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Among the objects in the box were fragments of an old manuscript.
When news of the transaction came by chance to the ears of the witch
Desmei, she wondered if the fragments might not fill out the gaps in a
manuscript which she had long been trying to restore. Without delay she
took herself to Tamurello's manse Paroli in the Forest of Tantrevalles, and
there applied for permission to inspect the fragments.

With all courtesy Tamurello displayed the fragments. "Are these the
missing pieces?"

Desmei looked through the fragments. "They are indeed!"

"In that case they are now yours," said Tamurello. "Accept them with my
compliments."

"l will do so most gratefully!" said Desmei. As she packed the fragments
into a portfolio, she studied Tamurello from the comer of her eye. She said:
"It is somewhat odd that we have not met before.”

Tamurello smilingly agreed. "The world is long and wide. New
experiences await us always, for the most part to our pleasure." He inclined
his head with unmistakable gallantry toward his guest.

"Nicely spoken, Tamurello!" said Desmei. "Truly, you are most
gracious!"

"Only when circumstances warrant. Will you take refreshment? Here is
a soft wine pressed from the Alhadra grape."
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Tamurello became ever more unresponsive. Desmei sat long hours with
him, analyzing their relationship in all its phases, while Tamurello drank
wine and looked moodily off through the trees.

Neither sighs nor sentiment, Desmei discovered, affected Tamurello.
She learned that he was equally proof against cajolery, while reproaches
seemed only to bore him. At last, in a facetious manner, Desmei spoke of a
former lover who had caused her pain and hinted of the misfortunes which
thereafter had dogged his life. Finally she saw that she had captured
Tamurello's attention, and veered to more cheerful topics.

Tamurello let prudence guide his conduct, and once again Desmei had
no complaints.

After a hectic month Tamurello found that he could no longer maintain
his glassy-eyed zest. Once again he began to avoid Desmei, but now that
she understood the forces which guided his conduct, she brought him
smartly to heel.

Desperate at last, Tamurello invoked a spell of ennui upon Desmei: an
influence so quiet, gradual and unobtrusive that she never noticed its
coming. She grew weary of the world, its sordid vanities, futile ambitions
and pointless pleasures, but so strong was her disposition that she never
thought to suspect a change in herself. From Tamurello's point of view, the
spell was a success.

For a period Desmei moved in gloomy contemplation through the windy
halls of her palace on the beach near Ys, then at last decided to abandon
the world to its own melancholy devices. She made herself ready for death,
and from her terrace watched the sun set for the last time.
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betrayal and rancor, and no doubt a measure of spite, and seemed also
urged by forces of sheer creativity. In any event she produced a pair of
superlative objects, which perhaps she hoped might be accepted as the
projection of her own ideal self, and that the beauty of these objects and
their symbolism might be impinged upon Tamurello.

In the light of further circumstances® her success in this regard was
flawed, and the triumph, if the word could so be used, went rather to
Tamurello.

*The details are chronicled in LYONESSE 1: Suldrun's Garden.

In achieving her aims, Desmei used a variety of stuff: salt from the sea,
soil from the summit of Mount Khambaste in Ethiopia, exudations and
pastes, as well as elements of her personal substance. So she created a
pair of wonderful beings: exemplars of all the graces and beauties. The
woman was Melancthe; the man was Faude Carfilhiot.

Still all was not done. As the two stood naked and mindless in the
workroom, the dross remaining in the vat yielded a rank green vapor. After
a startled breath, Melancthe shrank back and spat the taste from her
mouth. Carfilhiot, however, found the reek to his liking and inhaled it with all
avidity.

Some years later, the castle Tintzin Fyral fell to the armies of Troicinet.
Carfilhiot was captured and hanged from a grotesquely high gibbet, in order
to send an unmistakably significant image toward both Tamurello at Faroli
to the east and to King Casmir of Lyonesse, to the south.

In due course Carfilhiot's corpse was lowered to the ground, placed on a
pyre, and burned to the music of bagpipes and flutes. In the midst of the
rejoicing the flames gave off a gout of foul green vapor, which, caught by
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coves enclosed by the hook of a headland.

Twenty miles south of Oaldes, a line of crags entered the ocean and
with the help of a stone breakwater, gave shelter to several dozen fishing
boats. Around the harbour huddled the village Mynault: a clutch of narrow
stone houses, two taverns and a marketplace.

In one of the houses lived the fisherman Sarles, a man black-haired and
stocky, with heavy hips and a small round paunch. His face, which was
round, pale and moony, showed, a constant frown of puzzlement, as if he
found life and logic always at odds.

The bloom of Sarles' youth was gone forever, but Sarles had little to
show for his years of more or less diligent toil. Sarles blamed bad luck,
although if his spouse Liba were to be believed, indolence was by far the
larger factor.

Sarles kept his boat the Preval drawn up on the shingle directly in front
of his house, which made for convenience. He had inherited the Preval
from his father, and the craft was now old and worn, with every seam
leaking and every joint working. Sarles well knew the deficiencies of the
Preval and sailed it out upon the sea only when the weather was fine.

Liba, like Sarles, was somewhat portly. Though older than Sarles, she
commanded far more energy and often asked him: "Why are you not out
fishing today, like the other men?"

Sarles' reply might be: "The wind is sure to pipe up later this afternoon;
the dead-eyes on the port shrouds simply cannot take so much strain.'

"Then why not replace the dead-eyes? You have nothing better to do."



"Woman, enough! Would you deny me my single relaxation?"

"Indeed | would! Everyone else is out on the water while you sit in the
sun catching flies. Your cousin Junt left the harbour before dawn to make
sure of his mackerel! Why did you not do the same?"

"Junt does not suffer miseries of the back as | do," muttered Sarles.
"Also he sails the Lirlou, which is a fine new boat."

"It is the fisherman who catches fish, not the boat. Junt brings in six
times the catch you do."

"Only because his son Tamas fishes beside him."
"Which means that each out-fishes you three times over."

Sarles cried out in anger: "Woman, when will you learn to curb your
tongue? | would be off to the tavern this instant had | one coin to rub
against another."

"Why not use the leisure to repair the Prevail" Sarles threw his hands in
the air and went down to the beach where he assessed the deficiences of
his craft. With nothing better to do, he carved a new dead-eye for his
shrouds. Cordage was too dear for his pocket, so he performed a set of
make-shift splices, which strengthened the shrouds but made an unsightly
display.

And so it went. Sarles gave the Preval only what maintenance was
needed to keep it afloat, and sallied out among the reefs and rocks only
when conditions were optimum, which was not often.
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could expect neither leisure nor wine-bibbing until the repairs were done.
To finance the repairs he might even be forced to beg a place aboard the
Lirlou, which again was most tiresome, since it meant that he would be
forced to work Junt's hours.

For the nonce, he shifted the back-stay to one of the stem-cleats, which,
in mild weather such as that of today, would suffice.

Sarles fished for two hours, during which time he caught a single
flounder. When he cleaned the fish, its belly fell open and out rolled a
magnificent green pearl, of a quality far beyond Sarles' experience.
Marvelling at his good fortune, he again threw out his lines but now the
breeze began to freshen, and concerned with the state of his makeshift
back-stay, Sarles hoisted anchor, raised his sail and turned his bow toward
Mynault, and as he sailed he gloated upon the beautiful green pearl, the
very touch of which sent shivers of delight along his nerves.

Once more in the harbour, Sarles beached his boat and set out for
home, only to meet his cousin Junt.

"What?" cried Junt. "Back so soon from your work? It is not yet noon!
What have you caught? A single flounder? Sarles, you will die in penury if
you do not take yourself in hand! Truly you should give the Preval a good
work-over and then fish with zeal, so that you may do something for
yourself and your old age."

Nettled by the criticism, Sarles retorted: "What of you? Why are you not
out in your fine Lirlou? Do you fear a bit of wind?"

