in Sin'seyes, and dl at onceapan
stabbed him to the heart

Shathan will not be the same for him, he thought We will go, and destroy the
Gates; and it is his hope -we are going to kill. It will all change, in hislifetime. . . either
at our enemies’ hand-or ours. He gripped Sin's shoulder then, gave him his hand. He did not
look back.

They were not quiet enough for the village; despite their wish to depart quickly and
quietly, there was no preventing the Mirrindim, who rose to bid them farewell; or Sezar's
mother, who brought them bread hot from the ovens-she had risen long before dawn, baking
for them; and Sezar's father, who offered them some of his finest fruit wine for their journey;
and the brothers and sister who turned out to bid Sezar farewell. They laughed gently when
Lelin planted akiss on the Sster's cheek, picking her up and setting her down again, for though
she was a budding woman, she was tiny next aghal. She laughed at the kiss, but glanced down
shyly and up again with alook that held her heart in her eyes.

Then they mounted up and rode out quietly among the trees, past sentries who were
themselves little more than shadows in the trees. Leaves curtained them from Carrhend, and
they soon had only the sound of the forest about them.

Sezar was downhearted after the leavetaking, and Ldlin looked at him in frowning
concern. His mood needed no inquiry, for surdy Sezar and perhaps Ldlin would have been
glad to stay for Carrhend's protection, and the duty which drew them off lay heavy on them at
the moment

Findly Ldlin gave alow whidle. . . and in tune there came an answer, dow and placid.
At that Sezar looked somewhat cheered, and they dl felt better for his sake.

Chapter Six

They kept to the streamcourse for aroad after Carrhend and made good time. The
horses that the two arrhendim had acquired . . . both bays, Lellin's with three white stockings
... kept wdl from Siptah's vicinity, so that Ldlin and Sezar generdly kept the leed by some
small space.

The two talked together in soft voices which they, who rode behind, could not quite
hear, but they had no distrust for it, and sometimes conversed themselvesin private, though
usudly in the ghalur tongue. Morgaine was never inclined to conversation, not in dl thetime he
had known her, but she spoke idly and often since they had cometo thisland . . . teaching, at
firet, deliberately making him spesk, correcting him often. Then she seemed to have fdlen into
the habit of talking more than she once would. He was glad of it, and though she never spoke of
her own sdf beyond Andur-Kursh, he found himsalf peaking of home, and of the better
moments of hisyouth in Morija

They could speak of Andur-Kursh now, as one finaly could spesk of the dead, when
the pain was gone. He knew his own age; she knew that of a hundred years before his birth;
and grim as some of the tales they passed back and forth might be, there was pleasure init.
Time-wanderer she was, and now he was of her kind, and they could speak of it.



But once she mentioned Myya Seijaine i Myya, clan-lord of the Myya when she had led
the armies of Andur-Kursh .. . and then her eyes clouded and she fell slent, overcome by
memory-for that was one of the scatterings in time which had begun what sat & Azeroth, clan
Myya, clan Yla, clan Chya-men who had served her once, and who bad become lost in Gates
and time. Myyasurvived. Their children's children a thousand years removed had dwelt in
Shiuan, recdling her only as an evil legend, confounding her with myth ... until Roh cameto
rouse them.

"Sdjaine was afdl sort," she said after amoment, "but good and generous to his
friends. So are his children, but | an not among their friends."

"It looks" he said with desperateirrdevance, "asif it might rain.”

She looked perplexed by his bent of thought, then looked up at the clouds that were
only dightly gray-edged, and a him again. She laughed. "Aye. Theg's good for me, Vanye.
Theeisvery good."

She went sober after, and found something to look at which did not necessitate meeting
his eyes. Something swelled up in him that was bitter and sweet at once. He savored it briefly,
but then, his eyes on Lelin's back-Ldlin, whose pale, spidery grace was the very like of
Morgaine's-he despaired, and put a different interpretation on what she had saidto him . . .
recovered the good sense which had long saved him from making a mistake with her which
would sever them.

Helaughed doud a himsdlf, which drew from her a strange look. "An odd fancy," he
explained, and quickly led the talk to stopping for noon rest; she did not probe more deeply.

Therain proved an empty thregt. They had feared awet camp and a hard night, but the
clouds passed over with only adight sprinkling at evenfal, and they lay down on the Sreamsde
having made good progress during the day, well-fed, and under a clear sky on dry ground. It
was asif dl the wretchedness that had attended their other rides were abad dream, in thisland
too kindly to do them harshness.

Vanye chose first watch .. . even in this matter they were more comfortable, for the four
of them sharing watches meant longer deep. He yielded his post afterward to Lellin, who
rubbed his eyes and propped himsdf againg atree sanding, while he lay down to deep without
aquam or apprenension of treachery.

But he was roused again by atouch on his back, and at once terror seized on him. He
rolled over and saw Lédlin likewise touch Morgaine: Sezar was dready awake. "Look," Ldlin
whispered.

Vanye drained his eyes againg the dark, following the fix of Ldlin's stare. A shadow
stood among the trees on the other side of the stream. Ldlin gave alow trilling whitle, and it
moved . . . manlike, but not a Man. It waded the stream with soft splashes, long-limbed and
jerking in its precise movements. A chill tightened Vanye's skin, for he knew now that he hed
seen such a creeture before, and in the same vicinity.

Lelin arose, and so did they dl, but they stayed where they were, while Lelin walked
to the stream and met the cresture. Its height was grester than Ldllin's; its limbs were arranged
like those of a Man, but the articulation was different. When the creature looked up, the eyes
were dl dark in the garlight, and the features were thin and the mouth pursed, very smdl for the
enormity of the eyes. The legs when it moved flexed like those of a bird, knees bent opposite
the direction of aMan's. Vanye crossed himsdlf at the Sight, and yet more in awe than in fear,



for there seemed less menace in it than difference.

"Haril,” Morgaine whispered in his ear. "Only once have | seen the like"

It came onto the bank, wary, and looked them all over with its large eyes. Whether it
was mde or female wasimpossble to tel. The body, dusky-hued, was ambiguous under its
thick, fibrous robes, which were short and matched the shade of its skin, whatever the color
was in daylight. Lellin spoke softly and signed to it. The haril answered in alisping chitter and
made a gesture of its own. Then it turned and waded the stream, heron-like in its cant of body
and its movements.

"There are srangers,” sad Ldlin. "It isdistressed. Something isfearfully amisstha a
haril has approached us. It wants usto follow."

"What are they?" Vanye asked. "How much can you understand of what it wants?'

"They are from long ago. They live in the degpest parts of Shathan, the wild parts where
we seldom go, and generdly they have nothing to do with ghal or Men. Their speech istheir
own; we cannot learn it and they cannot learn ours. .. nor wish to, | suppose. . . but they will
ggn-and if aharil has come asking us to do something, then we should do it, my lady
Morgaine. There is something vastly amissto urgeit to that."

The haril waited, across the stream.

"Wewill go,” Morgaine said. Vanye spoke no word of objection, but therewas a
tightness at his belly that settled in like an old friend. He gathered up their gear and started for
the horsesin haste and quietly. Whatever they had evaded in these last dow days was suddenly
upon them, and from now on, there seemed no hope of coming peacefully to Nehmin.

They rode across the stream, moving as quietly as the horses might, and the haril went
before them, a shadow that the horses did not like. It chose ways difficult for riders, and often
they must bend beneath branches or negotiate difficult dopes. At each delay the haril waited,
dlent, until they had overcome the obstacle and began to close the gap.

"Madness" Vanye said under his breath, but Morgaine did not regard him. The haril
stayed in sght, but now and again there was another presence: the horses detected it and threw
their heads and would as gladly have fled. It flitted now on this sde and now on the other, a
tail-of-the-eye presence that was gone before one could turn the head, or which rustled aleaf
and stopped before one could fix the place of it.

Another, Vanye reckoned ... or maybe more than one. He dipped the ring which let his
sword fall to his hip, and ducked low against Mai's neck as they took a new turn through dense
branches and down a dope.

The trees thinned. Their guide brought them out into the midst of an dmodt-clearing,
where something like a white-butterfly seemed suspended above a shadowy form ... alittle
nearer and they saw it for abody, haril, and dead. The butterfly was the fletching of the arrow
inits back. Their guide cluttered a string of words that seemed to reproach them.

Lelin dismounted and signed what looked like a question. The haril stood till and did
not respond.

"It isno arrow of ours," said Sezar; and while Morgaine and Sezar stayed ahorse,
Vanye did down and went carefully to the dead haril, examined the arrow more closdy in the
darlight. The feathering it bore would not give it near the accuracy of the arrhendim's brown-
fletched shafts at long range. This was the feather of a sea-bird, here in Shathan woods.

"Shiug" he sad. "Ldlin, ask them: where?"



"I cannot be-" Leilin began, and then looked about in darm. Morgaine's hand went to
her back, where she carried the lesser of her wegpons, for al aout them were tail, stalking
shadows, heron-like in their movements. No brush rustled. They were smply there.

"Please" Lelin breathed, "do not do anything. Do not move." He faced the firgt haril,

and repested the question-sign, adding to it severd others.

The harilim chittered reply al together. There was anger in that sound, which was that
of mice or rats, but degper. One came forward to stand by the dead, and Vanye backed a
step, but only a step, lest they mistake it for flight. He stood very closeto that one, and dark,
enormous eyes flickered over him minutely. A spidery arm extended and it touched him; fingers
ran lightly over his dothing, dinging dightly & each touch. He did not move. Starlight shone on
the creature's smooth dark skin, showed the gauzy weave of itsthick garments. He shuddered
involuntarily as it moved behind him and touched his back, and he cast aglance a Morgaine,
seeking counsdl. Her face was pae and s&t, and in her hand was the weapon which had killed
the deer. If she used it, he thought, then he would not be riding out with her: he much feared so.

Signs passed between the haril and Ldlin, angry on the haril's part, urgent on Ldlin's,
"They believe you part of the strangers force" Lellin said. "They ask why we ride with you.
They have seen you two here before, done.”

"Near Mirrind," Vanye said very quietly, "there was one. | know what it was now. It
ran away when we chased it." The haril's hand descended on his shoulder from behind, gentle
as wind, and tightened, betraying enormous strength, wanting him to turn. He did so, and faced
it, heart beating wildly as he stared up into that dark, strange face.

"Itisyou," Sezar said from horseback. "It isyou that disturb them ... atal Man, and
too fair for a Shathana. They know that you are not of our blood.”

"Ldlin," sad Morgaine, "l advise you do something before | do.”

"Please, lady, do nothing. We are dl done here. Our folk have given no warning of this,
and | do not think there are any of the arrhendiminthevicinity . . . little they could help if they
were. These woods are the harilim's just now, and our chances of escape are not good. They
are not violent ... but they are very dangerous.”

"Bring one of my arrows" Vanye said; and when no one moved: "Bring it!"

Lelin did so, moving very carefully. Vanye held it so that the haril could seeit and
indicated the feathering, which was brown; and pointed at the arrow in the corpse, which bore
white feathers. The haril spoke something to its fellows; they responded in tones that seemed
at least lessangry.

"Tel him," Vanye asked of Ldlin, "that those Men out there in Azeroth are not our
friends; that we come to fight them.”

"l an not cartain | can,” Ldlin said in despair. "Thereis no system to the Sgns,
subtleties are dmost impossible.”

But he tried, and perhaps succeeded. The haril spoketo itsfelows, and some of them
gathered up the body of their dead and bore it into the woods.

Then the one behind set hand on Vanye and began to draw him away too. He resisted,
planting his feet, and now he was very frightened, for the thing was strong -and they were il
completely surrounded.

Ldlin put himsdf in the haril's path and signed a negative. The haril spat back a
chittering retort, and beckoned.

"They want us dl to come,” Ldlin sad.



"Liyo-get out of here."

She did not. Vanye turned his heed, trying to reckon his chances of bresking for his
horse and living to reach it. Morgaine did not move, doubtless weighing other considerations.

Sezar muttered something he did not hear clearly. "Their wegpons are poisoned,”
Morgaine said more loudly. "Vanye, their darts are poisoned. | think Lellin has been persuaded
by that from the beginning. We are in somewhat of a difficulty, and | fear that there are more of
them that we do not see.”

Swest trickled down hisface, coal asit wasin the night "Thisis aridiculous situation. |
gpologize for it. What do you advise, liyo?"

"Vanye asksfor advice" shesad to Ldlin.

"| think we have no choice but to go where they wish ... and not to do anything violent. |
do not think they will harm any of us unlessthey are threstened. They cannot speek to us; |
think that they want to assure themselves of something or to demonstrate something. Thelr

minds are very different; they are changeable and excitable. They rardly kill; but we do not
enter their woods, ether.”

"Are these their woods, where you have led us?'

"They are ours, and we are now nearer Azeroth than | would have liked to come,
following this one. Y our enemies have roused something that we may dl regret. Khemeis
Vanye, | do not think they will et you go until they have what they want, but | do not think they
will harm you."

"Liyo?"

"Let usgo with thisalittle way and see”

Ldlin trandated an affirmative Sgn. The haril tugged gently a Vanyesarm, and he
went, while the others were alowed to go ahorse: he heard them following. The haril's hand
did to hiswrigt, agentle grip, dry as old leaves and unpleasantly cold. The creature turned and
chittered at him now and again as they came to rough ground, helped him up dopes, and when
atime had passed in their journey, it let him go seeming to judge that he would stay with it. Then
his fear diminished despite the strangeness of the face which occasondly turned to him in the
dark. They were being urged to haste, but not threatened.

He looked back more than once, to be sure that they had not lost the others; but the
riders stayed with them, more dowly and by a course the horses could follow. Sezar brought
Ma dong, which he was glad to see. But when hislooking back delayed him, atouch came on
his shoulder: shuddering, he faced the haril, which saized him atime and hurried him on.

Hetried sgns of his own, making what among Andurin sgned for -wherel-a pass of the
open pam back and forth supine. The haril seemed not to comprehend. It touched his face
with clinging, spidery fingers, replied with asign he did not understand, and hurried him on,
through the thicket and up dopes and on and on until he was panting.

They came briefly into the open between trees. The haril saeized hisarm again to be
sure of him, for suddenly there was a dead man &t their feet, and another, as they crossed that
area, bodies dmogt hidden in the dark and the leaves. He saw the leather and cloth in the
garlight and knew them for the enemy. One carried arrows, white-feathered. He resisted the
haril enough to bend and gather one up, showing the creature the nature of the feather. The
haril seemd to understand, and took the arrow from him and threw it down. Come, come, it
beckoned him.

He glanced over his shoulder and for a moment panicked, for he no longer saw the



others. Then they cameinto view, and he yielded to the haril's pulling & him. It began to go
very quickly, so that he was rapidly exhausted by the pace, for he wasin armor and the
cregture strode wide with its saking gait.

Then they were a a complete bresk in the forest: trees ceased, and sarlight fell clearly
across awide plain. Something ese glowed there, the glare of fires spangled across the open.
Where they stood there was wood hewn, trees fdlled, their wounds stark in the faint light. The
haril pointed to those, to the camp, and signed at him, at him, accusngly.

No, he signed back. Whatever it wanted or suspected that had to do with himsdf and
that camp, the answer was no. Morgaine and the others overtook them now, and harilim were
al about them. He looked up at her, and she gazed at the campfires of the enemy.

"Thisis not their main strength,” she whispered for Lelin's benefit; and that was true, for
the camp was not nearly large enough-nor would Roh or Hetharu likely give up possession of
the Gate of Azeroth's center.

"Thisiswhet the harilim brought usto see" Ldlin said. "They, are angry ... for the
trees, for the killing. They blame us that this has been alowed.”

"Vanye" Morgaine said softly. "Try; mount up quickly.”

He moved, without prelude or hesitation, flung himself for Mal's Sde and scrambled into
the saddle. There was a stir among the harilim, but none moved to stop him. He remembered
the poisoned weapons and sat the nervous horse with his heart pounding againgt hisribs.

Morgaine turned Siptah dowly, to regain the shelter of the woods. Harilim stood
gathered in the way, stick-like arms uplifted, refusing them passage.

"We are not wanted here" Ldlin said. "They will not harm us, but they do not want us
in the area.”

"Will they cast us out onto the plains?’

"That seemstheir intent.”

"Liyo," Vanye sad for of asudden he read her mind and liked not what he read.
"Please. If we dtrike at them, then we will not ride far in the forest before there are others.
These creatures are too apt to anbushes.”

"Ldlin," shesad, "why have not your people been heregbouts? Where are the
arrhendim who should have warned us of thisintrusion of enemies?'

"The harilim probably forced them out ... as they mean to do with us. We do not
dispute passage with the dark folk. Lady, | fear for Mirrind and Carrhend. | fear greetly. That is
surely where the other arrhendim have retreated, to protect and warn those places with al
haste; they would not have come this far when they knew the dark folk were here. Lady,
forgive me. | have failed miserably in my charge. | led you into thisand | do not see away out.
None of the arrhendim hereabouts had reason to suspect there were those who would ride
past their warning-sgnals. They gave them, but we rode through. | thought only of sirrindim,
that we could resist. | did not reckon that the harilim had taken possession here. Lady, it may
be that the kegpers of Nehmin have stirred them up.”

"Thearrha?"

"There is rumor that the kegpers of Nehmin can cdl them. It is possble that they are
part of Nehmin's defense, summoned againgt that. If that is so, then | mysdlf would be
surprised; they are as difficult to reason with as the trees themsdves, and they hate both Men
and ghal."

"But if it istrue, then it is possble that Nehmin itsdlf is under attack.”



"It ispossble, lady, that thisis s0."

She said nothing for amoment. Vanye fdlt it too, the sense that benegath the peace of
Shathan, which had wrapped them securely thus far, things had been going dangeroudly, utterly
amiss.

"Beware, dl of you," she said, and dipped Changeling from her shoulder to her hip.
Holding one padm doft, in agesture which somewhat gilled the harilim's chittering
gpprehension, she unhooked the sheeth.

Then, two-handed, she drew it dowly, and the opd light of the blade swirled softly in
the dark. Thelight glittered in the dark eyes of the harilim, and grew as she drew it forth.
Suddenly it blazed full, and the well of darkness a the tip burst into being. The harilim drew
back, their large eyes reflecting it, red mirrors of that cold light. The wind of otherwhere stirred
the trees and whipped at their hair. The harilim covered their faces with spidery hands and
backed and bowed at that howling sound.

She shegthed it then. Ldlin and Sezar did from their horses and came and bowed a
Siptah's hooves. The harilim kept their distance, chittering softly in fear.

"Now do you understand me?* she asked.

Lelin looked up, his pale face stark with dread. "Lady, do not-do not |oose that thing. |
understand you. | am your servant. | was given to be, and | must be. But has my lord Merir
knowledge of thet thing?'

"Perhaps he suspects. He gave you for my guide, Lelin Erin-hen, and he did not forbid
my seeking Nehmin. Tdl the harilim we will go through their forest and see what their mind is
now."

Lelin rose and did so, Signing quickly; the harilim melted backward into the trees.

"They will not stay us" he sad.

"Get to horse."

The arrhendim remounted, and dowly Morgaine urged Siptah forward. The gray horse
threw his head and snorted his displeasure at the harilim, but they passed fredly back into the
forest, while the harilim stayed with them like shadows.

"Now | know the grief that is on you," Sezar whispered as they came near in the dark.
Vanyelooked a him, and at Ldlin, and aweight sat at his heart, for it was true that the
arrhendim began to understand them, who carried Changeling ,.. recognized the evil of it, and
the danger.

But they served it, as he did.

Chapter Seven

The harilim moved about them ill, shadowsin the first fading of the stars. They rode
as quickly asthey could in the tangled wood, and the harilim did not hinder, but neither did
they help; while Ldlin and Sezar, beyond the woods that they knew, could only guess &t the
quickest way.

Then at the very last of the night the forest gave way before them, and dark waters
glistened between the trees.

"TheNarn," Ldlin said asthey drew rein within that |last fringe of trees. "Nehmin lies

beyond it."
Morgaine stood in the stirrups and leaned on the saddlebow, stretching. "Where can we



cross?

"Thereis supposedly aford,” Sezar said, "hafway between the Marrhan and the plain.”

"Anidand," sad Ldlin. "We have never ridden this far east, but we have heard so. It
should be only alittle distance north."

"Day iscoming on us," Morgaine said. "The rivergdeis exposed. Our enemies are likely
near a hand. We cannot afford errorsin judgment, Lelin . . . nor can we linger over-long and
risk being cut off from Nehmin."

"If they have hit Mirrind and Carrhend,” Vanye reasoned, "they will have learned which
way we rode, and some of them would not be long a dl in understanding the meaning of that.”
He saw Sezar's gtricken face as he said it; the khemei's knew well his meaning and understood
the danger his people were in. "Can we find an answer of the harilim, whether the strangers
have crossed the Narn?'

Lelin looked about; there was nothing behind them, not a breath, not a whisper of
leaves ... no Sign, suddenly, of their shadowy companions.

Morgaine swore softly. " Perhaps they do not like the coming daylight; or perhaps they
know something we do not. Y ou lead, Ldlin. Let us come to this crossing as quickly as we can,
and if thereis night enough left, we will try it."

Lelin eased his horse into the lead northward, trying to keep within the trees asthey
rode, but there were washes and flood-felled trees that made their progress dow. At timesthey
must go down onto the bank, exposing themselvesto view of any watchers on the far Sde. At
others they mugt withdraw far into the forest, dmost losing sight of the river.

And they weretired, the better part of the night without deep, congtantly tried by
obgtacles, the branches cf the trees tearing a them, the horses stumbling often over impossible
ground, or exhaugting themsalvesin climbs up and down tributary washes. Dawn began, dmost
enough that they could see color on the forest's edge.

Yet in that first coloring they cameto their idet, along bar, bearing a crown of brush,
with logs piled up &t the upstream end.

They hestated. Morgaine sent Siptah forward, down that dope toward the crossing.
Vanye put the spursto Mai and followed, little caring whether Ldlin and Sezar stayed with them
or no; but he heard them coming. Morgaine hastened: the fever was on her now . . . enemies
behind, the thing which they sought ahead of them; in any doubt, he knew what she would
choose, and that was to go, to make ground while they could, nothing hesitating.

The horses dowed asthey hit the water, fighting current which rose about their knees.
Siptah hit ahole, struggled out of it; Vanye rode around it, with the arrhendim in hiswake. The
horses waded breast-deep now, the water dark and strong. Mai dipped often, struggling after
Siptah . . . shouldered into Sezar's horse. Almost Vanye dismounted then, but she found firmer
footing, and the water fdll briefly as they passed the hdfway mark, the point of theide. Siptah
kept going, strongest of their mounts, and in anxiety Vanye used the spurs to force the mare into
the second haf of the crossing, cursing Morgaine's stubbornness. Soon the gray horse began to
rise from the water a second time, coming out on the bank. Morgaine reined about to look back
a them.

Something flew, hissing, and hit; she went over, flung nearly out of the saddle. Siptah
shied wildly, and Vanye cried out and rammed spurs into the mare. Somehow, by desperate
srength, Morgaine was still ahorse, clinging by the mane and by one hed across the saddle, her
pae hair awild banner againg the shadow, a white-festhered arrow driven somewhere the



armor was not. Siptah spun once, confused, then ran, arrows hailing faster. Vanye bent low
and drove the mare in desperate flight down the bank after her . . . somehow Morgaine pulled
hersdf back into the saddle,enough to hold on.

"Riderd" Sezar shouted behind him.

He did not turn to look. His eyes were only for Morgaine, who dumped now across
Siptah's neck, and the sand over which the mare's hooves flew was spotted with dark drops.

The mare dowed, fatered, froth pattering her and him. Sezar and Ldlin overtook him-
passed him now as the mare broke stride. Sezar Sarted to draw back for him. "No!" Ldlin
cried, and Sezar whipped the horse on to stay with Ldlin. Further and further the distance
widened between him and arrhendim.

"Get her to safety!" Vanye screamed after them. To do that, they had come within
reach, he would have cast one of them from the saddle and thrown him to the enemy. Perhaps
Lelin sensad it, and would not delay in hisreach. "Help her!”

Mal was done, stlaggering badly. In desperation he turned for the trees up the incline of
the bank, drove her for that, to dismount and run for cover afoot.

But she betrayed him at the last. Her strength failed in the loose sand and she went
down nose-first while they were till on the flat. He sprawled, and she heaved down on him
before he cleared the saddle, rolled as dead weight, neck broken, limp.

He twisted round as he heard the riders bearing down on him-grimaced, for his
leg was pinned and he could not drag it free nor get leverage againgt Mai's heavy body.

He had no hope of anything further, even that al would give up the chase and dday for
him; they did not. Most of them thundered past, Soraying him with sand and grave, but four
reined back to dedl with him. He had his sword till, and managed to get it into his hand,
reckoning even o that it was futile, that they would put an arrow into him at safe distance and
end it.

They were not hafling Shiua, but Men. He recognized them as they |eft their horses and
cameto him, and he cursed as they grinned in triumph, making a haf-ring about him, out of his
reach.

MyyaFihar i Myya. . . MijaFwar, a Hiua accent made the name: there was no
mistaking that face, scarred and twisted about the lips with aknife-mark. Fwar had been
Morgaine's lieutenant once, before their ways parted in violence. The others were Fwar's
kinfolk, dl Myya, dl with blood-debt againgt him.

They laughed at his plight, and he bided quietly, no longer anticipating the arrow, hoping
that Fwar in particular would come within reach. "Bring that branch over here" Fwar ordered
one of hiscousins, Minur. The man brought it, a sandy length of till-sound wood, tal as aHiua
and thick asaman'swrig.

Not for levering, that; they were wiser. Vanye saw the intent in Fwar's eyes and tucked
down asthe blow came. . . clutched the sword againgt him, but blow after blow to his hemed
skull stunned him, and finally they rammed the end of the branch at him and broke his grip on
the sword. They were on him then; he tried for the dagger, and though he had it from sheeth
and put awound on at least one of them, they pinned him and wrested it from him. Then they
found cords and tried to bind his hands back; but he fought that wildly, and twice they had to
daze him before that was done.

Then hewasfinished, and knew it ... lay till with hisface againg the dry sand, gathering
hisforces for whatever came next. One kicked him in the belly for good measure, and he



doubled reflexivey, not even focusing his eyesto look at them. They were Myya, of acold and
vengeful clan, which had hated him in Kursh and sworn his desth there. But these descendants
of the proud Kurshin Myya, lost in Gates athousand years and more. . . knew nothing of
honor, despised it as they despised everything beyond themselves. Fwar hated him with a
burning and persona hatred.

They levered Mai off him findly. He had thought that the leg might be broken where
she had falen on him, but the sand had saved him from that. He had some hope then; but the
knee gave with a stab of blinding pain when they seized him up and expected him to stand, and
not dl their blows and curses could amend that. Then he gave up dl hope of winning free of
them.

"Put him on ahorse" Fwar said. "There might be friends of his heregbouts. . . and we
want time to pay you your due, Nhi Vanyei Chya, for al my brothers and our kinfolk that you
killed."

Vanye spat a him. It was al the recourse he had left, and that too failed of the mark.
Fwar's eyes raked him over and caculated . . . not stupid, this man: Morgaine would not have
had a dull-witted man in her service. "He would like usto stay near here aslong as possible, |
suppose. But the khal-lords will seeto her, and we can dedl with them later. We had better
take our prize downriver aways."

One of them brought a horse near. VVanye kneed the hapless beast in the flank and sent
it screaming and plunging away from him; but the Hiua had an answer for that toox and bound
his ankles and flung him over ancther saddle belly down, lashed him in place so that he could
not further delay them. The helm fell; one of them gathered it up and set it mockingly on hisown
head.

Then they gtarted off down the riversde, moving rapidly, and from that head-down
jolting Vanye began to dip from consciousness.. . . now wholly unaware, but there were long
darknessesin which he found no refuge.

And worse than other pain was the thought of Morgaine, whether the Shiua riders had
overtaken her or whether she had falen to her wound ... he recalled the blood on the sand, sick
a heart. But he mugt live, then. If she were dive, she needed him. If she were deed, he sill must
contrive to live; he had sworn so.

He had not been reckoning of that when he had fought the Hiua, trying to win of them a
quick death and honest; but when he had had time to think of what she had set on him by oath,
he gave up fighting his enemies and gathered his srength for another and longer fight, in which
there was no honor at dl.

The Hiua stopped a mid-morning. Vanye was aware of the horse dowing, but of little
else until they freed him of the saddle and flung him roughly to the sand. There he lay till and
ignored them, staring at the dark waters of the Narn which flowed a scone's throw away ... a
black thread that <till bound this place to that where she was. the sight of it comforted him, that
they were not yet logt, one from the other.

One of the Hiuaseized hold of him and lifted his head, put aflask to hislips: water. He
drank what they would give him; they poured more of it on hisface and struck him, trying to
restore him. He reacted little to ether, although he was aware enough.

Fwar came, seized him by the hair, shook at him until his eyes fixed on him. "Ger,
Awan," he named his dead brothers, "and Efwy. And Terrin and Ejan and Prafwy and Ras,
Minor's kin here; and Eran, that was Hul's brother; and Sithan and Ulwy that were Trin's ..."



"And our wives and our children and dl those that died before that," said Eran. Vanye
looked at him, reading there a hate which equalled Fwar's. He had killed Fwar's brothers with
his own hand. Perhaps he had killed the others they named too: many had died in pursuit of
them. The women and children had died with their dead hold, no doing of his. . . but that made
no difference in their minds. He was a hate they could seize upon, an enemy they had in hand,
and for dl the grief they had ever suffered, for Morgaine who had led their ancestors to grief in
Irien and tried to bind them in drowning Shiuan-for her too they had such burning hate: but he
was Morgaine's, and he was in hand.

He gave them no answer; none would serve. Trin hit him a dazing blow, and Vanye
twisted over and spat blood on him, with more accuracy than before. Trin hit him a second
time but Fwar stopped him from athird.

"We have dl day, and dl night and after that."

They looked pleased at that thought, and the talk afterward was foul and ugly, at which
Vanye smply set hisjaw and sared at the river, ignoring their attemptsto bait him. A great
dedl of their threatening was wasted on him, for they spoke arough sort of Kurshin well-laden
with ghalur and marshlands borrowings, much changed from his own tongue. . . and he had
learned Hiua of a young woman whose gpeech was gentler. He could guess a enough of it.

Hewas angry. That fact dully amazed him, in the far distance to which his thinking mind
had retreated . . . that he would fedl more rage than terror. He had never been a brave man. He
had cometo every grief that had driven him from home and hold and honor because he
imagined pain too vividly and came undone a his kinsmen's dow tormenting . . . aboy's misary:
he had been dl too vulnerable then, loving them more than he had understood.

He had no love for these, these scourings of Hiugj's Barrow-hills, these fallen Myya. He
seethed with anger that of al the enemies he had, he had fallen to them ... to Fwar, whose
worthless life he had spared, being too much Nhi to kill a downed enemy. Now he had his
reward of that mercy. Morgaine too they attacked with their foul laughter, and he had to besr it,
dtill hoping that somewhere in their confidence they would make the mistake of freeing his hands
with Fwar in reach.

They did not. They had learned him too well, and devised to get him from his armor
without freeing him, throwing a noose about his ankles and suspending him from the limb of one
of the trees like a daughtered deer. They amused themsalves in that too, pushing him to and fro
while the blood pounded in his head and his senses were near to leaving him. Then they had
eader work to free his hands and take the armor from him. Even so he succeeded in getting his
hands on Trin, but he could not hold him. They struck him for their amusement until the blood
ran down his arms and spotted the sand beneath him. Eventualy his senses faded.

Horsemen, in number.

He hears the thunder of the hooves that merged with the pulsein his ears. Bodies
rushed about him, with panting and blowing of horses.

More of them, returned from upriver. He remembered Morgaine and struggled back to
consciousness, trying to focus his blurred eyes to see whether they had found her or not.
Upside down in hisvision, dl the horses were dark shadows: Siptah was not there. One rider
came near, aglitter with scale, white-haired.

Khal. Shiuaghal. "Cut him down," the khal-lord ordered. Finally there came asawing
at the rope. Vanyetried to lift his siffened aams to protect his head, knowing that he must fall.



But armored riders locked arms beneath him, eased him to the ground upright. He did not
struggle after he redized their support ... fell less hard than he might. They were not Fwar's. no
more his friends than Fwar's men, and likely cruder; but their immediate purpose involved his
living, and he accepted it. He lay till on the sand at the horses feet, while the blood flowed
back to his lower limbs and his heart |abored with the strain of it. In his eearswere the lord's
curses for the Men who had dmost killed him.

Morgaine, he thought, what of Morgaine? But nothing they said gave him any due.

"Ride off," the lord bade Fwar and his cousns. "Heis ours."

Eventudly-for in Shiuan as here, ghal were the more powerful-Fwar and his men
mounted and rode away, without aword of athrest of vengeance. . . and that, in a Barrows-
man and aMyya, boded ill for an enemy’s back when the time came.

Vanye struggled to his ebows to see them go; but he had view of nothing but horses
legsand afew khal afoot, scae-armored and wearing helms which gave them the faces of
demons-dl hedmed, save their lord, who remained ahorse, his white hair flowing in the wind. It
was not one of the Shiua lords be knew.

The men-at-arms cut the cords that bound his ankles and tried to make him stand. He
shook his head at that. "The knee ... | cannot walk," he said hoarsely and as they spoke ... in
the ghalur tongue.

They were dartled at that. Men in Shiuan did not speek the language of their masters,
dthough khal spoke that of Men; he remembered that they were Shiuawhen one hit him
across the face for hisinsolence.

"Hewill ride,)" said the lord. "Alarrh, your horse will bear this Man. Gather up dl that is
srewn here; the humans have no sense of order. They will leave dl thisfor enemiesto read.
You'-for thefird time he poke directly to Vanye, and Vanye stared up a him sullenly. "You
areNhi Vanyei Chya"

He nodded.

"That means yes, | suppose.”

"Yes" The khal had spoken the language of Men, and he had answered againin
ghalur. The lord's pae, sendtive face registered anger.

"l am Shien Nhinn's-son, prince of Sotharrn. The rest of my men are hunting your
mistress. The arrow that took her was the only favor for which we thank the Hiua cattle, but it
isasorry fate for ahigh-born khal, dl the same. We will try to better it. And you, Vanye of the
Chyayou will be welcome in our camp. Lord Hetharu has a greet desireto find you again . . .
more desire for your lady, to be sure, but you will find him overjoyed to see you."

"l do not doubt,” he murmured; but he did not resist when they bound his hands and
brought a horse for him, heaving him into the saddle upright. The pain of his wounds dmost took
his senses from him; he swayed with dizziness as the horse shied off, and the Shiua began to
dispute bitterly who should foul his hands and his person in seeing that he stayed ahorse, bloody
and half-naked and human ashewas. "I am Kurshin," he said then between his teeth. "While the
horse stays under me, | shdl not fall off. | will have no khal's hands on me ether.”

They muttered at that and spoke of teaching him his place; but Shien bade them to
horse. They started off down the sandy bank with speed that jolted, likely mdice rather than
needful haste. They gaveit up after atime, and Vanye bowed his head and gave to the horse's
moving, exhausted. He roused only when they made the fording of the Narn, and the wide plain
of Azeroth lay open before them.



After that it was grasdand under the horses hooves, and they went smoothly and eesily.

He lived: that was for now the important thing. He smothered his anger and kept his
head down as they expected of a Man awed by them. They would not anticipate trouble of him,
these folk who marked their own hold-servants with brands on the face, to know them from
other Men . . . reckoning no Man much more than animdl.

It was not uncharacterigtic of them that they found ameansto splint his knee a therr first
rest, caring for him with the same detachment that they might have spent on alame horse, no
gentler and no rougher than that; yet no one would give him a drink because it meant hislips
touching something they must use. One did throw him amorsel of food when they ate, but it lay
on the grass untouched, for they would not unbind his hands and he would not ect after that
fashion, as they wished. He sullenly averted his face, and was no better for that stop except that
he could at least stand once he had been put on his feet. They saw to that, he reckoned, smply
because it saved them having to work so much getting him on and off ahorse.

"There was akhal with you besides your mistress" Shien said to him, riding closeto
him that afternoon. "Who?"'

He did not look up or give indication that he had heard.

"W, you will find time to think of it," Shien said, and spurred disdainfully aheed, giving
up the question with an ease curiousin his kind.

And that who seemed to desire anamein answer, asif they had taken Ldlin to be one
of their own, renegade to them. Asif-he thought, hope stirring in him-as if they had not yet
redlized the existence of the arrhend, or redized a presence in thisland besides that of Men.
Perhaps Eth had held back more than seemed likely; or perhaps hiskillers had not left Shathan
dive

He lifted his head despite himsdlf, and looked at the horizon before him, which was
grassy and flat asfar asthe eye could see, an expanse unbroken save for afew bushes or
thorn-thickets randomly scattered. The unnatura shape of Azeroth was not evident to the man
who stood amid it: it wastoo vast to grasp at once. Perhaps there was much till secret from
the Shiua.. . . indicating that as yet none of Lelin'sfolk had falen into their hands, and that the
Mirrindim might yet be safe.

He hoped so with afearful hope, dthough he hed out little for himsef.

They camped in the open that night, and this time they yieded to practicdity and freed
his hands briefly, standing over him with swords and pikes as if he could run, lame as he was.
He ae alittle, and one of them condescended to pour alittle water into his hands that he might
drink, thus saving the purity of his waterflask. But they restored the bonds for the night, hand
and foot, securing him to one of their heavy saddles on the ground, so that he could not dip off
into the dark. Lastly they threw a cloak over him, that he not freeze, for he had no clothing on
his upper body.

Then they dept, insolently secure, posting no guard. He fretted long, trying his bonds,
with an eye to Seding a horse and running for it; but the knots were out of his reach and the
cords were too tight. Exhausted, he dept too, and woke in the morning with akick in the ribs
and akhal's cursein hisears.

It was more of the same the next day: no food nor water until the evening, enough to
keep him dive, but little more. He nursed his anger, for it kept him fed the same as the food did;
but he kept his senses too, and bore their arrogance without resistence. Only once it failed him,



when aguard seized him by the hair; he rounded on the hdfling . . . and the guard stepped back
a what he saw in him. They struck him to the ground then, for no more than thai-that he had
dared look one of them in the eyes. Their treatment of him worsened thereafter. They began to
torment him with mindful spite when they must handle him, and began to tak among themsdves,
for they knew that he could understand, of what might befal him at their hands.

"Y ou have the grace of your Barrows-ancestors,”" he said to them findly, and in their
own tongue. One of them struck him for this. But Shien frowned, and curtly bade his own men
to slence, and to let him be.

That night, when they made camp by anew tributary of the Narn, Shien stared a him
long and thoughtfully after the others had begun to sdttle to deep, stared with a concentration
which began to disturb him . .. the more so when Shien roused his men and dismissed them out
of hearing.

Then Shien came and ettled & hisside.

"Man." It was an inflection that only akhal could give that word. "Man, it is said that
you are close kin to the hdfling Chya Roh."

"Cousin," he answered, unnerved by this approach. No word before this had they
drawn from him in questions. He resolved to say nothing more. But Shien stared a himin
pengve curiogty.