"Not at all! | would fish and gladly, wind or no wind, but for caulking and
fresh pitch done to Lirlou's seams."
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wind, so he noted, had shifted and now blew from the north.

At the market Sarles sold his flounder for a decent price, then paused to
reflect. He pulled the pearl from his pocket and considered it anew: a
beautiful thing, though the green luster was unusual and even—it must be
admitted—a trifle unsettling.

Sarles grinned a curious mindless grin and tucked the pearl back into
his pocket. He marched across the square to the tavern, where he poured
a good half-pint of wine down his throat. The first called for another, and as
Sarles started on his second half-pint he was accosted by one of his
cronies, a certain Juliam, who asked: "How goes the world? No fishing
today?"

"I am not up to it today, owing to my sore back. Also, Junt decided that
he wished to borrow Preval and | told him 'Go to it; fish all night, if you are
so frantic in your zeal!' So off went Junt in my good old Preval."

"Ah well, that was generous of you!"

"Why not? After all, he is my cousin and blood is thicker than water."

"True."

Sarles finished his wine and strolled out to the end of the jetty. He
scanned the sea with care but neither to the north, the west, nor the south
could he glimpse the patched yellow sail of the Preval.

He turned away and went back along the jetty. Down on the shingle

other fishermen were beaching their boats. Sarles went down and made
inquiries in regard to Junt. "From the kindness of my heart | let him take out
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raucous laugh. "But he is aboard the Prevail"

"Aha. That is something else again. Sarles, you would be wise to make
repairs."

"Yes, yes," muttered Sarles. "In due course. | can neither walk on water
nor blow gold coins out of my nose."

Sunset came and still Junt failed to return to Mynault harbour. Sarles
finally reported the circumstances to Liba. "Today my back was poorly, and
| could not fish over-long. From motives of generosity | allowed Junt the
use of my boat. He has not yet returned and | fear that he has been blown
off down the coast, or even has wrecked the Preval. | suppose this should
be a lesson for me."

Liba stared. "For you? What of Junt and his family?"

"I am concerned on both counts. That goes without saying. However, |
have not told you yet of my amazing good luck."

"Indeed? Your back is well so that finally you can work? Or you have
lost your taste for wine?"

"Woman, control your tongue or you will feel the weight of my hand! |
am bored with acrid jokes."

"Well then, what is your luck?"
Sarles displayed the pearl. "What do you think of that?"

Liba looked down at the gem. "Hmm. Curious. | have never heard of a
green pearl. Are you sure it is genuine?"



2atl. 11V HIVUvVY Ui Al vl Vo Uilici ol i

During the night Sarles was troubled by unsettling dreams. Fates
peered at him through swirls of mist, then spoke gravely aside to each
other. Try as he might he could understand none of the comments. A few of
the faces seemed familiar, but Sarles could put no names to them.

In the morning Junt still had not returned in the Preval. By virtue of
established custom, Sarles therefore became privileged to fish from the fine
new Lirlou. Tamas, Junt's son, wished also to go out aboard the Lirlou but
this Sarles would not allow. "I prefer to fish by myself."

Tamas made a hot protest. "That is not reasonable! | must protect my
family's interests!"

Sarles raised his finger high. "Not so fast! Are you forgetting that | also
have interests? The Lirlou becomes my own until Junt returns me my
Preval safe and sound. If you want to fish, you must make other
arrangements."

Sarles sailed the Lirlou out to the fishing grounds, rejoicing in the
strength of the craft and the convenience of the gear. Today his luck was
unusually good; fish fairly seized at his lines and the baskets in the hold
became filled to the brim, and Sarles sailed back to Mynault congratulating
himself. Tonight he would eat good soup or even a roast fowl.

Two months passed, during which Sarles profited from fine catches,
while nothing seemed to go right for Tamas. One evening Tamas went to
the house of Sarles, hoping to make some sort of adjustment in a situation
which no one in Mynault considered totally fair, though all agreed that
Sarles had acted only within his rights.
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only that Sarles deal fairly with us, and give us our share."

Liba moved her shoulders in a stony shrug. "It is useless to talk to me. |
can do nothing with him. He is a different man since he brought home his
green pearl." She raised her eyes to the mantel, where the pearl rested in a
saucer.

Tamas went to look at the gem. He took it up and hefted it in his fingers,
then whistled through his teeth. "This is a valuable object! It would buy
another Lirlou! It would make me rich!"

Liba glanced at him in surprise. Was this the voice of Tamas,
everywhere considered the very soul of rectitude? The green pearl seemed
to corrupt with greed and selfishness all those who touched it! She turned
back to her spinning. "Tell me nothing; what | do not know | can not
prevent. | abhor the thing; it gazes at me like an evil eye."

Tamas uttered a queer high-pitched chuckle: so odd that Liba glanced
at him sidelong in surprise.

"Just so!" said Tamas. "It is a time for a righting of wrongs! If Sarles
complains, let him come to me!" With the pearl in his hand, he ran from the
house. Liba sighed and returned to her spinning, with a heavy lump of
apprehension in her chest.

An hour passed with no sound but the sough of the wind in the chimney
and an occasional sputter of the fire. Then came the lurching thud of
Sarles' steps as he staggered home from the tavern. He thrust the door
wide, stood a moment in the opening, his face round as a plate under the
untidy ledges of his black hair. His eyes darted here and there and halted
on the saucer; he went to look and found the saucer empty. He uttered a
cry of anguish. "Where is the pearl, the lovely green pearl?"



Sarles clapped his hand to the bloody socket, while Liba stood back,
awed by the magnitude of her deed.

Sarles looked at her with his right eye, and stepped slowly forward. Liba,
groping behind her, found a broom of tied withes which she lifted and held
ready. Sarles came forward one step at a time. Never taking his eye from
Liba, he bent and picked up a short-handled axe. Liba screamed and thrust
the broom into Sarles' face, then ran for the door. Sarles seized her hair
and, pulling her back, did gruesome work with the axe.

Neighbors had been attracted by the screams. Men seized Sarles and
took him to the square. The town elders were summoned from their beds
and came blinking out to do justice by the light of lanterns.

The crime was manifest; the murderer was known, and there was
nothing to be gained by delay. Sentence was passed; Sarles was marched
to the hostler's barn and hanged from the hay derrick, while the village
population stared in wonder to see their neighbor kick and jerk by lantern
light.

OALDES, TWENTY MILES NORTH OF MYNAULT, had long served the
South Ulfish kings as their seat, though it lacked the grace and historical
presence of Ys, and showed to poor advantage when compared to Avallon
and Lyonesse Town. To Tamas, however, Oaldes with its market square
and busy harbour seemed the very definition of urbanity.

He stabled his horse and made a breakfast of fish stew at a dockside
tavern, all the while wondering where best to sell his wonderful pearl, that
he might realize a maximum gain.



"A prodigy!" declared the landlord. "Or is it a cunning puddle of green
glass?"

"It is a pearl," said Tamas shortly.

"Perhaps so. | have seen a pink pearl from Hadramaut, and a white
pearl from India, both adorning the ears of sea-captains. Let me look once
more on your green jewel. . . . Ah! It glows with a virulent light! There,
yonder, is the booth of a Sephard goldsmith; perhaps he will offer you a
price."

Tamas took the pearl to the goldsmith's booth and laid it upon the
counter. "How much gold and how much silver will you pay out for this fine
gem?"

The goldsmith pushed a long nose close to the pearl and rolled it with a
bronze pick. He looked up. "What is your price?"

Tamas, ordinarily equable, found himself infuriated by the goldsmith's
bland voice. He responded roughly: "I want the full value, and | will not be
cheated!"

The goldsmith shrugged narrow shoulders. "The worth of an article is
what someone will pay. | have no market for such a fine trinket. | will give a
single gold piece, no more."