"Fwar's handiwork has disturbed the resemblance, but it isthere; | seeit. And this
Morgen-Angharan . . ." he used the name by which Morgaine was known to them, and
laughed. "Can Degth die?' he asked, for Angharan was a deity among the marshlanders of
Shiuan, and that was her nature, the white queen.

Heknew khalur humor, which beieved in nothing and reverenced no gods, and he shut
his earsto this pointless baiting. But Shien drew his dagger and laid it dong his cheek, turning
his face back with that, lest he soil his hands. "What a prize you are, Man ... if you know what
Roh knows. Do you redize that you could become both free and comfortable if you hold what
I think you may? Man who spesk our language. And | would not disdain to seet you a my
table and give you-other-privileges. Gods, you have some grace of bearing, more than some
who go boasting their tiny portion of khalur blood. Y ou are not of the Hiuas kind. Do you
know how to be reasonable?'

He dared into Shien'seyes.. . . pae gray they were by daylight, as so few of the
halflings were: near full-blood, this prince. He was shaken to reckon that he could be what
Shien said, aprize anong khal, acommodity of vaue among the powerful: he had knowledge
of Gates, the lore which they had logt, knowledge by which Roh himsdf had gained power
among these folk. "What of Roh?" he asked.

"Chya Roh has made migtakes, which may well prove fata to him. Y ou might avoid
those same migtakes. Y ou might even expect that Hetharu could be persuaded to forget his
vexaion with you."

"And you will present that solution to Hetharu, isthat it? | work a your orders, give
what | know to you, and you regain what power Hetharu has taken from you."

The blade turned, and bit dightly. "Who are you to talk of our affairs?"

"Hetharu brought al the Shiualords to their knees because he had Roh to give him
power. Do you love him for it?'

He thought for an ingtant that Shien would kill him outright. His expresson was ugly.



Then Shien dipped the knife back into sheath a his belt Y ou have need of a patron, Man. |
could help you. But you want to play games with me."

"If there isaway out of my Stuation, makeit clear to me."

"Itisvery clear. Give me the knowledge that you have, and | will be able to help you.
Otherwise not."

He stared into Shien's eyes and read it for half-truth. "And if | give you knowledge
enough to contest with Hetharu and Roh, then my usefulness is ended there, isit not? Give you
knowledge so that you can palitic with it and trade influence with your brother-lords? Not in
Hetharu's game. Be braver than that, Shiualord, or do not think that you can use mefor a
wegpon. Break with them both and | will serve you and give you the power that you want; but
not otherwise."

"The khal who rode with you... who?'

"I will not tell you."

"Y ou think that you are in a position to refuse?!

"Those men of yours. . . how well can you trust them? Y ou think there is not one
among them who would bear information to Hetharu for reward? How you killed me out here,
trying for knowledge Hetharu would not gpprove you having . . . why ese did you send them
out of hearing? No.If you are going to bresk with Hetharu, you need me dive and hedlthy. |
will tell you nothing; but I will help you get what you want.”

Shien sat on hished's and stared at him, arms folded. He knew that he had gone very

far with thiskhalur prince. He saw aveil come over Shien's eyes, and hope failed him.

"Itissad,” Shien murmured, "that you killed Hetharu's father. And do you hope to dedl
with him after thet?"

"A lie. Hetharu killed his father, and blamed me for it to save his reputation.”

Shien laughed wolfishly. "Aye, so do we dl think. But that isthe kind of lord Hetharu is,
and s0 he dedlt with you once when you trifled with him ... so he dedlt with hisown lord and
father; and now do you propose that if | refuse your mad scheme you will throw yoursdlf on his
mercy again? Y ou do not learn readily, Man."

A chill came on him, remembering, but he shook his head neverthdess. "Then you adso
know him well enough to know that you will never profit by serving him. Take my way, lord of
Sotharrn, and have what you want-or have nothing. | learn too readily to hand any khal the
only thing that mekes my life vduable"

Shien's white brows knit into a frown. For amoment thoughts passed visibly through his
eyes, none of them good to behold. ™Y ou assume that you know how to ded with us, and how
| must deal with the other lords. Y ou do not know us, Man."

"l know that | am dead when you have what you want."

Shien's frown bent dowly into asmile. "Ah, Man, you are too unsubtle. One does not
accuse his possble benefactor of lying. | might even have kept my word."

"No," he sad, though the doubt was planted in him.

"Think of it, tomorrow, when we deliver you to Hetharu.”

And Shien rose then and settled some distance away. Vanye turned his head to stare at
him, but Shien poured himsdlf a cup from his flask and sat with his face averted, drinking
delicately.

Beyond him s the others, haflings aping khal, with bleached hair and coarse
arrogance, and a hate for Men that was the greater because of their own human blood.



Shien turned his head and amiled a him thinly, lifting the cup in mockery.
"Tomorrow," Shien promised him.

They forded two shdlow rivers, one a dawn and one a noon. Vanye reckoned well
now where they were, nearing the Gate that stood in Azeroth. He grew afraid, asit was
impossible not to fear contemplating that power, which could drink in substance and rave it.

But no Sgn of the Gate was yet visible, not in the long ride they made that afternoon.
There were few rests; Shien had promised that they would come to Hetharu's camp in this day
and seemed determined on it if it exhausted them. Vanye said nothing to Shien asthe distance
wore away under the horses hooves. Shien had nothing more to say to him, save now and
again to gaze a him brooding speculation. He reckoned again what his chances were if he
yielded on the Shiualord's terms, and averted his face from temptation.

They did not stop at dusk, even to rest, and the night turned bitterly cold. He asked
them for acloak, but they refused it, though the guard who had lent it before would not weer it
himsdlf; they took pleasure in refusing. After that he bowed his heed, trying to ignore them. They
taunted him with threats which this time Shien did not silence, but he said nothing, caring nothing
for them.

Then there gppeared a glow on the horizon .. . cold, like the moon; but the moon was
doft, and the light was far brighter.

The Gate of Azeroth, that Men cdled the Fires.

He lifted hisface, saring at that terrible presence, seeing now where they were bound,
for nearer & hand were the dimmer red lights of woodfires, and ungainly shapes: tents and
shdlters.

They passed sentries who sat their posts concealed in shelters of grass; and rode past
picket lines, where horses stood ... few in proportion to the vast sprawl of the Shiuacamp. . .
the camp of a nation spread over the vast plains under the Gate; of more than a nation: of the
remnant of aworld.

And it amed &t the heart of Shathan.

Morgaine and | have done this thing, he could not forbear thinking. My doing as
much as hers. Heaven forgive us.

They passed the fringes of the camp. Suddenly Shien put the company to a gdlop,
passing the sorawling shelters of grass and cloth which hemmed them about on al Sdes.

Men stared at their passage . . . dark shapes, smdl: true Men, of Shiuan's marshes.
Vanye saw the stares and went cold as someone sent up athin, hysterical cry.

"Her man. Herd"

Men rushed out to bar their way, scattered from the hooves of the horses when the
khal kept coming. The marshlanders knew him, and would gladly tear him limb from limb if he
fdl among them. The khal whipped their horses and thundered through, reckless of human
lives, and into a quieter portion of the camp, where demon-helms quickly parted and shdt a
barricade of brush and sharpened stakes, and backed it with arow of barbed pikes.

The mob no longer pursued; the gate sufficed. They dowed, the horses blowing and
panting in exhaugtion, stretching at the reins and seeking ar. They rode dowly up to a sprawling
shdlter, the largest in the compound.

The structure was patched, cobbled together of various bits of cloth and bundles of
reeds and grass, and part of it was atent. Light blazed within, showing through the canvas, and



there was music, but not such asthe arrhendim had played. They hdted there, and guards
came to take the horses.

They lifted him down from the saddle. "Be careful,” said Shien when one of them jerked
a him. "Thisisavery vduable Man."

And Shien himsef took him by the elbow and brought him toward the door of the tent.
"Y ou were not wise," Shien said.

He shook his head, uncertain whether he had rejected a trap that would have killed him
or whether he had rejected the only hope he had. 1t was impossible. A khal would scarcely
keep faith with khal. That one would keep faith with a Man was not to be believed.

He blinked, suddenly thrugt into the light and warmth within.

Chapter Eight

Hetharu.

Vanye stopped, with Shien at his back, steadied himsalf on hiswounded leg; and of al
in that gathering, he recognized thet tal, black-clad lord. The music died away with a hiss of
grings, and noble lords and ladies of Shiuan stopped what haf-dead diversions they were
practicing and came to dow, studied attention where they lounged on sacks and cushions within
the tent, againgt wadls of bound reeds.

Of sacks and brocade cloaks was the throne to which Hetharu settled. A cluster of
hafling guards was about him, some far gonein stupor, others dert, aamored and armed. A
naked woman shrank into the shadows of the corner. Hetharu stared at the intrusion, blank with
amazement for the ingtant, and then pleasure grew on his countenance . . . thin and shadow-
eyed that face, the more startling for the human eyes which looked darkly out from what were
otherwise pure ghalur festures. His white hair lay lank and slken on his shoulders. His black
brocade was somewhat worn, the lace frayed; the ornate sword that he wore till looked
servicesble. Hetharu smiled, and about him settled the miasma of al that was Shiuan, drowning
and rotting at once.

"Nhi Vanye" Hetharu murmured. "And Morgaine?"

"That matter must be cared for by now," said Shien. Vanye clenched hisjaw and stared
through dl of them, trying to use hiswits, but that callous reckoning of Morgaines life hit him
suddenly with more force than he had yet felt.

Kill Hetharu? That was one of the thoughts that he had entertained over recent days,
and suddenly it seemed usdless, for here were thousands like him. Gain power among them?
Suddenly it seemed impossible; he was a Man, and what € se was here of humankind crouched
naked and ashamed and weeping in the corner.

He took a step forward. Though his hands were bound, the guards were uneasy; pikes
inclined margindly toward him. He stopped, sure that they would not be cardless with him.

"l hear," he said to Hetharu, "that you and Roh have quarreled.”

That set them back. There was an ingtant's Sllence, and Hetharu's face was whiter than
usud.

"Out!" Hetharu said suddenly. "All of you who have no business here, out.”

That included many: the Woman, the mgority of the khal who had disported
themselves about the fringes of the gathering. One haf-conscious lordling reclined & Hetharu's



Sde, leaning againgt the sacks and the brocade with unfocused gray eyes and a dreaming amile
that mocked al redity. A middle-aged khalur woman remained; and a handful of lords; and dl
the guards, athough some of them were far-departed in dreams, and knelt near Hetharu and
about the other lords with their eyes distant and their hands loose on their weapons. Enough il
remained who had dl their wits about them. Hetharu leaned back in his makeshift throne and
regarded him with old and familiar hate.

"Shien, what have you been tdling this Man?'

Shien shrugged. "I have been pointing out his situation, and his possible vaue."

Hetharu's dark eyes swept over Shien narrowly. "Knowledge such as Roh has? Is that
your meaning?"

"It is possble that he hasit. Heis reticent.”

"He," said the woman suddenly, "might be more reasonable than Roh has been. After
al, the human rabble hates him bitterly, and he cannot gain any followers among them. That is
one sure advantage over Roh."

"There are persond issues,” Hetharu said, and the lady laughed unpleasantly.

"We know the truth of those. Do not waste a vauable source, my lord Hetharu. Who
here cares about the past . . . things done and not done? Shiuan is behind us. Hereisimportant.
Y ou have an opportunity to rid us of the so-named hafiing and hisfollowers. Useit.”

Hetharu was not pleased by that, but the lady spoke as one who was accustomed to be
heard, and she was of the old blood, gray-eyed and white-haired, with guards about her none
of whom were hazy in their look. One of the hold-lords, VVanye reckoned her: not Sotharralike
Shien, but perhgps of Domen or Marom or Arisith. The Shiualords were not firmly held in
Hetharu's hand.

"You aretoo credulous, lady Hdah," said Hetharu. This Man is quite cgpable of turning
in the hand that holds him. He surprised Roh, who should know him; and my lamented brother
Kithan. And would you not attempt to surprise usin the same way, Man?"

Vanye sad nothing. Debate with Hetharu could win nothing. The hope was rather in
playing one and the other of his subordinates againgt him.

"Of course you would," Hetharu answered for him, and laughed. "And you plan to. You
are not the sort who will ever thank us for the handling you have had ... a my hands and now at
Shien's. -Beware this one, Shien. He is not hand-broken, though he may try to let you think so.
His cousin saysthat he does not know how to lie; but he does know how to keep secrets, do
you not, Vanye of the Chya? Morgen-Angharan's-" and he used aword that Vanye did not
know; but he suspected, and set his jaw the harder, looking through Hetharu. "Ah, glare a me.
We are better acquaintances than the others, you and I. So this Morgen is missing. Where?"

He did not answer.

"Over by the great river,” Shein said. "In the midst of our deepest penetration into the
forest, with aHiuaarrow in her. Our riders have her tral, and if they have not found her by
now, she will scarcely survive the wound. My lord, there was akhal with her, and another
human. And that is another thing this prisoner does not like to talk about."

"Kithan?'

Vanye bowed his head and concealed his surprise, for Hetharu's brother had not come
through, then, and he would have reckoned otherwise . . . my lamented brother, Hetharu had
sad. Hewas sorry to know Kithan not in the camp, for with him there might have been some
hope; that Kithan would have joined them instead was anaturd conclusion for Hetharu. He



shrugged.

"Find him," Hetharu ordered. There was a frantic edge to his voice, more disturbance
than Hetharu was wont to show. Morgaine's weapons, Vanye thought suddenly; hereisa
man scarcely clinging to his position.

"My lord," said Shien, "my men are trying to do so. Perhaps they have."

Hetharu was slent then, biting at hislip, and what passed between him and Shien was
plain enough.

"I brought you thisone dive," Shien said very softly. "And | had to pull him out of the
Hiuas keeping. Else he would be in other hands, my lord."

"We are grateful,” Hetharu said, but his eyes were deed, cold. They traveled back to
lock with Vanyes. "Well. You arein a sorry position, are you not, Nhi Vanye? Thereisnot a
human in that camp out there but would skin you diveif he set hands on you; they know you
well, do you see? And there are the Hiua, who are Roh's dogs. And your mistressis not
coming here, if ever she comes anywhere again. Y ou can hardly look for friendship from Chya
Roh. And you know what |ove we bear you."

"Y et you must kegp Roh's favor, must you not, Shiua lords?!

Anger flared in the others; and guards fingered the hafts of their wegpons. Hetharu only
smiled.

"Now," said Hetharu, "there are things we could do, regarding Chya Roh. But since he
has been the only storehouse of the information we want, why, we have handled him with
utmost respect. He is dangerous. Of course we know that. But now you have given us some
latitude, have you not? Y ou know what Roh knows, and you are not, now, dangerous. If we
should happen to lose your life in the process, why-we still have Roh. So we can dice with i,
can we not? Y ou are dismissed, Shien, with our thanks."

There was no gtir of movement. Hetharu lifted his hand and the pikes inclined.

And Shien and his men strode out. One of the lordlings gave alow laugh. The others
relaxed, easing back into comfort, and Hetharu smiled tautly.

"Did hetry to persuade you to his cause?' Hetharu asked.

Vanye said nothing, his heart snking with the knowledge that he had turned from one
who might have done what he promised. Hetharu read his silence, and nodded dowly.

"Y ou know the choice we give you," Hetharu said. "Y ou may volunteer that information
...and you may live. . . while Roh will someday be surprised to discover that we do not need
him. Now if you will do that, you will be wise. Or we can seek it againgt your will, and you will
be sorry for that. So make your choice, Man."

Vanye shook his head. "Thereisnothing | could tel you, only show you. And | need to
be present at the Gate to do that."

Hetharu laughed, and so did his men, for that was transparent. "Ah, you would like to
find yoursdlf there, would you not? No, what you can demondtrate, you can tell. And tel usyou
ghdl."

Again he shook his head.

Hetharu's hand crept to the shoulder of the khal who dreamed, eyes open, at the side
of his seat. He urged at that one gently until the dazed face lifted to his. "Hirrun, give me a
double portion of what you have. . . aye, | know you have more with you. And giveit to me-if
you are wise."

A mean and ugly look came on Hirrun's handsome face, but he flinched under the grip



of Hetharu'sfingers, and dug in his bet-pouch, brought forth something which he offered with
shaking hands into Hetharu's pam. Hetharu smiled and gave it to the guard next to him.

Then he looked up. "Hold him," he said.

Vanye understood then, and moved, flung himsalf backward, but others were behind
him and he had no chance. The splinted leg logt its footing, and he sprawled aong with his
guards. They weighed him down and forced his jaws gpart, rammed the pellets down his throat.
Someone poured liquor after, to the laughter of the others, a sound that pedled like bells. He
tried to spit them out, but they held him until it was swalow or choke. Then they let him go,
amid much laughter, and he rolled onto his side and tried to vomit the drug up, but it was too
late for that. In amoment he began to fed the haze of it-akil, that vice too common among the
khal and the marshlanders who provided it to them, that stole his sense and sent a horrid
languor over him. It was strange; it did not diminish the fear, but it sent it to some far place
whereit did not influence what he did. A warmth stole over him, and a curious lack of pain, in
which the touch of anything was pleasurable.

"No!" he screamed in outrage, and they laughed, a gentle and distant rippling of sound.
He screamed again, and tried to turn his face from them, but the guards gathered him up and
held him on hisfest.

"Thereismore," said Hetharu, "when that fades. Let him stand, let him stand.”

They let him go. He could not movein any direction. He feared for his baance. His
heart was beating painfully and there was aroaring in his ears. His vison was hazy savein the
center of focus, and there was a blackness between himself and that center. But worst was the
warmth which crawled over his skin, destroying al sense of darm; he fought that with dl the
mind that was left to him.

"Who isthe khal who rode with you?"

He shook his head, and one of the guards seized hisarm, distracting him so that he
could not recal anything. The guard hit him, but the blow was nothing but bewildering. The
blackness that centered upon Hetharu abruptly dipped wider. It seemed ready to tear asunder
and drop himinto it.

"Who?" Hetharu repeated, and shouted a him. "WHO?"

"Ldlin," he answered in his startlement, and knew what he was doing and that he must
not. He shook his head and recaled Mirrind, and Merir, and all that he could betray to them.
Tearsran down hisface, and he pulled away from the guard and stumbled, caught his balance.

"Who is Ldlin?" Hetharu asked someone else, and the voice echoed in the emptiness.
Others answered that they did not know. "Who is Ldlin?' Hetharu asked of him, and he shook
his head and shook it again, desperately, trying to hold to the fear that was hislife, his sanity.

"Where were you going when the Hiua ambushed you?'

Again he shook his head. They had not asked him that before, and the answer of it was
deadly; he knew it, and knew that they could shake that out of him aswell.

"What is the knowledge you have of the old powers?' the woman Halah asked, a
femde voice which confused him in this gathering.

"Where were you going?' Hetharu asked, shouting a him, and he flinched from that
horrid sound and stumbled againgt the guards.

"No," he said.

And suddenly the wall of the tent went back. Men stood there ... Fwar, and others, with
drawn bows. The pikes swung about to face that intrusion; but the bowmen parted dightly, and



Roh waked out of the dark into the light of the tent.

"Cousn," Roh said.

The voice was gentle; that kinsman's face looked concerned for him, and kind. Roh held
out his hand, and no khal dared forbid him. "Come," Roh said, and again: "Come."

He recdled why he should fear this man: but Roh's human face promised something
more honest than surrounded him. He came, trying not to see the dark at the edges. Roh's hand
caught him by the arm, helped him walk as Fwar's bowmen closed to guard their retregt, a
human curtain between them and the khal .

Then the cold wind outsde hit him, and he had not even the control of hislimbsto
shiver.

"My tent isthisway," Roh said, bearing him on his feet. "Walk, curse you."

He tried, athough the splinted leg was the only steady one. It was along blank time until
he found himsdlf lying againgt awall of bound reedsin Roh's shdlter. A ring of Hiua a Roh's
shoulder leaned on their bows and stared down at him, shadows in the dim light of afire, the
smoke of which curled up to an opening in the roof. Fwar was there, foremost of them.

"o, get out of here," Roh bade the Hiua. "All of you, keep an eye on the khal."

They went, though Fwar lingered last . . . gave him abroad and disturbing grin before
he went out the door.

Then Roh dropped down on his hedls. He put forth a hand to hisface, turned it to him
and gtared him in the eyes. " Akil.."

"Yes" The haze of it was too thick to fight any longer. He turned his face away,
shuddering, for the warmth made the touch like that on aburn ... not painful, but too sengtive.

"Where is Morgaine? Where would she have gone?’

That darmed him. He shook his head vehemently.

"Where?' Roh repeated.

"Theriver ... Fwar knows."

"The control isthere, isit not?"

The question shot through dl hisrefusals. He looked a Roh and blinked, and redlized
afterward that his reaction had betrayed the truth.

"Well," Roh said, "we have suspected it. We have been searching dl that area. She
dares not come back here, Master Gate though thisis... aye, | know that too; and therefore
she mugt have that which controls the Gate. She will seek that point, reliable asalodestar ... if
sheis not dead. Do you think that sheis?'

"l do not know," he admitted, and the tears surprised and overwhelmed him, flowing
down his face. He could not stop them, nor tell how much or what he had said that he ought
not; al his sense was undone, and, he feared, his memory with it.

"She was badly hurt, Fwar said.”

"y es”

"What worries me now is the thought of that sword of hers. Think of that in Hetharu's
gentle hands. That must not happen. That must not happen, Vanye. Y ou must prevent that.
Where would she go?'

The words were reasoning, the touch gentle and pleasant He drew back from it and
shook his head, swore. Roh's hand fell and Roh rested on his heds staring at him as at a
perplexing problem, hisface, s0 like abrother's to him, furrowed between the brows with
distress. He shuit his eyes.



"How much did they give you? How much of the akil ?"

He shook his head, not knowing the answer. "Let me be. Let me be. It has been days
since | rested; Roh, let me deep.”

"Stay awake. | fear for you if you do not."

That had not the incongruity it might have held; it was not the first time he had seen this
face of hisenemy, that which had been his cousin. He blinked with dull perception, trying to
think through Roh's words, flinched as Roh put his hands on his splinted knee.

"Fwar told me that a horse went down on you. And these other hurts?"

"Fwar knows."

"l thought s0." Roh took the knife from his belt-hesitated as Vanye saw it and
recognized it. "Ah, yes. You carried it ... to return to me, | do not doubt. Well, it is back.
Thank you." He cut the binding on the splint, and that plain stubbed even through the akil ,
touching al other nerves. But Roh felt of the joint with greet gentleness. "Swollen. . . torn.
Probably not broken. | will do what | can with it. | will free your hands-or not, as you will have
it. You tdl me."

"1 will make no trouble for the meanwhile."

"Sengble man." Roh bent him forward and cut the cords, then sheathed the blade and
meassaged his torn hands until some life returned to his swollen and discolored fingers. "You are
clear-minded enough to know where you are, are you not?"

"The Gate," he recaled, and recalled what had befdlen Roh at such a place. Panic took
him. Roh's fingers bit into hiswrigt, sopping him from awild move, and the leg shat fire through
the arch of the knee, pain and the akil dmost taking his senses.

"You are going nowhere, crippled asyou are," Roh hissed into his ear, and thrugt his
arm free. "What do you expect? That anyone could want the carrion they have left of you? |
have no such designs. Use your wits. | would not have let you freeif | had.”

He blinked, trying to think clearly, trying to flex the life back into hisfingers. He was
shaking, swesat cold on him.

"Bedill," Roh said. "Believe me. Body-changing is nothing pleasant. The one | have
auffices. . . dthough,” he added in cold mockery, "one of the Hiuamight find yours an
improvement. Fwar, for instance. His face giveshim no joy."

He sad nothing. The akil set even thisat distance. The pain faded back into the
warmth.

"Peace," Roh said softly. "I assure you, you are safe from that.”

"Which are you? Lidl now, isit not?'

Roh's face smiled. "More than not."

"Roh-" he pleaded, and the smile faded and the frown came back, an indefinible shift of
the eyes.

"l say | will not harm you."

"Whois'l,’ Roh?'

"I-" Roh shook his head and rose. ™Y ou do not understand. There is no separation, no
divison. I-" He went across the shelter, there dipped up apan of water . . . and on an
gpparent other thought, poured some into a handle-broken cup and brought it back to him.
"Here."

He drank, thirgtily. Roh knelt and took the cup back when he was finished, tossed it
asdeinto the straw, then dipped a cloth into the pan of cold water and began, very gently, to



wash the dirt from hiswounds, sarting with hisface. "1 will tell you how it is" Roh sad. "At the
first is utter shock . .. and then afew daysthat are like adream. Y ou are both. And then part
of the dream beginsto fade, and you know that it was once there, but you cannot recdl it in
daylight. | was Liell once. Now | am Chya Roh. | think that | like this shape well. But then |
probably liked the other. And the others before that. | am Roh now. Everything that heis, al
that he remembers-dl that he loves or hates. All, in short-that heis or ever was-| contain.”

"Except his soul.”

A touch of irritation came over Roh'sface. "1 would not know about that.”

"Roh would have."

Roh's hands resumed the gentle ministering they had for an ingtant ceased, and he
shook his head. "' Cousin-sometimes-there is a perverseness in methat | cannot help. | would
not harm you, but do not prick a me. Do not. | do not likeit when | have done such athing.”

"Oh Heaven, | pity you."

The cloth found araw spot and he winced. "Do you prick at me," Roh repeated
between his teeth. The touch gentled again. "Y ou do not know what trouble you have caused

me .. . thiswhole camp. Y ou know the marshlanders are across that barricade trying to figure
how to get their hands on you."

He gazed at Roh, digtantly.

"Wake up,” Roh insgsted. "They have put too much of that into you. What did you tell
them?'

He shook his head, confused. For atime he truly did not remember. Roh saized his
shoulder and forced his attention.

"What, confound you? Will you have them to know and not me? Think it through.”

"They asked-asked meto tell what | knew of the Gates. They aretired of relying on
you. They said-that because the Men in this camp want to kill me, they would have more hold
on methanonyou. . . that was Shien'sthought . . . or someoné's ... | cannot remember. But
Hetharu . . . meant to have what | know-and not to tell you until atime suited him-"

"What you know. And what do you know of Gates. Has she given you knowledge
enough to be dangerous?’

He thought over the hazard of truth with Roh. Nothing would focus.

"Have you such knowledge?' Roh asked.

"y es"

"And what did you tdl them?"

"Nothing. | told them nothing. Y ou came.”

"l heard that they had brought you in. | guessed as much as you have told me."

"They will cut your throat when they can.”

Roh laughed. "Aye, that they will. And yours, sooner, without my protection. What do
you know that you did not tdll them?'

Panic flashed through him, muddled with the akil. He shook his head desperately, not
trusting to spesk.

"I will tell you what | suspect,” Roh said. "Tha Morgaine has had help staying out of
gght. She hasbeen in acertain village; | have learned that much: Hetharu knows it too. Men
live here, dusive asthey are, and there are others too, are there not?"

He sad nothing.

"There are. | know that. And | think that there are ghal- are there not, cousin? And you



have friends. Perhgps that is who rode off with her, when shefled. Allies. Native dlies. And she
thought to go to the high place and seize control of the Gate and destroy me. Well, isthat not
her purpose? It isthe only sane course for her. But | am less worried about what Morgaine will
and will not, in the state she must be in now, than | am worried for who has his hands on that
wegpon of hers. A ghal and aMan are with her. So Fwar reports. And who are they, and
what would either of them do with such awegpon as that sword in his hands?"

The thoughts tumbled chaoticaly aout him: Merir, he thought. Merir would use it
well. But then he doubted, and recalled that he and Morgaine held purposes at odds with the
arrhendim.

"Fwar brought me something,” Roh said. "Oh, he did not want to giveit, but Fwar hasa
great repect for my anger, and he most readily gaveit up for his hedth's sake." He drew from
hisbdt aglver cirdet onachan . . . Meir's gift. "You worethis. | find it very strange
workmanship, nothing like home, nor even like Shiuan. See, it iswritten over with ghalur
runes. Friendship is the inscription. Whose friend are you, Nhi Vanye?'

He shook his head and his eyes hazed. He was exhausted. Of a sudden the fear that
had stayed remote began to trouble him, nearer and nearer, stalking him.

"Hardly honorable ... to worry at you when you are full of that foul Suff-isit? You are
essy as anew-written page. Well, | shdl not, any more. But | do tell you this that you may
think on when you are sober again . . . that what | have asked of you | have not asked with
purpose to harm you. And you must stay awake, Vanye. Come, keep your eyes clear. Look at
me with sense.”

Hetried. Roh hit him, enough to gting, but not with maice. "Stay awake. | will make
you angry with meif that iswhat it takes. Y our eyes are till hazed with that drug, and until that
goes, you will stay awake, whatever | have to do to keep you that way. | have seen men die of
it in this camp. They deep to death. And | want you dive."

"Why?

"Because | have put my neck on the block for you tonight and | want reward of it."

"What do you want?'

Roh laughed. ™Y our company, cousin.”

"I warned you-warned you that you would not find your companions grateful when you
joined them. Y ou are aMan, and they hate you for it."

"Am |?" Roh laughed again. "Y ou admit it then, that | am your cousin.”

"Aghal ..." -told me, hedmost said, what it was like for you. But he was not quite
hazed enough to let it dip, and stopped himsdf in time. Roh looked at him strangdly, and then
shrugged and let it pass, beginning again to wash at hisinjuries. Roh's touch hurt, and he
winced: Roh swore softly.

"l cannot help it," Roh said. "Thank Fwar for this. | am as careful as| can be. Be glad of
the akil for awhile."

Roh was indeed careful, and skilled; he cleaned the wounds and dressed them with hot
oil, and tended those that were fevered. He put hot compresses on the knee, changing them
often. Intime Vanye let his head fdl. Roh disturbed him to look at his eyes, and findly let him
deep, rousing him only when he changed the compresses. It was far into the night, Vanye
judged at one of these wakings, and yet Roh disturbed him again, putting heat on the knee.
"Roh?" he asked, perplexed by this.

"I would not have you lame."



"Someone ese might seeto it.”

"Who? Fwar? | am scant of servantsin this grand hal. Go to deep, cousin.”

He did so, aquiet deep, for the first time since Carrhend. This last and better effect the
akil left on him, that its passing exhausted him and he was able to rest.

Chapter Nine

Roh roused him again with daylight flooding through the door and hazing tlirough the
smoke from the opening overhead. There was food; Vanye bestirred himsalf and took it, bread
and sdted fish and alittle of Shiuan's sourish drink- for the first timein days, enough to edt,
poor though it was and foul with the memory of Shiuan.

Hisjaw hurt in eating, and there was little of him elsawhere that was not bruised or
wounded. But the knee had freedom of movement this morning, and the pain there, which had
become so constant he had ceased even to redlize it, had somewhat abated. He did not dress
agan, but sat with alength of cloth wrapped about him, and Roh saw to it that the hot compress
stayed on the knee even at breskfagt, a bit of rag congtantly aboil in apot on the fire, one and
then the other.

"Thank you," Vanye said in sum of everything.

"What, honest gratitude? That is more than | had of you in our last meeting. | think you
meant to cut my throat, cousin.”

"l have sense enough to know what | owe you,"

Roh smiled atwisted smile and poured another panful of water into the pot on thefire,
then settled and poured himself a cup of the Shiualiquor. He drank of it and grimaced.
"Because | did not take advantage of you as| could have done? They would have gone on and
on with that drug until you had no sense left what you were doing, and if they had had long
enough-wel, you would have handed them everything you know, and that would have been
enough to save your life ... of sorts. Y ou would have lived-perhaps ... 0 long as humiliating you
amused them. Y ou do wdll to thank me. But of course | had to get you out of there; it was only
practicd. Y ou would have ruined me. For the rest, well, you do owe me, do you not? At least
you owe me better than to turn on me.”

Vanye turned up his scarred pam, that was Morgaine's mark, sedled in blood and ash.
"| cannot say that, and you know it. Whatever | have done and will do-is under ilin-law. No
promise of mineis binding where it crossesthat; | have no honor.”

"But you have enough to remind me of it."

He shrugged, troubled, as Roh had aways been able to seize his heart and turn it in him.
"Y ou should have looked well on what was happening in that tent last night. They dare not lay
hands on you-yet. But they will find away someday.”

"I know. | know how far | can trust Hetharu, and we passed the borders of that
territory long ago.”

"So you surround yoursdlf with the likes of Fwar. Y ou know surely that he and his
kindred served Morgaine once. They turned on her when they did not gain of her what they
wanted. They will do the samefor you the first time you cross their wishes. And that is not my
hate speaking. That is the truth."

"l expect it dally. But the fact remains that Fwar and his men had rather serve me than



the khal, reckoning how much the khal love them. The khal have dienated every human in this
camp, Hiua, marshlanders-all who have any experience of independence; but the marshlanders
do not love Fwar, no, not in the least. Fwar and his Hiualads are few, hard Men asthey are,
and he knowsthat if ever he dips, the marshlanderswill put hisface in the dirt. Fwar loves
power. He must have it, many as his enemies have become. He joined Morgaine while he
thought that she would give it to him, while it looked likely that he could remain her lieutenant
and lord over conquests. He joined me only when it was clear that he could not dedl with the
khal and when heredized that | am aso a power in this camp. Fwar kegps the marshlanders
under his hed and that is useful to me. Heis essentid to my surviva here; he is nothing without
me and he knowsit... but so long as | have him in my employ, the khal do not rule Hiua or
marshlandersin this camp. And arrogant as the khal are, they, do redlize that they are
outnumbered, and that the Men who ill serve them are cattle, of their own making. No Shiua
human is amatch for marshlander or Hiua, and of course not dl the Men who have lived under
the khal truly love their masters, not even those Men who wear the brand on their faces. The
khal areredly quite terrified of their own servants, and so they redouble their crudties to keep
them cowed . . . but that is not athing to say openly. For one thing, it would not be good to
have Men find it out, would it? -Another bit of bread?’

"l cannot.”

Things among them have changed since Hetharu came to power,” Roh continued with a
shake of his head. "There was an urge to decency in some of these folk. But in the passage,
only the strongest survived; they were generdly not the fittest to live”

"Y ou chose Hetharu for your dly . . . when you had other choices."

"l did, yes" Roh refilled both their cups. "To my lasting sorrow, | chose him. | have
aways been unfortunate in my dlies. -Cousin . . . where do you reckon Morgaine is?'

Vanye swalowed at a bit suddenly gone dry and reached for the cup, drank deeply and
ignored the question.

"The place she attempted to reach over by theriver,” Roh said, "is surely the control
itsdf ... | believe s0; Hetharu surely does. Hetharu's patrols will scour thet area. . . will have
been doing s0 in searching for her. Hetharu wants the Hiua sent back out on her trail. | am not
eager to send Fwar from me, for obvious reasons;, Fwar himself isnot at al anxiousto go, but
that even he seesthe danger if that wegpon of hers goes to Hetharu's men. Hetharu himsdlf is
terrified, | do not doubt, of someone like Shien ... of even his own folk getting possession of it. |
do not, | confess, like to think of Fwar holding it elther. Of course Fwar should have let you lie
under that horse and gone &fter her; he redlizes that now, in cold blood, but ... heis afraid of
her: he has faced her wegpons before, and it was fear that obscured his good sense-fear and his
obsessive hate of you. He dared an arrow againgt her at distance, but facing Changeling . ..
well, that is quite another matter, at least in his thought of the moment. Fwar sometimes needs
time to reckon clearly where his advantage truly lies; hisingincts for surviva on the ingtant
sometimes overwhelm those for the long range. He regrets that choice now; but the moment has
passed-saving your help, of course.”

"Then it has passed,” he said; the words amaost choked him. "I will not help you."

"Peace, peace, | advise you againg any attack on me. And put khalur tactics from your
mind; | could have done the same as they last night, if | would. No, | am the only safety you
have here."

"Liell tended to dlies like Fwar: bandits, cutthroats-a hdl that would have had fit place



in Shiuan, for dl it was human-held. | find you unchanged-and my chances equd, here and
there."

Roh's eyes clouded, cleared again dowly. "I do not blame you. | loathe my
companions, as you warned me | would . . . but you forced me to them. They will kill me when
they can; of course they will. You are safe herejust as| am ... only because Hetharu il fearsa
risng in the human camp if he comes and tries to take you; | could do that to him, and he fears
it. Besides, he has reason to wait."

"What reason?"

"The hope that a any hour one of his patrols may ride in bearing Morgaine's weapons .
.. and in that hour, my friend, we are both dead men. And there is yet another danger: that
perhaps you and | and Morgaine are not the only onesin this land who can use the power of
the Gate; perhaps there is knowledge to be had sawherein thisland. And if that iSso- Isit S0,
Vanye?'

He said nothing, trying to keep dl reaction from his face.

"l suspect that there could be" Roh said. "Whatever else we have to fear, the sword is
beyond doubt. It was madness ever to have made such athing. Morgaine knowsiit, | am sure.
And the thought of that ... | know what is written in the runes on that blade, at least the gist of it.
And that should never have been written.”

"She knowsiit."

"Can you wak? Come here. | will show you something.”

He gstroveto rise, and Roh lent his hand and steadied him as he limped across the
shdlter to the far Sde where Roh wished to lead him. There Roh flung back aragged curtain,
and showed him the horizon.

And there was the Gate, afire with shimmering colder than moonlight. Vanye gazed  it,

and shuddered at that nearness, at the presence of that power that he had learned to dread.

"It isnot good to look &, isit?" Roh asked. "It drinks up the mind like water. It hovers
over us here. | have lived in that presence until it burns through the curtains and the wal. There
IS no peace with that thing. And the Men who live here, and the khal-fed it. Because of her
they have feared to leave it; and now they are beginning to fear to Say near it. Some may leave
it and go out. Those who do stay here. . . will go mad.”

Vanye turned from it, would have left Roh's help and risked fdling, but Roh went with
him and helped him down on the mat by thefire.

Roh sank down then on his hedls, arms folded across his knees, and settled further,
crosdegged. " So you see the other source of insanity in this place, deadlier than the akil. And
far more powerful." He picked up his cup and drank it to the last, shuddered and swallowed
heavily. "Vanye, | want you to guard my back for atime, as you have guarded hers."

"You are mad."

"No. | know you. There is no man more rdligble. Save that other oath of yours, | know
that any promise you give fredy will be kept. And | am tired, Vanye." Roh's voice broke
suddenly, and pain was in the brown eyes. "I ask only that you do this until it crosses your oath
to her."

"That might be a any time| decideit is. And | owe you no warning.”

"l know. Still | ask you. Only that."

He was bewildered, and turned the thing over and over in hismind, finding no trapin it.
At lagt he nodded. "Until then, | will dowhat | can. As| am-that islittle. | do not understand



you, Roh. | think you have something in mind, and | do not trust you."

"l have said what | want. For now-I will leave awhile. Sleep; do what you choose, s0
long asyou dtay in this shdlter. There is clothing there if you mugt haveit, but do not walk on
that leg; keep the compresses on it, if you have any sense”

"If Fwar comes within my reach-"

"He would not come aone; you know him. Do not look for that kind of trouble. | will
keep my eyein Fwar's direction, and you will not have to worry where heis." He gathered
himsdlf up and dung on his sword, but he Ieft his bow and quiver.

And as he left he dropped the flgp that curtained the door, taking most of the daylight.