Tamas snatched the pearl and strode angrily away. And so it went all
day. Tamas offered the pearl to everyone who he thought might pay a good
price, but met no success.

Late in the afternoon, tired, hungry and seething with repressed anger,
he returned to the Red Lobster Inn, where he ate a pork pasty and drank a



The other men at the table laughed jovially. "All the better for you!" said
one. "Beginner's luck is the rule!"

Another said: "The first thing to remember is that if you win your count,
you must not forget to collect your wager. Secondly, and even more
important from our point of view, if you lose, you must pay! Is that clear?"

"Absolutely!" said Tamas.

"Then, just as a gentlemanly courtesy, show us the colour of your
money."

Tamas brought the green pearl from his pocket. "Here is a gem worth
twenty gold pieces; this is my surety! | have no smaller moneys."

The other players looked at the pearl in perplexity. One of them said: "It
may be worth exactly as you claim, but how do you expect to gamble on
that basis?"

"Very simply. If | win, | win and nothing more need be said. If | lose, |
lose until | am in debt to the amount of twenty gold pieces, whereupon |
give up my pearl and depart in poverty."

"All very well," said another of the gamblers. "Still, twenty gold pieces is
a goodly sum. Suppose | were to win a single gold piece and thereupon
had enough of the game; what then?"

"Is it not absolutely clear?" demanded Tamas peevishly. "You then give
me nineteen gold pieces, take the pearl and depart with your gains."

"But | lack the nineteen gold pieces!"
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from Mynault, and we bring ashore all manner of marine treasure,
especially after a storm."

"It is a fine jewel," said the cautious gambler. "Still, in this game you
must play with coins."

"Come then!" cried the others. "Put out your stakes; let the game begin!"

Tamas grudgingly laid down ten coppers, which he had been reserving
for the night's supper and lodging.

The game proceeded and Tamas's luck was good. First copper, then
silver coins rose before him in stacks of gratifying height; he began to play
for ever higher stakes, deriving assurance from the green pearl which
rested among his winnings.

One of the gamblers abandoned the game in disgust. "Never have |
seen such turns of the dice! | cannot defeat both Tamas and the goddess
Fortunate!"

The red-bearded seaman, who named himself Flary, decided to join the
game. "It is probably a lost cause, but | too will challenge this wild
fisherman from Mynault."

The game proceeded once again. Flary, an expert gambler, secretly
introduced a pair of weighted dice into the game, and seizing an
appropriate opportunity, placed a wager of ten gold pieces on the board.
He called out: "Fisherman, can you meet such a wager?"

"My pearl is security!" responded Tamas. "Start the game!"



There was sudden silence, then an outburst of fury. Tamas was seized,
dragged out to the yard behind the tavern and there beaten black and blue.
Flary meanwhile retrieved his dice, his gold pieces and also possessed
himself of the green pearl.

Well pleased with the night's work, he departed the tavern and went his
way.

v

THE SKYRE. A LONG BIGHT OF PROTECTED WATER, separated
North Ulfland from the ancient Duchy of Per Aquila, now Godelia, realm of
the Celts.* Two towns of very different character looked at each other
across the Skyre: Xounges, at the tip of a stony peninsula, and Dun
Cruighre, Godelia's principal port.

*See Glossary |

In Xounges, behind impregnable defenses, Gax, the aged king of North
Ulfland, maintained the semblance of a court. The Ska, who effectively
controlled Gax's kingdom, tolerated his shadowy pretensions only because
an attempt to storm the town would cost far more Ska blood than they were
willing to spend. When old Gax died, the Ska would take the town through
intrigue or bribery: whichever best served practicality.

Viewed from the Skyre, Xounges showed an intricate pattern of gray
stone and black shadow, under roofs of mouldering brown tile. In total
contrast, Dun Cruighre spread back from the docks in an untidy clutter of
warehouses, hostleries, bams, shipwright's shops, taverns and inns,
thatched cottages and an occasional two-story stone manse. The heart of
Dun Cruighre was its noisy and sometimes raucous square, often the



The inns of Dun Cruighre ranged in quality from fair to good: somewhat
better, in fact, than might have been expected, for which the itinerant
priests and monks could be thanked, since their tastes were demanding
and their pouches tended to chink loud with coin. The most reputable
tavern of Dun Cruighre was the Blue Ox, which offered private chambers to
the wealthy and straw pallets in a loft to the penurious. In the common
room, fowl constantly turned on a spit, and bread came fresh from the
oven; travellers often declared that a plump roast pullet, stuffed with onions
and parsley, with fresh bread and butter, and a pint or two of the Blue Ox
ale made as good a meal as could be had anywhere in the Elder Isles. On
fine days service was provided at tables in front of the inn, where patrons
could eat and drink and watch the events of the square, which in this
boisterous town never lacked for interest.

Halfway through one such fine morning a person of portly habit, wearing
a brown cassock, came to sit at one of the Blue Ox's outside tables. His
face was confident and clever, with round alert eyes, a short nose, and an
expression of genial optimism. With nimble white fingers and an earnest
snapping of small white teeth he devoured first a roast pullet, then a dozen
honey-cakes, meanwhile drinking grandly of mead from a pewter mug. His
cassock, if judged by its cut and the excellence of its weave, suggested a
clerical connection, but the gentleman had thrown back his hood and where
once his pate had been shaved clean, a crop of brown hair now once again
was evident.

From the common room of the tavern came a young man of aristocratic
demeanour. He was tall and strong, clean-shaven and clear of eye, with an
expression of tranquil good humor, as if he found the world a congenial
place in which to be alive. His garments were casual: a loose shirt of white
linen, trousers of gray twill and an embroidered blue vest. He looked right
and left, then approached the table where sat the gentleman in the brown
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My transgressions, in fact, have brought me expulsion from the order."

"Hmm! It seems an exaggerated response. A sip or two of mead, a taste
of honey-cake: where is the harm in this?"

"None whatever!" declared the ex-priest. "I must admit that the issues
possibly went a trifle deeper, and | may even found a new brotherhood,
devoid of those stringencies which too often make religion a bore. | am
restrained only because | do not wish to be branded a heretic. Are you
yourself a Christian?"

The young man made a negative sign. "The concepts of religion baffle
me."

"This inscrutability is perhaps not unintentional," said the ex-priest. "It
gives endless employment to dialecticians who otherwise might become
public charges or, at very worst, swindlers and tricksters. May | ask whom |
have the pleasure of addressing?"

"Of course. | am Sir Tristano of Castle Mythric in Troicinet. And
yourself?"

"l also am of noble blood, or so it seems to me. For the nonce, | use the
name my father gave me, which is Orlo."

Sir Tristano, signaling the servant girl, ordered mead and honey-cakes
for both himself and Orlo. "l assume, then, that you have definitely resigned
from the church?"

"Quite so. It makes for a sordid tale. | was called before the abbot that |
might answer to charges of drunkenness and wenching. | put forward my
views in a manner to enlighten and convince any reasonable person. |
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"Self-interest also guided him; of this | have no doubt!" said Sir Tristano.
"If everyone worshipped in the manner he found most congenial, the abbot,
and the pope as well, would find themselves with no one to instruct."

At this moment Sir Tristano's attention was attracted by a scene of
activity across the square. "What is the commotion yonder? Everyone is
dancing and skipping as if they were on their way to a festival."

"It is indeed a celebration of sorts," said Orlo. "For close on a year a
bloody-handed pirate has been terrorizing the sea. Have you heard the
name 'Flary the Red'?"

"I have indeed! Mothers use the name to frighten their children."

"Flary is a none-such!" said Orlo. "He has elevated cutthroat daring to a
pinnacle of virtuosity, and always he has worn a lucky green pearl in his
ear. One day he misplaced his pearl, but nevertheless launched an attack.
This was his great mistake. What seemed a fat merchantman was a trap,
and fifty Godelian fire-eaters swarmed aboard the pirate ship. Red Flary
was captured and today he will lose his head. Shall we observe the
ceremony?"