Vanye lay down where he was and curled up to deep, drawing a blanket over him.
None did come to trouble his rest; and after along while Roh returned, with no word of what
he had been doing, though his face was weary.

"l am going to deep,” Roh said, and flung himself down on his unused palet. "Wake me
if it is necessary."

It was a strange vigil, to know the Gate on one sde and khalur enemies on the other,
and himsdlf keeping watch over the kinaman he had sworn to kill. And he had leisure to think of
Morgaine, counting the days since their parting ... the fourth day, now, when any wound would
have reached and passed its crisis, one way or the other.

Through the day he kept the compresses on the knee, and in late afternoon, Roh
changed the dressings on hiswounds and left him again atime, returning with food. Then Roh let
him deep, but waked him midway through the night and wished him to St awake again while he
dept.

He looked at Roh, wondering what was afoot that Roh dared not have them both
adeep; but Roh cast himsdf down on hisface asif the weariness on him were unbearable, as if
it were more than last night that he had not dept securdly. He stayed awake until the dawn, and
drowsed the next morning, while Roh pursued his own business outside.

He waked suddenly, at afootstep. It was Roh, and there was commotion in the camp.
Helooked in that direction, questioning, but Roh sat down and laid his sword on the mat beside
him, then poured himsdlf adrink. His hands were shaking.

"It will settle” Roh sad findly. "There has been asuicide. A man, awoman, and two
children. Such things happen here.”

He looked at Roh in horror, for such things did not happen in Andur-Kursh.

Roh shrugged. "One of the khal's latest. They pushed the man to it. And that is only the
edge of evils here. The Gate-" He shrugged again, that became a shudder. "It broods over dl
here."

The curtain of the doorway was thrust back, and Vanye saw their vistors: Fwar and his
men. He reached for the jug of liquor, not to drink; Roh's hand clenched on hiswrigt, reminding
him of sense.

"Itissettled,” Fwar said, avoiding Vanye's eyes, saring & Roh. "The khal gavegran;
the kin have begun to bury their dead. But it will not stay settled. Not while this other matter
has them stirred up. Hetharu is pushing at us. We cannot have men there and here. We are not
enough to be in both places."

Roh was slent amoment. "Hetharu is playing a dangerous game,” he said in a il
voice. "Sit down, Fwar, you and your men."



"1 will not gt with this dog."

"Fwar, St down. Do not try my patience.”

Fwar consdered it long, and sullenly sank down &t the firesde, his cousins with him.

"You ask too much of me" Vanye muttered.

"Have peace with them,” Roh said. "On your word to me: thisis part of it."

Heinclined his head sullenly, looked up at Fwar. "Under Roh's peace, then."

"Aye" Fwar answered graceessy, but Vanye gave it no more belief than he would
have given Hetharu'sword . . . less, if possible.

"I will tdl you why you will keep peace” Roh said. "Because we are dl about to perish,
between the khal and the marshlanders. Because that-" He hooked a gesture over his
shoulder to the wall which conceded the Gate, and the glances that went that way were
uncomfortable. "- That isathing that will drive us mad if we stay here. And we need not. Must
not."

"Where, then?' Fwar asked, and Vanye set hisjaw and stared at the mat to concedl his
own dartlement. He was afraid, suddenly, mind legping ahead to unavoidable conclusions, he
trusted nothing that Roh did, but he had no choice but to accept it. Fwar was the dternative; or
the others.

"Nhi Vanye has a certain ussfulness” Roh said softly. "He knows the land. He knows
Morgaine. And he knows his chances in this camp.”

"And with the likes of them,” Vanye said, and there was dmost a dagger drawn, but
Roh snatched up his sheathed longsword and thrugt it at Trin's middle, stopping that with cold
threat.

"Peace, | say, or none of uswill liveto get clear of thiscamp ... or survive the journey
afterward.”

Fwar motioned at Trin, and the dagger went back solidly into its sheeth.

"There is more than you think at stake," Roh said. "That will become clear later. But
prepare for ajourney. Be ready to ride tonight.”

"The Shivawill follow."

Follow they may. Y ou have itched for killing them. Y ou will have your chance. But my
cousin is another matter. Keep your knives from his back. Hear me well, Fwar i Mija | need
him, and s0 do you. Kill him, and the Shiuawill be on one Sde and the folk of thisland on the
other, and that is a position no better than we have now. Do you understand me?"

"Aye" Fwar sad.

"Sart seaing to things quietly. Asfor me, | am nat involving mysdf in any of your
preparations. The Shiua have been urging me to send you out on a certain mission; if you are
chdlenged, say that you are going. And if you tir up trouble-wdll, avoid it. Go to it."

They gathered themsdalves up. Vanye did not look at them, but stared into the fire, and
glanced up only when he had beard the last of them walk away.

"Whom do you betray, Roh? Everyone?’

Roh's dark eyes met his. "All but you, my cousin.”

he mockery chilled. He looked down again, unable to meet that stare, which chalenged
him to doubt, and to do something abot it.

| will go with you."

And guard my back?'

eglared a Roh.



It isfrom Fwar that | need most guarding, cousin. | will guard you, and you, me-when
Fwar and hisfolk hold watch during the night. One of uswill be awake, and seem adeep.”

Y ou have been planning this journey-from the hour you took me from Hetharu.”

Aye. | could not |eave the Gate before, for fear of Morgaine. Now | cannot stay here,
for fear of her . .. now | know what | needed to know; and you will ad me, Nhi Vanyei Chya
| am going to Morgaine."

Not with my guidance."

| have run out of dlies, cousin. | shdl go to her. It is possible that she is dead; and then
we shdl see-we two-what e shall do then. But she does not die easily, the witch of Aenor-
Pywn. And if shelives well, | shal take my chances with her dl the same.”

Vanye nodded dowly, atautnessin his ssomach.

Y ou want your chance & Fwar," Roh said. "Be patient.”

"Weapons."

"You will have them. Y our own; | gathered everything back that the Hiua had of yours.
And | will splint that knee of yours. Y ou cannot bear the ride we must make, otherwise. There
are clothesthere. . . better than the Hiuarags you and | will have to wear to ride out of here.”

He edged over to the bundle that Roh pointed out, gathered up his own boots, and
what else he needed, and dressed: they were of asze, he and Roh. He avoided looking at Roh,
holding what he did in his mind: Roh knew he meant to turn on him; Roh knew, by hisown
clear warning, and yet armed him. And there was no sensein it that pleased him, nothing.

Roh rested in the corner againgt the grasswall, staring at him from half-lidded eyes.

"Y ou do not believe me," Roh observed.

"No more than the devil."

"Believethisat leadt: that out of this camp you trust me and keep your pledge to me, or
Mija Fwar will have both our skins. Y ou can bring me down ... but | promise you it will not
profit you."

The commotion did not die away. It rose up again within the hour, and Trin thrust his
head inside the shelter and hung there against the doorway, hard-breathing. "Fwar says get
ready now. No waiting until dark. Thereistalk now of coming up here. The marshlanders want
him, dow-cooked; him they could have, for my opinion . . . but if they once pass those guards,
with the khal on this sde-wdll- If you want those horses brought through, we have a chance of
doing it now, quick, while they talk down there; when it gets to more than talk, we have no
hope of doing it."

"Gettoit," Roh sad.

Trin spat in Vanyes direction, and left. Vanye sat ill, his breathing choked with anger.

"How long will we need them?' he asked then.

"You may have to endure worse than that." Roh threw abundle of cloth a him; he
caught it, but did nothing more, blind with anger. "I mean it, cousin; armed you may be, but you
will do nothing. Y ou gave me apledge, and | assume you will keep it. Smother that Nhi temper
of yours and keep your head down. Leave your avenging to me until the time comes ... act the
part of an ilin to the letter. Y ou gtill remember how, do you not?

He was shaking, and expelled severd short breaths. "1 am not yours."

"Be s0 for afew days. Bitter days. But by that means you may survive them, .and so
may |; and your surviving them ... does that not serve her!"



That argument shot home. "1 will do it," he said, and started pulling on the Hiua
garments over his own; Roh did likewise.

There were two more bundles. Roh gave oneto him, and it was incredibly heavy.
"Your armor,” Roh said. "All your belongings, as| promised. Hereis your svord." And he
unwrapped that and tossed it over, belt and dl. Vanye set down the other and buckled it only
about hiswaist, for to fagten it a the shoulder spoiled the Hiua garments and galled his wounds.
Roh looked less Hiua than he, he reckoned, for Roh's hair was twisted at the ngpe in the
warrior's knot, in the fashion of a hdl-lord of Andur, and Roh was cleanshaven. His own face,
bruised as it was, had not known arazor in days, and his hair, shorn in hisloss of honor, had
grown shoulder-length and alittle beyond: usudly that was held from his face by hdm or coif,
but now it went where it would, and he let it, which hid some of his bruises. He consdered the
bearing of the Hiua, and assumed in his mind their gracelessness, their hangdog manner: there
was a hakedness in the prospect of going outside the shelter that chilled the blood in him.

Roh gathered up his own wegpons, chiefest of which was a fine Andurin bow; the shafts
his quiver carried were mostly long, green-fletched Chya arrows. He had the bone-handled
Honor-blade at his belt, and bore sword and axe as well, the latter for the saddle. Hall-lord,
Vanye thought in vexation; he cannot seem anything else.

And when the horses came thundering to the front of the shelter, with the shouts of Men
audible in the distance, there was Roh'stal black mare, conspicuous among the smaller Shiva
mounts. no hope of concedlment; the darm was surely passed . . . Chyawildness-Vanye
cursed it doud, and flung himself for the saddle of the bow-nosed sorrel dlotted him, . . .
cursed again asthe leg shot fire up the ingde when he threw it over. He shook the hair from his
eyes and looked up-saw acluster of khalur riders bearing down on them from the center of the
camp.

"Roh!" he shouted.

Roh saw it, whedled the black mare about and plunged through the Hiua, drawing them
face-about, nigh forty riders, Hiuaand a scattering of renegade marshlanders.

"We will shake them from our heds™ Roh cried. "Thereis no luck for them in this
direction.”-For they were headed for the sprawl and clutter of the human camp, where athin
row of demon-helms manned the barricade, barring the way of trouble coming out of it.

The guards saw them coming, hesitated in confusion. Roh drew rein, shouted an order
to open the barricade, and Hiua sprang down to do it-Roh passed at the least opening, and
Vanye stayed with him, raking hisleg on the barrier: it was dl too quick, the guards without
orders, not ressting. More Hiua poured through, and they plunged for the midst of the human
camp a adead galop, aimed for the mob gathered there,

Swords whipped out; the mob logt its nerve at the first shock and scattered from their
charge, with only afew missles flying. One man was hit and unhorsed, and they took him . . .
for what fate was not good to think. But they broke through by sheer impetus and shock, with
the open plain before them and a scatter of futile stones pelting from behind. Vanye kept low; he
had not blooded his sword, not on men's,

Roh laughed. "The khal will rideinto a broken hive."

He looked back then, and there was not a Man in sight; no more stones, no fight; the
human folk had gone to cover, armed, and there was no sight of the Shiua riders behind them
ether. Either they would seek some exit that avoided the human camp, or they would make the
mistake of trying to ride through, and either would take them time.



"When Hetharu knows we are gone," Roh said, "as he must by now-then there will be
no shaking them from pursuing us.”

"No," said Vanye, "l do not think there will be."

He looked again over his shoulder, past the dark mass of Hiuariders, and it dawned on
him what should have before, that his flight with Roh would stir al the camp into action ... the
whole army would mass and move.

He said nothing, seeing findly the trgp into which he had fallen-he had wanted to live,
and therefore he had blinded himsdf to things other than his own surviva.

Mirrind, he thought over and over, grieving. Mirrind and all this land.

Chapter Ten

They pushed the horses to the limit, and it was dark before they stopped, afireess
camp, one that they would break before dawn. Vanye did down from the saddle holding to the
harness and found himsdf hardly able to walk; but he cared for his horse, and took his gear and
limped over to Roh's side, head bowed as he passed through the midst of the men. He thought
that if one of them should st hands on him he would turn and kill thet man; but that was
madness and he knew it. He endured one man shouldering his horse past deliberately, and kept
his head down as Roh had said ... assumed an ilin's humility like a garment.

When he reached Roh's side he flung his pack down and stayed standing, for it was
painful to rise once down. "1 would like to change clothes" he said.

"So ghdll I. Do s0."

He dripped off the Hiua garments with distaste, and stood only in shirt and breeches,
Shiua, of fine-spun cloth: the hagueton he put on, againg the chill, and meditated putting on the
mail-shirt aswell, but the stiffness of his shoulders decided otherwise. He put on his cloak, no
more. And Roh aso rid himsdlf of the disguise; and paused in that to give ordersto Fwar.

"We will want sentries watching al horizons. There are Shiua riders behind us without
doubt; but there could be some returning from the forest edge, and we cannot risk that mesting
ether.

Fwar made a sound that might be agreement, turned, and with his foot hooked Vanye's
good leg.

Vanye sprawled, his knee awash with pain, and rolled and started up as best he could,;
but Roh was on hisfeet in the ingtant, his sword drawn. "Do that again,” Roh said, "or lay any
hand on him and | will have the head from your shoulders.”

"For this?"

Vanye struggled to hisfeet, but Roh laid ahand on his arm and thrust him back, turned
on him when he resisted, and struck him hard across the face. "'Y ou forget yoursdf. Morgaine's
patience was longer than mine. Cause me trouble and | will give you to them.”

Anger blinded him for the moment; and then he understood and bowed his head and
sank down again-for good measure performed the full obeisance asan ilin, an awkwardness
with a diff leg. Then he sat down, head bowed. It amused the Hiua mightily. He did not react
to the laughter, which, ugly asit was, lightened the air.

"Heisilin," Roh sad. "Isthat in the old songs? Perhaps you have forgotten that custom;



but heis not afree man. Heis outlawed . . . Morgaine's servant, no more than that. By Andurin
law, heisfree of any blood he sheds: Morgaine is guilty. Now heisin my service, and he stays,
Myya Fwar. Or would you rather kill him and lose our only hope of surviving? That isyour
choice. You are playing games with our own lives. Cripple or kill him and we have no guide, no
safe passage. Hetharu is behind us. Why do you think? For me? No. | could ride out and
Hetharu would bear that as he has everything e se | have done, because he dares not kill me: |
have the knowledge theat provides him safety in thisland . . knowledge of the Gates and of
power, my Myyafriends, that is greater than Hetharu himself suspects. And because you serve
me, Hetharu has feared us both. But listen to me now and | will tdl you what has driven
Hetharu and me to this parting of ways, why he has taken arms againgt us-and he has done so,
if any of you careto ride back and find out. It is because he had a chance to question this man,
and he knows enough now to fear my getting my hands on him. He knows that with thisman |
can overthrow thekhal . . . and seize contral of dl thisland.”

There was dead slence. All the men had gathered, hearing this, and Vanye turned his
face asde and kept his head bowed, his hand clenched on his sword.

"How?"' Fwar asked.

"Because this man has knowledge of the forest, of its people, and of Morgaine. The
khal have not found her. He can. And heis the means by which we can gain her weapons, and
absolute control of the Gates. Y ou have been trying to plunder villages. But with that power in
hand, do you not think the khal-lords know what we will be then? They will risk everything to
stop us. They are not anxious to be ruled by Men. But we will settle with them. No one ... no
one ... isto sat hands on this man. | have promised him hislife for hishelp. The khal could get
nothing from him . . . nor could you, my friends, where they falled. But me he will ligen to; he
knows | keep my word. Now if that istoo great amatter for you to bear, ride off now and join
Hetharu . . . take your chances you will survive that. But if you will stay with me, then keep your
hands off him or go through life one-handed. He is too vauable to me."

"He will not dways be" someone said.

"My oath," Roh shouted at that man. "Put it from your mind, Derth. Put it from your
mind!"

There was sullen agreement. Derth spat on the ground, but nodded. Others muttered
assent.

"Four days," Roh said, "and we will be within reach of al you cameinto my serviceto
have. Does that not content you? Four days."

"Aye" Fwar said suddenly, and the rest of the pack fel in. "Aye, lord," the rest agreed,
and the camp settled again, with mutterings of what would be done with the khal-lords when
they bad gained power over them.

Vanye swallowed heavily and looked up as Roh sttled by him. Roh said nothing for a
moment.

"Areyou hurt?' Roh asked then. He shook his head for reply, stared at Roh with an
uneasiness he could not shake. He dared not question; Fwar's cousins sat within earshot. This
would be so for the duration of their journey. Roh could not be expected to reassure him, to do
anything which would betray agreement between them. And he could not hep wondering if he
had not just heard Roh tell the truth.

Roh's hand clenched on his arm. " Get some deep, cousin.”

Vanye wrapped his cloak about him and lay down where the blanket was spread; he



dept, but not quickly.

Roh nudged him in the mid of the night; he opened his eyes then and sayed awake
while Roh closed his, astheir agreement was. All about them were the sounds of men breething,
the sometime shifting of the horses, the strangeness of such acombination of men and purposes.
It oppressed him.

At thefirg hint of dawn the camp stirred, the sentries passing among the blanketed
shapes and kicking this man and that... no more grace had they among their own folk than with
srangers. Vanye did not abide that manner of waking, but reached and shook a Roh,
disappointing the Hiua who was coming this way-sat up and began putting his armor on.
Already there were men saddling their horses and curaing the dark and the chill, for the Hiua
went unarmored save where they had plundered somewhat from the khal-lords. Fwar had a
scde-shirt under his Shiua-cloth garments. Vanye had dready marked that for atime yet to
come. He eased on his own ring-mail with aprotest of his scabbed shoulders and laced up, put
on the coif aswdl as his hedm, to keep his hair from his eyes. And Roh had included a dagger
for his belt, not a proper Honor-blade, but a Shiua knife.

"You carried mine so0 long and faithfully,” Roh mocked him out of the dark, "I hate to
deprive you of it."

"Avert," he sad, crossng himsdf fervently.

"Avert," Roh echoed him, and made the gesture too, and laughed, afterward, which
gave him no comfort & all.

He did the hostile weapon into place at his belt and went to seek the horses, waking
through the Hiua, as he must ride among them and deep beside them and endure them for days
more. They did not lose whatever chance they could find to trouble him. He bowed his head
and took the abuse, choked with anger, reminding himsdlf that he had grown too proud. It was
no more than baiting, though uglier wishes lay beneath it. They hoped to provoke anger from
him, which would bring Roh'swrath down on him . . . Cause me trouble, Roh had sad in their
hearing, and | will give you to them. They longed for that. But their baiting was only what an
ilin in Andur-Kursh might endure under a harsh lord. Morgaine's service had been otherwise,
even from the beginning, however hard it had been in other ways. He recdled her face and
voice suddenly, and the gentleness she had given him, and thrust the memory away at once, for
he could not afford to grieve.

She was not dead. He was not forever bound to the likes of these, in aworld where she
did not exigt. His sanity indsted to believe it.

"Lord," someone said, and pointed south, in the direction of the Gate. Therewas a
second dawn on that horizon, aglimmering of red brighter than the true one.

"Hre." Theword hissed through the company on many lips.

Roh stared &t it, and suddenly gestured for them to move. "The khal must have settled
the trouble we started in the camp; thereis no hope it could be any other way. That fire is their
means of didodging the lower camp and moving them on; we have seen that tactic before.
They are behind us now, and their outriders will have moved out long before now. We have to
ride hard heresfter. They are coming, dl of them.”

The smudge of smoke on the horizon was evident in full dawn, but it soon burned itself
out and dissipated on the winds: the wind was steadily from the north . . . had it been
otherwise, it would have been afire perilous in the extreme. "It has come up againg the south



river," Roh surmised, on one occasion that he turned in the saddle to ook back. "I am relieved.
Their madness might have swept down on dl of uson thisplain.”

"Their riders will not come much dower than the fire would have," Vanye said, and
looked back aso; but al that was to be seen was Fwar's troop, and their faces were asight he
cared for aslittle as Hetharu's own. He turned about again, and spoke little to Roh thereefter,
reckoning that much friendliness apparent between them could make things no better for Roh.

He tended Roh's horse at rests, and did al such things as he would have done for
Morgaine. The Hiua were uncommonly quiet in their madice by daylight, where dl that was
done had to be done under Roh's witness. There were only spiteful looks, and once Fwar
gmiled broadly at him and laughed. "Wait," Fwar said, and that was dll. He glared steedily at
Fwar, reckoning that his principa danger was a knifing in the back when the time came. Fwar
was one that wanted facing dl the time.

And once thereafter he saw Fwar looking a Roh's back, with quite another look than
he gave to Roh's face.

Thisisa man, Vanye thought, -who never forgives; some cause he has with me;
and perhaps with Roh-another.

Guard my back, Roh had wished him, knowing well the men of his sarvice.

They crossed the two riversin the morning and the noon. Their bearing was to the north
and dightly easterly, toward the ford of the Narn. Vanye chose their direction, for he rode at the
head of the company with Roh and Fwar and Trin, and he bore as he would, while Roh
adjusted his course to suit his a each smdl jostling of the horses, and Fwar and his men
followed Roh'sleading.

There was, he recalled, that camp of Hetharu's men or Fwar's due north, and he did not
want to encounter that; there was the ford of the Narn itsalf, which he wanted less. But between
the two, the expanse of anight's hard ride, there was a patch of forest that did not love Men,
and that he chose, knowing it might be the end of them.

But having heard Roh's talk with the Hiua, he was determined on it, rather than to guide
them al near Morgaine. He lived in the hourly anticipation that Fwar would discover where they
were bound, and who was truly leading them, for Fwar had been in that region and might well
know the danger ... but it did not happen. He made himself as inconspicuousin his pogtion as
possible, bowing his head on his chest and feigning to give way to his wounds and to
exhaugtion. In fact, he did deep alittle while they rode, but not long; and he pretended hardly to
be aware of what direction they took.

"Riders" Trin said of a sudden.

Vanye looked up and followed the pointing of Trin'sarm. His heart pounded in sudden
fright at the cloud that rose on the northwesterly horizon. A Shiuacamp wasthere" he said to
Roh. "But they cannot yet know you have fadlen out with Hetharu."

"They would know him quickly enough,” Fwar said. "Get some covering round that
armor, quick.”

Fwar's advice or no, it was worth taking. Vanye dipped off hishem and unlaced his
coif, shaking his hair free as the Barrows-men wore theirs. Fwar stripped off histunic of coarse
wool and gaveit to him. "Put that on, Roh's bastard cousin, and drop back of us."

He did s0, shrugged the unwashed garment down over his own lesther and mail and
reined back into the center of Fwar's pack of wolves where he was less congpicuous. His face



was hot with rage for the taunt Fwar had flung a him ... an old one, and one which only Roh
could have told them, concerning the proper degree of their kinship. It disturbed him the more
because the Roh he had known was his mother's close kin, and the taunt was not one that did
honor to clan Chya or Roh's house.

Fwar's riders made close formation about him. Their hair was dark, and none were so
tall. He made his stature as little obvious as possible. There was little more to be done. The
riders were coming on them at speed now, having seen the dust they raised, and surely meant
to meet them.

"The Sotharra camp,” aman at hisleft muttered. "Shien's folk, those."

Roh and Fwar rode ahead to meet the riders at distance from the company, awise
maneuver if it were Shien. The oncoming riders dowed, breaking from a chargeto an
gpproach, and finaly cameto ahdt, but for ther three leaders, who kept riding. In Fwar's
band, bows were strung and arrows readied, but there was no show of them.

It wasindeed Shien. Vanye recognized the young khal -lord and thanked Heaven for
the distance between them. The horses snorted and fretted wearily under them. Therewas a
time that everything seemed peaceful. Then voices were raised, Shien's bidding them rum and
follow hislead to his camp.

"l do not want your Barrows-scum riding where they please and cutting through our
territory. They are hindrance as much as help. They take no orders.”

"They take mineg," Roh returned. "Out of my way, lord Shien. Thisismy path and you
aeinit.”

"Go on, go on, then, but you are coming up againgt forest soon. Y our men are no 10ss,
but you are. Nothing has come alive out of that area, and | will use force to stop you, lord Roh.
Y ou are too much to risk.”

Roh lifted his arm. Hiua bows lifted and bent. "Ride off," Roh said.

Shien stared increduloudy, dazed by the sight of human defiance. "Y ou are quite mad.”

"Ride off. Or discover the limits of my insanity."

Shien backed his horse, and his escort with him; with a sudden jerk he whedled about
and rode back to his own troop, which glittered with scae-armor and pikes. One of the
Barrows-men softly entreated protection of his severd gods.

Roh gtarted moving, Fwar and Trin beside him. The company moved forward, passing
the Shiuariders, who stood still watching them. Firgt their flank and then their backs were
exposed to the Shiua, who remained motionless. Eventudly the Shiua dwindled in the distance,
and Roh started them to a gdlop, which they kept until the horses could stay it no more. Even
S0 it was well after dark before they stopped and flung down from their horses.

Fwar asked histunic back. Vanye surrendered it gladly enough, and tended his horse
and Roh's.. . . and Fwar's, for the Barrows-man flung him the reins as Roh had done, to the
generd laughter of the company; they mocked him: bastard was ataunt they had dl taken up,
seeing how it pricked at him.

He averted hisface from their tormenting, and settled the horses and passed through
the Hiua company back to Roh, where Fwar sat.

And he had no more than sat down than Fwar grasped his shoulder and pulled him
roughly about.

"You are our guide, are you? The lord Roh saysit. So what did Shien mean about



hazards in the forest?"

He thrust off Fwar'shand. "There are," he said carefully, though rage nearly choked
him, "there are hazards everywhere in the forest. | can guide you through them.”

"What sort?'

"Others. Qhal."

Fwar scowled and looked at Roh.

"Morgaine hasdlies’" Roh sad softly.

"What kind of trap have you led us into? We trusted her once and learned. | have no
trust in this now."

"Then you are in abad Situation, are you not? Hetharu on one side and Shien on the
other, and the forest that none of usyet have found away to travel safely-"

"Your aranging.”

"I will talk with you privately. Vanye, get out of here."

"See he does, Trin."

Vanye gathered himself up; Trin was quicker, and seized him by the arm and drew him
away to the far Sde of the camp, where the horses were picketed.

They stopped there. Fwar and Roh spoke together, out of hearing, two shadowsin the
dark. Vanye dared at them, trying to hear dl the same, trying to ignore his guard, who suddenly
saized his callar from behind and wrenched. "Sit down,” Trin advised him, and he did so. Trin
stood over him and kicked severd times gently at his splinted knee, naught but casual malice.
"We will get you away from him sooner or later,” Trin said.

He answered nothing, planning that mesting in his own way.

"Thirty-seven of us-al with reason enough to settle with you.”

He 4till said nothing, and Trin swung hisfoot again. He seized it and wrenched, and Trin
went down, startling the horses, crying out for help. Men poured toward them. Vanye hit the
Hiua, staggered up from Trin's prostrate form and came up on one leg, whipped out his dagger
and dashed atether. The horse shied back; he seized its mane and swung up asthe dark tide
reached him.

The horse screamed and plunged-went over as the Hiua overwhelmed it, other horses
shying and screaming and tearing at their tethers. Vanye deared the fdling anima and sprawled
into ayielding mass of Hiuaamost under other hooves. He dashed blindly and lost the dagger
asthat arm was held and strained back nearly to breaking.

They drew him up then, and one snatched him by the harness on his chest and
wrenched him forward. He would have struck, but for the glitter of mail, that showed him who
it was. Roh cursed him and shook him, and he flung the hair from his eyes, ready to fight the
rest of them. One tried to come a him-Trin, dive, with dark blood on his face and aknifein his
hand.

Fwar stopped the man, took the knife, thrust the rest of the mob back. "No," Fwar
sad. "No. Let bewith him."

The Hiua gave back sullenly, began to move away. Vanye shivered convulsvely from
his anger and caught his breath. Roh had not let him go. He reached for Roh's hand and
disengaged it.

"Trying to run?' Roh asked him.

He said nothing. It was obvious enough what he had tried.

Roh seized hiswrigt and turned his hand up, dammed the hilt of his dagger into it. "Put



that away and thank mefor it."

He went to the ground and performed the obeisance, and Roh stood staring a him for a
moment, then turned and walked away, Fwar lingered Vanye gathered himself up, expecting
Fwar's malice, recdling to his confusion that it had been Fwar who pulled his men back.

"Someone go catch that horse," Fwar said then. A man went, walking out to the horse
that had stopped itsflight allittle distance from the picket line.

Vanye started back to Roh. Fwar took him by the arm.

"Come dong,” Fwar said, and guided him through the standing crowd. No hand was
laid on him ese. Trin threatened; but Fwar took him aside and spoke to him in private, and Trin
returned pacified. The whole camp settled.

Vanye looked about him at this sudden tolerance, and at Roh, who averted hisface and
began to prepare himsdlf for the night's rest.

Chapter Eleven

They moved out yet again before dawn, and by the time day came full upon them, the
dark line of Shathan bowed across their northern horizon.

During that day a strange tension lay over the company, which had riders dropping back
to the rear by twos and threes and talking together awhile before riding forward again.

Vanye saw it plainly enough, and reckoned that Roh did . . . dared not cdll it into question, for
there was Fwar, as ever, at hisside. 1 am mad, he kept thinking, to have any trust left in
him. He was afraid, with a gnawing apprehenson which Shathan's nearness did nothing to alay:
to ride into the darkness . . .

He flexed the knee againgt the splints, and estimated that with the horse under him he
was awhole man and without it adead one. To ride with any speed through that dark maze of
roots and uneven ground was impossible; to run it afoot, lame as he was, held no better hope-
and the question was how far he could lead this band, before someone called hat and
chdlenged him.

Y et Roh let him guide them dill, even after Shien's warning, and what mutterings Fwar
hed made about it were slenced. All objections were tilled. There were only the whisperingsin
the back of the column.

In the afternoon they stopped and sat down with tether linesin hand, letting the horses
rest, themsalvestaking alittle food and drink, unpacking nothing which was not at once
replaced, ready to move onin any ingant. A gambling game started up, using knives and Kill,
and imaginary stakes of khalur plunder; that grew loud, and swiftly obscene. Roh sat
unsmiling. His eyes shifted to Vanyes, and said nothing.

And suddenly flickered, fixed beyond his shoulder. Vanye turned and saw through his
horsg's legs a haze of dust on the southern-horizon.

"I think we should move," Roh said.

"Aye" he murmured. There was no doubt what that was, by its direction: Hetharu-
Hetharu with hisriders, and the Shiua horde in hiswake.

Fwar swore blackly and ordered his men to horse. They sprang up from their game
and checked girths, adjusted bits, took to the saddle with feverish haste. Vanye swung up and



reined about, taking another |ook.

It was more than one point of the horizon now: it was an arc that swept toward them
from south and west, hemming them haf about. " Shien,” he said. " Shien has joined with them.”

That dust will be seen in the Sotharra camp,” Fwar judged, and swore. "There and
among the ones out on Narn-gde. They will lose no time riding thisway ether.”

Roh made no answer, but set spurs to the black mare. The whole company rode after
him in haste, driving their horses to desperate flight. Spur and quirt could not keep the weaker
with the pace; dready the company was beginning to string back. The Shiua animds, journey-
worn, could not keep the Andurin mare's ground-egting stride, much asthelr riders bel abored
them. Vanye nursed his sorrel gelding as he had done from the beginning ... an unlovely annud,
burdened with a bigger man than the Hiua, and him armored; but the beast had had &t least a
horseman’s care on the journey, and he held hisown at therear . . . not important now to bein
the lead, only to be with the rest, to keep the anima running for that green line aheed of them.
The khalur riders were gaining: he looked back and saw the glint of metd through the dust of
their own riding; doubtless the khal, better mounted, would kill their horses if need be .to
overtake them, seeing the forest ahead as well asthey did.

Roh's lead was now condgderable, and only afew of the Hiua could keep with him.
Vanye guided the sorrdl around a bit of brush another rider had gone over, reckoning the land
and the easiest path. He passed three of the Hiua, though he had not changed his pace. He bit
at hislip and kept the gelding to what he had st.

Now there was acloud of dust not only behind them, but eastward, closer there,
ominoudy closer.

Otherslooked that way eventudly, saw that force that sorang bright and glittering asif
by magic over aswedl of the land. The Hiua cried out in darm, and spurred and whipped their
horses near to exhaugtion, asif that would help them- rode them over ground that wasfit to
lame them even at adower pace.

A horse went down, screaming, in the path of another. Vanye looked back; one of the
riders was a marshlander, and a comrade dropped back for that man: three gone, then. The
man picked up the one rider and overtook them again, leaving the other; but soon the
overburdened horse broke stride and fell farther and farther behind.

Vanye cursed; Kurshin that he was, he loved horses too well to enjoy what was
happening. Roh's doing, Roh's Andurin callousness, he thought; but that was because he had
somewhere to place the anger for such cruelty. He consented in it and rode, athough by now
the little gelding was drenched in swest, and his own gut and joints felt every bruise the land
dedlt them.

The forest was dl their view now, though the khalur riders were dmost within
bowshaot. Arrows flew, fell short; that was waste. Archery dowed the force that fired, to no
profit at thisrange.

He no longer rode among the last: three, four more horses that had been near the fore
broke stride and dropped behind him, even within reach of the forest. The others might makeit.

"Hai!" he shouted, and used the spurs suddenly; the gelding legpt forward, sartled-
passed others, began to close the gap with the foremost, gaining on Roh's Andurin mare. Vanye
bent low, dthough the arrows ill flew amiss, for now the forest lay ahead. Roh disappeared
into that green shadow, and Fwar, and Trin; he came third and others followed, dowing & once
in that thickening tangle. One rider did not, and a horse rushed past riderless.



Vanye ducked alimb and pressed the exhausted gelding past to the fore. "Come," he
gasped, and none disputed.

The gelding was surefooted despite that it was so badly spent; Vanye wound hisway
this direction and that with an eye to the ground and the tangle overhead, as rapidly asthe horse
could bear-down one leaf-covered dope and up another.

More riders crashed after them, horses breaking away where there was none, either
their own companions or the most reckless of their pursuers. A man screamed somewhere
behind them, and Vanye did not look back, caring nothing who it was. The horse's breathing
between hislegs was like a bellows working, the beast's legs communicating an occasond
shudder of exhaugtion which he felt through his own body. He tapped it with his hedls, talked to
it in hisown tongue as if al horses understood a Morij accent. It kept moving. He looked back
and Roh was Hill there, and Fwar and Trin alittle farther, and athird and fourth man; brush
crashed somewhere that he could not see. A horse broke through a screen of branches even as
he watched, and labored downdope; Minur was that rider, and the horse could scarcely make
the gentle dimb up again.

There was a stream, hardly with water enough to cover the horse's hooves. His wanted
to stop; he did not dlow it, drove it up the dope, found the trail he had thought to find. He put
the horse to no more speed, only enough to maintain the pace. The shadow thickened, not
aone of the forest, but of the declining sun. He turned in the saddle and saw Roh with him,
Fwar and Trin and Minur, others, about three near, more farther back. Fwar looked back too,
and the look in his eyes when he turned showed that findly, finally he understood.

Vanye drove the spursin, ducked low and rode, shouts pursuing him, the thunder of
hooveswith him still and close. Thetrail dipped again, where atree was down. The geding
measured that dope, refused it, and Vanye reined about in the same move, whipped his sword
from shegth.

Fwar rodeinto it, his own sword drawn: Vanye remembered the scale-armor and cut
high. Fwar parried; Vanye rammed the spurs in and defended in turn, cut downward as the
gelding shied up. Fwar screamed, rumbled under the hooves of his own backing mount as a
second horse plunged past, riderless: horses collided, went down on the dope, and Fwar was
somewhere under them.

A third: Minur. Vanye spun the staggering gelding about and parried with a shock that
numbed his fingers, whipped the blade about and across Minur's with a desperation Minur
should have moved to counter: he had not. There was only his head in the longsword's path,
and the Barrows-man died without a sound, sped before he left the saddle.

"Hai!" Vanye shouted, and spurred past blind at the others, cut right and cut Ieft and
emptied two saddles, he knew not whose. The gelding brought up short as one of the horses
shouldered it, staggered. He drew rein and saw Roh in his path; but Roh faced the other way,
il ahorse, and his bow was bent and one of his green-fletcbed shafts was trained down that
dark aide of trees, which was held only by dead men.

"Roh," Vanye cdled to him.

The shaft flew. Roh reined about and spurred toward him: ahail of arrows pursued,
white-feathered, and none of them accurate. Vanye turned, and drove the gelding back toward
the dope, weaving through the trees to avoid the obstacle at the bottom. The black mare
stayed close behind.

An outcry rang out behind them, rage and anguish. Vanye took the gelding up the other



dope, hearing brush break in the distance. The gelding reached the top and staggered, kept
going alittle farther and fatered badly. It was the end for it. Vanye did down and dashed the
leather that held the girth-ring, freeing it of the saddle, and he tore off its bridle and hit it a good
dapto driveit farther. Roh did the same for the black mare, though it could have borne him
farther-turned and nocked one of his god Chya shéfts.

"We did not lose enough of them," Vanye said, in what of bresth remained to him; he
clenched the bloody sword in his fist and regretted bitterly the bow that was lost with Mai.

The sound of pursuit crashed nearer down the trail-and stopped, smply stopped. There
was dlence, save for their own hard breathing.

Roh swore softly.

A man cried out, and another. All through the forest there were thin outcries, and of a
sudden acrash of brush near them that nearly startled Roh into firing. A riderless horse broke
through and kept going, mad with terror. There were screams of horses and brush crackled in
every direction.

Then slence

Brush whispered about them. Vanye let his sword drop to the dry leaves, stood ill,
gazing into the shadowing dark with the hair prickling at his nape.

"Put down your bow," he hissed at Roh. "Drop it, or we are dead men."

Roh did so, nothing questioning, and did not move.

Shadows moved here and there. There was a soft chittering.

"Their wegpons are poisoned,” Vanye whispered. "And they have had bitter experience
of Men of our breed. Stand till. Stand till whatever they do.”

Then very carefully, aams wide, he limped alittle gpart from Roh, in the midst of the trail
where they had turned at bay. He stood still a moment, then carefully turned, faced every
quarter of the wood until he saw the strange shadow that he sought . . . not on the ground. It sat
like anest of old mossin the crotch of atree. Enormous eyes were centered on him, divein the
midst of that unlikely shape.

He sgned to it as Ldlin had done. And when that brought no reaction, he bent his good
leg and awkwardly kndlt, hands till far from his Sdes, that it might see he held no wespon.

It moved. It wasincredible how it descended, asif it had no need of branches, but clung
to the wood of the trunk. It stood then watching him, tall and stilt-limbed. Voices chittered now
from dl sdes, and dl about them in the dusk, shadows moved, staking into the pathway.

They towered over him as he kndt. He stayed absolutely till, and they put their hands
on his shouldersand arms.. .. dender, powerful fingers that tugged strangdly at his garments and
his armor. They closed and drew him to hisfeet, and he turned and stared up into their faces,
shivering.

They spoke to him, and tugged at his clothing; there was anger in their rgpid voices.

"No," he whigpered, and signed at them carefully: friend, friend, hand to his heart.