"Why not? Such spectacles assert the inevitable triumph of virtue, and
we will be better men for the instruction.”

"Well spoken! | could wish that all men were so rational!"

The two made their way to the executioner's platform, and here Orlo
was prompted to chide a gray-faced little man who sought to rifle his pouch.
"Fellow, your conduct is leading you directly up to the executioner's block!
Have you no foresight? | now must turn you over to the guard!"
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Sir Tristano felt impelled to add a qualification: "Save only the heart and
face of Flary the Red."

"That goes without saying."

From the crowd came muted cries of anticipation as a pair of
blackmasked jailers pulled Flary up to the platform. Behind came a massive
man, also masked in black, moving with a stately, even pompous, tread. He
carried an enormous axe on his shoulder, and in his wake ambled a priest,
smiling first to one side, then the other.

A crier, dressed parti-colour in green and red, jumped to the platform.
He bowed toward a construction of raised benches where sat Emmence,
Earl of Dun Cruighre, with his friends and family. The crier addressed the
throng: "Hear, all ye gracious gentlefolk, as well as all other classes of the
region: low, high and ordinary. Hear, | say, and all will learn of the justice
imposed by Lord Emmence upon the clapperclaw Flary the Red! His guilty
acts are many and not in dispute; his death is perhaps too merciful. Flary,
speak your final words in this world which you have so misused!"

"| sorely regret my capture,” said Flary. "The green pearl betrayed me; it
harms all who touch it! | knew that someday it would bring me to the block,
and so it has."

The crier demanded: "Are you not awed as you stand here facing your
doom? Is it not time to come to terms with yourself and the world?"

Flary blinked and touched the green pearl which he wore in is ear. He
spoke in a halting voice: "To both questions, | reply in the affirmative,
especially to the last. It is time and more than time that | think hard and
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and looked around the crowd. "Lord Emmence, gentlefolk, of ail degrees!
Know then; | have made my decision!" He paused again, and held his
clenched fists dramatically high, and all the folk present leaned forward to
learn fwhat Flary's decision might be.

Flary cried out: "l repent! | sorely regret those crimes which have
brought me to my present shame! To each man, woman and child within
my hearing | utter this advice: stray never an inch from the path of
rectitude! Bear true faith to your earl, your father and mother and to the
great Lord God, who | hope will now pardon my mistakes! Priest, come
now! Shrive me my sins, and send me flying clean and pure heavenward
where | may take my place among the angels of the sky and rejoice forever
in transcendent bliss!"

The priest stepped forward; Red Flary knelt and the priest performed
those rites requested of him.

The priest retreated from the platform. The crowd began to mutter and
stir and everywhere there was a craning of necks. Lord Emmence raised
his baton and let it fall. The jailers thrust Flary to the block; the executioner
raised his axe on high, held it poised, then struck. Flary's head dropped into
a basket. A small green object bounced free, rolled to the edge of the
platform, and fell almost at Sir Tristano's feet. Sir Tristano jerked back in
distaste. "Look, there is Flary's pearl, red with his blood." He bent his head.
"It almost seems alive. See how the blood seethes and crawls along
surface!"

"Stand back!" cried Orlo. "Do not touch itl Remember Flary's words!"
From under the platform reached a long thin arm; yhin fingers clutched

the pearl. Sir Tristano stamped smartly down upon the bony wrist, and from
under the platform came shrill scream of pain and anger. A nearby guard
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us, stealing those valuables and ornaments which we have worn for the
occasion. Hangman your axe is sharp! The block is ready! Your muscles
are in good tone! Today you shall earn a double fee. Priest, shrive this man
and ease his soul for the journey he is about take."

Sir Tristano told Orlo: "I am sated with head-loppings; Let us return to
our mead and honey-cakes. . . . Still, what shall we do with the pearl? We
cannot leave it lying in the dirt.

"One moment." Orlo found a twig, which he split with knife, then cleverly
caught the pearl in the cleft. "In such matters, one cannot be too cautious.
Already today we have seen the fate of two who have avidly seized the
pearl."

"l do not want it," said Sir Tristano. "It is yours."

"Impossible! Remember, if you will, that | am vowed poverty! Or, better
to state, | am reconciled to the condition

Sir Tristano gingerly picked up the twig and the two of them returned to
the Blue Ox where they once again sat down to their refreshment. "It is
only just noon," said Sir Tristano. Today | had planned to set out along the
road to Avallon."

"l am of the same inclination," said Orlo. "Shall we ride together?"

"Your company is most welcome, but what of the pearl?" .. Orlo
scratched his cheek. "Now that | think of it, nothing would be simpler. We
will walk to the pier, and drop the pearl in the harbour, and that will be the
end of it."
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Tristano's sudden move and flew iaway.
Sir Tristano groaned. "Alas! | must carry the pearl!"

"But not for long, and only so far as the dock." Sir Tristano gingerly lifted
the end of the twig and the two crossed the square to a vacant place on the
dock, with all the Skyre before them.

Orlo spoke: "Pearl, farewelll We hereby return you to that salt green
element from which you originated. Sir Tristano, cast away, and with a will!"

Tristano tossed twig and pearl into the sea. The two watched as the
gem sank from view, then returned to their table. Here, clean and wet, they
discovered the pearl, directly in front of Tristano's place, causing the hairs
to rise at the back of his neck.

"Ha ha!" said Orlo. "So the thing has decided to play us tricks! Let it
beware! We are not without resources! In any event, sir knight, time has not
come to a halt and our way is long. Take up the pearl and let us be on our
way. Perhaps we shall meet the arch-bishop, who will be grateful for a gift."

Sir Tristano dubiously looked down at the pearl. "You then advise that |
should carry this object upon my person?

Orlo held out his hands. "Would you leave it here for some poor wight of
a serving boy?"

Sir Tristano grimly split another twig and took up the pearl in the cleft.
"Let us be on our way."

The two men procured their horses from the stables and departed Dun
Cruighre. The road led first along the shore past sandy beaches pounded



"That is my guess, inasmuch as such an act would represent your intent
to partake of the pearl's evil."

"l expressly deny any such intent and | hereby state that any contact,
should it occur, must be considered accidental by all parties to the
incident."

Sir Tristano looked at Orlo "What is your opinion of that?"

Orlo shrugged. "Who knows? Such a disclaimer may or may not
dampen the evil ardor of the pearl."

The road turned inland and presently Sir Tristano pointet ahead. "Mark
the bell-tower which rises so high above the trees! It surely signifies the
church of a village."

"Undoubtedly so. They are great ones for churches, thess Celts;
nevertheless they are still more pagan than Christian. In every forest you
will find a druid's grove and when the moon shines full they leap through
fires wth antlers tied to their heads. How does it go in Troicinet?"

"We do not lack for Druids," said Sir Tristano. "They hide in the forests
and are seldom seen. Most folk, however revere the Earthgoddess Gaea,
but in an easy fashion, without blood, nor fire, nor guilt. We celebrate only
four festivals: to Life in the spring; to the Sun and Sky in the summer; to the
Earth and Sea in the Autumn; to the Moon and Stars in the winter. On our
birthdays, we place gifts of bread and wine on the votive stone at the
temple. There are neither priests nor creed, which makes for a simple and
honest worship, and it seems to suit the nature of our people very well. . . .
And there is the village with its grand church, where, unless my eyes
deceive me, an important ceremony is in progress."
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the evil force of the pearl. The priests are uttering benedictions by the score
and Christian virtue hangs thick in the air. The pearl must surely be
confounded, absolutely and forever, when surrounded by such a power."