There was no response. Sowly he lifted hisarm and pointed down the trail in the
direction he wished to go, and saw that others consdered Roh, who stood deethly till in their
unhuman hands,

He tried to |leave those about him and walk in that direction, but they would not let him

walk free: they brought him to Roh, holding him firmly. His eyes roved the area, counting: ten,
twenty of them. Ther faces, their dark, fathomless eyes, seemed dl immune to reason or

passion.



"They are harilim," he said to Roh softly. "And they are of the forest. . . of it, entirely.”

"Morgangsalies”

"Noonesalies”

It was fully night now; the last twilight faded, and the shadows thickened. More and
more of the harilim arrived, and al began to speak at once, in cluttering rushes of sound that
thundered like faling weter; debate, perhaps, or chanting. But at |ast came other staking
shadows that smply stood and watched, and silence fdll, so suddenly it numbed.

"Theamuldt,” Vanye said. "Roh. The amulet Do you il have it?!

Roh reached very dowly into his collar and drew it forth. It shonein the Sarlight, a
dlver circle trembling on Roh's hand. One of the harilim reached and touched it, and chirred
Softly.

Then one of thetall late-comers stalked forward with that heron-like gait, which hated
severd times and did not hurry. It too fingered the amulet, and touched Roh's face. It spoke,
and the sound was deeper, like frog-song.

Tentatively Vanye lifted his arm yet again, pointing to the path that they wanted to go.

There was no response. He tried a step and none forbade. He took another, and
another, and stooped very carefully and gathered up his sword and put it in its sheath. He edged
back yet farther. Roh took hislead then, and moving very carefully, picked up his bow. There
was no sound from the harilim, none anywhere in the forest. Step after step they were alowed.

A hall of twigs came down from overhead. They kept walking, and gill none prevented
them. They passed down the trail and met the stream again, where the trail ceased and they had
only the streamcourse to guide them. Reeds rustled behind them. A cluttering came from the
trees.

"Y ou planned this" Roh said hoarsdly. " Shien understood. | would thet | had.”

"What did you plan for me?" he returned, haf awhisper, for sound was fearsome in this
place. "1 promised only to go with you and guard your back-cousin. But what did you contrive
with Fwar that so well pleased him?"

"What do you suppose | promised him?”

He answered nothing and kept walking, limping heavily over tangles of roots and
washes in the mossy earth. The stream beside them promised water they dared not stop to
drink, not until the breath was raw in their throats.

Then hefdl to one knee and gathered a cold double handful to his mouth, and Roh did
likewise, both of them taking what they could. Leaves rustled. A hall of twigs flew about them,
leaves and debris hitting the water. They gathered themselves up as larger pieces began to fly.
Shadows moved in the forest. They started walking and the shaking of branches stopped.

There came atime that they had to rest. Vanye sank down, hands clasped to his aching
knee, and Roh flung himself down among the leaves, heaving with sobs for breath. They had left
the stream for atrail that offered itsdf. There was only dark about them.

Of asudden the shaking of branches began. A piece of wood cracked; a branch
crashed dangeroudy near them, breaking young treesin itsfdl. Vanye reached for support and
clawed hisway to hisfeet, Roh soringing up hardly dower. A scattering of twigs hit them. They
began walking and it ceased.

"How far will they drive us?' Roh asked. His voice shook with exhaugtion. "Isthere a
place they have in mind?'

"Til morning . . . and out of their woods." He caught the bad leg and stumbled,



recovered with an effort that blurred his eyes. Almost he would have defied them and flung
himsdf down to see whether they meant then- threats, but he was too sure that they did. The
harilim had done much, indeed, not to have killed them among the others.. . . save that they
might-at least one or two of them-recal him as a companion of the ghal ... if they had
memories a dl, if anything like the thoughts of Men existed behind those huge dark eyes.

Crud, crud as any force of nature: they would have their way, their forest cleared of
outsiders. He reckoned that their freedom to walk was the utmost of the harilim's mercy and
went blindly. Once they met another, broader trail, started to take it, but ahail of twigs came
down on them, in their faces, and the chittering began to be angry.

"Go back," he said, pushing a Roh, who was minded otherwise, and they turned and
struggled the other, the harder trail, which took them deeper into the woods.

Hefdl. The leaves skidded dickly under his hands and for amoment he smply lay
there, until the chittering nearby warned him, and Roh put a hand under hisarm and cursed him.
"Get up,” Roh said, and when he had his feet under him again, Roh flung an arm about him and
kept him moving until he had recovered his senses.

Day was beginning, afirst grayness. The shadows which stalked them became more
and more visible, sometimes moving aong beside them with more rgpidity than aMan could
manage in the brush.

Then asthe light increased a hush fell, and nothing now disturbed the trees, asiif their
herders had suddenly become one with bark and moss and limb.

"They are gone," Roh said firgt, and began to dow, leaned againgt atree. Vanye looked
about him, and again his senses began to leave him. Roh caught his arm, and he sank down
where he was and sprawled on the dry leaves, numb and blank for atime.

He woke with atouch on hisface, redized he was on his back now, and Roh's hand,
cold and wet, bathed his brow. "There is another stream just beyond those trees. Wake up.
Wake up. We cannot spend another night in this place.”

"Aye," he murmured, and moved, groaned adoud for the misery in body and limbs. Roh
steadied him to rise on his good leg, and heped him climb down to the water. There he drank
and bathed his aching head, washed the dirt from him as best he could. There was blood on his
hands and his armor: Fwar, he recdled, and bathed that off with loathing.

"Where are we?' Roh asked. "What do you expect to find here? Only their like?!

He shook hishead. "I am logt. | have no ideawhere we are.”

"Kurshin," Roh said, like a curse. Roh was Andurin, in dl hislives, and forest-bred, as
Kurshin were of the mountains and valey plains. "At least that way istheriver." He pointed to
the downstream of the brook. "And the ford where she was."

"Which lies across the harilim woods, and if you choose that route, go to it; | will not.
It was your imagining to use mefor aguide. | never claimed for mysalf what you clamed for me
to Fwar."

Roh regarded him narrowly. "Aye, and yet you knew accurately enough how to cast us
to those creatures, and you have travelled here. | think you are shading the truth with me, my
Kurshin cousin. Lost you may be, but you know how to find yoursdf. And Morgaine."

"Go to blazes. Y ou would have thrown me to the Hiuaiif the hour had needed it."

"A kinsman of mine?| fear | am too proud for that kind of bartering. Isthat areasoning
you understand? No, | promised you to them, when we should have teken Morgaine. . . but |



can shade the truth too, cousin. | would have shaken them from my track. | heard Shien's
warning. | could have turned aside. | trusted to you. Are not a Kurshin and an Andurin match
for Hiuain the woods? Do you think that | would ever have found them comfortable allies?
Fwar hated me dmost as he hated you. He meant to knife me in the back the moment Morgaine
was no longer athreat and he had you in his hands, disarmed. That was the anticipation that
sweetened his digposition. He thought he had everything he wanted, me to deal with Morgaine,
and half-witted enough to strip mysdif of the only man who might give me warning if they went
for my back. Fwar saw himsdlf as magter of thisland if he only tolerated usfor atime; that |
could give my trust to you, who had been my enemy-Fwar was not such aman, and therefore
he could not imagineit in others. And it killed him. But you and I, Vanye-we are different men.
Y ou and I-know what honor is."

Vanye swdlowed heavily, uneaslly reckoning that it might remotely be truth. "I promised
to guard your back ... no more than that. | have done so. It was your own saying, that you
would find Morgaine and try to spesk with her. Well, do it without my help. Here our
agreement ends. Go your own way."

"For acripple, you are very confident to dismisss me."

Vanye scrambled awkwardly to his feet, hand jerking his sword from its hook; he
amog fell, and braced his back againgt atree. But Roh il kndlt, unthrestening.

"Peace" Roh said, turning empty hands palm up. A mocking smile was on hislips. "In
fact, you do think you can manage without me in this woods, and | would know why. Crippled
asyou are, cousin, | should hate to abandon you."

"Leave me."

Roh shook his head. "A new agreement: that | go with you. | want only to spesk to
Morgaine ... if sheisdive and if sheisnot, cousin ... if sheisnot, then you and | together
should reconsider matters. Y ou evidently have dliesin this forest. Y ou think that you do not
need me. Well, that is the truth, more than likely. But | shal follow you; | promise you that. So |
may aswell go with you. Y ou know that no Kurshin can shake me from histrail. Would you not
rather know where | am?’

Vanye swore, clenched his hand on the sword he did not draw. "Do you not know," he
asked Roh hoarsdly, "that Morgaine set me under ordersto kill you? And do you not know that
| have no choice where it regards that oath?"

That took the smile from Roh's face. Roh considered it, and shrugged after a moment,
hands loose across his knees. "Well, but you could hardly out-fence me at the moment, could
you?-save | gave you a sanding target, which would hardly be to your liking. | shdl go with
you and abide Morgaine's decison in the matter.”

"No," he pleaded with him, and Roh's expression grew the more troubled.

"What, is that keeping faith with your liege-to warn her enemiesthat sheis pitiless, that
sheis unbending, that she understands no reason at dl where it regards athreat to her? My
oldest memories are dreams, cousin, and they arelong and full of her. The Hiuacal her Desgth,
and the Shiuakhal once laughed at that. No longer. | know her. | know my chances. But the
khal will not forgive what | have done. | cannot go back; | would have no freedom from them.
| saw what they did to you-and | am quick to learn, cousin. | had to leave that place. Sheisal
that isleft. | amtired, Vanye, | am tired-and | have bad dreams.”

Vanye stared at him. Gone was al semblance of pride, of mockery; Roh's voice
trembled, and his eyes were shadowed.



"Isitin your dreams. . . what Lidll would have done with me and with her?"

Roh looked up. Horror wasin his eyes, deep and distant. "Do not cdl those things up.
They come back at night. And | doubt you want the answer.”

"When you-dream those things: how do you fed about it?"

"Roh hatesit."

Vanye shuddered, gazing into the wildnessin Roh's face, the war exposed. He sank
down again on the bank of the siream, and for atime Roh wrapped his arms about himsdlf and
shivered like aman fevered. The shivering stoppped finaly, and the dark eyesthat met hiswere
whole again, quizzicd, mocking.

"Roh?"

"Aye, cousn."

"Let us sart walking."

They walked the sreamsde, which in Shathan was no lessthan aroad . . . morereliable
than the paths, for al the habitations of Men in Shathan were set near water. They must struggle
at times, for the way was overgrown and at times the trees arched over thelittle stream or grew
down to the very margin, or some fallen log damned it, making deep places. They had no lack
of water, hungry as they were and there were fish in the stream that they might devise to take
when they dared stop: not favored fare for a Kurshin, but he was not fastidious, and Roh had
fared on much worse.

He limped dong with Roh at his back, saying nothing of how he guided himsdf, though
perhaps Roh could guess; he had found himsdf a staff and leaned on it as he walked, though it
was less the knee that troubled him than other wounds, which covered the most of his body
and a times hurt so that the tears came to his eyes ... an abiding, never-ceasing misery that now
hed the hest of fever.

He sank down toward noon and dept, not aware even that he chose to do so. He
samply came to himsdf lying on the ground, with Roh adeegp not far from him. He rose up and
shook at Roh, and they both stood up and started walking.

"We have dept, too long," Roh said, anxioudy looking skyward. "It is hdfway through
the afternoon.”

"l know," he said, with the same dread. "We cannot stop again.”

He made what haste he could, and severd times dared whistle aoud, as close to
Lelin's tones as he could manage, but nothing answered him. There was no sight of game,
hardly aflicker of abird'swings through the trees, asif they were dl that lived in this section of
Shathan. No ghal were neer ... or if they were, they chose to remain silent and unseen. Roh
noted it; whenever he looked back he saw Roh's anxious shift of eyes over their surroundings
and agreed with Roh's uneasiness. They walked through something utterly unnaturd.

They came upon an old tree, corded with white. It was rotten at the heart, lightning-
riven.

"Mirrind,” Vanye said doud, his pulse racing, for now he knew completely where he
was, to what place the little stream had guided them.

"What isthat?' Roh asked.

"A village. Y ou should know it. The Shiua murdered one of its people.” Then he
repented his words, for they were both at the end of their strength and their wits, and he
needed no quarrd with Roh. "Come. Carefully.”



He sought the rutted road and found it, concedled as it was now by brush. He walked
as quickly as he could with hislimping dride, for the night was coming fast on them. From this
place, he thought, he might try to find Merir's camp . .. but he was not sure of the way, and the
chance was that Merir would have broken camp and |eft, the place even if he could find it. He
was noly anxious now to put the harilim behind them before the dark came on them again.

Through the trees suddenly appeared a haze of open space, and when they had reached
that edge there were only shells of stone and burned skeletons of timber where Mirrind had
stood. He swore when he saw it, and leaned against one of the trees by the roadside. Roh
wisdly sad nothing at that moment, and he swallowed the tightness from his throat and Sarted
forward, keeping to the shadow of trees and ruins.

The crops till grew, dthough weeds had set in; and the ruins of the hal were mostly
intact. But the desolation, where beauty had been, was complete.

"We cannot stay here" Roh said. "Thisiswithin reach of the Sotharra camp. Shien's
men. We have come too far. Use some sense, cousin. Let us get out of the open.”

He lingered yet a moment, staring about him, then turned painfully and began to do as

Roh had advised.
An arrow hit the dirt at thelr feet, quivered there, brown-feathered.

Chapter Twelve

Roh gtarted back from the arrow as from a serpent, reaching for his own bow. "No,"
Vanye sad, holding him from flight.

"Friends of yours."

"Once. Maybe 4till. -Arrhendim, Ther nthim ahallya Men-rani*

There was no response. "Y ou are full of surprises” Roh said.

"Bedill," he answered. His voice shook, for he was very tired, and the dlence
dismayed him. If the arrhendim themselves had turned againgt him, then there was no hope.

"Khemeis." The voice came from behind him.

Heturned. A Man stood there, a khemeis. It was not any that he knew.

"Come."

He began to do o, bringing Roh with him. The khemeis melted back into the forest,
and when they had reached that place there was no sign that he had stood there. They walked
farther into the shadow.

Suddenly awhite-haired ghal shifted into their view, from the shadow of the trees. His
bow was bent, and a brown-festhered arrow was aimed at them.

"l am Ldlin Erirrhen'sfriend,” Vanye said. "And khemeis to Morgaine. Thisman ismy
cousin."

The arrow did not waver. "WhereisLdlin?'

Then his heart sank, and he leaned on his g&ff, little caring whether the arrow was fired.

"WhereisLdlin?'

"With my lady. And | do not know. | hoped that the arrhendim would.”

"Y our cousin bearslord Merir's safe-passage. But that is good only for him who bears
it



"Take usto Merir. | have an accounting to give him for his grandson.”

Slowly the arrow was lowered and eased from the bowstring. "We will take you where
we please. One of you does not have leave to be here. Which?"

"1," Roh confessed, lifting the amulet from his neck. He gave it into Vanye's hand.

"You will both come with me."

Vanye nodded when Roh looked question a him; and he hung the amulet again about
his neck and, heavily, limped in the ghal's wake.

There was no stopping until long after dark; and then the arrhendim halted and settled
among the roots of alarge tree. Vanye sank down, Roh beside him, tucked his good leg up and
rested againg it, exhausted. But Roh shook at him after amoment. "They offer us food and
drink,” Roh said.

Vanye bestirred himsdf and took it, small appetite as he had now; afterward he leaned
againgt the base of atree and gazed at the arrhendim . . . two now, for the khemeis had joined
them.

"Do you know nothing of where Lelin or my lady is?' Vanye asked them.

"We will not answer," sad the ghal.

"Do you count us enemies?’

"We will not answer."

Vanye shook his head and abandoned hope with them, rested his head against the bark.

"Seep," sad the ghal, and spread his cloak and wrapped in it, becoming one with the
tree againgt which he leaned; but the khemeis vanished quietly into the brush.

There was a different ghal and a different khemeis in the morning. Vanye looked at
them, blinked, disturbed that they had shifted about so slently. Roh cast him asiddong glance
no less disturbed.

"l am Tirrhen," said the ghal. "My khemeis is Ham. We will take you farther.”

"Nhi Vanye and Chya Roh," Vanye replied. "Where?'

The ghal shrugged. "Come."

"Y ou are more courteous than the lagt,” Roh said, and took Vanye's arm, helping him
rise.

"They are Mirrind's guardians,” Tirrhen replied. "Would you expect joy of them?"

And Tirrhen turned his back and vanished, so that it was Haim who walked with them a
time. "Bedlent,” the khemeis said when Roh ventured to speek; it was dl he said. They walked
al the day save brief regts, and Vanye flung himself down at the mid-afternoon stop and lay il
agood moment before he had caught his bresth, eyes blurred and half-closed.

Roh's hand touched his. "Take the armor off. | shdl carry it. You are done, otherwise."

He rolled over and began to do so, while Roh helped him. The khemeis watched, and
finaly offered them food and drink, dthough they had hed alittle at noon.

"We have sent for horses," Ham said. Vanye nodded, relieved at that.

"Thereisno word," Vanye said again, trying another gpproach, "what became of my
party."

"No. Not that we know. And we know what there is to be known in this part of
Shathan.”

"But others might have contact elsewhere” Hope sprang up in him, swiftly killed by
Harm's grim look.



"What there is of newsis not good, khemeis. | understand your grief. | have said too
much. Get up and let us be going.”

He did so, with Roh's help. The lack of the armor was rdief. He made it until nightfal
before he was utterly winded and halted in his tracks.

It was Tirrhen with them now, and not Haim; and Tirrhen showed no intention
of stopping. "Come," he said. "Come on."

Roh flung an arm about him and steadied him. They followed Tirrhen until Roh himsdlf
was staggering badly.

Then aclearing lay ahead of them in the Starlight, and four arrhendim waited with six
horses. "They mean we should keep going,” Roh said, and his voice nigh broke.

Vanye looked, and knew none of them. He was helped to one of the saddleless horses,
which was hdtered only, and led by one of the arrhendim. Roh mounted the other without
their help, and slently the party started to move.

Vanye leaned forward and rested against the horse's neck, ingtinct and habit keeping
him adtride over rough ground and through winding trails. The pain subsided to something
bearable. The horse's patient strength comforted him. He dept at times, though onceit cost him
abraise on alow branch: he bent back under it and dumped forward again, little the worse for
it among so many other hurts. They moved through the night like shadows, and by morning they
had reached another clearing, where more horses waited for them, with another escort.

He did not even dismount, but leaned, grasped a mane, and drew himsdlf to the other
horse. The party started forward, with no offering to them of food or water. VVanye ceased
even to care, athough such wasfindly offered a noon, without stopping. He rode numbly,
dlent astheir escort was slent. Roh was il there, some distance behind ... he saw that when
he would look back. Arrhendim rode between them so that they could not speak to each
other. They had not been disarmed, he redlized at |ast, which heartened him; he trusted that
Roh till had hisarmor and his wegpons, for Roh had his own. He himsdf was beyond using
any, and wished only for acloak, for he was cold, even in daylight.

He asked findly, recaling that these were ghal, not Hetharu's hafling breed, and not by
nature cruel. He was given a blanket to wrap himsdf in as they rode, and they offered him food
and drink besdes, dl with little dday in their riding. Only twice in the day did they dismount
even for amoment. At nightfal there was another change of horses, and new guides took over.
Vanye returned the blanket, but the ghal gently put it back about him and sent him on into the
night with the new guides. The arrhendim who had them in charge now were more than gentle
with them, asif their condition aroused pity in them; but again & dawn, mercilesdy, they were
passed to others, and both of them now had to be helped to mount.

Vanye had no memory of how many changes there had been; it dl merged into
nightmare. There were dways whistles and sounds about them now, as if they rode some well-
marked highroad in the wood, one well-watched . . . but none of those watchers came into their
view.

The trees here loomed up mongtrousin sze, of different sort than they had seen. The
trunks were like walls beside them, and the place existed in shade that made it dways twilight.

Night settled on them in that place, a starless dark beneath that canopy of branches; but
there was the scent of smoke in the air, and one of their horses whinnied a greeting to another.

Light gleamed. Vanye braced his hands on the horse's moving shoulders, and stared at
that soft glow, at the assemblage of tents gathered amid those great trunks, color showing in the



firdight. He blinked through tears of exhaugtion, fragmenting the image.

"Merir's camp?' he asked of the Man who led his horse.

"He has sent for you," that Man said, but no more would he say.

Music drifted to them, ghalur and beautiful. It died at their coming. Folk |eft the
common-fire and stood as a dark line of shadows dong the course that they rode into camp.

The arrhendim stopped and bade them dismount. Vanye did down holding the mane,
and needed the bracing of two arrhendim to keep hisfeet asthey guided him, for hislegs were
weak and the ceasdless motion of the horses il ruled his senses, so thet the very earth seemed
to heave under him.

"Khemeig!"

A cry went up. A smdl body impacted his and embraced him. He stopped, freed a
shaking hand and touched the dark head that rested againgt his heart. It was Sin.

"How did you come here?" he asked the boy, out of a thousand questions that he
wondered, the only one that made clear sense.

Thewiry amsdid not let him go; smal hands clenched in the Sides of his shirt asthe
arrhendim urged him to start walking, and drew him on. "Carrhend moved," Sin said. "Riders
came. It burned.”

"Go away, lad," sad the khemeis at the right-gently. "Go away."

"l came" Sin sad; his hands did not unclench. "1 went into the forest to find the ghal.
They brought me here.”

"Did Sezar come back? Or Ldlin?"

"No. Ought they? Where isthe lady?"

"Leave him," said the khemeis. "Lad-do as you are told."

"Go away from me," Vanye said heavily. "Sin, | am not in good favor with your people.
Go away as hetelsyou.”

The hands relaxed, withdrew. Sin lagged behind. But then as he walked Vanye caught
gght of him, staying to one sde, trailing them forlornly. He walked, for they would not let him
do otherwise, to Merir's tent. They brought him at once inside, but Roh was left behind: he did
not redlize that until he was faced about in front of Merir's chair.

The old ghal sat wrapped in aplain gray cloak, and his eyes were sad, glittering in the
light of thelamps. "Let him go," Merir said; they did, gently, and Vanye sank down to one knee
and bowed himsdlf to the mat in respect.

"You are sorely hurt," Merir said.

It was not the opening he had expected of the old lord, whose grandson was logt,
whose line was threatened, whose land was invaded. Vanye bowed again, shaking with
exhaustion, and sat back. "'l do not know where Ldlinis" he said hoarsdly. "'l want leave to go,
my lord, to find him and my lady."

Merir's brows contracted. The old lord was not aone in the tent; grim armed Men and
ghal were about him, force at need; and there were the elders, whose eyes were darkened with
anger. But Merir's frown held more of pain than of wrath. "Y ou do not know the state of things
here. We know that you crossed the Narn. And after that, the harilim, the dark ones.. . . have
severed us from theregion. Isit not so, that you went to find Nehmin?

"Yes, lord."

"Because your lady would have it so, against my wishes. Because she was st on this
thing; and warnings would not deter her. Now Lélinis gone, and Sezar; and sheislogt; and war



isupon us" The anger did come, and stilled, and the gray eyes brooded in the lamplight, lifted
dowly once more. "'l saw dl these thingsin her. | saw in you only what | see now. Tdl me,
Khemeis, dl that happened. | shdl hear you. Tell me everything and spare no detail. It may be
that some tiny scrap of knowledge will help us understand the rest”

He did s0. His voicefailed him in the midst of it, and they gave him drink; he continued,
in their sark silence. There was Silence even after he had finished. "Please" he asked of Merir,
"give me a horse and one for my cousin too. Our wegpons. Nothing more. We will go and find
them.”

The dlence continued. In the weight of it, he reached to his neck and lifted off the chain
that bore the amulet, tendered it to Merir. When Merir made no move to takeiit, helaid it on
the mat before him, for his hand could not hold it longer without shaking.

"Then let usgo out aswe are" Vanye sad. "My lady islogt. | want only to go and find
her and those with her." "Man," said Merir at last, "why did she seek Nehmin?' He was
dismayed by the question, for it shot to the heart of things that Morgaine had withheld from their
knowledge. "Does it not control Azeroth?' he countered. "Does it not control the place where
our enemies are?’ "Were," said another.

He swallowed, clenched his hands in hislap to kegp them from trembling. "Whatever is
amiss out thereismy doing. | take responshility for it. | told you why they came; they pursued
me, and Nehmin has nothing to do with that. My lady ishurt. | do not know if sheisdill dive. |
swear to you that sheis not a fault in bringing attack on you."

"No," said Merir. "Perhaps she is not. But never yet have you told us dl the truth. She
asked truth of me. She asked trust. And trust have | given, to the very edge of war and the loss
of our peoplée's lives and homes. Yes, | see your enemies for what they are; and they are evil.
But never yet have you told us dl the truth. Y ou and she crossed through the harilim. Thet is
no smal thing. Y ou dared use the harilim in escaping your enemies, and you survive. . . and
that amazes me. The dark ones hold you in uncommon regard-Man that you are. And now you
ask usto trust you once more. Y ou wish to use usto set you on your way, and never once
have you told us truth. We shal not harm you, do not fear that; but loose you again to work
more chaosin our land . . . no. Not with my question still unanswered.”

"What will you ask, lord?' He bowed again to the mat, trembling, and sat back. "Ask
me tomorrow. | think thet | should answer you. But | am tired and | cannot think." "No," sad
another ghal, and leaned on Merir's chair to peak to the old lord. "Will anight's rest improve
the truth? Lord, think of Ldlin."

Merir considered amoment. "l ask," he said at last, though his old eyes seemed
troubled at the unkindness. "'l do ask, khemeis. In dl casesyour lifeis safe, but your freedom
isnot."

"Would akhemeis be asked to betray hislord's confidence?

That told upon al of them; there were doubtful looks among these honorable folk. But
Merir bit hislip and looked sadly a him.

"|s there something then to betray, khemeis?"

Vanye blinked dowly, forcing the haze away, and shook his heed. "We never wished
you harm.”

"Why Nehmin, khemeis?"

He tried to think what to answer, and could not; and shook his head yet again.

"Do we then guess that she means some harm to Nehmin? That is what we must



conclude. And we must be darmed that she has had the power to passthe harilim. And we
must never let you go."

There was nothing ese to say, and even sllence was no safety. The friendship that they
had enjoyed was gone.

"She wished to saize Nehmin," Merir said. "Why?'

"Lord, | will not answer you."

"Thenitisan act whichamsat us... or the answer would do no harm.”

Helooked at the old ghal in terror, knowing that he should devise something to say,
something of reason. He pointed vaguely and helplessy back toward Azeroth, from which he
had come. "We oppose that. That is the truth, lord.”

"l do not think we have truth at dl until it involves Nehmin. She means to seize power
there. No. Then what ese might she intend? ' The danger isto more worlds than thisone . .
. Her words. They sweep much wider than Azeroth, khemeis. Do | dare guess she meansto
destroy Nehmin?"

He thought that he must have flinched. The shock was evident too in the faces that
watched. There was heavinessin the air such that it was hard to draw bregath.

"Khemeis?"

"We. .. cameto stop the Shiua. To prevent the kind of thing that has come onyou.”. .

"Aye" sad Merir after amoment, and breath was held in that place; none dtirred. "By
destroying the passage. By taking and destroying Nehmin."

"We are trying to save thisland."

"But you fear to speek the truth to those who live in it.”

"That out there. . . that ... isthe result of the opening of your Gate. Do you want more
of it?'

Merir gazed down on him. His senses blurred; he was shaking convulsively. He had lost
the blanket somewhere; he could not remember. Someone put a cloak about him, and he held it
cose, shivering ill.

"ThisMan, Roh," Merir said then. "Bring himin."

It was amoment before Roh came, and that not willingly; but he seemed too weary to
fight, and when he was brought to face Merir. Vanye looked up and whispered to him: "Lord
Merir, cousin; aking in Shathan, and worth respect. Please. For my sake."

Roh bowed: hall-lord and clan-lord himself, dthough they had taken his wegpons and
insulted him, he maintained his dignity, and when he had bowed, he sat down crosdegged on
thefloor . . . the latter a courtesy to kinsman rather than to Merir, for he should have demanded
asegt on Merir'sleve or remained standing.

"Lord Merir,” Roh said, "are we free or no?"

"That isthe quedtion, isit not?' Merir's eyes shifted to Vanye's. "Your cousin. And yet
you have warned us before now whet heis."

"l beg you, my lord-"

"Chya Roh." Merir's eyes flashed. "Abomination among us, this thing that you have
done. Murder. And how many times have you so done?"

Roh said nothing.

"Lord," Vanye said. "He has another haf. Will you not remember that?'

"That isto bereckoned ... for heis both the evil and itsvictim. | do not know which |



"Do him no harm.”

"No," sad Merir. "His harm iswithin him." And Merir wrapped his cloak the more
tightly about him and brooded in slence. 'Take them," he said at last. "I must think on these
things. Take them and lodge them well."

Hands settled on them, gentle enough. Vanye struggled to rise and found it beyond his
grength, for his one leg was iff and the other would scarcely hold him. Arrhendim helped
him, one on asde, and they were led away to a neighboring tent, where there were soft skins
il warm from someone's body. Here they were left, unrestrained, able to have fled, but that
they had no strength Ieft. They sprawled where they were let down, and dept.

Day came. A shadow stood againg the light in the doorway of the tent. Vanye blinked.
The shadow dropped down, and became Sin, squatted with his arms folded across his bare
knees, patiently waiting.

A second presence breathed nearby. Vanye turned his head, saw aghalur lad, hislong
white hair and clear gray eyes strange in a child's face; ddicate, long hands propped his chin.

"l do not think you should be here," Vanye whispered to Sin.

"We may," said the ghalur child, with the absolute assurance of his elders.

Roh dtirred, sat up reaching for wegpons that were not there. "Be dtill,” Vanye said. "It
isdl right, Roh. We are safe with such guards.”

Roh dropped his head againgt his hands and drew a dow bresth.

"Thereisfood,” sad Sin brightly.

Vanye rolled over and saw that dl manner of things had been provided them, water for
washing, cloths; atray of bread, and a pitcher and cups. Sin crawled over and sat down there,
gravely poured frothing milk into a cup for him and offered it ... offered a cup to Roh when Roh
held out his hand for it. They breskfasted on butter and bread and a surfeit of goat's milk, the
best fare they had had in many days.

"HeisEllur," said Sin, indicating his ghalur friend, who settled crosdegged near him. "'l
think that | may be khemeis to him."

Ellur soberly inclined his head.

"Areyou dl right?' Sin asked, touching his splinted knee with grest care.

"Yes. Itismending. | shdl take that off soon.”

"Thisisyour brother?"

"Coudn," said Roh. "ChyaRoh i Chya, young Sr."

They inclined their heads in respect as men might.

"Khemeis Vanye" sad Ellur, "isit true what we have heard, that many Men have come
behind you againgt Shathan?'

"Yes" he sad, for there was no lying to such children.

"Ellur hasheard,” said Sin, "that Lelin and Sezar are logt; and thet the lady is hurt.”

Yes."

he boys were slent amoment, both looking distressed. "And," said Ellur, "that if you
go free, then there will be no arrhendim by the time we are grown."

e could not look away. He met their eyes, dark human and gray ghal, and hisbdly felt
asif he had received a mortal wound. "That could be the truth. But | do not want that. | do not
want that at dl."

Therewaslong slence. Sin gnawed at hislip until it seemed he would draw blood. He



nodded findly. "Yes, gr."

"Heisvery tired,” Roh said after amoment. "Y oung sirs, perhaps you should spesk to
him later."

"Yes, dr," said Sin, and rose up, gently reached out and touched Vanye's arm, bowed
his head and exited the tent, Ellur shadowing him like asmdl pae ghost.

It was amercy egud to any Roh had ever shown him. He fdt Roh push a him, and lay
down, shivering suddenly. Roh flung a cover over him, and sat there wisdly saying nothing.

He drowsed at last, found respite in deep. It did not last. "Cousin,” Roh whispered,
and shook at him. "Vanye."

A shadow fell across the doorway. One of the khemi crouched in the opening. "Y ou
are awake," he said. "Good. Come."

Vanye nodded to Roh's questioning look, and they gathered themselves out of the
cramped confines of the tent, sood and blinked in the full daylight outside. There were four
arrhendim waiting there.

"Will Merir see us now?' Vanye asked.

"Perhaps today; we do not know. But come and we shal seeto your comfort.”

Roh hung back, doubting them. "They can do what they will,” Vanye said in hisown
tongue, and Roh yielded then and came. He limped heavily, loath to be moved anywhere, for
he was dizzy and sore; but what he had told Roh was the very truth: they had no choice in the
matter.

They came to an ample tent, and entered into it, where sat an old ghalur woman, robed
in gray, who regarded them with bright stern eyes and looked them up and down, sorry as they
were and filthy. "1 am Arrhd," she said in avoice that cracked with authority. "Wounds | treet,
not dirt." She gestured to the young ghal who stood in the rear corner. "Nthien, take them into
the back and dedl with what you may; arrhendim, assst Nthien where needful.”

Theyoung ghal parted the curtain for them, expecting no argument. Vanye went,

pausing to bow to the old woman; Roh followed, and their guard trailed them.

Hot water was dready prepared, carried steaming through an opening at the rear of the
tent. At Nthien's urging they stripped and washed, even to the hair . . . Roh must unbind his,
which was shame to any man; but so wasiit to be unwashed, so he only frowned displeasure
and did so. Vanye had no such pride left.

The water sung in the wounds, and Vanye fdt fever in his which must be dedt with;
Nthien saw that at a glance and a touch, and began to make preparationsin that direction.
Vanye watched him with dread, for there was likely the cautery for the worst of them. Roh's
injuries were scant, and a little salve sufficed for him, and alinen bandage to keep them clean;
afterward Roh settled, wrapped in a clean sheet, on amat in the corner, braiding his hair back
into the warrior's knot and watching Nthien's preparations with mistrust equa to his own.

"Sit down," Nthien said then to Vanye, indicating the bench where he had set hisvessds
and ingruments. There was no cautery a dl. Nthien's gentle hands prepared each wound with
numbing save; some he must open, and he kept the arrhendim coming and going with
ingruments to be washed, but there was little pain. Vanye smply shut his eyes and relaxed after
anumber of the worgt were done, trugting the ghal's skill and kindness. The numbness
preceeded from the most painful to the least of his hurts, and afterward there was no bleeding;
clean bandages protected them.



Then Nthien examined the knee . . . caled in Arrhel, to Vanye's congternation, who laid
her wrinkled hands on the joint and felt it flexing. "L eave the plint off,” she said, then touched
her hand to his brow, pressed his face between her hands, making him look at her. Rega she
was in her aged grace, and her gray eyes were surpassing kind. "Y ou are fevered, child.”

He amost laughed in surprise, that she could cal him child; but ghal lived long, and
when he looked into those aged eyes, s0 full of peace, he thought that perhaps most Men to her
years were children. She left them, and Roh gathered himsdlf up off the mat, staring after her
with a strangely disturbed expression.

His kind, Vanye thought, and his skin prickled &t the thought. Liell'skind . . . the Old
Ones. He was suddenly frightened for Roh, and wanted him quickly out of this place.

"We are done," said Nthien. "Here. We have found you both clean clothing.”

The khemi offered it to them . . . soft, Sturdy clothing such asthe arrhendim wore,
green and brown and gray, with boots and belts of good workmanship. They dressed, and the
clean doth next the skin was itsdf a healing thing, restoring pride.

Then the arrhendim held back the curtain and showed them again into Arrhel's
presence.

Arrhd was standing at the tripod table which had not been there before. She stirred a
cup, which she brought then and offered Vanye. "For the fever. It is bitter, but it will help." She
gave him asmdl leather pouch. "Here is more of it. Once daly aslong as the fever lagts, drink
this steeped in water, as much as covers the center of your palm. And you must deep much
and ride not at dl, nor wear armor on those wounds; and you must have wholesome food and
agreat ded of it. But it seemsthat thisis not in anyone's plans. The supply isfor your journey."

"Journey, lady?'

"Drink the cup.”

He did s0; it was hitter as promised, and he grimaced as he gave it back to her, uneasy
at heart. "A journey to or from where | asked lord Merir to go?

"Hewill tell you. | fear | do not know. Perhapsit depends on what you say to him." She
took his hand in hers, and her flesh was soft and warm, an old woman's. Her gray eyeslooked
into him, so that he could not look away.

Then shelet him go and turned, sat down in her chair. She st the cup on the tripod
table beside her, and looked at Roh. "Come," she said; and he came, knelt when with her open
hand she indicated a place before her-hal-lord though he was, he did so-and she leaned
forward and took his face between her hands, gazing into his eyes. Long and long she stared,
and Roh shut his eyes findly rather than bear that longer.

Then she touched her lipsto his brow, and yet did not let him go. "For you," she
whispered, "I have no cup to drink. There is no hedling that my hands can work. | would that |
could."

Her handsfell. Roh thrust himsalf away and to his feet and came againgt the warning
hand of the khemeis who kept the door, stopped cold.

Vanye cast alook back a Arrhel, remembered courtesy and bowed; but when the lady
then dismissed them, he made haste to take Roh from that place. Roh did not ook back or
gpeak, not then nor for along time after, when they were settled again in their own tent.

Merir sent for them in the afternoon, and they went, escorted by the same severd
arrhendim. The old lord was wrapped in his feather-cloak, and bore the circlet of gold about



his brow; armed Men and ghal were about him.

Roh bowed to Merir and sat down on the mat; Vanye knelt and performed the full
obeisance, and settled as much as he could off hisinjured leg. Merir's face was grave and stern,
and for along time he was content only to stare at them.

"Khemeis Vanye" Merir sad at lagt, "your cousin much troubles what little peace |
have found in my mind. What will you that | do with him?"

"Let him go where| go."

"So Arrhel hastold you that you are leaving.”

"But not where, lord."

Merir frowned and leaned back, folding his hands before him. "Much evil has your lady
loosed on this land. Much harm. And more isto come. | cannot wish this away. The wishes of
al thefalk of Shathan cannat turn thisaway. Even yet | fear you have not told me dl that you
know ... yet | must heed you." His eyesflicked to Roh and back again. "The dly that you ingst
to take: would your lady approve him?"

"l have told you how we cameto be alies.”

"Yes. And yet | think she would warn you. So do |. Arrhel vows she will not deep
soundly for daysfor his sake, and she warns you. But you will not listen.”

"Roh will keep hisword to me."

"Will he? Perhaps. Perhaps you know best of dl. Seethat it is o, khemeis Vanye. We
will go to find your lady Morgaine, and you will go with us.... So will he, Snceyou ings; | will
reserve my judgment. | have misgivings-for many thingsin this-but go we shal. Y our wegpons,
your belongings, dl are yours again. Y our freedom, your cousin's. Only yon must return me
assurance that you will ride under my authority and obey my word as law.”

"l cannot,” Vanye said hoarsdly, and turned his scarred padm toward Merir. "This
means that | am my lady's servant, no one esg's. But | will obey you while obeying you serves
her; | beg you take that for enough.”

"That is enough.”

He pressed his brow to the mat in gratitude, only then daring believe they were free.

"Makeready,” Merir sad. "We leave very shortly, late in the day asitis. Your
belongings will be returned to you."

Such haste was what he himsdlf desired; it was more in an respects than he had dared
hope of the old lord . . . and for an ingtant suspicion plucked at him; but he bowed again and
rose, and Roh stood with him to pay his respect.