"Possibly true," said Tristano dubiously. "But practical difficulties stand
in the way. We cannot possibly intrude upon this mournful rite."

"No need whatever," said Orlo in a jaunty fashion. "Let us join the
mourners. When we reach the coffin | will distract the priests while you drop
the pearl among the cerements."

"It is at least worth a try," said Sir Tristano and so the deed was done.

The two stood back to see the coffin lid closed down on corpse and
pearl together. Pall-bearers carried the coffin to a grave dug deep into the
mold of the churchyard; four sextons lowered the coffin into the grave and,
amid the wailing of the bereaved, the coffin was covered with sod.

"A good funeral! declared Orlo with satisfaction. "l also notice a sign
yonder which betokens the presence of an inn, where perhaps you may
wish to take lodging for the night."

"What of yourself?" asked Sir Tristano. "Do you not intend to sleep
under a roof?"

"I do indeed, but here, sadly enough, our paths diverge. At the
crossroad you will bear to the right, along the road to Avallon. I, however,
will turn to the left and an hour's ride will bring me to the manor of a certain
widowed lady whose lonely hours | hope to console or even enliven. So
then, Sir Tristano, | bid you farewell!"
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carrots and turnips, with bread and a relish of minced horseradish in cream.
He drank two tall mugs of ale and, fatigued by the exertions of the day,
went early to his chamber.

Quiet held the village, and a near-absolute darkness, with an overcast
cloaking the sky, until close on midnight, when the clouds broke open to
reveal a sad quartering moon.

Sir Tristano slept well until this time, when he was awakened by the
sound of slow footsteps in the hall. The door to his chamber squeaked ajar,
and footsteps told of a presence slowly entering the room, and approaching
the pallet. Sir Tristano lay rigid. He felt the touch of cold fingers, and an
object dropped upon the cloak which covered his chest.

The steps shuffled back across the room. The door eased shut. The
steps moved away down the corridor and soon could be heard no more.

Sir Tristano gave a sudden hoarse outcry and jerked up his cloak. A
luminous green object fell to the floor and came to rest among the reeds.

Sir Tristano at last fell into a troubled sleep. The cool red rays of dawn,
entering the window, awakened him. He lay staring up at the thatch. The
events of last night: were they a nightmare? What a boon, if so! Raising on
an elbow, he scrutinized the floor, and almost at once discovered the green
pearl.

Sir Tristano arose from his bed. He washed his face, dressed in his
clothes and buckled his boots, at all times keeping the green pearl under
close surveillance.

In the commode he found a torn old apron which he folded and used to
pick up the pearl. With pad and pearl secure in his pouch he left the
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desisted when he alighted from his horse and pelted them with stones. At
the inn he paused for a meal of bread and sausages, and as he drank ale
an idea entered his mind.

With great care he inserted the pearl into one of the sausages, which he
took out into the street. The dogs came out again to chide him, snarling and
snapping and ordering him out of town. Sir Tristano cast down the
sausage. "There it is: my good sausage which belongs to me and no other!
| seem to have misplaced it. Whoever takes that sausage and its contents
is a thief!"

A gaunt yellow cur darted close and devoured the sausage at a gulp.
"So be it," said Sir Tristano. "The act was yours and none of my own."

Returning to the inn, he drank more ale, while turning over the logic of
his act. All seemed sound. And yet. . . . Nonsense. The dog had exercised
a thieving volition. To the dog must now fall the problem of disposing of the
pearl. And yet ...

The longer Sir Tristano pondered, the weaker seemed the rationale
which had guided his act. A persuasive point could be made that the dog
had thought of the sausage as a gift. In this case, the transfer of the pearl
must be considered Tristano's rather crude subterfuge, and not in any way
a bonafide theft.

Recalling his previous attempts to be rid of the pearl, Sir Tristano
became ever more uneasy, and he began to wonder in what style the pearl
might be returned to him.

A tumult in the street attracted his attention: a horrid howling, wavering
between shrill and hoarse, which caused his stomach to knot. From along
the road came the cry: "Mad dog! Mad dog!"
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dog's chest, so that the point protruded from one side and feathers from the
other; the dog paid no heed.

Glaring up the road, the dog took note of Sir Tristano, and fixed on him
as the source of its travail. Moving at first with sinister deliberation, head
low, one leg carefully placed before the other, it approached, then, halting
and moaning, it lunged to the attack.

Sir Tristano jumped on his horse and galloped away down the road with
the dog, baying and groaning deep hoarse tones, coming in hot pursuit.
The pitch-fork fell from its neck; it closed in on the horse, and began to leap
at its flanks. With sword on high. Sir Tristano leaned low, and slashed
down, to split the dog's skull. The dog turned a somersault into the ditch,
quivered and lay watching Sir Tristano through glazing yellow eyes. Slowly
it crawled up from the ditch, sliding on its belly, inch after inch. Sir Tristano
watched fascinated, sword at the ready. Ten feet from Sir Tristano the dog
went into a convulsion, vomited into the road, then lay back and became
still. In the puddle it had brought from its belly the green pearl gleamed. Sir
Tristano considered the situation with vast distaste. At last he dismounted,
and going to a thicket, cut a twig and split the end. Using the same
technique as before, he clamped on the pearl and lifted it from the road.

In the near distance a bridge of a single arch spanned a small river.
Leading his horse and carrying the pearl as far from his body as the length
of the twig allowed. Sir Tristano marched to the bridge, where he tied his
horse to a bush. Clambering down to the stream, he washed the pearl with
care, then washed his sword and wiped it dry on a clump of coarse sedge.

A sound attracted his attention. Looking up, he discovered on the bridge
a tall thin man with a narrow face, long bony jaw, high broken nose, and
long sharp chin. The tall crown of his hat, wound with red and white
ribbons, advertised the profession of barber and blood-letter.
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"One moment, sir. May | ask where you are bound?"
"To Avallon in Dahaut."

"You ride a long road. There is an inn at the village Toomish but |
suggest that you ride on to Phaidig, where the Crown and Unicorn is justly
famous for its mutton pies."

"Thank you. | will bear your advice in mind."

Three miles along the road Sir Tristano came to Toomish, and as Long
Liam the Barber had suggested, the inn seemed to offer no great comfort.
Although the afternoon was drawing to its close, Sir Tristano continued
onward toward Phaidig.

The sun sank into a bank of clouds, and at the same time the road
entered a heavy forest. Sir Tristano looked frowningly into the gloom. His
choices were two: he could either ride on through the ominously dark
woods or return to Toomish and its uninviting inn.

Sir Tristano made his choice. Touching up his horse to a canter. Sir
Tristano entered the wood. After a half mile the horse stopped short and Sir
Tristano saw that a barricade of poles had been placed across the road.

A voice spoke to his back: "Arms on high! Lest you wish an arrow in the
back!"

Sir Tristano raised his arms in the air.

The voice said: "Do not turn, do not glance aside, and offer no tricks! My
associate will approach you while | watch down the length of my arrow!
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"By no means! We want your horse and saddle-bags too!"

Sir Tristano, assured that a single footpad had waylaid him, clapped
spurs to his horse, bent low, and rode pell-mell around the barricade. He
looked over his shoulder to see a very tall man shrouded in a black cloak,
with a hood concealing his face. A bow hung at his shoulder; he snatched it
free and let fly an arrow, but the light was poor, the target fugitive and the
range long; the arrow sang harmlessly away through the foliage.

Sir Tristano galloped his horse until he had won free of the woods, and
the threat of pursuit was past. He rode with a light heart; in his wallet he
had carried, along with the green pearl, only two or three small silver coins
and half a dozen copper groats. For protection against just such events, he
carried his gold in his slotted belt.

Full dusk drowned the landscape with purple-gray shadow before Sir
Tristano came to Phaidig, and there he took lodging at the Crown and
Unicorn, where he was nicely accommodated in a clean private chamber.