They were let out, unguarded, the arrhendim withdrawn.

And in their tent they found al that they owned given back to them, as Merir had said,
wegpons and armor, well-cleaned and oiled. Roh gathered his bow into his hand like aman
welcoming an old friend.

"Roh," Vanye said, suddenly apprehensive at the dark look.

Roh glanced up. For an ingtant the stranger was there, cold and menacing, for dl the
affront the lord Merir had offered him.

Then Roh dowly shed that anger, asif hewilled it so, and laid the bow down on the
furs. "Let us leave off wearing the armor, at least until the next day on the trail. Thereis no need
to bear that weight on our aching shoulders, and doubtless we are not immediately in range of
our enemies.”



"Roh, ded wdl with meand | will ded so with you."

Roh gave him a hard look. "Worried, are you? Abomination. Abomination | am to
them. How kind of you to speak for me."

"Roh-"

"Did you not tdl them about her, about your half-ghal liege? What dseis she? Not
pure ghal. Nor human. Doubtless she has done what | have done, no higher nor nobler. And |
think you have aways known it."

Almogt he struck . . . held his hand, trembling with the effort; there were the arrhendim
outside, their freedom at hazard. "Quiet,” he hissed. "Be quiet.”

"l have said nothing. There is much that | could say, and | have not, and you know it. |
have not betrayed her."

It was truth. He stared at Roh's distraught face and reckoned that it was no more and
no less than Roh believed. And Roh had not betrayed them.

"l know it," he said. "I will repay that, Roh."

"But you are not free to say so, are you? Y ou forget what you are.”

"My word is worth something . . . among them, and with her."

Roh's face tautened as if he had been struck. "Ah, you do grow proud, ilin, to think
that. And you trade words with ghal-lordsin their own language, and dispose of me how you
will."

"You are lord of my mother's clan. | do not forget that. | do not forget that you offered
me shelter, in atime when others of my kin would not.”

"Ah, isit 'cousn, now?'

There was no appedl to that hardness. It had been there since Arrhel gazed at him.
Vanye turned hisface fromit. "'l will do what | said, Roh. See you do the same. If you ask
gpology as my clanHlord, thet | will give; if as my kingman, thet will | give if it gdlsyou that
ghal spesk civilly to me and not to you . . . that involves another side of you that | have no
reason to love; with him thereis no dedling, and | will not.”

Roh said nothing. Quietly they packed their belongings into what would be easy to
carry on the saddles. They put on only their wegpons.

"l will dowhat | said," Roh offered findly.

It was Roh again. Vanye inclined his head in the respect he had withheld.

In not along time, khemi came to summon them.

Chapter Thirteen

The company was forming up outside Merir'stent... sx arrhendim, al told: two
younger; two older, the khemeis's hair dmogt as white as his arrhend, with faces wdll-
wegthered by time; and an older pair of arrhendim, women of thearrhend ... not quite as old,
for the khemeis of that pair had hair equally streaked with slver and dark, while her arrhend,
likedl ghal, aged yet more dowly and had the look of thirty human years.

Horses had been readied for the two of them, and Vanye was well-pleased with them:
abay gdding for him and asorrel for Roh, both degp-chested and strong, for dl their
gracefulness. Even the herds of Morijawould have been proud of such as these.



They did not mount up; one horse remained riderless, awhite mare of surpassng
beauty, and the party waited. Vanye heaved his gear up to his saddle and bound it there, found
aso awaterflask and saddlebags and a good gray blanket, such things as he would have asked
had he dared press at their charity. A khemeis from the crowd came offering them cloaks, one
for him and one for Roh. They put them on gratefully, for the day was cool for their light
dothing.

And when al that was done, they till waited. Vanye stood scratching the bay's chin
and cadming his restiveness. He fdt himsdf dmost whole again, whether by Arrhd's draught or
by the touch of a horse under his hands and his weapons by him . . . fretting to be underway, to
be beyond intervention or recall, lest some circumstance change Merir's mind.

One of the khemi brought a chain of flowers, and bound it in the mane of the white
horse; and came others, bringing such flower chains for each of the departing arrhendim.

But it was Ellur who brought a white one for Roh's horse, and Sin came bearing achain
of bright blue. The boy reached high to bind it into the black mane, so that they swung there
like achain of tiny bells. And then Sinlooked up a him.

Premonition came on him that he was looking on the boy for the last time, that there
would be-one way or another- no return for him from thisride. Sin seemed to believeit too this
time. Tears brimmed in his eyes, but he held them; he had been through Shathan: he was no
longer the boy in Merrind.

"l have no parting-gift," Vanye said, searching his memory for something Ieft thet he
owned but his wegpons, and never had he fdlt his poverty as much asin that moment, that he
had nothing Ieft to pare. "Among our people we give something when we know the parting will
belong."

"I made this for you," said Sin, and drew forth from his shirt a carving of a horse's heed.
It was made of wood, smal, of surpassing skill, as there were so many tdentsin Sin's hands.

Vanyetook it, and thrust it within his collar. Then in desperation he cut aring from his belt, plain
gted and blue-black; it had once held spare leather, but he had none of that |eft either. He
pressed it into Sin's hand and closed his brown fingers over it. "It isa plain thing, the only thing |
have to give that | brought from home, from Morija of Andur-Kursh. Do not curse my memory
when you are grown, Sin. My name was Nhi Vanyei Chya and if ever | do you harm, it is not
from wanting it. May there always be arrhendim in Shathan, and Mirrindim too. And when you
are arrhendim yoursdves, you and Ellur, seethat it is 0."

Sin hugged him, and Ellur came and took his hand. He chanced to look up at Roh, then,
and Roh's face was sad. "Ra-koris was such aplace,” Roh said, naming his own hal in forested
Andur. "If 1 had no reason to oppose the Shiuafor my own sake, | would have now, having
seen this place. But for my part | would save it, not take from it the only thing that might defend
it

The boys hands were clenched in ether of his; he stared a Roh and felt defensdless,
without any argument but his oath.

"If sheisdead," Roh said, "respecting your grief, cousin, | shdl not even say evil of her-
but you would be free then, and would you still carry out what she purposed? Would you take

that from them? | think there is some consciencein you. They surely think so."

"Keep dlent. Save your shafts for me, not them.”

"Aye" Roh murmured. "No more of it." Helaid his hand on his horse's neck, and
looked about him, at the greet trees that towered so incredibly above the tents. "But think on it,



cousin.”

There was a sudden murmuring in the crowd; it parted, and Merir passed through-a
different Merir from the one they had seen, for the old lord wore robes made for riding; ahorn
bound in slver was a his sde, and he bore a kit which he hung from the saddle of the white
horse. The beautiful animal turned its heed, lipped familiarly at his shoulder, and he caressed the
offered nose and took up the reins. He needed no help to climb into the saddle.

"Be careful, Father," said one of the ghal. "Aye," others echoed. "Be careful .”

Arrhel came. Merir took the lady's hand from horseback. "Lead in my absence” he
bade her, and pressed her hand before he let it go. The others were beginning to mount up.

A lagt time Vanye bade the boys farewell, and let them go, and climbed into the saddle.
The bay started to move of his own accord as the other horses started away; and before he had
ridden far he was drawn to look back. Sin and Ellur were running after him, to stay with him
while they could. He waved at them, and they reached the edge of the camp. Trees began to
come between. Hislast sight of them was of the two stopped forlornly at the forest margin, fair-
haired ghalur lad and smdl, dark boy, dike in stance. Then the green leaves curtained them,
and heturned in the saddle.

The company rode mogtly in sllence, with the two young arrhendim in the lead and the
eldest riding close by Merir. Vanye and Roh rode after them, and the two arrhendim rode last
... No swords did they bear, unlike the arrhendim, but bows longer than the men's, and their
dim hands were legthered with haf-glove and bracer, old and well-worn. The khemeis of that
pair often lagged behind and out of sight, serving apparently as rearguard and scout as the
khemeis of the pair in front tended to disappear ahead of them to probe the way.

Sharrn and Dev were the names of the old arrhendim; Vanye asked of the arrhen
Perrin, the ghalur woman, who rode nearest them. Her khemeis was Vis, and the young pair
were Larrel and Kessun, cheerful felows, who reminded him with apang of Ldlin and Sezar
whenever he looked on them together.

They rested briefly halfway to dark. Kessun had vanished some time before that stop,
and did not regppear when he ought; and Larrel paced and fretted. But the khemeis camein
just asthey were setting themselves ahorse again, and bowed apology, whispering something to
lord Merir in private.

Then from somewherein the far distance came the whistled Signd of an arrhen, thin
and clear as birdsong, advising them thet al waswell.

That was comforting to hear, for it was the first sgnd they had heard in dl that ride, asif
those who ranged the woods hereabouts were few or frightened. Lightness came on the
arrhendim then, and asmile to Merir's eyes for amoment, though they had been sad before.

Theresfter Larrel and Kessun both parted company with them, and rode somewhere
ahead.

Nor did they appear a night, when they could no longer see their way and stopped to
set up camp.

They were settled near a stream, and brazenly dared afire . . . Merir decided that it
was safe enough. They sat down together in that warmth and shared food. Vanye ate, athough
he had small appetite: he felt the fever on him after the day's riding, and drank some of Arrhdl's
medicine.

He would gladly have sought his blanket then and gone to deep, for his wounds pained



him and he was exhausted from even so short ajourney; but he refused to leave the firesde
with Roh able to say what he would, to use his cleverness aone with the arrhendim. Chances
were that Roh would keep hisword; but he did not think it well to put overmuch temptation in
Roh'sway, s0 he rested where he was, bowed his head againgt hisarms and sat savoring at
least the fires warmth.

Merir gave some whispered ingruction to the arrhendim, which was not unusud in the
day; quietly the arrhendim moved, and Vanye lifted his head to see what was happening.

It was Perrin and Vis who had withdrawn, and they gathered up their bows where they
gtood, deftly strung them.

"Trouble, lord?" Roh asked, frowning and tense. But the arrhendim made no move to
depart on any business.

Merir sat unmoved, wrapped in his cloak, his old face gaunt and seamed in the firdight.
All pure ghal had a ddlicate look, amost fragile; but Merir was like something carved in bone,
hard and keen. "No," Merir said softly. "1 have smply told them to watch.”

The old arrhendim il sat a the fire, besde Merir; and something in the manner of dl
of them betokened no outside enemies. The arrhendim quietly put arrows to their strings and
faced inward, not outward, though no bow was drawn.

"Itisoursaves” Vanye sad in adill voice, and atremor of anger went through him. "I
believed you, my lord."

"So have | bdieved you," Merir said. "Put off your wegpons for the moment. | would
have no misunderstanding -Do s, or forfeit our good will."

Vanye unbuckled the belts and shed the sword and the dagger, laid them to one Sde;
and Roh did likewise, frowning. Dev came and gathered them dl up, returned to Merir's Sde
and laid them down on that Side of the fire.

"Forgive us," said Merir. "A very few questions.” He arose, Sharrn and Dev with him.
He gestured to Roh. "Come, stranger. Come with me.”

Roh gathered himsdf to hisfeet, and Vanye started to do the same. "No," said Meir.
"Bewise and do not. | would not have you harmed.”

The bows had drawn.

"Their manners are margindly better than Hetharu's" Roh said quietly. "I do not mind
their questions, cousin.”

And Roh went with them willingly enough, possessed of knowledge enough to betray
them thoroughly. They withdrew aong the bank of the stream, where trees screened them from
view. Vanye stayed as he was, on one knee.

"Please" sad Perrin, her bow gill bent. "Please do not do anything, sirren. Visand |,
we seldom miss even smal targets separately. Together, we could not missyou at dl. They will
not harm your kinsman. Please Sit down so that we may dl relax.”

He did so. The bows relaxed; the arrhendim's vigilance did not. He bowed his head
agang his hands and waited, with fever throbbing in his brain and desperation seething in him.

The arrhendim led Roh back findly, and settled him under the watchful eye of the
archers. Vanye looked at Roh, but Roh met his eyes but once, and hislook said nothing at dl.

"Come," Sharrn said, and Vanye rose up and went with them, into the dark, down
where the trees overhung and the brook splashed among the stones.

Merir waited, Stting on afalen log, a pae figure in the moonlight, wrapped in his cloak.
The arrhendim stopped him at afew paces distance, and he stood, offering no respect:



respect had been betrayed. Merir offered him to St on the ground, but he would not.

"Ah," said Merir. "So you fed misused. And yet have you been misused, khemeis,
reckoning al things into the account? Are we not here, pursuing a course you asked of us-and
in spite of the fact that you have not yet been honest with us?!

"You are not my sworn lord," Vanye said, his heart anking in him, for he was sure now
that Roh had done hisworgt. "I never lied to you. But some things | would not say, no. The
Shiug," he added hitterly, "used akil, and force. Doubtless you would too. | thought you
different.”

"Then why did you not ded with us differently?’

"What did Roh say to you?'

"Ah, you fear that."

"Roh doesnot lie ... a least not in most things. But half of him is not Roh; and haf of
him would cut my throat and | know it. | have told you how that is. | have told you. | do not
think anything he would have told you would have been friendly to me or to my lady."

"It iss0, khemeis, that your lady bears athing of power?"

Had it been daylight, Merir must have seen the color wash from hisface; he fet it go,

and fear gathered cold and smdl in his belly. He said nothing.

"Butitiss0," said Merir. "She could have told me. She would not. She left me and
sought her own way. She was anxious to reach Nehmin. But she has not done so ... | know
that much.”

Vanye's heart beat rapidly. Some men clamed Sight; it was soin Shiuan . . . but
something there was in Merir's hardness which minded him less of those dreamers than of
Morgaine hersdlf.

"Whereis she?' he demanded of Merir. "And do you thresten? Would

you?"'

He sprang to seize the old ghal to hostage before the arrhendim could intervene; and
al a once he fdt that thickness of sense that a Gate could cause. He caught at the ghal-lord,
and as he did 0 his senses swam; he yet held to the robes, determined with al that wasin him.
Merir cried out; the dizziness increased; for a moment there was darkness, utter and cold.

Then earth. Helay on dew-dick leaves, and Merir with him. The arrhendim seized
him-he hardly felt the grip-and drew him back. Weakly Merir stirred.

"No," Merir said. "No. Do not harm him." Stedl did back into sheath then, and Sharrn
moved to hep Merir, lifted him gently, set him on the log; but Vanye rested till on his knees,
lacking any feding in hands or feet. The void gtill gaped within hismind, dazing him, asit surdy
must Meir.

Gate-force. An area about the ghal-lord-charged with the terror of the Gates. | know,
Merir had claimed; and know he mugt, for the Gates were till dive, and Morgaine had not
dilled their power.

"S0," Merir bregthed at last, "you are brave ... to have fought that; braver surely than to
snk to violence againgt oneso old as1.”

Vanye bowed his head, tossed the hair from his eyes and met the old lord's angry Stare.
"Honor | left long and far from here, my lord. | only wish | could have hed you."

"Y ou know such forces. Y ou have passed the Fires a least twice, and | could not

frighten you." Merir drew from his robes atiny case and carefully opened it. Again that
shimmering grew about his hand and his person, athough what rested indde was avery tiny



jewd, swirling with opa colors. Vanye flinched from it, for he knew the danger.

"Yes" sad Mexir, "Your lady is not the only one who holds power inthisland. | am
one. And | knew that such athing was loosein Shathan . . . and | sought to know whét it was.
It was along search. The power remained hidden. Y ou fit well into Mirrind, invisbly well, to
your credit. | was dismayed to know that you were among us. | sent for you, and heard you out
... and knew even then that there was such a thing unaccounted for in Shathan. | loosed you,
hoping that you would go againgt your enemies; | did believe you, you see. Y et she would seek
Nehmin . . . againg dl my advice. And Nehmin has defenders more powerful than |. Some of
them she passed, and that amazes me; but she never passed the others. Perhaps sheis dead. |
might not know that. Lellin should have returned to me, and he has not. | think Lellin trusted you
somewhat, else he would have returned quickly . . . but | do not even know for certain that he
lived much past Carrhend. | have only your word. Nehmin stands. Perhaps the Shiua you speak
of have prevented her ... or others might. Y ou cast yoursdlf back into our hands as if we were
your own kindred-in some trugt, | do think; and yet you admit with your silence what it was she
wished in coming here ... to destroy what defends this land. And she is the bearer of the power
| have sensed; | know that now, beyond doubt. | asked Chya Roh why she would destroy
Nehmin. He said that such destruction was her function and that he himself did not understand; |
asked him why then he sought to go to her, and he said that after dl he has done, thereis no one
else who will have him. You say herardly lies. Arethese lies?"

A tremor went through him. He shook his head and swallowed the bile in his throat.
"Lord, he bdievesit."

"l put to you the same questions, then. What do you believe?!

"I-do not know. All these things Roh claimsto know for truth ... I do not; and | have
served her. | told her once that | did not want to know; she gave me that-and now | cannot
answer you, and | would that | could. | only know her, better than Roh knows-and she does
not wish to harm you. She does not want that."

"That istruth,” Merir judged. "At least-you believe that it is s0."

"l have never lied to you. Nor has she.” He strove to gain his feet; the arrhendim put
their hands on him to prevent him, but Merir gestured to them to let him be. He stood, yet sick
and dizzied, looking down on thefrail lord. "It was Morgaine who tried to keep the Shiua out of
your land. Blame me, blame Roh that they came here; she foresaw this and tried to prevent it.
Andthis| know, lord, that there is evil in the power that you use, and that it will take you
sooner or later, asit took the Shiua. . . thisthing you hold in your hand. To touch that-hurts; |
know that; and she knows best of dl... she hates that thing she carries, hates above everything
the evil that it does."

Merir's eyes searched over him, his face egxily lit in the opd fires. Then he closed the
tiny case, and the light faded, reddening his flesh for amoment before it went. "One who bears
what Roh describes would fed it most. It would eat into the very bones. The Fireswe wield are
gentler; hers consumes. It does not belong here. | would she had never come.”

"What she brought is here, lord. If it must be in other hands than hers-if sheislost-then
| head rather your hand on it than the Shiuas.”

"And yours rather than mine?'

He did not answer.

"It isthe sword-is it not? The wegpon that she would not yield up. It isthe only thing
she bore of such sze"



He nodded rdluctantly.

"I will tell you this, Nhi Vanye, servant of Morgaine. . . that last night that power was
unmasked, and | fdt it as| have not fdt it snce first you cameinto Shathan. What would it have
been, do you think?"

"The sword was drawn,” he said, and hope and dread surged up in him-hope that she
lived, and agony to think that she might have been in extremity enough to draw it.

"Aye, 0 do| judge. | shdl take you to that place. Y ou stand little chance of reaching it
aone, so bear in mind, khemei's, that you dill ride under my law. Ride free if you will; atempt
Shathan againgt my will. Or stay and accept it."

"l shdll day," he said.

"Let himwalk free" Merir said to the arrhendim, and they did so, dthough they trailed
him back to thefire.

Roh was there, fill under the archers guard; the arrhendim sgndled them, and the
arrows were replaced in their quivers.

Vanye went to Roh, anger hazing his vison so that Roh was dl the center of it. "Get
up,” he said, and when Roh would not, he seized him and swung. Roh broke the force with his
arm and struck back, but he took the blow and drove one through. Roh staggered sidewise to
the ground.

The arrhendim intervened with drawn swords; one drew blood, and he redled back
from that warning, sense returning to him. Roh tried to rise to the attack, but the arrhendim
stopped that too.

Roh graightened and rose more dowly, wiped the blood from his mouth with adark
look. He spat blood, and wiped his mouth a second time.

"Henceforth,” Vanye said in Andurin, "1 shall guard my own back. Take care of yours,
clan-lord, cousn. | am ilin, and not your man, whatever name you wear. All agreements are
ended. | want my enemiesin front of me."

Again Roh spat, and rage burned in his eyes. "I told them nothing, cousin. But have it
asyou will. Our agreement is ended. Y ou would have killed me without asking. Nhi threw you
out. Clan-lord | dill am, and for my will. Chya casts you out. Beilin to the end of your days,
kindayer, and thank your own nature for it. | told them nothing they did not dready know. Tell
him, lord Merir, for hisasking: What did | betray? What did | tell you that you did not first tell
me?*

"Nothing," sad Merir. "Hetold us nothing. That istruth.”

The anger drained out of him, leaving only the wound. He stood there with no argument
againg Roh's affront, and at last he shook his bead and unclenched his bloody hand. 1 bore
with everything,” he said hoarsdy. "Now | strike back ... when | amin the wrong. That is
aways my curse. | take your word, Roh."

"Y ou take nothing of me, Nhi bastard.”

His mouth worked. He swallowed down another burst of anger, seeing how this one
had served him, and went away to his palet. He lay down there, too distraught for deep.

The others sought their rest; the fire burned to ash; the watch passed from Perrin to Vis.

Roh lay near him, staring at the heavens, his face sat and il angry, and when Roh deqt,
if ever that night, he did not know it.

The camp cameto dow life in the daylight, the arrhendim beginning to pack up and



saddle the horses. Vanye rose among the first, began to put on his armor, and Roh saw him and
did likewise, both silent, neither looking openly toward the other. Merir was last to rise, and
indsted on bresaking their fast. They did so; and quietly, at the end of the medl, Merir ordered
their wegpons returned to them both.

"So you do not break the peace again,” Merir cautioned them.

"l do not seek my cousin'slife" Vanye sad in afaint voice, only for Merir and Roh.

Roh said nothing, but dipped into his sword harness, and rammed the Honor-blade into
place a his bdt, saking off to attend to his horse.

Vanye sared after him, bowed courtesy to Merir empty reflex... and went after him.

There were no words. Roh would not look at him but with anger, making speech
impossible, and he turned ingtead to saddling his horse.

Roh finished; he did, and started to lead his horse into line with the others that were
mounting up. And on alast and bitter impulse he scopped by Roh's sde and waited for him.

Roh swung to the saddle; he did the same. They rode together into line, and the column
Sarted moving.

"Roh," he sad findly, "are we beyond reasoning?’

Roh turned acold eye on him. "Y ou are worried, are you?' he asked in the language of
Andur. "How much did they learn of you, cousin?"

"Probably what they did of you,” he said. "Roh, Merir isarmed. Assheis.”

Roh had not known. The comprehension dawned on him dowly. "So that is what
unnerved you." He spat painfully to the other side. "And there is something here, then, that
could oppose her. That iswhy you are so desperate. It was abad mistake to set me at your
throat; that iswhat you least need. Y ou should not have told me. That is your second mistake.”

"He would have told you when he wished; now | know that you know."

Rohwas glent atime. "I do not know why | do not pay you what you have deserved of
me. | supposeit isthe novelty of hearing aNhi say he was wrong." His voice broke; his
shoulders sagged. "I told you that | wastired. Peace, cousin, peace. Someday we shall haveto
kill one another. But not ... not without knowing why."

"Stay with me. | will speek for you. | said that | would, and | till mean it.”

"Doubtless" Roh spat again to the sde, wiped his mouth and swore with a shake of his
head. "Y ou loosened two of my teeth. Let it wipe out other debts. Aye, we will see how things
stand ... see whether she knows the meaning of reason, or whether these folk do. | have a
fancy for an Andurin burid; or if things turn out otherwise, | know the Kurshin rite”

"Avert," he murmured, and crossed himself fervently.

Roh laughed bitterly, and bowed his head. The trail narrowed thereafter, and they rode
no more together.

Larrel and Kessun returned; they were smply standing in the way as they rode around a
bending of the trail, and met and talked with Mexir.

"We haveridden asfar asthe Laur,” Larrd said, and both the arrhendim and their
horses looked weary. "Word is relayed up from Merrind: no trouble; nothing tirs.”

"Thisisagrange slence," Merir said, leaning on his saddle and casting alook back.
"So many thousands-and nothing stirs.”

"l do not know," said Vanye, for that look shot directly at him. "I would have expected
immediate attack." Then another thought came to him. "Fwar's men. If any who fdl behind



were not killed-"

"Aye" Roh sad. "They might have given warning what thet forest is, if any came out
again; or Shien might. And perhaps others of Fwar's folk could do us harm enough by talking.”

"Knowledge where she is to be sought?'

"All the Shiua know where she was logt. And having logt us. .."

"Her," Merir concluded, taut-lipped. "An attack near Nehmin."

The sword was drawn, Vanye recalled, two nights ago. There was time enough for the
horde to have veered to Narn-side. A fine sweet broke out on him, cold in the forest shadow.

"| pray you haste."
"We are near the harilim's woods," Merir said, "and thereis no reckless haste, not for

our lives sake."

But they kept moving, the weary arrhendim fdling in with them, and they rested as
seldom as the horses could bear, save that they stopped a midafternoon and rested until
twilight; then they saddled up again, and set out into a deeper, older part of the woods.

Dark fell on them more quickly under these monstrous old trees; and now and again
came smdl chitterings in the brush that frightened the horses.

Then from the fore of their party flared an opa shimmer that made Merir's horse shy the
more, horse and rider for amoment like an image under water. The flare died.

For amoment the forest was utterly quiet. Then the harilim came, staking, rapid
shapes. Thefirg gave a chirring sound, and the horses threw their heads and fought the bits,
dancing thisway and thet in afrenzy to run.

Then Merir led them forward, and their strange guides went about them, melting away
into shadow &fter atime until there were only three Ieft, which waked with Merir, chittering
softly the while. It was clear that the master of Shathan had safe-passage where he would,
even of these: they reverenced the power of the Fireswhich Merir held in his naked hand, and
yielded to that, dthough the arrhendim themselves seemed afraid. Of a sudden Vanye redlized
what his chances had truly been, trifling with these cregtures, and he shuddered recaling his
passage among them: they served the Fires in some strange fashion, perhaps worshipped them.
In hisignorance he had sought a passage in which even the lord of Shathan moved carefully
andwith dread . . . and one of them at least must have recalled him as companion to another
who carried the Fires. Surdly that was why he and Roh lived: the harilim had recalled
Morgaine.

His heart beat faster as he scanned the dark, heron-like shapes ahead of him on the
trall. They may know, he thought any living know where sheis, they may know. He
entertained a wild hope that they might lead them to her this night, and wished that there were
some way that a human tongue could shape their speech or human ears understand them. Even
Merir was unable to do that; when he did consult with them, it was entirdy with signs.

The hope faded. It was not to any secret place that the harilim led them, but only
through; they broke upon the Narn at the last of the night . . . black and wide it showed
through the trees, but there was a place which might be a crossing, sandbars humped against
the current. The haril nearest pointed, made a Sign of passing, and as suddenly began to leave
them.

Vanye legped down from his horse, caught his balance againgt atree and tried to stop
one of them. Three persons, he signed to the creature. Where? Perhaps it understood



something. The vast dark eyesflickered in the garlight. It lingered, made a sgn with spidery
fingers spread, hand rising. And it pointed riverward. The third gesture fluttered the fingers.
And then it turned and staked away, leaving him hdplessin his frugtration.

"The Fires" said Sharrn. "Theriver. Many."

He looked at the ghal.

"You took a chance," said Sharrn. "It might have killed you. Do not touch them.”

"We could learn no more of them,” said Merir, and started the white mare down the
bank toward the water.

The harilim were gone. The oppression of their presence lifted suddenly and the
arrhendim moved quickly to follow Merir. Vanye swung up to the saddle and came last but for
Roh and Vis. The anxiety that gnawed a him was the keener for the scant information the
creature had passed. And when they went down to water's edge he looked this way and thet,
for dthough it was not the place they had been ambushed, it was the same Situation and as
likely atrap. The only difference was that the harilim had guided them right up to the brink,
and perhaps till stood guard over them in the coming of the light.

There was need of care for another reason in crossing at such a place, for quicksands
werewd| possble. Larrel gave his horseinto Kessun's keeping and waded it first; a one place
he did meet with trouble, and fell sdelong, working out of it, but the rest of the crossing went
more easily. Then Kessun rode the way that he had walked, and Dev followed, and Sharrn and
Merir and the rest of them, the women last as usua. On the other Sde the young arrhen Larre
was soaked to the skin, shivering with the cold and with the exhaustion of hisfar-riding and his
bettle with the sands. Qhal that he was, he looked worn to the bone, thinner and paer than was
natural. Kessun wrapped him in his dry cloak and fretted about fevers, but Larre climbed back

into the saddle and clung there.
"We must get away from this place,” Larrel said amid his shivering. "Crossings are too
eadly guarded.”

There was no argument from any of them in that; Merir turned them south now, and
they rode until the horses could do no more.

They rested at |ast at noon, and took a med which they had neglected in their haste of
the morning. No one spoke; even the prideful ghal sat dumped in exhaugtion. Roh flung himsdf
down on the sun-warmed earth, the only patch of sun in the cover they had found in the forest's
edge, and lay like the dead; Vanye did likewise, and athough the fever he had carried for days
seemed gone, he felt that the marrow had melted from his bones and the strength that moved
them was dried up from the hegt. His hand lying before his face looked sirange to him, the
bones more evident than they had been, the wrist scabbed with wounds. His armor was loose
on his body-sun-heated misery at the moment where it touched him; he was too weary even to
turn over and spare himself the discomfort.

Something startled the horses.

He moved; the arrhendim sprang up; and Roh.. A whistle sounded, brief and
questioning. Merir stood forth to be seen, and Sharrn answered the signal in such complexity of
trills and runs that Vanye's acquaintance with the system could make no sense of it. An answer
came back, no less complex.

"We are advised,” Merir said after it fell slent, "of threst to Nehmin. Srrindim. . . the
Shivayou fled . . . have come up the Narn in great numbers.”



"And Morgaine?' Vanye asked.

"Of Morgaine, of Ldlin, of Sezar ... nothing. It isasif avell has been drawn over their
very existence. Alive or dead, their presenceis not felt in Shathan, or the arrhendim this sde
could tell us. They cannot. Something is greatly amiss.”

His heart fdll then. He was dmost out of hopes.

"Come," said Merir. "We have no time to waste.”

Chapter Fourteen

The trouble was not long in showing itsdlf. Movement sartled birds from cover in the
thickets of the Narn's other bank, and soon there were ridersin sight, but the broad Narn
divided them from the enemy and there was no ford to give either Side access to the other.

The enemy saw them too, and hated in congternation. It was a khalur company,
demon-hemed, scade armored, on the smdlish Shiua horses. Their wegpons were pikes; but
they carried more than those.. .. ugly opponents. And the leader, whose white mane flowed
evident in thewind of hisriding when he led them forward to the water's edge: the arrhendim
were gppdled a the Sght of him, one like themsdlves, and different . . . fantastical in his armor,
the old-dream el@borations of khalur workmanship.

"Shien!" Vanye hissed, for there was no one in the Shiua host with that arrogant bearing
save Hetharu himself. The khal challenged them, rode his horse to the kneesin water before he
was willing to heed his men-at-arms and draw back.

Their own company kept moving, opposte to the direction of the Sotharra band; but
Shien and his riders wheeled about and paced them, with the broad black waters of the Narn
between. Arrows flew from the Sotharra Sde, most faling into the water, afew rattling on the
stones of the shore.

The ghal Perrin reined out to the river's very brink and shot one swiftly aimed shaft
from her bow. A demon-heimed khal screamed and pitched in the saddle, and his comrades
caught him. A cry of rage went up from that Sde, audible across the water. And Vis raced her
horse to the brink and shot another that sped true.

"'Lend me your bow," Vanye asked then of Roh. "If you will not useit, | will."

"Shien? No. For al the grudge you bear him-he is Hetharu's enemy, and the best of that
breed."

It was dready too late. The Shiualagged back of them, out of bowshot of the
arrheindim, having learned the limits of their own shafts and the deadly accuracy of the
Shathana. They followed at a distance on that other Side, and there was no way to reach them
and no time to stop. Perrin and Vis unstrung their bows as they rode, and the arrhendim kept
tight formation about Merir, scanning agpprehensvely the woods on their own side of theriver. It
was gpeed they sought now, which ran them hard over the river shore, with nothing but an
occasiona wash of brushhegp to deter them.

Then Vanye chanced to look back. Smoke rose as a white plume on the Shiua side.

Perrin and Vis saw thefix of his eyes and looked, and their faces came about rigid with
anger.

"Firel" Perrin exclamed asit were acurse, and others looked back.

"Shiuasgnd," said Roh. "They are tdling their comrades downriver we are here.”



"We have no love for largefires" Sharrn said darkly. "If they are wise, they will clear
the reach of that woods before night comes on them.”

Vanye looked back again, at the course of the Narn which dashed through Shathan, a
gap in the armor, a highroad for Men and fire and axes.. . . and the harlim dept, helpless by
day. He saw the dark shadow of distant riders, the wink of metd in the sun. Shien had done his
mischief and was following again.

Again they rested, and the horses were dicked with sweat Vanye spent histime
attending this one and the other, for kindly as the arrhendim were with their mounts, and
anxious as they were to care for them, they were foresters and the horses had come from
e sawhere into their hands: they had not a Kurshin's knowledge of them.

"Lord," hesad a ladt, casting himself down before Merir, "forest is one thing; open
ground is another. We must not pressthe last out of the horses, not when we may need it
suddenly. If the Shiua have gotten into the forest on our side and press us toward theriver, the
horses will not have it left in them to carry us”

"l do not fear that."

"You will kill the horses,” Vanye said in despair, and left off trying to advise the old lord.
He departed with an absent caress of the white mare's shoulder, a touch on the offered nose,
and cast himself down by Roh, head bowed againgt his knees.

In afew moments more they were bidden back to the saddle, but for al Merir's
seeming indifference to advice, they went more dowly.

Like Morgaine, he thought hitterly, proud and stubborn. And then he thought of her,
and it was like a knife moving in awound. He rode dumped in the saddle, cast alook back
once, where Shien and his men till paced them, out of range. He shook his head in despair and
knew what that was for: that they were apt to meet aforce on their sde of the Narn up by the
next crossing, and Shien meant to be there to sed them up.

Roh rode close to him, so that the horses jostled one another and he looked up. Roh
urged one of the arrhendim's journeycakes on him. "Y ou did not egt at the stop.”

He had had no appetite, nor did now, but he knew the sense of Roh's concern, and
took it and washed it down with water, though it lay like lead in his somach. Smdll dark Vis
rode up on his other side and offered another flask to him.

"Take" she sad.

He drank, expecting fire by the smdll of it, and it was, enough to make his eyes sing. He
took severd more swallows, and gave it back to Vis, whose dark eyes were young in her aging
face, and kindly. "You grieve" she said. "We dl understand, we that are khemeis, we that are
arrhen. So we would grieve too." She pressed fee flask back into hishand. 'Takeit. It isfrom
my village. Perrin and | can get more.”

He could not answer her; she nodded, understanding that too, and dropped behind. He
hung the flask to his saddle, and then thought to offer some to Roh, which Roh accepted, and
passed it back to him.

Night-shadow began to touch the sky. The sun burned over the dark rim of Shathan
across the river, and from the east there was slence, no comforting whistles out of the dark
woods, nothing.

They kept moving while there was il twilight to guide them, and bent into the forest
itsdf, for ariver barred their way, flowing into the Narn.



It was not agredt river; quickly it dwindled until the treesthat grew on its margin dmost
sufficed to span it.

And suddenly about them stedlthy shadows moved, and a chittering warned them of
harlim.

One waited on the riversde, like some large, ungainly bird standing at the water's
shallow edge. It chirred at them asthat kind would in perplexity, and backed when Merir would
have approached it on horseback. Then it beckoned.

"We cannot go another such journey,” Sharra protested. "L ord, you cannot.”

"Sowly," said Merir, and turned the white mare in the direction that the creature would
have them go: breast-high she waded, but the current was very weak, and dl of them followed,
up the other bank, into wilder places.

The haril wanted haste: they could not. The horses ssumbled on stones, faltered going
up the dopes of ravines. The trees were old here, and the place beneath them much overgrown
with brush. Harilim moved al about them, finding passage that the horses could not.

And suddenly there was a white shape before them in the dark, an arrhen, or like unto
one, afoot and clothed in white, not forest green. His hair was loose, hiswhole aspect like and
unlike one of the arrhendim, seeming more wraith then flesh in the Sarlight.

Ldlin.

The youth lifted his hand. " Grandfather," he sduted Merir, softly. He came and took
Merir's offered hand, reaching up to the saddle. Solid he was, yet there was a change on him, a
sad quiet utterly unlike the youth they knew. "Ah, Grandfather, you should not have come.”

"Why should | not?" Merir answered him. The old lord looked frightened. "What
madness has taken you? Why this look on you? Why did you not send the message you
promised?!

"l had no means.”

"Morgane" Vanye said, forcing his horse past Sharrn'sto Ldlin. "Ldlin-what of
Morgaine?'

"Not far." Lelin turned and lifted hisarm. "A stony hill, the other Sde-"

He used the spurs, broke free of them and bent low, caring nothing for their protest, for
harilim warnings. He would not bring Merir on her without warning. His horse sumbled under
him, recovered; brush opposed, branches caught at him and snapped on hisarmor. He clung
low to the saddle and the horse stayed on its feet, updope and down, shying from this side and
that as it sensed harilim. Pursuit was on his heds the arrhendim ... he heard them coming.

Suddenly there was a broad meadow in the starlight, and the low hill that Lellin had
named hove up. He broke through athin screen of young trees and rode for that place.

White figures gppeared before him in the starlight, white robes, white hair flying in the
wind, aglow like foxfire. He saw the shimmer, tried to rein over at the last ingtant and could not
avoidit.

There was dark.

"Khemeis."

A touch fell on his shoulder. He heard ahorse near . . . sensed il the numbing
oppression, of Gate-forcein the air.

"Khemeis."

Lellin. Coarse grass was under his hands. He strove to push himsdlf up. Another hand



reached to help him rise. He looked into Sezar'sface . . . Sezar likewise in white such as
Lelin's, neither of them armed. He cast adazed look about him, a white-robed ghal, & the
two who had once been arrhendim.. . . one of the ghal held the reins of his horse, which stood
with legs braced asif it were ill dazed.

And others. . . Merir, who dismounted and took his place among the ghal in white
robes, ataint of gray among them. Roh was there at a distance, amnong the arrhendim, who
grouped together asif in greet fear.

"You are permitted,” Lellin said, pointing toward the hill. " She sends for you. Go, now,
quickly."

A moment he looked a second circuit of him, looking on the white figures, feding the
slence. His senses gtill swam. Gate-force worked at his nerves. He turned suddenly and went,
overwhemed with anxiety. One of them shadowed him, pointed the way that he should take up
the hill, where atrail began among the trees which marched up its Sde. He did not run, but he
wished to.

It was not a high hill, hardly more than arocky upthrast amid the forest. At either Sde
of him were trees aged and warped, twisted by wind or Gate-force, strange shapesin the
darlight. He climbed that path carefully, his heart frozen in dread of the thing that he might find
in this smothering slence.

The path bent, and she was there, awhite figure like the others, as Ldlin had been,
standing among the rocks. Wind tugged at her white hair and her thin garments.. . . unarmored
and unarmed she was, when never willingly would she part from Changeling.

"Liyo," hesadin haf avoice, and stopped . . . human, and feding it mortaly. He did
not want to come closer and find her changed; he did not want to lose her like that.

But she came to him, and there was no difference but the clothing: the strength was
there, and the recklessness. Wraith she seemed, but this wraith scrambled down from the rocks
with Morgaine's energy, a hand to this Sde and the other to caich hersdlf, and ahand to him at
the bottom. He seized her asif she might prove illusion after dl, and they flung arms about each
other with the desperation of sanity returned.

She sad nothing. It was long before he thought of saying anything. But then he thought
of her wound, and redlized how thin she was, and that he might be hurting her. He drew her
asde to the rocks and gave her aplace to Sit, cast himsdlf to alower stone beside her. "You are
well," he breathed.

"We saw the smoke. . . from here. | hoped . . . hoped that you were somehow the
cause of that darm. | sent word, such asthe harilim can bear. And | saw you coming . . . from
thishill. I could not prevent them. | shouted, but in the wind, they did not hear, or heed. Ldlin . .
. Ldlin found you, did he not?'

"Down near theriver." Hisvoice failed him and he rested his head againgt the sones a
his sde. "Oh Heaven, | did not know how | would find you."

"Sezar found Mai dead on the riverbank. And traces of horses about her. They
searched further . . . but there were Shiua aswarm in that area and they had to come. back.
What happened?’

"Trouble enough.” He reached for her hand, held it tightly, to assure himsdf she was
solid and with him. "What of you? What are these folk? What are we amid here?'

"Arrha. Keegpers of Nehmin, among other things. They are dangerous. But without
them | would not have survived, whatever €se we have to do one with the other.”



"Areyou free?'

"That isaquestion yet to be tried. Thereis nowhere to go from here. Three nights ago
the marshlanderstried our defenses. They are dtill out there. We held them then. Ldllin.. . .
Sezar ... thearrha. | have tried to stay back from it, to avoid having them know me ... but then
| could not. Even so it was close.”

A hogt of questions pressed on him. He felt her hand, how thin and fragile it had
become. "Areyou dl right?'Y our wound-"

She moved her hand to her hip, where the leg joined. "Mending. The arrha are skilled
heders. It was abad one. | came close enough to dying. | do not remember the last of that ride,
but that Lellin and Sezar knew where they were going ... or thought they did. And thearrha ...
let us pass.”

"If you had not stayed ahorse . . ." He did not finish the thought, sickened by it.

"Aye. | had the same thought for you. But you reached Merir after dl. And yet you sent
me no message.”

He was confused for amoment, redizing then how she had misconstructed things.
"Would my course had been that direct,” he said, and a sudden fear possessed him, reluctance
to admit what had happened . . . most of dl to have her know he had been in the enemy's
hands. Gate-force could change men: Roh was proof enough of that; and he recaled atime
when she would have killed out of hand for any such doubt of a companion. "Forgive me," he
sad. "l have used dliesin getting here that you will curse me for taxing. And Merir knows both
what you hold and what you have come to do... what we came to do. Forgive me. | trust too
eadly.”

She was slent amoment. Fear touched her eyes. "The arrha know both by now, then."

"Thereismore, liyo. One of the men out there is Roh.”

She drew back.

"l have been to the Gate and back again,” he said hoarsdly, refusing to let her go.

"Liyo, on my soul, | had no choice; and | would not be here but for Roh."

"What of an oath you swore? What of that? 'Y ou were not to let him live. And you have
brought him to me?*

"He has helped us both. He asked only to see you; that was his condition. | warned him
... | confessthat | warned him and tried to persuade him to run. But he would come. He has run
out of friends. And without him-. Will you not hear him?"

She looked down. "Come with me," she said, and rose, sill with her hand in his He
rose and walked with her among the rocks, down the other dope of the hill, by yet another trail.
"Our camp is here" she said as they walked. "Extraordinary dispensation: no axe touches
Nehmin . . . but the arrha brought wood from the outside, and built this for us. In some regards
they have been more than kind."

A wooden shelter was amost hidden among the tall trees; a ghostly horse grazed beside
it ... Siptah. He recognized the gray Baien stud with a pang of rdlief, for Morgaine loved that
horse, and had shelost him, she would have grieved . .. as much, he thought, as she might for
him, for the gray horse had come with her farther and longer. Two other horses grazed dightly
goat: Lelin'sand Sezar's, one congpicuous for its white stockings. All of them looked deek
and well-cared for.

"Roh," she murmured as they descended toward the shelter. "The arrha meant to hold
al of you from me & least overnight, to ask their own questions, | do not doubt. But they



understand the bond of khemeis and arrhen, and when | accused them of harming you, they let
you come, out of shame, | suppose. Roh's presence ... that concerns me. | would not have him
giving witness of me."

"We might try to bresk out of here."

She shook her head. | fear our choiceisin the Shiuas hands. They are on two sides of
usat least." She drew back the curtain of the shelter, gray gauze like the harilim's vells, like old
moss, many layered. It swung againgt his face as he entered, and he did not like the fed of it.

Morgaine bent and touched areed to a brazier of cods and transferred that tiny flame
to asingle-wicked lamp, so that adim light surrounded them. "The harilim do not like fire," she
sad. "But we are very careful. Drop the curtain. Shed the armor. No enemies can come at us
here without a great dedl of trouble, and asfor thearrha . . . they are of adifferent sort. | will
find out what we have about here to est."

He stood motionless in the center of the small shelter as she searched through the
collection of jarsin the corner. There was Siptah's harness, and that of Ldlin's and Sezar's
horses; there were three palets, with gray gauze vells dividing one off for privacy; Morgaine's
armor, laid negtly in the corner; and Changeling ... asif it were only another sword, leaned by
it. Even to have waked up to the hilltop without that fell thing was something incrediblein her ...
adulling of cautions by which she had survived. There was &fter al achange about her,
something dien and digtant. In this place of familiar things. . . she was the difference. He
watched her in the dim light, dender and delicate as the ghal in the white garments. . . and her
features when she looked up a him: the tautness of pain had been there recently. So close, he
thought with sudden anguish, so very close to losing her; perhaps that is the mark on her.

"Vanye?'

He reached for the straps of his armor, worked at them clumsly, managed them. She
helped him pull it off, received the two-stone weight of mail into her hands and laid it asde. He
unlaced the haqueton and shed it, sank down onto the mat with asigh. Then she gave him water
to drink, and bread and cheese of which he could eat only afew bites. He was more content
amply to lean againgt the support of the shelter and rest. It was warm; she was there. It was for
the moment, enough.

"Do not worry about the others,” she said. "Léelin and Sezar will give warning if anything
threatens us, and the arrha refuse to lay hand on them or me. -Oh, it isgood to see thee,
Vanye."

"Aye" he murmured, for his voice was too taut to say more.

She sat on the mat beside the brazier, locked her hands about one knee. A moment she
gazed a him, asif taking in smdl details. ™Y ou have been hurt.”

"It passes.”

"Your fdl out there-"

"l rode into that blind." He grimaced. "I thought to warn you... of my company.”

"Y ou succeeded.” Her face grew the more concerned, deeply distressed. "Vanye. Will
thee tell me what happened?’

"Roh, you mean."

"Roh.. And whatever € se thee thinks good for me to know."

He glanced down, up again. "l have gone againgt your orders. | know that. | could not
kill him. | confessto you . . . it has not been thefirst time. | agreed with him that | would spesk
to you ... he asked nothing more, not even that much, but | told him that | would; | owed him.



Heisout of dlies, out of hope, except to come here.”

"And you believe him."

"Yes. Inthat-| do beieve him."

Her hands clenched on her knee until the knuckles were white. "And what do you
expect me to do?"

"l do not know. | do not know, liyo." He made the profound obeisance, which gesture
she ordinarily hated, but the time demanded it. "1 told him that | would spesk with you. Will you
let me do so, and hear me? | set my word on that.”

"Do not hope that it will make any difference. My choices are not governed by whét |
would or you would."

"All | ask isahearing. It is not easy to explain. In any sensg, it isnot easy. And | have
asked few things of you, ever."

"Aye" she sad softly, drew along bresth and let it go. "I will listen. | will & least listen.”

"For long?"

"Aslong asyou wish. Til the sun rises if thet iswhat you want of me."

He bowed his head againgt his hands a moment, gathering his thoughts. Nothing would
make sense except from the beginning . . . and there he began, far off the matter of Roh. She
looked perplexed at that . . . but she listened as she had said she would do; her gray eyeslost
their anger and bore only on what he hdtingly told her: things of himsdlf, and his home, amdl
things that she had not known of him, some of which were agony to tell... what it was for a haf-
Chyalad in Morija, what constant war Nhi and Chya had known, and how he cameto be a
Nhi lord's bastard. And there were things even of times that they had travelled together, things
which he had seen and she had not... of Lidll; and Roh; of the night they had spent in Roh's hall
a Rakoris, and another with him in the woods near Ivrel, when she had dept; or in Ohtij-in of
Shiuan, unknown to her. He watched understanding flicker into sometime anger, and
puzzlement return; she said nothing.

And hetold her the rest: Fwar, and Hetharu's camp; and Merir's; and their way here.
He spared nothing, least of dl his pride; at the last he did not look at her, but esewhere, close
to choking on thewords. . . for haf of him was Nhi, and Nhi were proud, and not given to
such admissions as he made,

Her hands were clenched when he had done. She loosed them after amoment, asif she
had only then redlized it. It was a moment before she looked up.

"Somethings | would that | had known at the time."

"Aye, and some things | would that you did not know now."

"Nothing that you have told me troubles me, not on your account. Only Roh.. . . Roh. |
did not reckon on that. | swear that | did not."

"Y ou saw him. But-but perhaps-1 do not know, liyo."

"It cannot make any difference. It changes nothing.”

"Liyo."

"1 warned you it could not make any difference . . . Roh or Lidl; no difference.”

"But Roh-"

"Let meadoneatime Please”

His control came close to breaking. He had said too much, too painful things, and she
shrugged them off with thet. "Aye" he said thickly, and thrust hisway to his feet, seeking the
cold, sane air outside. But she rose and prevented him with agrip on hiswrist. He would hurt



her if he struck out in his anger; he stood ill, and the tears broke his control. He averted his
face from her.

"Think of something," she hissed fiercdly. " Think of something that | can do with this
gift you have brought me."

He could nat. "Hisword you would never take. And that isdl thereis... hisword, and
my faith that it isworth something. And that is nothing to you."

"You areunfar."

"I make no complaint of you."

"Keegp him prisoner? He knows too much . . . more than you, more perhaps than Merir
... in some things more than |, perhaps. | cannot trust that much knowledge .. . not with Lidl's
indincts"

"Attimes... a times, | think there is only Roh. He said the other was only in dreams;
and perhaps the dreams are stronger than he is when there is nothing near him that Roh
remembers. He says that he needs me. -But | have no knowledge of such things. | only guess.
Perhaps | am the one who forced him to come here to you, because when he iswith me... heis
my cousin. | only guess.”

"Perhgps”" she said after amoment, "your ingtinct in that guessis not o far amiss”

There was a clutching pain in him. He turned and looked at her, looked into her gray
eyes, the face that was utterly ghalur. "Roh hassad . . . again and again . . . that you know dl
these things very well-and by your own experience.”

She sad nothing, but stepped back from him. He did not mean to let it go thistime.

"l do not know," shewhispered at lat. "I do not know."

"He saysthat you are what heis. | am asking you, liyo. | amonly ilin; you can tdl me
never to ask; and the oath | took to you does not question what you are. But | want to know. |
want to know."

"l do not think you do."

"You said that you were not ghal. But how do | go on believing that? Y ou said that you
had never donewhat Lidl has done. But," he added in a till voice difficult to force againgt the
disrust in her eyes, "if you are not ghal-liyo, are you not then the other?

"You are saying thet | have lied to you."

"How can you have told me the truth? liyo, alittle lie, even akindly lie & thetime.... |
could understand why. If you had told me you were the devil, | could not free mysdf of the oath
| had given you. Perhaps you mean it for kindnessin that hour. It was. But after so long, so
many things-for my peace-"

"Would it give you peace?'

"To understand you-yes. It would. In many ways."

The gray eyes shimmered, pained. She offered her hand to his, pam up; he closed his
over it, tightly, amanner of pledge, and he marked even in doing so that her fingers were long
and the hand narrow. Truth," she said faintly. "I am what Hetharu is: hafling. A place long ago
and far from Andur-Kursh . . . closed now, lost, no matter. The catastrophe did not come only
on the ghal; they were not the only ones swept up. There were their ancestors, who made the
Gates." Shelaughed, alost and bitter laugh. "Y ou do not understand. But as the Shiua are out of
my pag, | am out of theirs. It is paradox. The Gate-worlds are full of that. Can what | have told
you give you peace?'

Fear wasin her look . . . anxiety, he redized numbly, for his opinion, asif she needed



regard it. He haf understood the other things, the madness that was time within gates. That
anything could be older than the ghal ... he could not grasp such age. But he had hurt her, and
he could not bear to have done that. He let go her fingers, caught her face between his hands
and set akiss besde her lips, the only affirmation of trust he knew how to give. He had believed
her aliar, had accused her, assuming so, SO surely that he could dimiss such alie and forgive,
understanding her.

And he did not. A pit opened at hisfedt, to teke in dl his understanding.

"Wdl," shesad, "at least theeis ill here”

He nodded, knowing nothing to say.

"Thee surprises me sometimes, Vanye."

And when he gill found no answer, she shook her head and turned away acrossthe
little shelter, her arms folded tightly, her head bowed. "Of course you came to that conclusion;
there was nothing €se you could think. Doubtless Roh himsdf believesit. And for whatever
small damage it could do-Vanye, | beg you keep it to your knowledge, no one lsg's. | am not
ghal. But what | am no longer has any meaning, not in this age. Not in Shathan. 1t no longer
matters.”

"Liyo-"

"1 would not have you believing thet | knew Roh's nature. 1 would not have you thinking
| sent you againgt him, knowing that. | did not. | did not, Vanye."

"Now you have rne between two oaths. Oh Heaven, liyo. | wasthinking of Roh'slife,
and now | am afraid of winning it. | do not ... | swear | do not try to pull againgt your good
sense. | do not want that. Liyo, protect yoursdf. | should never have questioned you; thisis not
how | would have persuaded you. Do not listen to me."

"l know my own mind. Do not shoulder everything." She tossed her head back, thin-
lipped, and looked a him. "Thisis Nehmin. Yon will seeit as| have seenit; | am not anxiousto
spill blood in this place. We are far from Andur-Kursh . . . far from every grudgeit had . . . and
| pity him. | pity him, even as Lidl-though that is harder: | knew hisvictims. Give metimeto
think. Go to degp awhile. Please. There is at least something of the night left, and you look so
tired.”

"Aye" he agreed, though it was less for weariness than that he would not dispute her,
not now.

She gave him the mat by the east wall, her own. He lay down there with no redl desire
of deep; but the ease it gave sent a sudden heaviness on him, so that he cared not even to
move. She drew the blanket farther, over him, and sat on the mat beside him, leaned there
againg the pogt, her hand over his. He shivered for no reason-if he had taken a chill he wastoo
numb to fed it. Helet his breath go, flexed hisfingers againg hers, enclosed them.

Then he dept, a hard, swift darkness.

Chapter Fifteen

She was gone in the morning. There was food there, milk and bread and buitter, and
dices of cold meat. Written in adab of butter on the sSide of the pitcher was a Kurshin symbol,
the glyph that began Morgaine.



Safe, she meant. He ate, more than he had thought he could; and there was water
heated for him over the cods. He bathed, and shaved . . . with his own razor, for his persond
kit was there: they had recovered it from Mai, surdly; and his bow was laid there with his armor,
and other things that he had thought forever lost. He was glad-and dismayed, to think that they
might have risked themsdlves, she and Ldlin and Sezar, to recover them.

But her own weapons were gill sanding in the corner, and it began to trouble him that
she stayed so long, unarmed. He went outside, unarmored, to see whether she was in sight:
Siptah was gone too, though the harness was not.

Then amovement caught his eye, and he saw her coming back, riding down the dope,
bareback on the gray horse, a strange figure in her white garments. She did down and wrapped
the tether-line over abranch, for she had been riding with only the hater. Her face had held a
worried look for an ingtant; but she put on a different face when she looked up a him ... he saw
it and answered it with afaint smile, quickly shed.

"We have alittle trouble from the outsde this morning,” she said. "They aretrying us"

"Isthat the way to go looking for it?" He had not meant his voice to be so sharp, but
she shrugged and took no affront. The frown came back to her eyes, and they fixed beyond,
back the way she had come.

He looked. Three arrha had followed her, and a Man walked with them, atal manin
green and brown, coming from the shadow of the trees.

It was Roh.

They brought him to the front of the shelter and stopped: they laid no hand on Rohin
their bringing him, but he had no wegpons ether. "Thank you,” Morgaine told the arrha,
dismissing them; but they withdrew only as far as the rocks near the shelter.

And Roh bowed, aslord vigting hal-lord, with weary irony.

"Comeingde" Morgaine bade him.

Roh came, passed the curtain which Vanye held aside for him. His face was pae,
unshaven-and afraid, athough he tried not to show it. He did not look asif he had dept.

"Sit down,” Morgaine invited him, hersdf settling to the mat by the brazier, and Roh did
S0 on the opposite Side, crosdegged. Vanye sank down on his heds a Morgaing's shoulder, an
ilin's place, which said what it might to Roh. Changeling, he thought uneesily, for the sword
was unatended in the corner, and Morgaine unarmed: he had at least placed himsdf asa
barrier between Roh and that.

"ChyaRoh," Morgaine said softly. "Are you well?*

A muscle jerked in Roh's jaw. "Wl enough.”

"It took me some argument to bring you here. The arrha were minded otherwise."

"Y ou usudly obtain what you want."

"Vanye did spesk for you-and well.. None could be more persuasive with me. But
counting al that-and my gratitude for your help to him, Chya Roh i Chya-are we other than
enemies? Roh or Lidl, you have no love for me. Y ou hate me bitterly. That was o in Ra-koris.
Are you the kind of man who can change his mind that thoroughly?"

"I hoped you would be dead.”

"Ah. Truth from you. That does surprise me. And then what would you?'

"The samethat | did. | would have stayed . . ." His eyes shifted to Vanye's and locked,
and his voice changed. "I would have stayed with you and tried to reason with you. But ... that



isnot how it came out, isit, cousn?'

"And now?' Morgaine asked.

Roh gave a haggard grin, made aloose gesture of the hands. "My situation is rather
grim, isit not? Of course | offer you my service. | should be mad not to. | do not think that you
have any intention of accepting; you are hearing me now to satisfy my cousin's sensbilities; and |
am talking to you because | have nothing left to do.”

"Because Merir and the arrha turned a desf ear to you last night?*

Roh blinked dazedly. "Well, you did not expect me not to try that, did you?'

"Of course not. Now what ese will you try? Harm Vanye, who trusts you? Perhaps you
would not; | dmost believe that. But me you never loved, not in any shape you have worn.
When you were Zri you betrayed your king, your clan, dl those men . . . when you were Lidll,
you drowned children, and made of Leth such a plague-spot, such asink of deprav-ity-"

Terror shot into Roh's eyes, horror. Morgaine stopped spesking, and Roh sat visbly
shivering . . . gone, dl pretense of cyniciam. Vanye looked on him and hurt, and set his hand on
Morgaine's shoulder, wishing her to et him be; but she did not regard it.

"You do not likeit," she murmured. That iswhat Vanye said-that you had bad
dreams."

"Cousin," Roh pleaded.

"l shal not cal it back for you," she said. "Peace. Roh ... Roh ... | shdl say nothing
more of it. Be a peace."

Roh's hands, shaking, covered hisface; he rested so amoment, white and sick, and she
let him be. "Give him drink," she said. Vanye took the flask she indicated with a glance, and
knelt and offered it to him. Roh took it with trembling hands, drank alittle. When he was done,
Vanye did not leave him, but held to his shoulder.

"Areyou dl right now?' Morgaine asked him. "Roh?' But he would not look at her. "l
have done you more harm than | wished,” she said. "Forgive me, Chya Roh."

He said nothing. She rose then, and took Changeling from the corner... withdrew from
the shelter entirdly.

Roh did not look at that, nor at anything. "I can kill him," he breathed between his teeth,
and shuddered. "I can kill him. | can kill him."

For amoment it made no sense, the rambling of a madman; and then Vanye
understood, and kept hold of him. "Cousin,” he said in Roh's ear. "Roh. Stay with me. Stay with
me."

Sanity returned after amoment Roh breathed hard and bowed his head againgt his
knees.

"Roh, she will not do that again. She saw. She will not.”

"l would be mysdf when | die. Can she not dlow me that?'

"You will not die. | know her. | know her. She would not.”

"She will manage it. Do you think that she will ever let me a her back where you stand,
or rest when | am near her? She will manage it.”

The vell shadowed, went back. Morgaine sood in the doorway. "l am afraid | hear
you," she sad quietly. "The vells do not sop much.”

"I will sy it to your face," Roh said, "syllable by syllable if you did not get it dear. -Will
you not return the courtesy, to me-and to him?"

Morgaine frowned, rested Changeling point down on the floor before her. "'l will say



this that thereis some good chance it will make no difference what 1 will and will not." She
nodded vagudly westward, at the other wall. "If you want to walk through that woods and take
alook at the riversde, you will find enough Shiuato make any quarrd we have among
oursalves quite pointless. What | say | would say if Vanye were not involved. The kindnesses |
attempt generdly come to worse than my worst acts. But murder stsill with me, and, . . ." She
lifted Changeling dightly from the floor and rested it again. "I have not the options of fair fight
that a man has; nor would | put that burden on Vanye, to ded with you in that fashion. You are
right; | cannot trust you as | do him. | do not think | could ever be persuaded to that. | do not
want you a my back. But we have mutua enemies out there. Thereis aland about us that does
not deserve that plague oniit ... and you and | made it, did we not? You and | crested that
horde. Will you share in sopping it? The fortunes of war-may make it unnecessary to concern
oursalves about our ... differences.”

Roh seemed dazed a moment . . . and then he set his hands on his knees and laughed
bitterly. "Yes. Yes, | would do that."

"1 will not ask an oath of you or take one, no grest one: it would bind me to an honor |
cannot afford. But if you will give your smple word, Roh-I trust you can bind your other
impulses™

"l giveit," Roh said. Herose, and Vanye with him. "Y ou will have what you want of
me. All . . . that you want of me."

Morgaines lips tightened. She turned and walked to the far wall and laid down
Changeling, gathering up her armor. "Do not be too forward in it. There isfood I€ft, probably.
Vanye, see he haswhat he needs."

"My wegpons," Roh said.

She looked at him, scowling. "Aye, | will seeto that." And she turned again and began
working into her armor.

"Morgaine kri Chya."

She looked up.

"You ... did not bring me from Ra-koris; | brought mysdlf, I. You did not am that
horde at thisland. | did, no other. And | will not take food or drink or shelter of you, not as
matters sand. If you ingg, | must; but if not-then | will take it elsewhere, and not inflict any
obligation on mysdf or on you."

She hesitated, seeming stunned. Then she walked over and flung back the vell to the
outsde, waved asgnd a the arrha who waited there. Roh I€eft, pausing to offer abow of
courtesy; Morgaine let fdl the vell after him, and lingered there, leaning her head againgt her
arm. After amoment she swore, in her own tongue, and turned away, avoiding his eyes.

"You," Vanye sad into that silence, "you did as much as he would have asked of you."

She looked up at him. "But you expect more.”

Vanye shook hishead. " regard you too much, liyo. You arerisking your lifein giving
what you have. He could kill you. | do not think so, or | would not have him near you. But heis
arisk; and | know how you fedl. Maybe more so. He is my cousin. He brought me here dive.
But ... if ... heis overmuch tempted, liyo, then he will lose. | know that. What is more, he does.
Y ou have done the best thing you could do.”

She bit her lips until the blood Ieft them. "He isaman, your cousin. | will give him that."

And she turned and gathered up the rest of her armor, put it on with a grimace of
discomfort. "He will have his chance," she said then. "Armor and bow: little use for anything ese



if thisislikethelast time. . . until they reach the rock itsdf. We are in no small danger.”

"They are prepared?”

"Some of them are well up the Silt, the tributary river to our south; the force at
Narnside began moving across to our bank at dawn.”

"You permit this?'

She gave abitter laugh. "1? Permit? | fear | am not in charge here. The arrha have
permitted it, step by step, until we are nigh surrounded. Powerful they are, but their whole mind,
their whole conception of the problem, is toward defense, and they will not hear me. | would
have done differently, yes, but | have not been able to do anything until recently. Now it comes
to the point that the only thing | can do is help them hold this place. It has never been amatter of
what | would choose here.”

He bent and gathered his armor from where he had |€ft it.

They saddled the horses, not alone Siptah, but Ldlin's and Sezar's, and gathered up Al
that they might need if it came to flight. What was in Morgaines mind remained her own; but he
reckoned in his own thoughts what she had told him, the isolation by wood and water of the
area that was Nehmin, and the Shiua possessing the rivers that framed their refuge.

All the area about them was tangled and wooded, and that was a Stuation no Kurshin
could find comfortable; there was no place to maneuver, no place to run. The horseswere dll
but usdless to them, and the hill wastoo low to hold.

They rode up the dope of the hill and among the twisted trees, down again by the
winding trail among the rocks, so that they came out again on the meadow.

"No sght of them," Vanye muttered, looking uneedily riverward.

"Ah, they have learned a dight caution of this place. But it will not lagt, | fear."

She turned Siptah to the right hand, and warily they rode away from that vicinity into
the woods, through brush, into an area where the trees grew very large. A path guided them . .
. and our enemies next, Vanye thought dismaly. Horses had been down it recently.

"Liyo," he sad after aspace. "Where do we go? What manner of thing have you in
mind?"

She shrugged, and seemed worried. "The arrha have withdrawn. And they are not
above abandoning us to the enemy. | am concerned for Lellin and Sezar. They have not
reported back to me. | do not like to take their horses from where they expect to find them, but
likewise | do not want to lose them."

"They are out there-toward the enemy?"

"Thet is where they should be. At the moment, | am concerned that the arrha are not
where they should be."

"And Roh."

"And Roh," she echoed, "though in some part | doubt he isthe center of this matter. He
may himsdlf bein danger. Merir . . . Merir isthe one who deserves watching. Honorable he
may be-but thee learns, Vanye, theelearns.. . . that the good and virtuous fight us as bitterly as
those who are neither good nor virtuous . . . more so, perhaps-for they do so unsdlfishly, and
bravely , . . and we must most of dl beware of them. Do you not see that | am what the Shiua
name me? And would aman not be entitled to resst thet . . . for himsalf-mogt of al for wheat the
arrhend protects? -Forgive me. Thee knows my darker moods; | should not shed them on
thee."



"l am your man, liyo."

She looked at him, surprised out of the bitterness that had been her expression.

And around the bending of the trail there stood one of the arrha, ayoung ghalur
woman. Silent, she stood among the branches and ferns, light in green shadow.

"Where are your fdlows?" Morgaine asked of her.

The arrha lifted her arm, pointed the way that they were going.

Morgaine started Siptah forward again, dowly, for the trail wound much. Vanye looked

back; the arrha gtill stood there, a too-conspicuous sentingl.

Then they passed into another space where few trees grew, and in that open space
there were horses; the arrhendim were there, seated ... the six who had gone out with Merir,
and Roh. Roh gathered himsdlf to hisfeet asthey came.

"Where is Merir?' Morgaine asked.

"Off that way," Roh said, and pointed farther on. He spoke in Andurin, and looked up
... shaven, washed, he looked more the dai-uyo he was, and he bore his wegpons again. "No
oneis doing anything. Word is the Shiua are closing on us from two sides, and the old men are
dtill back there talking. If no one moves, we will have Hetharu in our midst before evenfdl.”

"Come," said Morgaine, and did down from the saddle. "We |eave the horses here.”
She wrapped Siptah's reins about the branch, and Vanye did the same for the horse he rode
and the ones he led.

None of the arrhendim had done more than look up.

"Come," she bade them; and in astronger voice: "Come with me.”

They looked uncertain; Larrel and Kessun stood up, but the elder arrhendim were
reluctant. Findly Sharrn did so, and the Six came, gathering up their wesapons.

Wherever they were bound, Morgaine seemed to have been this way before; Vanye
sayed a her shoulder, that Roh should not walk too near her, watching either sde and
sometimes looking back at the arrhendim who trailed them on this suddenly narrower path. He
was far from easy in his mind, for they were dl too vulnerable to treachery, for dl the power of
the weapons Morgaine bore.

Gray stone confronted them through the tangle of vines and branches. . . lichen-
spotted, much wesathered, standing stones thrust up among the roots of trees, closer and closer,
until the stones formed an aide shadowed by the vast trees.

Then they had sight of asmal stone dome & the end of that aide. Arrha guarded the
entry of it, one on ether Sde of the doorway that stood open, but there was no offer to oppose
their coming.

V oices echoed within, echoes that died away at their tread within the doorway. Torches
lit thet smdl dome within; arrha sat as a mass of white on stone seats that encompassed more
than half the circuit of the walls: the center of the floor was clear, and there Merir stood. Merir
was the one who had been speaking and he faced them there.

One of the arrha arose, an incredibly old ghal, withered and bent and leaning on a
saff. He stepped down onto the floor where Merir stood.

"Y ou do not belong here" that one said. "Arms have never come into this council. We
ask that you go away."

Morgaine did nothing. A look of fear wason dl thearrha ... old ones, very old, dl
those gathered here.

"If we contest for power,” said another, "we will dl die. But there are others who hold



the power we have. Leave."

"My lord Merir." Morgaine walked from the doorway to the center of the room; Vanye
followed her: s0 did the others, taking their place before that council. His distress was acute,
that she thus separated herself from the door. There were guards, arrha, bearing Gate-force,
he suspected. He could not prevail againg that. If it came to using her wegpons she needed him
closeto her, where he was able to guard her back . . . where he was not in the way of what
had taken at least one comrade of theirs. "My lords," she said, looking about her. "There are
enemies advancing. What do you plan to do?'

"We do not," said the eder, "admit you to our counsd.”

"Do you refuse my hep?'

There was degp sllence. The eder's staff rang on the floor and echoed, the dightest tap.

"My lords" shesad. "If you do refuse my help, | will leave you. And if | leave you, you
will fal."

Merir stepped forward haf a pace. Vanye held his breath, for the old lord knew, knew
utterly what she meant, the destruction of the Gate which gave them power, in her passing from
thisworld. And surely he had told the others.

"That which you bear," said Merir, "is greater than the power of dl the arrha combined.
But it was fashioned as awegpon; and thet . . . that ismadness. It isan evil thing. It cannot be
otherwise. For fifteen hundred years ... we have used our power gently. To protect. To hedl.

Y ou stand here, dive because of it ... and tell usthat if we do not bow to your demands, then
you will turn that thing againgt us, and destroy Nehmin, and |leave us naked to our enemies. But
if we do as you wish-what, then? What are your terms? Let us hear them."”

There was no sound or movement &fter.

But suddenly other footfals whispered on the stones at the doorway.

Lelin, and Sezar.

"Grandfather," Lellin said in ahushed voice, and bowed.

"Lady . .. you bade me come when the enemy had completed their crossing. They have

done s0. They are moving thisway."

A murmur ran the circuit of the room, swiftly dying, so thet the tiniest movement could
be heard.

"Y ou have been out doing her bidding," Merir said.

"| told you, Grandfather, that | went to do that.”

Merir shook his head dowly, lifted hisface to look on Morgaine, on dl of them, on the
arrhendim who had come with Morgaine, and dl but Perrin lowered their eyes, unable to meet
his

"Y ou have dready begun to destroy us," Merir said. Hisvoice was full of tears. "You
offer your way ... or nothing. We might have been able to defeat the Shiua, aswe did the
sirrindim who came on us long ago. But now we have come to this, that armed force has
entered this place, where arms never have come before, and some have faith in them.”

"Lélin Erirrhen has sad," the dder arrha declared, "thet lieis hers, lord Merir. And
therefore he ingsts on coming and going at her bidding, refusing ours."

"Elss" Morgaine said in aloud voice, "the council would keep me blind and desf. And
Lelin and Sezar in their service to me have kept me from taking other action, my lords. They
know what you do not. By serving me .. . they have served you."

Merir'slips made ataut line, and Ldlin looked &t the old lord, bowed to him very



dowly, and to Morgaine . . . faced his grandfather again. "Of our own choice." Ldlin said.
"Grandfather-the arrhendim are needed. Please. Come and look. They cover the riverside like
anew forest. Come and look on thisthing." He cast an anguished glance about &t al the

arrha. "Come out of your grove and see thishorde. You tak of taking it into Shathan. Of
pesce with it ... as we found with the remnant of the sirrindim. Come and look on this thing.”

One more dangerousto us," said the elder, "isdready here." And Gate-force flared,
meaking the air taut as a drawn string. It shimmered about the elder.

nd it grew. One and ancther of the arrha began to bring forth that power, until the
arrhendim flinched back againg the wal, and the whole dome sang with it.

Liyo," Vanye murmured, and whipped his sword from its sheath, for two of thearrha
barred the doorway, and the air between shimmered with the barrier they formed.

Cease!l" Morgaine shouted.

he elder stamped the hed of his staff on the floor, a sound dmost drowned in the taut
ar; his haf-blind eyes were st rigidly. "Six of us have invoked the power. There are thirty-two.
Surrender that which you bear."

Liyo-"

Morgaine dipped Changeling's ring and dropped the sword to her hip. Vanye looked
about him, a the elders, a the frightened arrhendim . .. and Roh, whose face was pae, but
whose hands stayed from his wegpons.

Two more," sad the elder. The snging in the air grew louder, numbing hearing, and
Morgaine lifted her hand.

"Y ou know what the result will be" she cried.

"We are willing to die, al of us. The passage we open here may be wide enough to
work ruin on the enemies of Shathan aswell. But you who do not lovethisland . . . may not be
willing to become part of that. One by one we shdl add to the force. We do not know how
many of uswill be needed before the passage is complete, but we shdl discover it. Y ou cannot
leave. Y ou can try your other weapons. If you do, we will answer you with al we have. Or you
can draw that sword and complete the passage beyond any doubt: its force with oursis
sufficient beyond any argument. It will drink us dl up, and more besides. But surrender that
wegpon and we shdl ded well with you. Our word is good. Y ou have nothing to fear from us."

Gate-force keened in the air. Another joined it.

"Liyo," Vanye sad. Very smdl his voice sounded in that power. ™Y our other wegpon-"

She said nothing. He dared not look at what was happening before her, but kept his
eyesto the arrhendim, who were at her back and armed; and Roh, Lellin and Sezar were
gpart from the others, fear in their faces, but they stood with arms folded and had never moved.

"My lordd" Morgaine exclamed suddenly. "My lord arrha! We are gaining nothing by
this. Only your enemies gain.”

"We have made our choice," said Merir.

"You sat here-sat here until | should become desperate enough to try to come stir you
out of it. A trap of your working, lord Merir? It isawell-devised one."

"We are utterly willing," said Meir, "to perish. We are old. There are others. But there
isno need of it, unless you vaue power more than your own life. If we add many more jewds
to the web, lady Morgaine, it will be accomplished. You sensethat. Sodo |." Hehdld up his
hand, with the jewd-case upon it. "Here is another mote of that power you hold. Perhaps this
will completeit. It isthat near. Shal | add it to the others?"



"Enough! Enough. | seethat you are cagpable of doing it No more."

"Surrender the sword.”

She unhooked it and grounded it point-down before her. "My lords of the arrhal
Lord Meirisright . . . that isan evil thing. And thereis only one of it, and that itsdf isagreat
evil, and subtle. Y ou hold your power divided into many hands, whoever takesthis, that one
will be more powerful than dl the others. Which? Who of you seeks it?"

None answered.

"Y ou have never seen a Gate opened,” Morgaine said. "Y ou have never summoned
that power entire, counting that passage dangerous. Y ou are right. Shdl | show you? Damp
that which you hold: | shal show you my meaning. Let me show you why Nehmin must cease
to exist. Y ou vaue reason, my lords; then listen to me. | have no terms. | come not to possess
Nehmin by the threat of destroying it. | come to destroy it, whether or not the enemy is
stopped. | do not want any power over you."

"You are mad," said the elder.

"Let me show you. Damp the jewds. If | do not convince you, the unveiling of only a
few of them while Changeling is unsheathed will be sufficient for your purposes. . . and mine.
Y ou do not well reckon. . . that | dso am willing to die for what | do."

The eder stepped back, bewilderment in hislook. Merir made a helpless gesture.

"She sayswell,” Merir said, "We can dways die.”

The force ebbed, more suddenly than it had grown, jewel after jewe winking into
cover. And when it was utterly gone, Morgaine eased Changeling forth, crystd isthe jewds,
which were only motes that human flesh itsalf could obscure unharmed. Opd fire flowed dong
Changeling's runes, and suffused the blade, and darkness flared at the tip of it, where the wind
began. Someone cried out. Itslight bathed al their faces. She moved it, and the wind grew
stronger, whipping at the torches, tugging at hair and robes and howling within the dome. Vanye
stepped back from her Side, not even aware that he moved until he found himsalf near Ldlin.

"Hereis the passage you would form!™ Morgaine shouted over the roar of the wind.
"Hereit is open before you. Look into it. Have you courage now to add your jewels to that? A
few of them would suffice, and this whole dome will be esawhere, with usin it. The shock of air
will leve al the trees hereabouts, and perhaps, as you say, take a good part of the enemy with
us. Or more than that, if the force leaks through to this Sde of here and now. Thisisthe power
that your fathers fathers fatherstrifled with. Y ou do wel to avoid it. But what will your children
do? What, when someday someone less wise than yoursaves takes it up again? What, if |
surrender the sword to you, and someday one of your folk draws it? On it iswritten the
knowledge of the Gates . . . and it cannot be destroyed, save by one who will carry it
unsheathed within a Gate, into the Fires. Who of you wantsto go in my place? For any man
who loves thisworld, for any man who holds this wegpon and has anything of virtue left in him-
there is only one choice in the end-and that isto take it out of thisworld, outside thisworld, and
to keep going from world to world, forever. Is not a caamity written in your legends? The same
cadamity fell everywhere that such power hasbeen . . . and it will come again, and again. That
power must have an end. Does one of you want the sword? Does one of you want to carry it
under those conditions?'

She held it doft, and the void gaped and howled. Roh was at her back; Vanye saw him,
never took his eyes entirely from him. Roh's face wasrigid, his eyes reflecting that opd light.

And suddenly Roh moved, fled, thrusting aside Sezar and Léllin, rushed past the arrha



guards. . . the two of them too dazed to reect. Vanye redized his sword was ill in his hand.
He looked on the others, on faces pale and drawn . . . turned and saw Morgaine. Her arm
trembled from that force which numbed body and soul. Swesat stood on her face.

"You must sed it off," shesad. "Let metake this out of your world and sedl the passage
forever after me. Y our other choiceis not one that Shathan can survive. This-this-does not love
living things"

"Put it away," Merir said hoarsdy. "Put it away, now."

"Have you seen enough? | dways questioned the wisdom that made thisthing. | know
the evil of it. Its maker knew And perhapsthat isitsonly virtue: thet it is shaped aswhat it is....
it is something that you can see and know exacly asit is. Thereis no ambiguity here, no yesand
no. Thisthing ought not to exist. Those delicate jewds of yours ... are nothing other than this.
Their beauty deludes you. Their usefulness ddludes you. Someday someone will gather them
together and you will know that they were dl aspects of this. Look. Look at it!"