As Long Liam the Barber had attested, the mutton pie was of excellent
quality, and Sir Tristano felt that he had dined well. Casually he inquired of
the landlord: "What of robbers in these parts? Do they often molest
travellers?"

The landlord looked over his shoulder, then said: "We hear reports of
one who calls himself 'Tall Toby' and his favorite resort appears to be the
woods between here and Toomish."

"l will offer you a hint," said Sir Tristano. "Are you acquainted with Long
Liam the Barber?"
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summer. Arriving at the town Mildenberry, he did brisk trade and one
afternoon was summoned to Fotes Sachant, the country house of Lord
Imbold. A footman took him into a drawing room, where he learned that,
owing to the illness of the valet, he would be required to shave Lord
Imbold's face and trim his mustache.

Long Liam performed his duties with adequate proficiency, and was duly
complimented by Lord Imbold, who also admired the green pearl in the ring
worn by Long Liam. So distinctive and remarkable did Lord Imbold think the
gem that he asked Long Liam to put a price on the piece.

Long Liam thought to take advantage of the situation and quoted a large
sum: "Your Lordship, this confection was given to me by my dying
grandfather, who had it from the Sultan of Egypt. | could not bear to part
with it for less than fifty gold crowns."

Lord Imbold became indignant. "Do you take me for a fool?" He turned
away and called to the footman. "Taube! Pay this fellow his fee and show
him out."

Long Liam was left alone while Taube went to fetch the coins. Exploring
the room, he opened a cupboard and discovered a pair of gold candlesticks
which inflamed his avarice to such an extent that he tucked them into his
bag and closed up the cupboard.

Taube returned in time to notice Long Liam's suspicious conduct, and
went to look into the bag. In a panic Long Liam slashed out with his razor,
and cut a deep gash into Taube's neck, so that his head fell back over his
shoulders.

Long Liam fled from the chamber but was taken, adjudged and led to
the gallows.
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the executioner's work done with more grace and attention to detail, so at
times Manting and the condemned man seemed participants in a tragic
drama which set every heart to throbbing; and at last, when the latch had
been sprung, or the blow struck, or the torch tossed into the faggots, there
was seldom a dry eye among the spectators.

Manting's duties occasionally included a stint of torture, where again he
proved himsef not only the adept at classical techniques, but deft and
clever with his innovations.

Manting, however, while pursuing some theoretical concept, tended to
over-reach himself. One day his schedule included the execution of a
young witch named Zanice, accused of drying the udders of her neighbor's
cow. Since an element of uncertainty entered the case, it was ordained that
Zanice die by the garrote rather than by fire. Manting, however, wished to
test a new and rather involved idea, and he used this opportunity to do so,
and thereby aroused the fury of the sorcerer Qualmes, the lover of Zanice.

Qualmes took Manting deep into the Forest of Tantrevalles, along an
obscure trail known as Ganion's Way, and led him a few yards off the trail
into a little glade.

Qualmes asked: "Manting, how do you like this place?"
Manting, still wondering as to the reason for the expedition, looked all
about. "The air is fresh. The verdure is a welcome change from the

dungeons. The flowers yonder add to the charm of the scene."

Qualmes said: "It is fortunate that you are happy here, inasmuch as you
will never leave this place."
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protests to you?"
"Now that | think of it: yes."
"And what would be your response?"

"| always replied that, by the very nature of things, | was the instrument,
not of mercy, but of doom. Here, of course, the situation is different. You
are at once the adjudicator, as well as the executioner of the judgement,
and so you are both able and qualified to consider my petition for mercy, or
even outright pardon.”

"The petition is denied. Recline, if you will; | cannot chop logic with you
all day."

Manting at last was forced to recline on the turf, after which Qualmes
worked his spell of paralysis and went his way.

Manting lay helpless day and night, week after week, month after
month, while weasels and rats gnawed at his hands and feet, and hornets
made their lodges in his flesh, until nothing remained but bones and the
glowing green pearl, and even these were gradually covered under the
mold.

Chapter 2

EIGHT KINGS RULED the realms of the Elder Isles. The least of these
was Gax, nominal King of North Ulfland, whose decrees were heeded only
within the walls of Xounges. In contrast, King Casmir of Lyonesse and King
Audry of Oahaut both ruled wide lands and commanded strong armies.
King Aillas, whose possessions included three islands: Troicinet, Dascinet
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Godelia and its boisterous population were in some degree controlled by
King Dartweg. The Ska elected their "First Among the First" at ten-year
intervals; the current "First" was the strong and able Sarquin.

The eight kings differed in almost every characteristic. King Kestrel of
Pomperol and King Aillas of Troicinet were both earnest young men, brave
and honorable, but where Kestrel was humorless and diffident, Aillas
showed an imaginative flair which sometimes perturbed more settled
personalities.

The courts of the eight kings were no less disparate. King Audry spent
lavishly upon vanity and pleasure, and the splendor of his court at Falu Ffail
was the stuff of legend. King Aillas used his revenues to build ships for his
navy, while King Casmir spent large sums upon espionage and intrigue.
His spies were active everywhere, and especially in Dahaut, where they
monitored King Audry's every sneeze.

Casmir found information from Troicinet more difficult to secure. He had
managed to suborn certain high officials, who transmitted their reports by
carrier pigeon, but he relied most heavily upon the master spy "Valdez,"
whose information was uncannily accurate.

Valdez reported at intervals of about six weeks. Casmir, shrouded under
a hooded gray cloak, went to a storeroom at the back of a wine-merchant's
shop, where presently he was joined by a man who might well have been
the wine merchant: a person of no great distinction, stocky of physique,
clean-shaven, economical of speech, with neat regular features and cold
gray eyes.

From Valdez, Casmir learned of four new warships on the ways at the
Tumbling River shipyard, two miles north of Domreis. Despite strict
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against our attack. If Lyonesse could bring these troops to
Dascinet or Troicinet. we would know mortal danger!

Lyonesse cannot be allowed the means to land armies on our
soil."

Casmir yielded the point without display of emotion, though inwardly he
seethed with rage, and the violent dislike he felt for Aillas exacerbated the
situation. Valdez, before his departure, remarked that he had recently
recruited new and highly placed sources of information.

"Well done!" said Casmir. "This is the efficient work which we have
come to expect from you."

Valdez turned toward the door, where he paused and seemed about to
speak, but once again turned away.

Casmir had noticed the hesitation. "Wait! What troubles your mind?"
"No great problem, though | can conceive of possible inconvenience."
"How so?"

"l am aware that you have informants in Troicinet other than myself, and
| suspect that at least one of these is highly placed. From your point of
view, this is a happy situation. Still, as mentioned, | have made contact with
a person of high degree who may well cooperate with me, although at the
moment he is as timid as a bird. | can work less tentatively and with less
chance of cross-purposes if | know the identities of your other informants."

"The point is well taken," said Casmir. He reflected a moment, then
uttered a small harsh chuckle. "You would be surprised to learn the
elevation at which my ears listen! But it is probably better to keep you and
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A haughty footman in blue velvet livery stood by the door. He surveyed
Sir Tristano head to toe with a hooded stare, listened with a face of stone
as Sir Tristano identified himself, then grudgingly led the way to a foyer,
where Sir Tristano enlivened the wait of an hour by watching the fountain
where sunlight, refracting through a dome of crystal prisms, sparkled
against the spray.

The High Chamberlain at last appeared. He listened to Sir Tristano's
request for an audience with King Audry, and shook his head dubiously.
"His Majesty seldom sees anyone without prior arrangements.”

"You may announce me as an envoy from King Aillas of Troicinet."

"Very well. Come this way, if you will." He conducted Sir Tristano to a
small parlour and left him sitting alone.

Sir Tristano waited an hour, then another, until finally, having nothing
better to do, King Audry condescended to receive him.

The High Chamberlain led Sir Tristano through the galleries of the
palace and out into the formal gardens. King Audry lounged at a marble
table with three of his cronies, watching a bevy of maidens play at bowls.

King Audry, engrossed in making wagers on the game with his friends,
could not immediately attend Sir Tristano, who stood quietly appraising the
frivolous King of Dahaut. He saw a man large and handsome, somewhat
loose of jowl, moist and round of eye, and heavy in the buttocks. Black
curls clustered beside his cheeks; black eyebrows almost met above his
long straight nose. His expression was rich and easy; his disposition would
seem to be petulant, rather than vicious.
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King Aillas, who perhaps for this reason regards me in the light you
mention. Still, if you are dissatisfied, | will instantly withdraw to Troicinet
and there express your views to King Aillas. | am sure that he can find a
qualified emissary: sage, elderly, of your own generation. May | have your
leave to depart?"

Audry gave a peevish grunt and straightened in his seat.

"Are all Troice so high-handed in their dignity? Before you rush off in a
fury, perhaps you will at least explain the regrettable Troice sortie into
South Ulfland."

"Sir, with pleasure." Sir Tristano glanced at the three courtiers, who sat
listening with unabashed interest. "You might prefer to delay our
conference until you are alone, since we will touch upon sensitive matters."

Audry uttered an impatient ejaculation. "Stealth, whispers, intrigue: how
| despise them, one and all! Sir Tristano, be acquainted with my
philosophy: | have no secrets! Still and however ..." Audry signaled to his
cronies who departed with poor grace.

Audry pointed to a chair. "Sit, if you will. . . . Now then: | continue to
wonder as to this madcap Troice expedition."

Tristano smiled. "I am surprised by your surprise! Two excellent and
obvious reasons prompted us into South Ulfland. The first is self-
explanatory: the crown devolved upon Aillas through legitimate and
ordinary succession, and he went to claim his due. He found the realm in
deplorable order and now works to set things right.

"The second reason is as starkly simple as the first. If Aillas had failed to
secure both Kaul Bocach and Tintzin Fyral, which are forts along the way
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Audry to the maidens playing at bowls. He lifted a goblet of wine to his lips,
drank, then poured out a goblet for Sir Tristano. "Be at your ease; this is a
careless occasion. Still, |1 could wish that Aillas had sent a full-fledged
plenipotentiary, or even had come himself."

Sir Tristano shrugged. "I can only repeat what | have said before. King
Aillas has imparted to me the full details of his program. When | speak, you
listen to his voice."

"l will be blunt," said Audry. "Our common enemy is Casmir. | am at all
times ready to unite our forces and end, once and for all, the danger he
represents.”

"Sir, this idea naturally comes as no surprise to King Aillas—nor to
Casmir, for that matter. Aillas responds in these words. At the moment
Troicinet is at peace with Lyonesse, a condition which may or may not
endure. We are putting the time to good use. We consolidate our position in
South Ulfland; we augment our navy, and if the peace persists a hundred
years, so much the better.

"In the meantime the most urgent situation confronting us is the Ska. If
we joined you to defeat Lyonesse, the Ska problem would not go away;
and we would then confront a new aggressive Dahaut without the
counterbalance of Lyonesse. We cannot tolerate a preponderance in either
direction, and always must throw our weight behind the weaker antagonist.
For the immediate future, this would seem to be you."

Audry frowned. "Your statement is almost insultingly crass."

Sir Tristano refused to be daunted. "Sir, | am not here to please you, but
to present facts and listen to your remarks."
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and all caparisons resplendent, and indeed they make a brave show. In
battle, they may not fare so well, since they have been enervated by luxury
and are disinclined to the rigors of the campaign. If forced to confront an
enemy, no doubt they could wheel their horses in gallant caracoles and
defy the foe with insouciant gestures, but all from a safe distance. Archers
and pike-men march with full precision, and at the parade are the marvel of
all who see them. The compliments have befuddled poor Audry; he reckons
them to be invincible. Again, they are trained to the parade ground, but
barely know which end of their weapons is hurtful. They are all overweight
and clearly have little stomach for fighting.' "

Audry said indignantly: "That is a graceless canard! Are you here only to
mock me?"

"Not at all. | came to deliver a message, part of which you have just
heard. The second part is this: King Casmir well understands your military
deficiencies. He has been denied his easy passage through South Ulfland,
and now must think of direct attack. King Aillas urges that you take
command of your army away from your favorites and put it into the hands
of a qualified professional soldier. He recommends that you abandon your
dress parades for field exercises, and spare no one his necessary effort,
including yourself."

Audry drew himself up. "This kind of message verges upon sheer
insolence."

"This is not our intent. We see dangers of which you may not be aware,
and we so warn you, if only from motives of self-interest."

Audry drummed his white fingers on the table. "I am unacquainted with
King Aillas. Tell me something of his nature. Is he cautious or is he bold?"
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"Those are precisely the ones he would not trust!"
Audry shrugged and drank wine. "I did not ask to be born king, or—for
that matter—to be born at all. Still, I am king, and | might as well enjoy my
luck to the hilt. Your Aillas, on the other hand, seems victimized by guilt."

"l hardly think so."

Audry filled his own and Sir Tristano's goblets. "Let me send back with
you a message for King Aillas."

"l listen, sir, with both ears."

Audry leaned forward and spoke in sententious tones: "It is time that
Aillas should marry! What better match could be made than that between
Aillas and my eldest daughter Thaubin, thus uniting two great houses?
Look, see her yonder where she watches the game!"

Sir Tristano followed the direction of Audry's gesture. "The comely lass
in white beside the plain little creature so uncomfortably pregnant? She is
indeed charming!”

Audry spoke with dignity. "The maiden wearing white is Thaubin's friend
Netta. Thaubin stands beside her."

"I see. . .. Well, | doubt if Aillas plans an early marriage. He might well
be surprised if | were to affiance him to the Princess Thaubin."

"In that case—"

"One more matter before | depart. May | speak with candor?"
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table.

King Audry, among chuckles, told them: "Sir Tristano insists that traitors
are rife at Falu Ffail; indeed he suspects that one among you spies for King
Casmir!"

The courtiers jumped to their feet, roaring in anger. "This fellow insults
us!"

"Give us leave to show our steel; we will teach him the etiquette he has
failed to learn elsewhere!"

"Poppycock and hysteria! The gabble of geese and old women!"

Sir Tristano smilingly sat back in his chair. "It appears that | have
touched a sore nerve! Well, | will say no more."

"It is all absurdity!" declared King Audry. "What are my secrets that
spies should seek them out? | have none! The worst is known!"

Sir Tristano rose to his feet. "Your Majesty, | have brought you my
messages; give me leave to depart.”

King Audry waved his fingers. "You may go." Sir Tristano bowed, turned
away and departed Falu Ffail.

1]

SIR TRISTANO. RETURNING TO DOMREIS, went directly to Miraldra,

a dour old castle of fourteen towers overlooking the harbor. Aillas greeted
his cousin with affection. The resemblance between them, as they faced



"We shall leave in two hours. Have you had your breakfast?"
"Only a dish of bread and curds."

"We shall repair that." Aillas called the footman and presently they were
served a pan of fried hake, with new loaves and butter, stewed cherries
and bitter ale. Meanwhile Aillas had asked: "How went your expedition?"