She swung it in agreat arc, faster and faster, and the wind grew until it pulled a them,
until the light blazed white, until the void widened and there seemed little air in the room. Cold
numbed the skin, and the arrha held to their chairs, those standing staggered to the wals as if
their own weight could not anchor them.

"Stop it!" the elder cried.

She did s0, and returned it to sheath. The winds stopped; the howling died; the dark
void and the blazing light went together, leaving the dome darkened, the light of the torches
sucked out, only a shaft of daylight reaching them from the door. She grounded the sword,
sheathed, before her.

"That is the power you hold, arrha. Y ou have but to combine your tiny jewelsinto one.
Did you not know that? We are armed . . . dike. And | make you free gift of that knowledge
now-for someday one will discover it, and you will have to use them that way."

"No."

"Can you forget what | have told you?' she asked in alow voice. "Can you forget what
you have seen? Can you take the sword and keep it forever sheathed, when the sirrindimrise
up with cities and threaten you, when Men increase and you are few? Some evil, ghal or Man,
someday . . . will draw it. And unlike your jewds, which will fade when the Gate is seded, the
sword is knowledge to build more such Gates."

There was deathly slence. Some of the arrha wept, their heads bowed into their hands.

"Giveit up," Morgaine urged them. "Or leave Nehmin, and come my road, the passage
that | mugt take. | have told you truth. I have shown you. And while Nehmin remains open, that
truth will always gape at your feet to swalow you up. Sea up the passage; sed Nehmin and the
stones lose their fire and Shathan stands . . . unbarriered, but living. Kegp Nehmin open, and
you will fal to it one day. But whatever you choose, | have no choice. | must take this sword
out of the world. More than Shathan is a hazard. More than your lives. More than thisworld
aone. Theevil isaswide as al the passagestha ever existed. And it is most dangerous when
you think it tamed and secure. Those little stones are more evil than Changeling . . . because
you do not see them for what they are: fragments of a Gate. Joined, they will drink you in and
ruin more than your own world: they will reach to others”

The elder trembled, and looked on the others, and on Merir. Lellin wept, and Sezar, the
both of them bowed to the floor; and two by two their brother arrhendim joined them.

"We have heard truth,” Merir said. "I think we have heard the truth my grandson was



quicker to hear."

The eder nodded, his hands trembling so that the staff rattled against the floor. He
looked at dl the arrha about him. There was none to say otherwise.

"Do asyou will," he said then to Morgaine. "Pass. We will sed Nehmin behind you."

Morgaine let go along dow breath, and bowed her head. After amoment she gathered
Changeling to her side and hooked it there, drew it to her shoulder. "We have a number of
Shiuato clear from our path to Azeroth. The enemy, my lords of the arrha, isill advancing
from the river. What will you do about it?"

There was long slence. "We must hold, this place and Nehmin. Nehmin is surrounded.
The enemy has dready taken dl the area. We can spesk to the arrha who hold Nehmin itsdif;
and within the hold of Nehmin, they can work what you ask. Y ou may ride from here. We can
give you saven days ... to reach Azeroth and pass, and then we may kill the power."

"Y ou would fal. Shathan would be utterly open to the Shiua horde.”

"We fought the sirrindim,” said Merir. "The arrhend will drive these invaders back
too."

Morgaine stared at them, one after another, scanning al the company. And at last she
folded her arms and looked at the floor, glanced up a Vanye. He tried to say nothing with his
expression. She turned last to Merir. "Will you take my help? | would not leave you with such a
gift aswaits out there. Aye, Vanye and | could dip past, go another route . . . reach Azeroth in
seven days. But what Sits out thereismine. | do not want to leave you to that."

The elder gpproached her dowly, leaning on his staff. He bowed, deeply, and gazed at
her when he graightened, like a man looking into the Gates themsdves. "There have been-
many passages for you."

"Yes, elder. | am older than you."

"Much 0, | suspect.” Thefrail hand reached, touched Vanye's arm, and the dim gray
eyesturned to his. "Khemeis to such an arrhen . . . We sorrow for both of you. For both of
you." He looked at Lellin, and bowed, and to Sezar and the other arrhendim; and lastly a
Merir and Morgaine once more. "Y ou are experienced in wars. We are not. We need you. If
you are willing, we need you."

"This, a least, must be on my terms. We consult together.”

"We accept that,” said Meir.

"Y ou say that you can signd those who now hold Nehmin. Bid them expect us, and
soon. You shdl hold here, as you can; and they must hold Nehmin until we can reach them. My
lord Merir-" she nodded to him to join her, and started to the door, unsteady suddenly; at her
sde, Vanyefdt her lean againgt him, and took her arm, lending his strength. The sword took, of
body and soul; he bad held it, and knew the pain of it "Roh," she said suddenly, distractedly.
"Where is Roh?"

He had that worry on him too; there were too many things random, too much dipping
their grasp.

But Roh waited outsde, a huddled figure at the base of the third standing stone, arms
tucked about him. He saw them coming, and rose, torment in his eyes.

"They let you go," he said. "They let you go."

"They agreed,” Morgaine said, "to seal Nehmin themsalves. That was their choice.”

The look went stricken, dazed; they walked past, and Roh followed after.



Chapter Sixteen

They found the horses ill safely in the clearing, with some of the arrha watching over
them-your ghal, male and femae, dressed in white, with faces which sill were innocent of what
had passed in the dome. The arrha offered neither courtesy nor resistance, but backed from
them in seeming distress as they came close-perhaps there was amark on dl of them, Vanye
thought, for there was a grimness about the arrhendim, the same fey desperation which had
troubled him in Lelin and Sezar: he understood now that blesk, lost manner ... that of men who
hed seen the limits of their world.

And of dl thearrhend, it rested most heavily on Merir.

"My lord," said Morgaine to him. "The arrhendim must be brought here. If we are to
save this place-they must be brought. Can you do it?"

The old lord nodded, turned, the reins of the white horse in his hand, and stared in the
direction of theriver. Even through the trees the roar of many voices could be heard, shouts
raised; the horde was on the march.

"l would see thisthing," Merir said.

It was madness. But not even Morgaine opposed it "Aye," she sad. "Ldlin, Sezar?'

"Thehill isdill ours” Ldlin sad. "Or wes, lately."

Arrha stood sentind in the woods, and farther on, in the meadow. "Do not stay here
when they come" Morgaine said to the lagt. Y ou will only lose your lives. Take shelter with our
elders”

They bowed, after their dlent fashion. Perhaps they would heed and perhaps not. There
was no dispute with men who did not spesk.

Thererose their own god, the stony hill & the side of the meadow, and the trail which
wound among the trees. The shouts of the horde sounded very near to this place, hardly beyond
the screen of trees at the far Sde of the hill.

They climbed the height on horseback, and rode farther, Morgaine guiding them among
the trees which crowned that dope and far to the other side. Rocks were frequent here, a
tumbled basalt mass which became a naked promontory, highest of al points hereabouts.

Here Morgaine drew rein and did down, leaving Siptah to stand. The rest dismounted
and tied their horses among the aged trees, and followed her.

Vanye looked back; the last of them rode in, Roh, who |€ft his horse too, and came.
Roh might have fled. Do so, Vanye wished him with part of his heart; but that which loved the
man knew why he had stayed, and what he sought, that was his soul.

But he did not wait for Roh; what battle Roh fought was his own, and he feared to
intervene in it. He turned instead and followed after Sharrn and Dev, up among the rocks.

The hill gave them view acraoss the open meadow, higher than it had seemed, for it
overtopped most of the trees at this one point, which upthrust broken fingers of stone. Sabs
stood like standing stones on this crest, no work of ghal, but of nature. Morgaine and Merir
stood between two of them, sheltered there, with the others of their company.

Vanye moved up carefully past Dev to the very brink next Morgaine, and gained aview
which spanned the river and showed far across into the harilim's woods, so subtly did the
ground hereabouts dope. Trees extended into gray-green haze on dl sdes of this place, on this
gde of the river and the other, and even part of the curve of a clearing was visble.



And nearer . . . ugliness moved. It was as Ldlin had said, like anew forest grown upon
the shores of the Nara, a surging mass bristling with metal-tipped pikes and lances of wood,
dark and foul. Occasionaly there showed asmal khalur band, conspicuous in the sunlight
glancing off their armor . . . most of those were horsemen. The horde filled dl the shore and
surged up the throat of the low place that led to the meadow, moving steadily and in no haste.
Their voicesroared as if from acommon throat.

"They are 0 many," breathed Vis. "purely there are not so many arrhendiminal
Shathan. We cannot find that many arrows.”

"Or timeto firethem," sad Larrdl.

Morgaine stepped closer to the edge. Vanye saized her arm, anxious, athough the
distance was far and the chance was small of being seen in this sheltered point againgt the rocks.
She regarded hiswarning and stopped. "This place," she sad, "isimpossible to hold, even if we
would. The dope on the other Sde istoo wide. This height would become atrap for us. But the
enemy'scircleisnot yet closed. If the arrhendim could be brought . . . before they start to
work at uswith fire and axe, and if we could keep the horde from breaching Nehmin's gates ..."

"It can be done," said Ldlin. "Grandfather, it mus."

"We cannot fight," said Merir, "not after their fashion, armored and with horses. We are
not like them, of one mind and one voice."

"Y et we must have help," Morgaine said, "of whatever fashion.”

"Do not trust-" Roh said, edging forward; Vanye whipped out his dagger and Roh
stopped gill a distance from Morgaine, leaning againg the danting rock. "Listen to me. Do not
trust appearances with the Shiua. | taught them. Hetharu took the whole north of Shivanina
matter of days. He is a sudent more apt than his teacher.”

"What do you reckon of them?"

Roh looked toward the river, grimacing into the wind and the light. "Eight, ten thousands
there, if they extend much beyond that point of the trees. What they have coming in on the other
sde of Nehmin . . . three times that many. Probably more coming up thet little river north of
here, until they have us framed. Any riders of ourswho try to escape this wedge of land now
will be cut down. They are screened in brush and on every sde of us. This-show-is to disiract
us."

"And the higher crossings of the Nara? How many are we dealing with?"'

"Believe that Shiuawill have reckoned firgt of those crossings. Every possible escape
will be held. And the whole number of the horde . . . that is uncounted; even the khal do not
know. But they reckon a hundred thousands-dl fighters, killers. Even the young ones. They
plundered their own land and killed their own kind to come here into thisone. A man who fdls
even to the children will be cut to pieces. Murder is common among them; murder, and theft,
and every crime. They will fight; they do that well when they think their enemy helpless.”

"Shall we" asked Merir, "believe that advice this one gives?'

Morgaine nodded. "Believe" she said softly, "that this man wishes you well, my lord
Merir. His own land was such as Shathan, even more o in the age before him, which he may
remember-in his better dreams. Isit not s0?"

Roh looked at her, shaken, and reached forth a hand to the rocks, leaning there.

"My lord,” said Morgaine, "I do not think even the arrhendim could fight with more
love of theland than this man.”

A moment Merir looked on him. Roh bowed his head, looked up with eyes glittering



with tears.

"Aye" Merir sad, "aye, | do think s0."

The voices from the lower meadow chanted the louder. The sound began to strike them
with immediacy, reminder of their danger.

"We cannot stay here" Vanye said. "Liyo-"

She stepped back; but Merir lingered, and undung the horn which he carried . . . Slver-
bound and old and much cracked.

"Best you get to horse," said the old lord. "We are bound to attract notice. Itisa
srange law we have, stranger-friends, . . . that no horn shdl ever be blown in Shathan. And yet
we do keep them, silent though they have been these fifteen hundred years. Y ou asked the
arrhendim be summoned. Get you to horse."

She looked beyond him, to the horde which swarmed toward the hill. Then she nodded,
garted back quickly with the others. Only Lellin and Sezar stayed.

"We ghdl not leave them," said Sharrn.

"No," Morgaine agreed. "We shdl not. Reedy their horses for them; | think we shall
have a hard ride leaving this place.”

They reached the horses and mounted up in haste.

And of a sudden came alow wailing that grew to the bright, clear ped of ahorn. Vanye
looked back. On the height they had quitted Merir stood, and sent forth a blast which rang out
over the meadow . . . exhausted, he ceased, and gave the horn to Lélin, who lifted it to hislips.
Uncertain the sound was &t first, in the raging shout of the horde who took it for challenge. Then
it rang out louder than al the voices of the enemy, woke echoes from the rocks, and sounded
again and again and again.

There was silence for amoment; even the voices of the horde were dtilled by that.

Then from far away came ancther horn-cdl, fant asthe wind in leaves. A howl from the
enemy drowned it, but the faces of the arrhendim were wild with joy.

"Come" Morgaine shouted at the three, and now they left the high rocks, Lellin and
Sezar helping the old lord.

Vanye |led the white mare across their path, gave Merir the reins as the two youths
helped him into the saddle; then Lellin and Sezar ran for their own horses as Morgaine turned
them dl for thetrail off the hill.

They ran, weaving in and out the trees of the grove, around the rocks; and sudden and
chilling came ahowl on their right, on the gentle dope of the hill. Shiuawere pouring up it
toward them.

"Angharan!" the cry went up, Angharanl Angharan! -That to them was Degth.

A bolt of red fire came from Morgaine's hand, a Single arrow from Perrin's bow.

Severd of the horde fdl, but Morgaine did not stay for more, and Vanye spurred his horse
between her and them, bent low for the hazard of branches and answering fire. The down-trail
was before them. They hurtled down that winding chute, the horses twigting and turning &t dl the
speed they could manage.

The enemy had not yet reached the point of the hill; at the bottom of the traill Morgaine
bent low and headed Siptah for the forest and the path concedled there, and in that moment
Vanye cast alook over hisleft shoulder. There were Shiua aplenty running up the dope of the
meadow, foot and riders, demon-helms with barbed pikes and lances.

Sharrn and Dev, Perrin and Vis and Roh: they rode rearguard, and sent afew arrows



back. Larrd and Kessun were with Merir, guard to him, for Lelin and Sezar bore no wegpons
... l too vulnerable they were, with three of their number unarmed. But into that arrow-fire
which shidded them the Shiua were less than willing to ride.

Vanye had his sword in hand: vanguard, he and Morgaine, and there was no use for his
bow in head-to-head meeting. Morgaine would pull ahead of him . . . ingsted o, for fear of
taking him as she had taken one of their comrades. the black wegpon and the sword needed
freedom for thair effective use; and in ilin's place at his lord's left hand, shield-side. Vanye kept
there now, as best he could, while they rode a mad course through land that demanded more
caution. Branches raked them; horses jostled one another avoiding obstacles or making the
turns. But the khalur riders, less skilled, hampered with their barbed lances and haf-blinding
helms, could not follow so swiftly here, and in time the sounds of pursuit faded into distance
behind them.

There was aflash of whitein the woods; they rounded a curve in the trail and Morgaine
drew up suddenly, for there stood two of the arrha, young women.

The arrha waved them past.

"No," Morgaine said. "Y ou waste yoursaves. Even the force of the jewe s cannot hold
back what is behind us."

"Obey her," Merir said. "Climb up with us. We have need of you."

It was Ldlin and Sezar who took them up, being unarmed and leest likely to involve
them in fighting. The arrha took their hands and scrambled lightly to the rear of the saddles.
Morgaine started off again, a reckless pace as they crossed the smal clearing, quickly dowed
by undergrowth as they veered aside from the aide of sones and the dome.

"Thisway!" It was the only time that Vanye had ever heard an arrha spesk; but the
young ghalur woman behind Sezar pointed them another direction, and Morgaine reined
instantly off upon that track.

Swiftly it became a broad way among the trees of an aged grove, cleared ground
where their horses could find easy passage, without brush to hinder.

They ran then, weaving when they mugt, until the horses were blowing with the effort
and the trees, darkening their way, grew wider spaced. The Shiua seemed now to have lost
therr trail. They walked for atime to rest the horses, ran again, dowed again, making whet time
they could without completely winding the horses.

And suddenly they burst through upon cleared ground, a vast open space, and Vanye
forgot dl their hagte in that ingtant. Two hills upthrugt, the farther of incredible stegpness,
athough dl the clearing €se was naked and flat, hazy with distance and the westering sun. A
vadt hold sat atop that high place, dominating al the land round about, looking down on clearing
and on forest, square, a cube such asthe great holds of power tended to be.

Nehmin.

And before them on the flat of the vast clearing was mustered the host of Shiuan, the
glitter of arms ascending the sde of the rock of the fortress, shining motes, rare in the dark tide
of Men, dl misty with afternoon haze.

Morgaine had drawn rein yet within the cover of the woods. Dismay seldom touched
her face, but it did now. The number of those about Nehmin seemed that of the stones at
Narnsde. They dretched as a gray surging mass across the floor of the clearing in the far
distance, stretched up the farther hill like the waves of Shiuan's eroding sess begting at the rock,
tendrils of humanity which straggled among the rough spires and wound congtantly higher



toward the stronghold.

"Liyo," Vanye sad, "let us work round the side of this place. To be caught between
that and what dready pursues us ... little gppedsto me."

She reined Siptah about so that her back was to the clearing and her face toward the
woods from which they had come. There was audible again the distant sound of pursuit. They
have us between," she sad. "Thereis ambush everywhere; they have comein by dl three
rivers. Days-days- before the arrhend can match this kind of force."

Merir'sface was grim. "We will never match it We cannot fight but singly. Intime, each
will come, each fight."

"And angly die" Vanye sad in despair. "That is madness, to go by twos againgt that
force."

"Never all die" sad Sharrn. "Not while Shathan stands. But it will take time to dedl
with that out there. The first to oppose them will surely die, oursdves surely among them. . .
and thousands may die, in days after. But thisis our land. We will not let it fal to the like of
these."

"But Nehmin may fdl," said Morgane. "Enough force, enough weight of bodies and
doorswill yield and even the jewd-force cannot long stop them. Their ignorance-let loose in
Nehmin-amid the powersit holds--no. No, we do not wait here for that to happen. Where,
lord, is the access to Nehmin?”

"There are three hills, not apparent from this view: there is the Lesser Horn, there to the
sde of the greatest hill, afortress over the road itsdlf: gates within it face this way and the far
dde. . . that isthe way up. Then the road winds high to the Dark Horn, which you cannot see
from here, and then to the very doors of Nehmin. We cannot hope to reach more than this
nearest and least, the White Hill, before they come on us.™

"Come," she said. "At least we shall not be waiting here for them. We shdll try. Better
thet then sitting Hill."

"They will know that horse of yours, even at ditance,” Roh said. "Thereisnone such in
their company, yours or Lord Merir's.”

Morgaine shrugged. "Then they will know me," she said. There was distrust in her look
suddenly, asif she had sudden reckoned that Roh, armed, was a her back in a Situation where
none could prevent him.

But the sound of pursuit was dmost upon them, and she touched the spurs to Siptah
and led them forward, circling within the fringe of trees, riding the bow of the clearing.

She meant a run with the White Hill between her and Nehmin, Vanye redlized; it was
what he would have done, running at the horde on the flat from an angle such that they had
cover for at least a portion of their ride.

"They are on usl" Kessun cried; they looked back and the foremost of their pursuers
had broken through, riders stringing out in wild disorder, cutting across the open to head them
off while they il rode the arc.

But a the same moment Morgaine veered out into the open, and meant to lead them

from under the face of that charge, riding for the White Hill.

"Gol" she shouted. "Lédlin, Sezar, Merir, ride while you can. We will shake these from
our hedls and overtake you. The rest of you, stay by me."

WEell-done, Vanye thought; the unarmed five of their party had cover enough in which to
gain ground; the nine armed had cover in which to ded with these rash pursuers. He disdained



the bow: he had no skill a firing from horseback. He was Nhi when he fought, and whipped out
the Shiualongsword, a Morgaines left. Perrin and Vis, Roh, Sharrn, Dev, Larrdl and Kessun:
their arrows flew and riders went down; and Morgaine's lesser weapon laced red fire across the
front of the charge which met them. Horses and riders went down, screaming, and even so a
handful broke through, demon-helms, their barbed lances lowered, with a straggling horde of
marshlands foot panting behind.

The charge reached them: Vanye fdl to the side Nhi-style, Smply not there when the
lance passed, and the good horse held steady as he came thrusting up again, blade aimed for
that rider. The khal saw it coming, horrified, for the lance point was beyond and his sword
indde the defense. Then his point drove into the undefended throat and the khal pitched over
his horse's rump, carried on the force of it.

"Hail" he heard & his Sde, and there was Roh, longsword flashing through khalur
defense-no plains-fighter, the Chyalord, but there was an empty saddle where there had been a
khal about to skewer him.

Others came on them; one rider pitched from the saddle short of them, ared stresk of
firefor his undoing. Vanye trusted to Morgaine's am and took the gift, aming for the rider hard
behind, whose haf-helmed face registered horror to find an enemy on him before he expected
and his own guard breached. Vanye cut him down and found himsdalf and Roh enmeshed in
marshlands rabble. That dissolved in terror a what fire Morgaine sent across their mass, cutting
down men indiscriminately, so that dying fell on dead. Grass was burning. The trampling of feet
put it out as the horde turned in panic. Arrhendur arrows and Morgaine's bolts pursued them
without mercy, cutting down the hindmost in windrows of dead and dying.

Vanye wheeled to turn back, chanced to look on Roh's face, which was pale and grim
and satisfied. And he turned farther and saw Larrel on the ground with Kessun bending over
him. From the amount of blood that covered him and Kessun there was no hope he could live;
akhalur lance had taken the young ghal in the belly.

Even as he watched, Kessun sprang up with bow in hand and sent three shaftsin
succession after the retresting Shiua. Whether they hit he did not see; the khemeis faceran
with tears.

"Horses!" Morgaine shouted. "Khemeis-get to horse! Y our lord needs you!™

Kessun hegtated, his young face twisted with grief and indecision. Then Sharrn ordered
him the same, and he sprang to the saddle, leaving his arrhen among the Shiua dead. The
shock had not yet hit Kessun. Vanye hurt for him, and remembered at the same time that they
had two horseless members of their company . . . one, now: Perrin had caught Larrel's.

And Roh came up leading one of the Shiua mounts, even as they started to move. They
struck agallop and held it, and Kessun rode ever and again looking back.

The White Hill lay before them, and their party neared it Morgaine gave Siptah his head
and the gray stretched out and ran with a speed which none of the arrhendim horses could
match. Vanye dropped back in despair, but he looked on that craggy hill which rose so
srangdly out of the flat and of a sudden chill hit him as he considered how it seemed to stand
senting to this approach.

Morgaine wanted the others stopped short of arrowflight of that hill; Merir's group was
nearly there, moving at the best speed they could make with two horses carrying double, but
she and the gray horse closed on them rapidly, the while they behind labored to stay with her.
And she had their attention; the five waited at the last, seeing her desperate to overtake them,



and in momentsthey dl closed ranks, out of bresth.

"Larrd," Merir mourned, seeing who it was who had fdlen. Vanye recdled what Merir
had said of aghal dying young, and grieved for that; but he grieved more for the stricken
khemeis who sat his horse with his hands braced on the saddle and his head bowed in tears.

"Mount up,” Morgaine bade the arrha shortly; the young women scrambled uncertainly
to the ground and Sezar helped them to the horses they were offered. Their handling of the

reins was that of folk utterly unused to horses.

"The horses will stay with the group,” Roh told them. "Keep the reinsin your hands and
do not pull back on them. Hold to the saddle if you think you will fal."

The arrha were frankly terrified. They nodded understanding, and held on at once
when they gtarted to move, the horses hardly more than loping. VVanye looked on the women
and cursed, showed them how to turn and how to stop, thinking with horror of what must befall
the helpless creatures when they rode full tilt into the Shiua horde. 1t was dl there wastime to
give them. He shook his head at Roh, and received back a grim look.

"Larrd was only the first,” Roh said; and that took no prophecy, for the arrhendim
were not armed or armored for hand-to-hand. Only he, Roh, Morgaine could fight that sort of
battle. Vanye rode closer to Morgaine, taking his place by habit as much as clear thought; and it
was impossible now to avoid the sight that faced them. Gray indistinct lines stretched across
their whole horizon, the greet rock of Nehmin behind. Their coming was not yet remarked or
not yet known for atack: they might aswell have been Shiuariders for dl the main forces knew.
The skirmish had not been seen because of the hill ... and the gpproach of thirteen riders to that
countless hogt could hardly seem threatening.

"Look!" cried one of the arrha, gazing back, for there was asignd fire lit on the White
Hill, aplume of smoke trailing out on the wind.

And that was enough.

The sound that went up from the Shiua horde was like that of the waves of the sea, and
their number-the number was unimaginable even to aman who had seen forcesin thefiedd and
knew how to estimate them: dl that the camp on Azeroth had spilled forth, the refuse and
scourings of adrowning world. Khalur riders poured out toward them, atroop of demon-
helms, a cold sheen of metd and aforest of lancesin the fading daylight

Then Vanye doubted their faintest hope of surviva, for even if the marshlanders would
flee and confound themselves by their own numbers, the Shiuariders would not: the khal knew
what they attacked, had made up their minds, and came at Morgaine for hate. A hundred riders,
two hundred, three hundred deep and twice that wide; a shout went up, drowned in the thunder
of hooves.

And of asudden Merir drew even with them in the leed, the white mare easly matching
drides with Siptah and the bay. "Fall behind,” the old lord urged them. "Fall back. Here the
arrha and | am worth something, if anywhere.”

Morgaine began to do o, faling back more and more, though Vanye shuddered &t the
sght of the old lord out to the fore of them, and the frail white-robed arrha joining himin the
face of those lances. Merir and his companions spread wide, and the horses shied with the
arrha as Gate-force suddenly shimmered about them; one lost her seet and fell, a stunning
blow; but the one on the horse which had been Larrel's rode sill with Meir,

The downed arrha scrambled for her feet, scraped and shaken, childlike in her size and
her helplessness. VVanye rode down on her and in a desperate maneuver leaned from the saddle



and seized the back of the clothing as they seized the prize in riders gamesin Kursh .. . dragged
the bemusad girl belly-down across his saddle and kept going. Morgaine cursed him bitterly for
his madness, and he flung her back alook of anguish.

"Stay with me," Morgaine shouted & him. "Throw her off if you must; stay with me."

"Hold on," Vanye begged of the arrha; he could not do more for her. His horse was
dready laboring with that added burden. But the frail child struggled to rise, pounding her taut
fist on hisleg, until at last he redized that she yet held the jewe and wished him to know it. She
was sore hurt; he thrust his sword into sheath and hauled her up with one hand by her robes,
knowing what pain the saddle must be giving her. Thin arms went about his neck, held
desperately: she dragged at one side and he leaned to the other. She flung aleg across his,
relying on his baance with more courage than he had expected. The Shathana horse held steedy
with this shifting, Staggered only alittle, and when she had gained a hold he suddenly felt the
queasiness of Gate-force about them: the arrha had unleashed the power of her jewd.

He knew then what she wanted of him, and used the spurs, amed himsdf forward with
al the speed the horse had left . . . defying Morgaines direct order for one of afew timesin
their partnership. He pulled out to the Sde a the interval of Merir and the other arrha, hearing
someone coming hard yet farther over; and it was, as he had thought . . . Morgaine.

He gasped and the horse staggered as they joined that bridge of force, but the little
arrha held tightly and he blinked his eyes clear as the sarried line of lances came at them, near
and distinct, like aforest horizontd.

It was madness. They could not hit that mass and live.

Senses denied it, even while the terror of Gate-force ripped the air along the line they
held. He thought of Changeling added to that, and that frightened him the more; but Morgaine
did not draw it. Thered fire of her lesser wegpon laced across the charge, merciless to horse
and rider. Animals went down in aline; those behind tumbled after in a screaming tangle; and
others went round them, some fdling, but not enough. The lances came into their very faces.

Vanye leaned asde as the Gate-force hit the rank like a scythe, tumbling horses and
ridersin the area of crossing forces, but the few riders nearest stayed ahorse, unaffected,
flashing past most too dazed to strike well. Vanye could but lean and evade. A blade rang on
his helm and shoulder as he bowed over the saddle and shielded the arrha as best he could.
The horse sscumbled badly, recovered by avaliant effort, and they rode over corpses and the
unconscious,; he was hit more than once, and then they broke into the clear, the horses running.
Morgaine drew ahead of him, Siptah taking free rein for a gpace, with the marshlanders ahead
of her. The rabble tried to hold their ground; a hedge of braced spears barred her way. Then
Changeling flashed into the open, aforce that hit his nerves and sent the horse staggering even
at this distance. It stopped; the arrha had shieded her own. For an instant he thought himself
clear.

Then ahoarse shout warned him. He hurled the arrha off as he whedled and |leaned,
holding to the mane only. Roh was there, and Ldlin, and the rider that thundered past soun of f
over hishorsestail. More Shiua came on. Vanye gained his seat and whipped out his sword,
feding his backing horse sumble over a body, recover under the brutal drive of the spurs.

Hetharu. He saw the khal-lord coming down on him ahead of atrio of riders, and tried
to gather himsdlf to meet that charge. But Roh was dready flashing past him, sword to sword
with the khal with a shock of horse and metal, and Vanye veered instead for the rider a
Hetharu's right- swordsman likewise. The hdfling shouted hate and cut a him; Vanye whipped



the sword asde and cut for the neck, knowing the man a the last ingtant: Hetharu's drugged
minion. He grimaced in disgust and reined about for the two that had sped behind him,
expecting attack on his flank, but arrhendim arrows had robbed him of those. Roh needed no
help; in his jolted vison he saw Hetharu of Ohtij-in flung nigh headless from the saddle, and
themsalves suddenly in awide areawhere only corpses remained, corpses, a scattering of
dazed men and horses only beginning to recover, and a handful of arrhendim, and the main
body of the horde yet hazy with distance.

He reined full about in desperation, seeking Morgaine- but he saw her then beyond
them, she, and Merir, and awide area where no dead lay and their enemies were in confused
retreat Changeling's shimmer glowed moon-paein the twilight, and hisarm ached in
sympathy, for he knew well what it wasto widd it.

Then he recdled another companion, and looked right, turning hishorse ... saw with a
pang of shamethelittle arrha, her white garments torn and bloody, who had gained her feet
and caught one of the dazed horses. She could not reach the tirrup; the horse shied from her.
Sezar reached her before any other, reached across the saddle from the other side and pulled
her up. Then Vanye cdled to the rest of them and they started moving forward anxious to close
the interva between themsdlves and Morgaine and Meir, for the Shiua were recovering
themselves and their clear space was about to be invaded.

But Morgaine did not delay for them. Once she saw them coming she reined about and
spurred Siptah into a charge, knifing toward the regrouping Shiua foot, driving them before her
as they had scattered the first time. Arrows flashed about them, brief and short of the mark; the
fleeing Shiua did not delay to fire again.

The Lesser Horn loomed now distinct and near, rising out of the twilight; aroad led up
to it, and marshlanders and Shiua humans scattered off it asthey came. Some lingered to die,
whirled away into that darkness at Changeling's tip; more fled, even casting down wegponsin
their terror, scrambling down the rocks at the side of the road.

A vadt gateway was open before them, and a dark interior with yet another open gate
beyond, showing road and rocks in the fading light Morgaine rode for that narrow shelter, and
Merir beside her, the rest of them following in desperate haste, for arrows began to rattle on the
stones about them. Then they gained the refuge, finding it empty-a fortress, of which the doors
were splintered and riven, the near ones and the far. The horses skidded on the stone floor,
hooves bringing echoes off the high arch above them, and stopped, hard bresthing. Roh came
in; and Lelin and Sezar; and Sharrn and Kessun and Perrin, the arrha with them. Vis came last
and late. Perrin leaned from the saddle to embrace her, overwhemed with relief, though the
khemeis was bloody and hurt.

"Dev isnot coming,”" said Sharrn; tears gligening on the old arrhen's face. "Kessun, we
must make a pair now, we two."

"Aye, arrhen," said Kessun steadily enough. "I am with you."

Morgaine rode dowly to the gate by which they had entered, but the Shiua seemed to
have hesitance to charge the fortress, and had fallen back again. She found Changeling's sheath
and despite the tremor of her arm, managed to dide the blade in and il the fire. Then she
leaned forward on the saddle, dmost fell. Vanye dismounted and came to her side, reached up
and took her down into his arms, overwhelmed with fear for her.

"I am not hurt,” she said faintly, though swesat beaded her face. "I am not hurt." He sank
down on his kneeswith her and held her tightly until the trembling should leave her. It was



reaction, the pain of the sword. They dl settled, content for the moment smply to draw breeth.
The old lord was dmost undone, and the little arrha lay down quietly sobbing, for she, like
Sharrn and Kessun, was aone.

"Doors." Morgaine murmured suddenly, trying to gether hersdlf. "Better seeif thereis
any gir outsde.”

"Regt," Vanye said, and rose and left her, picking his way back to the riven farther door
of the fortress. There wasllittle means to close those gates now, little left of them but splintered
wreckage. He looked a what lay farther, aroad up the height, winding turnsindigtinct in the
gathering dusk. Sight of enemies there was none.

"Lelin," Morgaine said esawhere, and timbers crashed. She was on her feet by the
other doorway, that by which they had entered, trying to move it done. Lelin roseto help her;
Vanye came to ass<; others gathered themselves up, exhausted as they were. Down on the
flat, in the gray distance across the clearing, there was a force massing, riders gathering,
sweeping up the horde of foot and forcing them on, driving them rather than leading.

"Wél," Roh said hoarsaly, "they have learned. That is what they should have done
before now, put the weight of bodies againgt us. Too late for Hetharu. But some other |eader
has taken them now, and they care not how many human folk they lose."

"We must get these doors closed,” Morgaine said.

The hinges were broken; the doors, thick at the edges as aman's arm, grated over
stone and bowed darmingly close to coming apart as they threw their strength against them.
They moved the other vave as well, and that was too free at one point, for one hinge still held,
but it too grated into place, with daylight between.

"That big timber," Roh said, indicating a rough, bark-covered log which had been an
obgtacle in the hdl, amid the other fallen beams. "Their ram, doubtless. It can brace the center.”

It was the best they had. They heaved it up with difficulty, braced it hard; but the
broken gates could hardly stand long at any point if the Shiua brought another ram againg it.
The doors were a lattice of splinters, and though they braced them up with beams and debris
from the rear doors, they could not stop them from bowing at their week points, even to one
man's srength.

"It isnot going to hold," Vanye declared in despair, leaning head and aams againg it. He
looked at Morgaine and saw the same written on her face, exhausted as she was, her face
barred with the haf-light that sfted through their barricade.

"If," shesad in afant voice, "if those higher up this hill have not attacked us down here
it can only be for one cause: that they see the others coming. They are waiting for that, to hit us
from both sdes at once and pin us here. And if we do not stop them from attacking Nehmin
itsdlf, then ultimately they can batter down its gates. Vanye, we have no choice. We cannot
hold this place.”

"Those down below will be on our hedls before we can engage those above.”

"Should we St and die here, to no account at al? | am going on.”

"Did | say | was not? | am with you.”

"Get to horse, then. It is getting dark, and we dare not waste the little time we have."

"Y ou cannot go on widding that sword. It will kill you. Giveit to me"

"l shdl carry it while | can." Her voice went hoarse. "1 do not trust it near Nehmin.
There is danger that you might not fedl, athing one sensesin the sound and fed of it ... alimit of
approach. A mistake would kill usdll. If it comesto you-avoid the jewels. . . avoid them. And



If someone gtirs up the forces channelled through the fortress-| hope you fed it in time. It would
tear thisrock gpart, unsheathed." She thrust hersdlf from the gateway and sought Siptah's Side,
took up the reins. "Stay with me."

Others began to go to their horses, weary asthey were, determined to come with them.
Morgaine looked about at them and said nothing. Only a Roh she looked long and hard. In her
mind surely was Nehmin itsdf-and Roh for their companion.

Roh averted his eyes and looked instead toward their fragile barricade. The sounds of
the horde were louder, the enemy amost at the foot of the road, by the sound of it. "1 can keep
aram away from that barrier alittle time. At least they will not be on your backs. That will give
you a chance.”

Vanye looked at Morgaine, wishing otherwise, but Morgaine dowly nodded. "Aye"
she sad, "you could do that."

"Cousin," Vanye sad, "do not. Y ou can buy too little time for your life.”

Roh shook his head, desperation in his eyes. ™Y ou mean wdl; but | will not go up there
while thereisany use for me here. If | went up there, near that ... | think | would bresk my
word. Thereis some use for me here . . . and you underestimate my marksmanship, Nhi Vanye
i Chya"

Vanye understood him then, and embraced him with agreat pain in his heart, then
turned and hurled himsdlf into the saddle.

Sezar cried out sudden warning, for there was the sound of a force advancing not only
up out of the valey, but down off the height, coming down upon them.

Only Perrin and Vis stayed afoot, leaning on their bows. "Here iswork for more than
one bowman," Perrin said. "Three of us just might be able to change their minds; besides, if
some pass you, we can keep them from Roh's back.”

"Your blessing, lord," Vis asked, and Merir leaned down and took the khemeis's hdif-
gloved hand. "Aye," he sad, "on you dl three."

Then he broke away, for Morgaine turned Siptah's head and rode into the gathering
dusk. Vanye followed closely, too wrapped now in their own fate to mourn others. Even for
them it was amatter of time: Lelin and Sezar were with them, wegponless, the little arrha rode
with them, bloodied and scarcely clinging to her saddle, but she stayed with Merir; and Sharrn
and Kessun with their bows ... the only two armed now but themselves.

"How far?' Morgaine asked of the arrha. "How many turns before the Horn? How
many from there to the fortress of Nehmin itsdf?"

"Three before the Dark Horn; more after . . . four, five; | do not clearly remember,
lady." The arrha's voice was hardly audible in the sounds about them, a painful breach of
habitua slence. "I have only been here once.”

Rocks hove up on ether sde of them in the near-darkness, making awall on their left,
sometimes faling avay sharply to the right, so that they looked down a darkening fdl to the flat.
There was no more sound from above them, while shouts came distantly from the gray masses
which surged toward the Lesser Horn.

Then the rocks began to rise on thelr right aswell as on therr left, and they must venture
asteep, dark winding.

"Ambush," Vanye muttered as they approached that. Morgaine was dready reaching
for Changeling.

Suddenly rock hurtled down, bounding and thundering from above, and the horses



shied in terror. Changeling whipped the air and wind howled, cold, sucking at them in that
narrow chute. The moaning drank the thunder: the only rock to come near them plummeted
down on their very heads and went elsewhere. Sweat ran down Vanye's sides beneeth the
armor.

Siptah leaned into arun; they pressed forward with arrows hailing down like invisble
wasps, but the overhang of the dliff and Changeling's wind sheltered them from harm.

It was when they made the turning and faced the height that the arrows came truly;
Morgaine hdd the fore, and the sword shielded them dll, hurling the arrowflight into nothingness,
the winds sucking such few as passed into forceless impacts. Men with wooden spears
opposed them and Morgaine hit those ranks with a sweep that cleared Men and weapons
e sawhere, flung them screaming into dark, and what remained Vanye caught, closer to
Changeling's howling dark than ever he liked to come: he felt the cold himself, and Morgaine
struggled to press Siptah as close to the outer margin of the road as she could, rather than risk
him.

Panic saized the Shiuaremaining; they turned their backs and began to flee up the road,
and on them Morgaine had no mercy: she pursued them, and in her wake no bodies remained.

Blackness waited beyond the turn, the shadow of the Dark Horn itself, upthrust againgt
the sky, awide flat a bowshot across where the road turned and enemies massed.

Suddenly Kessun cried warning at arattle of rock behind, for enemies poured off the
rocks at their left flank, cutting them off from retreet

Witch-sword and plain stedl: they held an ingtant; then Morgaine began to back against
the rock of the Horn. These Shiua did not bresk and run: " Angharanl™ they cried, knowing
Morgaine, voices hoarse with hate. With pike and staff they pressed forward, demon-helms on
the one side and marshlands rabble on the other.

There was no more retrest. Lellin and Sezar, Sham and Kessun, had snatched
themsel ves weapons such as they could of the dead, wooden spears and barbed lances. They
et their backs againgt the jumbled rock of the Horn, the horses backed dmost againgt it, and
held, the while Changeling did its dread work.

Then there was respite, afdling back, the enemy seeming exhausted, dazed by the
lessening of their ranks, and raw abrasion of Gate-force loosein the arear hearing dimmed, skin
seemed raw, breath seemed close. A man could bear that only so long.

So could its wielder. Vanye spurred forward as the retreat spread, thinking Morgaine
would attempt it but she did not; he checked hisimpulse at once, gppaled when he saw her
face in the opad light. Sweat beaded her skin. She could not sheath the sword. He pried it from
her fingers and felt the numbing force in his own bones, worse than it was wont to be. With that
gone, she smply dumped againgt Siptah's neck, undone, and he stayed beside her, the sword
yet naked, for he wished to give their enemies no encouragement by sheething it.

"Let ustry,” said Merir, moving up beside. "Our force added to yours. We might have
distance enough here."

Morgaine sat up and shook her white hair back. "No," she exclaimed. "No. The
combination is too dangerous. It might still bridge, take us al, perhaps. No. And stay back.

Y our kind of barrier cannot turn wegpons. We have seen that. Y ou and the arrha-" She
looked about, for the arrha was not with Merir. Vanye cast aquick look back too, and saw
the small white figure poised hafway up the black rock, perched thereforlornly . . . horselogt in
the melee. "Send she staysthere," Morgaine said. "Lord, go back, go back against the rock."



Then came abooming from far below, echoing up the height. Even the murmur of the
enemy fell slent, and the faces of the arrhendim were for an instant bewildered.

"Ram," Vanye said hoarsdly, shifting his grip on Changeling's dragon-hilt. "The Lesser
Horn will fal quickly now."

A shout arose from the enemy; they had aso understood the sound and the meaning of
it.

"They will wait now," Lelin judged, "til they can come a uswith the help of those from
theflat.”

"We ought to carry the attack to these uphill of us" Morgaine sad. " Sweep them from
our path and try to reach Nehmin's doors."

"We cannot,” Vanye said. "Our backs are a least to rock and we can hold that turning.
Higher up-we have no guarantee there is a place to stand.”

Morgaine nodded dowly. "If they grow cautious of us, we may lagt alittle time-maybe
long enough to make a difference for the arrhend. At least we carry food and water. Matters
could beworse."

"We have not egten today,” Sezar exclaimed.

Morgaine laughed weekly at that, and others smiled. "Aye," she sad. "We have not.
Perhaps we should take the chance.”

"A drink at leadt," said Sharrn, and Vanye redized the parchment dryness of hisown
throat, hislips cracked. He sipped at water of the flask Morgaine offered him, for he did not
sheeth the sword. And another flask went the rounds, fiery stuff that lent alittle false warmth to
shock-chilled bodies. In their lagting freedom from attack, Sezar broke a journeycake or two
which they passed about; and Kessun went over to the arrha on her lonely perch, but she
accepted only the drink, refusing the food.

Anything of substance lay cold in the belly, indigetible; only the arrhendim liquor lent
any comfort. Vanye wiped his eyes with the back of a bloody hand and suddenly became
aware of slence.

The ram had ceased.

"Soon now," Morgaine said. "Vanye, give me back the sword.”

"Liyo-"

"Giveittome"

He did so, hearing that tone; and his arm and shoulder ached, not aone from the shocks
they had endured, but from the little time he had held it. It was worse than ever it had been.
Jewel-force, he thought suddenly, in the fortress above us. Someone has one unmasked.

And then with comforting clarity: They know that we are here.

Not yet did the enemy come on them. There was a growing murmur from below, from
the part of the trail which wound below the Dark Horn. The sound came nearer and louder,
and now their enemies above rdlied, waiting eagerly.

"We smply hold,” Morgaine said. "Stay dive. That isdl we can do."

"They come," Kessun said.

It was s0. The dark mass of riders thundered up the road in the dark. They have
erred, Vanye thought with grim joy; they choose speed over numbers. And then he saw the
number of them and his heart sank, for they packed the road, filled it, coming on them leftward
as the marshlanders surged forward on the right, dower than the riders who plunged between.

Demon-hdms, white-haired riders, and pikes and lances beyond counting in the



moonlight. .. and there was one bareheaded.

"Shien!" Vanye shouted in rage, knowing now who it was who had broken Roh's
defense, though Roh had spared him once. He checked his impulse on the ingtant: he had other
concern, Shiuaarrows on their flank. Morgaine fended those away, though one hit his mailed
ribs and nigh drove the breath from him. Sharrn and Kessun spent their last severa shaftsin the
other direction, into theriders.. . . spent them well; and Lellin and Sezar gave good account of
themsalves with Shiua pikes. But constantly they were forced back againsgt the rocks.

A charge surged at them. Shien was the heart of it, and he came hard, seeing them
without retreat. Horsemen plunged about them and Morgaine drove Siptah for the midst of
them, aimed at Shien himsdlf. She could not; man and rider Changeling took, but there were
ever more of them, more pouring up the road, deafening clamor of stedl and hooves.

They were done. Vanye kept at her side, doing what he could; and only for an ingant in
the shying of ademon-helm from attack was there an opening. He rammed the spursin with a
manic ydl and took it, broke through, smung an arm which itsalf was lead-weighted with sword
and armor, but he was suddenly without hindrance.

Shien knew him: the khal-lord's face twisted in grim pleasure. The blade swung, rang
off his, his off Shien'sin two passes. His exhausted horse staggered as Shien spurred forward
and he lurched aside and fdlt the blade hit his back, numbing muscles. Hisleft am fdll usdess.
He drove up straightarmed with his blade with force enough to unseet his elbow, and it grated
off armor and hit flesh. Shien cried ashriek of rage and died, impded oniit.

Gate-force swept near, Morgaine by him. The wind out of the dark took the man who
came a him; the face went whirling away into dark, atiny figure and lost. Hereded in the
saddle, and while the reins were till tangled in the fingers of hisleft hand, the arm was lifdess,
the horse unguided. Siptah shouldered it back; it staggered and turned with that shepherding as
Morgane tried to set hersdf twixt him and them.

Then her eyesfixed doft, toward the Horn.

"No!" she cried, reining back. Vanye saw the white-robed arrha who stood with one
arm thrust up, the shapes of men crawling up the height to reach her; but the arrha looked not
at them, but to Morgaine, fist extended, white wraith against the rock.

Then light flared, and dark bridged from Changeling's tip to the Horn, cold and
terrible. Rocks whirled away vast and then eye-wrenchingly small; and riders and horses, debris
sucked screaming into a garry void. The white form of the arrha glowed and streamed into that
wind, vanished. Abruptly light went, dl save Changeling itsdf, while the earth shook and
rumbled.

Horses shied back and forward, and part of the road went. Rock rumbled over the
sde, taking riders with it; rock tumbled from the height, and poured over the edge. Those riders
nearest cried out in terror, and Morgaine shrieked a curse and whipped a blow that took the
man nearest.

Few Shiuaremained; they fled back, confounding themsalves with the marshlanders.
And Vanye cast his sword from his bloody fingers, with hisright hand he dragged the reins from
his usdess |eft and kept with her.

The remaining Shiua attempted the dide itsdlf, scrambling down the unstable rocks to
escape; some huddled together in desperate defense, and afew of their own arrows returned
from arrhendim bows shattered that.

There was slence then. The baefire of Changeling lit a place of twisted bodies, riven



rock, and seven of them who survived. Kessun lay dead, held in Sharrn'sarms: the old arrhen
mourned in slence; the arrha was gone; Sezar had taken hurt, Ldlin trying with shaking hands
to tear a bandage for the wound.

"Help me" Morgaine asked in a broken voice.

Vanyetried, letting go the reins, but she could not control her arm to give him the
sword; it was Merir who rode to her right, Merir done of them unscathed; and Merir who took
the sword from her fingers, before Vanye could prevent it

Power ... the shock of it reached Merir's eyes, and thoughts were born there that were
not good to see. For amoment Vanye reached for his dagger, thinking that he might hurl himsdlf
across Siptah-strike before Changeling took him and Morgaine,

But then the old lord held it well aside, and asked the sheath; Morgaine gave it to him.
The deadly force dipped within, and the light winked out, leaving them blind in the dark.

"Takeit back,” Merir said hoarsdy. "That much wisdom | have gained in my many
years. Takeit back."

She did so, and tucked it against her like arecovered child, bowed over it. For a
moment she remained so, exhausted. Then she flung her head back and looked about her,
drawing bregth.

It was utter wreckage, the place where they had stood. No one moved. The horses
hung their heads and shifted weight, spent, even Siptah. Vanye found feding returning to his
back and hisfingers, and suddenly wished that it were not. He felt of his side and found riven
leather and parted mail a the limit of his reach; whether he was bleeding he did not know, but
he moved the shoulder and the bone seemed whole. He dismounted and limped over to pick up
his discarded sword.

Then he heard shouting from the distance below, and the heart froze in him. He returned
to his horse and mounted with difficulty, and the others gathered themsdlves up, Sharrn delaying
to take a quiver of arrows from amarshlander's corpse. Lelin gathered up a bow and quiver,
armed now as he preferred. But Sezar was hardly able to get to the saddle.

The sound was coming up from the foot of the road. It roared like the sea on rocks, as
wild and confused.

"Let usride higher," Morgaine sad. "Beware ambush; but that rockfal may or may not
have blocked off the road below us."

They rode dowly, the only strength they and the horses had left, up the winding turns,
blind in the dark. Morgaine would not draw the sword, and none wished her to. Up and up they
wound, and amid the dow ring of the horses shod hooves there were sounds till drifting up at
them out of the night.

A great square arch loomed suddenly before them, and avast hold built of the very
gone of the hill. Nehmin: here if anywhere there should be insistence, and there was none. The
great doors were scarred and dented with blows, a discarded ram before them, but they had
held.

Merir's stone flashed once, twice, reddening his hand.

Then dowly the great doors yieded inward, and they rode into a blaze of light, over
polished floors, where athin line of white-robed arrha awaited them.

"You are she," said the eldest, "about whom we were warned.”

"Aye" Morgaine sad.



The eder bowed, to her and to Merir, and al the othersinclined themsdves dutifully.

"We have one wounded,” Morgaine said wearily. "Therest of uswill go outsde and
watch. We have advantage here, if we do not let oursalves be attacked by stedth. By your
leave, Sr."

"l will go," sad Sezar, though his face was drawn and seemed older than hisyears.
"You shdl nat," Ldlinsad. "But | will watch with them for you."

Sezar nodded surrender then, and dipped down from his horse. If there had not been
an arrha close a hand, he would have fdlen.

Chapter Seventeen

Cold wind whipped among the rocks where they sheltered, and they wrapped in their
cloaks and sat ill, warmed by hot drink which the arrha brought out to them-fed, athough
they were so bloody and wretched that food was dry in the mouth. Arrha tended their horses,
for they were hardly fit to care for themselves, Vanye interfered in that only to assure himsdf
that a least one of them had some skill in the matter, and then he returned to Morgaine.

Sezar joined them findly, supported by two of the young arrha and wrapped in a heavy
cloak; Ldlin aroseto rebuke him, but said nothing after dl, for joy that he was able to have
come. The khemeis sank down at his feet and Sharrn's and rested againgt their knees, perhaps
aswarm as he would have been insgde and fretting less for being where they were.

Morgaine sat outermost of their group, and looked on them little; generdly she gazed
outward with a bleak concentration which made her face gark in the glare from Nehmin's open
doors. Her arm was hurting her, perhaps other wounds as well. She carried it tucked againgt
her, her knees drawn up. Vanye had moved into such a postion that he blocked most of the
wind, the only charity she would accept, possibly because she did not notice it. He hurt; in
every muscle he hurt, and not done with that, but with the anguish in Morgaine.

Changeling head killed, had taken lives none of them could count; and more than that-it
had taken yet another friend; that was the weight on her soul now, he thought: that and worry
for the morrow.

There was dill the tumult on the field below ... Sometimes diminishing, sometimes
increasing as bands surged toward the rock of Nehmin and away again.

"The road must surely be blocked with the stonefdl," Vanye observed, and then
redlized that would remind her of the arrha and the ruin, and he did not want to do that.

"Aye'" shesadin Andurin. "I hope"" And then with a shake of her head, Hill garing into
the dark: "It was a fortunate accident. | do not think we should have survived otherwise.
Fortunate too . . . there were none of usin the gap twixt Changeling and the arrha.”

"Y ou arewrong."

She looked at him.

"Not fortunate,” he said. "Not chance. The little arrha knew. | bore her across the field
down there. She had great courage. And | believe she thought it through and waited until it had
to be tried.”

Morgaine said nothing. Perhaps she took peace of it. She turned back to the view into
the dark, where cries drifted up fainter and fainter. Vanye looked in that direction and then
back at her, with a sudden chill, for he saw her draw her Honor-blade. But she cut one of the



thongs that hung a her belt-ring and gave it to him, sheathing the blade again.

"What am | to do with this?" he asked, thoroughly puzzled.

She shrugged, looking for once unsure of hersaf. "Thee never told me thoroughly,” she
sad, l[gpsing into that older, familiar accent, "for what thee was dishonored . . . why they made
theeilin, that | know; but why did they take thy honor from thee too? | would never," she
added, "order theeto answer."

He looked down, clenching the thong taut between hisfigts, conscious of the hair that
whipped about his face and neck. He knew then what she was trying to give him, and he looked
up with a sudden sense of release. "It was for cowardice," he said, "because | would not die at
my father'swish.”

"Cowardice." She gave a breath of alaugh, dismissing such athought. "Thee?-Braid thy
hair, Nhi Vanye. Thee's been too long on this road for that."

She spoke very carefully, watching his face: in this grave matter even liyo ought not to
intervene. But he looked from her to the dark about them and knew that this was so0. With a
sudden resolve he set the thong between his teeth and swept back his hair to braid it, but the
injured arm would not bear that angle. He could not complete it, and took the thong from his
mouth with aggh of frustration. "Liyo-"

"I might," she sad, "if thy arm istoo sore.”

He looked on her, his heart stopped for a moment and then beginning again. No one
touched an uyo's hair, save his closest kin ... no woman except one in intimate relation with him.
"We arenot kin," he said.

"No. We arefar from kin."

She knew, then, what she did. For amoment he tried to make some answer, then as it
were of no consequence, he turned his back to her and let her strip out his own clumsy braiding.
Her fingers were deft and firm, making a new beginning.

"l do not think 1 can make aproper Nhi braid,” she said. "I have done only my own
once and long ago, Chya."

"Makeit Chya, then; | am not ashamed of that."

She worked, gently, and he bowed his head in silence, feding what defied speaking.
Long-time comrades, she and he;, at least in distance and time as men measured it; ilin and
liyo-he thought that there might be great wrong in what had grown between them; he feared that
there was-but conscience in this area grew very faint.

And that Morgaine kri Chya set affection on anything vulnerable to loss-he knew what
that asked of her.

She finished, took the thong from him and tied it The warrior's knot was familiar and yet
unaccustomed to him, setting his mind back to Morijain Kursh, where he had last been entitled
to it. It was a strange fedling. He turned then, met her gaze without lowering his eyes as once he
might That was adso strange.

"There are many things," he said, "we have never reckoned with each other. Nothing is
sample”

"No," she sad. "Nothing is" She turned her face to the dark again, and suddenly he
redlized there was silence below ... no clash of arms, no distant shouting, no sound of horses.

The others redlized it too. Merir stood and looked out over the fied, of which only the
vaguest details could be seen. Ldlin and Sharrn leaned on the rocksto try to see, and Sezar
struggled up with Lelin's help to look out over the edge.



Then from far away came thin cries, no warlike shouts, but terror. Such continued for a
long time, &t this point of the horizon and that.

Afterward was indeed silence.

And a beginning of dawn glimmered in the overcast esst.

The light came dowly as dways over Shathan. It sprang from the east to touch the gray
clouds, and lent vague form to the tumbled rocks, the ruin of the greet cliffs of Nehmin, and the
distant breached gate of the Lesser Horn. The White Hill took shape in the morning haze, and
the circular rim of the grove which ringed them about. Bodies of men lay thick on the fied,
blackening areas of it. Birds came with the dawn. A few frightened horses milled this way and
that, riderless, unnatural restlessness.

But of the horde ... none living.

It was long before any of them moved. Silently the arrha had come forth into the
daylight and stood staring at the desolation.

"Harilim," said Merir. "The dark ones must have done this thing."

But then the distant call of a horn sounded, and drew their eyes northward, to the very
rim of the clearing. There was a smd| band gathered there, which began their ride to Nehmin
even as they watched.

"They came," sad Ldlin. "The arrhend has come."

"Blow the answer to them," Merir said, and Lélin lifted the horn to his lips and sounded
it loud and long.

The horses began in their far distance, to run.

And Morgaine gathered hersdf up, leaning on Changeling. "We have aroad to open,”
shesad.

It was agridy ruin, that tumbled mass on the lower road which had been the Dark
Horn. They approached it carefully, and perhaps the arrhendim had vison of setting hands to
that jumble of vast blocks, for they murmured dismay; but Morgaine rode forward and
dismounted, drew Changeling from its shegth.

The blade shimmered into life, enveloped stone after stone with that gulf a itstip, and
whirled them away otherwhere ... no random choice, but carefully, this one and the next and the
next, so that some rocks fell and some did over the brink and others were taken. Even yet
Vanye blinked when it was done, for the mind refused such vison, the visble diminution of that
debris whirled away into the void, carried on the wind. When even asmall way was cleared, it
seemed yet impossible what had stood there before.

They went padt it fearfully, with an eye to the dide above them, for Morgaine had taken
some care that it be secure, but the whole mass was too great and too new to be certain. There
was enough space for them to pass, and below, cautioudly, they must venture it again on the
lower windings of the road.

The carnage was terrible in this place: the road had been packed with Shiua when the
Horn came down, here and in other levels. In some places Morgaine must clear their way
through the dead, and they were wary of stragglers, of ambush, by arrow or stonefall, at any
moment; but they met none. The lonely sounds of their own horses hooves rolled back off the
cliff and up out of the rocks of the Lesser Horn as they wound their way down to that breached
fortress.

This Vanye most dreaded; so, surely, did they dl. But it had to be passed. Daylight



showed through the broken doors as they rode near; they rode within and found degth, dead
horses and dead Men and khal, arrow-struck and worse. Beams and timbers from the
shattered doors were scattered so that they must dismount, dangerous as it was, and lead the
horses among Shiua dead.

Therelay Vis, her smal body dmost like amarshlander's for Sze, fallen among her
enemies, hacked with many wounds; and by the far gates was Perrin, her pae hair spilled about
her and her bow yet in her dead fingers. An arrow had found her heart.

But of Roh, there was no sign.

Vanye dropped the reins of his horse and searched among the dead, finding nothing;
Morgaine waited, saying nothing.

"I would find him," he pleaded, seeing the anger she had not spoken, knowing he was
ddaying them dl.

"Sowould I," she answered.

He thrugt this way and that among the bodies and the broken planks, the crashes of
disturbed timbers echoing off the wdls. Lelin hedped him . . . and it was Lédlin who found Roh,
heaving asde the legf of the front gate which had falen back againg the wall, the only one of the
four dill hdf onitshinges.

"Heisdive" Ldlin sad.

Vanye worked past the obstacle, and put his shoulder benegth it, heaved it back with a
crash that woke the echoes. Roh lay haf-covered in debris, and they pulled the beams from him
with care, the more so for the broken shaft which was in his shoulder. Roh's eyes were half
open when they had him clear; Sharrn had brought his water flask, and Vanye bathed Roh's
faceinit, gave him agp to drink, lifting his head.

Then with a heaviness of heart he looked a Morgaine, wondering whether having found
him was kindness a dl.

She let Siptah stand and walked dowly over in the debris. Roh's bow lay beside him,
and his quiver that held one last arrow. She gathered up both out of the dust and knelt there,
frowning, the bow clasped in her arms.

Horses were coming up the road outside. She rose then and set the wegponsin Lellin's
keeping, walking out into the gateway; but there was no darm in her manner and Vanye stayed
where he was, holding Roh on hisknees.

They were arrhendim, haf a score of them. They brought the breath of Shathan with
them, these green-clad riders, fair-haired and dark, scatheless and wrapped in dusty daylight
from the riven doors. They reined in and dismounted, hurrying to give homage to Mexir, and to
exclam in dismay that their lord was in such a place and so weary, and that arrhendim had
died here,

"We were fourteen when we came into this place," said Merir. Two of the nameess;
Perrin Sdehnnin, Vis of Ameend, Dev of Tirrhend, Larrd Shaillon, Kessun of Obisend: they
are our hitter loss."

"We have taken little hurt, lord, of which we are glad.”

"And the horde?' Morgaine asked.

The arrhen looked at her and at Merir, seeming bewildered. "L ord-they turned on each
other. The ghal and the Men-fought until most were dead. The madness continued, and some
perished by our arrows, and more fled into Shathan among the harilim, and there died. But
very, very many died in fighting each other.”



"Hetharu,” Roh whispered suddenly, his voice dry and strange. "With Hetharu gone-
Shien; and then it dl fel gpart.”

Vanye pressed Roh's hand and Roh regarded him hazily. "1 hear," Roh bregthed. "They
are gone, the Shiua. That isgood.”

He spoke the language of Andur, thickly, but the brown eyes dowly gained focus, and
more S0 when Morgaine | eft the others to stand above him. "Thee sounds asif thee will survive,
Chya Roh."

"I could not do even this much well," Roh said, saf-mocking, which was Chya Roh and
none of the other. "My apologies. We are back where we were."

Morgaine frowned and turned her back, walked away. " Arrhendim can tend him, and
we shdl. | do not want him near the arrha, or Nehmin. Better he should be taken into
Shathan."

She looked about her then, at dl the ruin. "I will come back to this place when | must,
but for the moment | would rather the forest, the forest... and atime to rest.”

They made an easer ride this time across Azeroth, attended by old friends and new.
They camped last beyond the two rivers, and there were arrhendim tents spread and a bright
fire to warm the night.

Merir had come. . . great honor to them; and Ldlin and Sezar and Sharrn, no holding
them from thisjourney; and Roh: Roh, sunk much of the timein londly slence or staring bleskly
elsawhere. Roh sat apart from the company, among the strange arrhendim of east Shathan,
well guarded by them, dthough he did little and said less, and had never made attempt to run.

"This ChyaRoh," Merir whispered that night, while the remnant of the company shared
food together, dl but Roh. "He is hdfling, aye, and more than that-but Shathan would take him.
We have taken some even of the Shiua folk who have come begging peace with the forest, who
have some love of the green land. And could any man'slove for it be greater than his, who has
offered hislifefor it?'

He spoke to Morgaine, and VVanye looked on her with sudden, painful hope, for Roh's
fate had blighted dl the peace of these last days. But Morgaine said nothing, and findly shook
her head.

"Hefought for us" said Ldlin. "Sezar and | will spegk for him."

"Sodol," sad Sharrn. "Lady Morgaine, | am aone. | would take thisMan, and Dev
would not reproach me for it, nor would Larrel and Kessun."

Morgaine shook her head, although with great sadaess. "L et us not speek of it again
tonight. Please.”

But Vanye did, when that night they were done, in the tent which they shared. A tiny ail
lamp lent afaint glow among the shadows. He could see Morgaines face. A sad mood was on
her, and one of her silences, but he ventured it al the same, for there was no more time.

"What Sharrn offered ... are you thinking of that?'

Her gray eyes met his, guarded at once.

"l ask it of you," he said, "if it can be given."

"Do not." Her voice had ahard edge, quiet asit was. "Did | not say: | will never go
right or left to please you? | know only one direction, Vanye. If you do not understand that,
then you have never understood me & al.”

"If you do not understand my asking, hopeless asit is, then you have never understood



me either.”

"Forgive me," she said then faintly. "Yes. | do. Thee mugt, being Nhi. But consider him,
not your honor. What did you tel me. . . regarding what struggle he has? How long can he bear
that?'

He let go his breath and clenched his hands about his knees, for it was true; he
consdered Roh's moodiness, the terrible darkness that seemed above him much of the time.
The Fires were near dying. The power at Nehmin had been set to fade at a given day and hour,
and that hour was evening tomorrow.

"I have ordered," Morgaine said, "that his guards watch him with specid closeness this
night.”

"You saved hislife. Why?!

"l have watched him. | have been watching him."

He had never spoken with her of Roh'sfate, not in dl the days that they had spent in the
forest about Nehmin, while Roh and Sezar healed, while they rested and nursed their own
wounds, and took the gentle hospitaity of Shathan's east. He had amost hoped then for her
mercy, had even been confident of it.

But when they had prepared to leave, she had ordered Roh brought with them under
guard. "1 want to know where you are," she had told Roh; and Roh had bowed in greet irony.
"Doubtless you have stronger wishes than that,” Roh had answered, and the look of the stranger
had been in his eyes. The sranger was much with them on thisride, even to thislast night. Roh
was quiet, morose; and sometimes it was Roh and as often it was not. Perhaps the arrhendim
did not fully seethis; if any suspected this shifting, it was likely Merir, and perhgps Sharrn, who
knew fully what he was.

"Do you doubt | condgder what pain he suffers?' Vanye asked hitterly. "But | have faith
in the outcome of thismood of his; and you dways have faith in theworst. That is our
difference.

"And we would not know until the Fires were dead, whether we should believe one
thing or the other,” Morgaine said. "And thee and | cannot linger thissideto find it out.”

"And you do not take chances.”

"l do not take chances.”

Therewaslong silence.

"Never," she said, "have | power to listen to heart more than head. Thee's my better
nature, Vanye. All that | am not, theeis. And when | come againgt that . . . Thee's the only-well,
| would missthee. But | have thought it over . . . how perhapsif | should harm this man, thee
would hate me; that thee would, findly, leave me. And thee will do what thee thinks right; and
so must |, thee by heart, | by head; and which of usisright, | do not know. But | cannot let
mysdlf be led by wanting this and wanting thet. | must be right. It is not what Roh can do thet
frets me; once the Fires are dead-1 hope ... | hope that he is powerless.”

| know what iswritten in the runes on that blade, Roh had said; at least the gist of
it. The words shot back into hismind out of dl the confusion of pain and akil, turning him cold
to the heart. Little of that time he did remember clearly; but this came back.

"He knows more," he said hoarsely. "He has @ least part of Changeling's knowledge.”

A moment she stared at him, stark-stricken, and then bowed against her hands,
murmured aword in her own lost language, over and over.

"l have killed him," Vanye sad. "By tdling you that, | have killed him, have | not?"



It was long before she looked up a him. "Nhi honor," she said.

"l do not think | will deep well heresfter.”

"Thee a0 serves something stronger than thysdlf.”

"It isas cold abedfdlow asthat you serve. Perhapsthat iswhy | have dways
understood you. Only keep Changeling from him. What wants doing-I will do, if you cannot
be moved."

"l cannot have that."

"Inthis liyo, | do not care what you will and will not.”

Shefolded her arms and rested her head against them.

The light eventualy burned out; neither of them dept but by snatches, nor spoke, while
it burned. It was only afterward that Vanye fdl into deeper deep, and that il Sitting, his head
upon hisarms.

They dept late in the morning; the arrhend made no haste to wake them, but had
breakfast prepared when they came out, Morgaine dressed in her white garments, Vanyein the
clathing which the arrhendim had provided. And till Roh did not choose to sit with them, nor
even to eat, though his guards brought him food and tried to persuade him. He only drank a
little, and sat with his head bowed on his arms &fter.

"We will take Roh," Morgaine said to Merir and the others when they had done with
breakfast. "Our ways must part now, yours and ours; but Roh must go with us."”

"If you will it 50," said Merir, "but we would go al the way to the Fires with you.”

"Best weride thislast day done. Go back, lord. Give our love to the Mirrindim and the
Carrhendim. Tell them why we could not come back.”

"Thereisdso,” sad Vanye, "aboy named Sin, of Mirrind, who wants to be khemeis."

"We know him," said Sharrn.

"Teach him," Vanye asked of the old arrhen. He saw then a touch of longing come to
the ghal's gray eyes.

"Aye" sad Sham. "l shal. The Fires may go, but the arrhend must remain.”

Vanye nodded dowly, comforted.

"Wewould comewith you," said Lelin, "Sezar and |. Not to the Fires, but through
them. It would be hard to leave our forests, harder yet to leave the arrhend... but-"

Morgaine regarded him, and Merir's pain, and shook her head. "Y ou belong here.
Shathan isin your keeping; it would be wrong to desart it. Where we go-well, you have given
usdl that we need and more than we could ask. We will fare well enough, Vanyeand 1."

And Roh? The question flickered briefly into the eyes of the arrhendim, and there
remained dread after. They seemed then to redlize, and there was silence.

"We had better go,” Morgaine said. From her neck she lifted the chain, and the gold
medallion, and gave it back into Merir's hands. "It was agreat gift, lord Merir."

"It was borne by one we shall not forget.”

"We do not ask your forgiveness, lord Merir, but some things we much regret.”

"You do not need it, lady. It will be sung why these things were done; you and your
khemeis will be honored in our songs as long as there are arrhendim to sing them.”

"And that isitsdf agreat gift, my lord."

Merir inclined his head, and set his hand then on Vanye's shoulder. " Khemeis, when
you prepare, take the white horse for your own. None of ours can keep up with the gray, but



only she"

"Lord," he said, dismayed and touched at once. "Sheis yours."

"Sheis great-granddaughter to one who was mine, khemeis; | treasure her, and
therefore | give her to you, to one who will love her well. The saddie and bridle are hers, Arrhan
is her name. May she bear you safdly and long. And this more.” Merir pressed into his hand the
gmal case of an arrha's jewd. "All these will diein thisland asthe Firesdie. If your lady
permits, | give you this ... no wesgpon, but a protection, and ameans to find your way, should
you ever be parted.”

He looked at Morgaine, and she nodded, well-pleased.

"Lord," he said, and would have knelt to thank him, but the old lord prevented him.

"No. We honor you. Khemeis, | shdl not live so much longer. But even when our
children are dust, you and your lady and my small gift to you . . . will beyet upon your journey,
perhaps not even across the smple step you will take this evening. Far, far travedling. | shall
think of that when | die. And it will please me to be remembered.”

"We shdl do that, lord.”

Merir nodded, and turned away, bidding the arrhendim break camp.

They armed with care for thisride, in armor partly familiar and partly arrhendim, and
each of them had a good arrhendim bow and afull quiver of brown-fletched arrows besides.
Only Roh went unarmed; Morgaine bound his bow, unstrung, upon her saddle, and his sword
was on Vanyes.

Roh seemed not at al surprised when told that they required him to ride with them.

He bowed them, and mounted the bay horse which the arrhend had provided him. He
yet moved painfully, and used his right hand more than his lft, even in rising to the saddle.

Vanye mounted up on white Arrhan, and turned her gently to Morgaine's sSide.

"Goodbye," said Meir.

"Goodbye," they said together.

"Farewdl," Ldlin offered them, and he and Sezar were firgt to turn away, Merir after;
but Sharrn lingered.

"Farewdll," Sharrn said to them, and looked last on Roh. "Chya Roh-"

"For your kindness," Roh said, amogt the first words he had spoken in days, "I thank
you, Sharrn Thidlin."

Then Sharrn left, and the rest of the arrhendim, riding quickly across the plain toward
the north.

Morgaine started Siptah moving south, in no greet haste, for the Fires would not die
until the night, and they had the day before them with no far distance to ride.

Roh looked back from time to time, and Vanye did, until the distance and the sunlight
swalowed up the arrhendim, until even the dust had vanished.

And no word had any of them spoken.

"You are not taking me with you," said Roh, "through the Gate."

"No," sad Morgaine.

Roh nodded dowly.

"l am waiting for you," said Morgaine, "to say something in the maiter.”

Roh shrugged, and for atime he made no answer, but the sweat beaded on his face,
cam asit remained.



"We are old enemies, Morgaine kri Chya. Why thisis, | have never understood . . . until
late, until Nehmin. At least-1 know your purpose. | find some peace with that. | only wonder
why you have inssted on my survivd this far. Can you not make up your mind? | do not believe
a dl that you have changed your intentions.”

"| told you. | have adigtaste for murder.”

Roh laughed outright, then flung his head back, eyes shut againgt the sun. He smiled,

gmiled gill when he looked &t them. "I thank you," he said hoarsdly. "It is up to me, isit not?
Y ou are waiting for me to decide; of course. Y ou bade Vanye carry that Honor-blade of mine,
long since hoping. If you will giveit back to me, | think that-outside the sight of the Gate-l shall
have the strength to use that gift. Only- there-l could not say what | would do, if you bring me
closeto that place. There are things | do not want to remember.”

Morgaine reined to a hdt. There was nothing but grass about them, no sight yet of the
Gate, nor of the forest, nor anything living. Roh's face was very pae. She handed acrossto him
the bone-hilted Honor-blade, his own. He took it, kissed the hilt, sheathed it. She gave him then
his bow, and the one arrow that was his; and nodded to Vanye. "Give him his sword back."

Vanye did so, and was relieved to see that at the moment the stranger was gone and
only Roh was with them; there was on Roh's face only a sober look, astrangely mild regret.

"1 will not spesk to him directly,” Morgaine said at Roh's back. "My face gtirs up other
memories, | think, and perhapsit is best helook on it aslittle as possible under these
circumstances. He has avoided me zedloudy. But do you know him, Vanye?'

"Yes, liyo. Heisin command of himsdf . . . has been, | think, more than you have
believed.”

"Only with you ... in Shathan. And with difficulty . . . now. | am the worst possble
company for him; | am the only enemy Roh and Lidl share. He cannot go with us. Chya Roh,
you have knowledge enough it is deadly to leave you here; dl that | do would rest on your will
to rule that other nature of yours. Y ou might bring the Gate to life again in this land, undo dl that
we have done, work ruin on us, and on thisland.”

He shook his head. "No. | much doubt that | could.”

"Truth, Chya Roh?"

"Thetruth isthat | do not know. Thereis aremote chance."

"Then | give you choice, Chya Roh. That you have the means with you and the strength
to leave thislife: choose that, if you think that safest for you and for Shathan; but if you choose
... if you can for the rest of your years be strong enough... choose Shathan.”

He backed his horse and looked &t her, shaken for the first time, terror on hisface. "I
do not believe you could offer that.”

"Vanye and | can make the Gate from here; we will wait here until we see you over the
horizon, and then we will ride like the wind itself and reach it before you could. There we will
wait until we know that you cannot follow. That diminates the one chance. But the other, that
you might do harm here-that rests on Chya Roh. | know now which man is making the choice:
Roh would not risk harm to this land.”

For along time Roh said nothing, his head bowed, his hands clenched upon the sword
and the Chyalongbow which lay across his saddle.

"Suppose that | am strong enough?' he asked.

Then Sharrm will be glad to find you coming after him," said Morgaine. "And Vanye and
| would envy you thisexile



A light came to Roh's face, and with a sudden move he reined about and rode-but he
stopped then, and came back to them as they watched, bowed in the saddle to Morgaine, and
then rode close to Vanye, leaned across and embraced him.

Therewere tearsin his eyes. It was Roh, utterly. Vanye himsalf wept; a man might, at
such atime.

Roh's hand pressed the back of his neck, bared now by the warrior's knot "Chya
braid,” Roh said. "Y ou have gotten back your honor, Nhi Vanyei Chya; | am glad of that. And
you have given me mine. Your road | do not truly envy. | thank you, cousin, for many things.”

"It will not be easy for you."

"l swear to you," said Roh, "and | will keep that oath.”

Then he rode away, and the distance and the sunlight came between.

Siptah eased up next Arrhan, quiet moving of horse and harness.

"l thank you,” Vanye sad.

"l am frightened," Morgaine said in adill voice. "It isthe mogt consciencdessthing |
have ever done."

"Hewill not harm Shathan.”

"And | have set an oath on the arrha, that should he stay in thisland, they would guard
Nehmin ill."

He looked at her, dismayed that she had borne this intention secret from him.

"Even my mercies” she sad, "are not without calculation. Y ou know this of me."

"I know," he said.

Roh passed out of sight over the horizon.

"Come," she said then, turning Siptah about. He reined Arrhan around and touched hed
to her as Siptah sprang forward into arun. The golden grass flew under their hooves.

Soon the Gate itsdlf was in Sght, opd fire in the daylight.

Epilogue

It was a late spring . . . green grass covered all of Azeroth's plain, with
wildfl owers spangling areas gold and white.

And it was an unaccustomed place for arrhendim.

Four days the two had ridden from Shathan's edge, to this place where the land
lay flat and empty on all sides and the forest could not even be seen. It gave them a
curious feeling of nakedness, under the eye of the spring sun.

Loneliness came on them more when they came within sight of what they had
come to find.

The Gate towered above the plain, stark and unnatural. As they rode near, the
horses hooves disturbed stonesin the tall grass, bits of old wood, mostly rotted, which
remained of a great camp that had once sat at the base of it.

They drew rein almost beneath the Gate, in a patch of sun which fell through the
empty arch. Age-pitted it was, and one of the great stones stood aslant, after only so few
years. The swiftness of that ruin sent a chill upon them.

The khemeis of the pair dismounted . . . a smallish man, his dark hair much
streaked with silver. Aniron ring was on his finger. He looked into the Gate, which only



looked through into more of the grassland and the flowers, and stood staring at that
until his arrhen came walking up behind him and set his hand on his shoulder.

"What must it have been?" Sin wondered aloud. "Ellur, what was it to look on
when it led somewhere?"

The ghd had no answer, only stared, his gray eyes full of thoughts. And at last he
pressed Sin's shoulder and turned away. There was a longbow bound to the saddle of
Sn'shorse. Ellur loosed it and brought it to him.

Sn took the aged bow into his hands, reverently handled the dark, strange wood,
of design unlike any made in Shathan, and strung it with great care. It was uncertain
whether it had the strength to be fired any longer; it had been long since its master had
set hand to it. But one arrow they had brought, green-fletched, and Sn set that to the
string, drew back full, aimed it high into the sun.

It flew, lost from sight when it fell.

He unstrung the bow and laid it within the arch of the Gate. Then he stepped
back and gazed there a last time.

"Come," Ellur urged him. "Sn, do not grieve. The old bowman would not wish
it."

"I do not,” he said, but his eyes stung, and he wiped at them.

He turned then, and rose into the saddle to put the place behind him. Ellur joined
him. Four days would see them safe in forest shadow.

Ellur looked back once, but Sn did not. He clenched his hand upon the ring and
stared straight ahead.