"Certainly it has included interesting episodes," said Sir Tristano. "I
debarked from the ship at Dun Cruighre, and rode to Cluggach where | was
granted an audience with King Dartweg. Dartweg is a Celt, true, but not all
Celts are red-faced louts smelling of cheese. Dartweg, for instance, smells
of ale, mead, and bacon. | learned nothing of profit from King Dartweg; the
Celts think only of drinking mead and stealing each other's cattle: this is the
basis of their economy. | firmly believe that they place higher value upon a
brindle cow with large udders than upon an equally buxom woman. Still, |
cannot fault King Dartweg's hospitality; in fact, you can insult a Celt only by
calling him mean. They are too excitable to make truly good warriors, and,
while obstreperous, they are as unpredictable as virgins. At a moot-place
near Cluggach | saw fifty men at loggerheads, shouting each other down,
and often laying hands to their swords. | thought that they must be debating
between peace and war, but, so | found, the dispute concerned the largest
salmon caught during a season three years back, and Dartweg was in the
midst, bawling the loudest of all. Then a druid appeared in a brown robe
with a sprig of mistletoe pinned to his hood. He uttered a single word; all fell
silent, then slunk away and hid in the shadows.

"Later | spoke of the incident to Dartweg and commended the druid's
counsel of moderation. Dartweg told me that the druid cared not a fig for
moderation, and objected only because the noise offended a flock of
sacred crows in a nearby grove.
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"But you were able to meet with Gax?"

"Only with difficulty. Gax is now something of an invalid, and his
nephew, a certain Sir Kreim, apparently tries to insulate Gax from visitors,
claiming that Gax's health can not suffer excitement. | paid a gold crown to
ensure that Gax knew of my presence, and was called to an audience
despite the disapproval of Sir Kreim.

"Gax in his prime must have been a most impressive man. Even now he
overlooks me by two inches. He is lean and spare, and talks in a voice like
the north wind. His sons and daughters are dead; he does not know his
own age but reckons it to exceed seventy years. No one brings him news;
he thought that Oriante still reigned in South Ulfland. | assured him that
Aillas, the new king of South Ulfland, was a sworn enemy of the Ska, and
already had sunk their ships and barred them from South Ulfland.

"At this news King Gax clapped his hands in joy. Sir Kreim, who stood at
Gax's elbow, declared that Aillas' rule was transitory, and why? The
reason, according to Sir Kreim, was well-known: Aillas’ sexual perversions
had made him sickly and limp. This caused Gax to spit on the floor. |
declared this 'well-known fact' to be a slanderous lie, untrue in every detail.
| stated that whoever had imparted such news to Sir Kreim was a debased
and dastardly liar, and | advised Kreim never to repeat the allegation lest
he be accused of perpetuating the lie.

"l pointed out that Sir Kreim was otherwise mistaken: that Aillas even
now energetically worked to curb the highland barons, and would soon
rebuff the Ska."

Aillas gave a sour chuckle. "Why did you not also promise that | would
reverse the course of the rivers and cause the sun to rise in the west?"
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none of them. The old rascal seems well aware of Kreim's ambitions, and
apparently from sheer mischief kept turning to him and crying out: 'Kreim,
fancy that!" And: 'Kreim, these are the men we must count on if ever we are
to escape the toils of the Ska!' And: 'Kreim, were | once again young, |
would do as Aillas does!'

"Finally King Gax sent Sir Kreim away on one pretext or another. Sir
Kreim went reluctantly, looking back over his shoulder all the way. King
Gax then told me: 'As you see, my life and my reign together are dwindling
into oblivion.'

"Here King Gax looked all around, as if to assure himself against
eavesdroppers. '| have made many mistakes in my life. There is one last
mistake | wish not to make.'

"And that is"

"Gax only waved a finger at me. 'You are a subtle young man, despite
your easy mask. Can you not guess?'

"l can guess of a dozen mistakes you might make. You hope to avoid
dying before your time, and so perhaps you walk a narrow line."

"That is one of the right guesses. | am dying, but only in the sense that
every man of my age is dying. The Ska are patient; they will wait. But |
must be prudent, because | fear poison or a knife in the dark, and it would
be a cold death here in Jehaundel, with no son to avenge my murder.'

"Let me ask this, from simple curiosity. How do the laws of North Ulfland
regulate the succession of kings?"
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"For a man of seventy, he seems sound, though his eyes are not so
keen as before. His mind is agile and his voice is steady."

"And after you left Xounges?"

"I had a most curious adventure involving an evil green pearl, which |
joyfully relinquished to a robber, then proceeded across Dahaut to Avallon."

"I had an audience with King Audry in his palace. He is pompous and
foolish and vain, but he shows a sense of humor, which is a trifle
ponderous; still it exists.

"l warned him that spies infested his household, and he laughed in my
face. Since he had no secrets of any kind, Casmir wasted his money, which
suited Audry perfectly well. There is nothing much more to tell, except that
Audry is willing that you should marry his pregnant daughter Thaubin."

"This | am not ready for."
A footman entered and muttered into Aillas' ear. Aillas screwed up his
face and turned to Tristano. "Wait for me in the yard; for this business | am

committed to privacy."

Tristano departed and a moment later Yane came into the room, so
quietly that the air seemed not to stir behind him.

Aillas jumped to his feet. "Once more you are back and once more | can
breathe again!"

"You over-estimate the danger," said Yane.



Aillas pondered. "l wonder how close and how high."
"Very high and very close."

Aillas shook his head pensively. "l find it hard to believe."
"You confer often with your ministers?"

"Every week, at least."

"These ministers are the same, from week to week?"
"There is no great change."

"What are their names?"

"They are six, all lords of the realm: Maloof. Pirmence. Foirry. Sion-
Tansifer. Langlark. Witherwood. None could gain by Casmir's victory."

"Which have cause for resentment?"

Aillas shrugged. "Perhaps | am reckoned too young or too reckless or
too headstrong. The South Ulfland expedition is not everywhere popular.”

"Which of the six is the most zealous?"
"Probably Maloof, who is Chancellor of the Exchequer. All are apt to
their work. Langlark at times seems listless, but | have reason to exempt

him from suspicion."

"What reason is this?"



"During a conference, with four ministers present, | mentioned rumors of
ship-building at Port Posedel in Blaloc. | mentioned that | had asked a
merchant dealing in glass bottles, now on his way to Port Posedel, to look
into the matter.

"The merchant never returned. | made inquiries at his factory and
discovered that he had been murdered in Blaloc."

Yane nodded in slow rumination. "And the ministers who listened to
your remarks?"

"Maloof, Sion-Tansifer, Pirmence and Foirry. Langlark and Witherwood
were not present.”

"The incident would seem significant."

"Exactly so. But enough for now. | am off to Watershade with Tristano
and Shimrod, where, if you will believe it, there is a vexing problem to be
solved. With Shimrod's help, the problem may dissolve and we will have a
few days of simple peace. Would you care to join the company?"

Yane excused himself. "I must go to my place Skave, and make sure of
kegs for the new wine. What troubles the placid ways of Watershade?"

"The druids. They have settled the island Inisfadhe, where they put a
fine fright into Glyneth, and | must set things to rights."

"Send Shimrod out to throw a gloom on them, or, better, transform them
all into crayfish."

Aillas looked over his shoulder as if to make sure that Shimrod was not
within earshot. "Shimrod already wonders at my sudden invitation. When
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to guard the traffic on Janglin Water and to over-awe the warrior knights of
the Ceald, and never had it so much as come under assault.

The castle stood at the very edge of the lake, with part of the barrel-
shaped keep rising from the water itself. Low conical roofs capped both the
keep and the four squat towers adjoining. Trees overshadowed both towers
and keep, and softened the castle's mass, while the quaint conical roofs
seemed almost comically inadequate to the task of sheltering the heavy
structures below.

Aillas' father Ospero had built a terrace around the base of the keep,
where it shouldered into the lake. On many a summer evening, while
sunset faded into dusk, Aillas and Ospero, perhaps with guests, took
supper on the terrace, and often, if the company was good, sat long over
nuts and wine and watched the stars come out.

On the shore grew several large fig trees, which during the heat of
summer exhaled a pervasive sweetness attracting countless droning
insects; the boy Aillas was not infrequently stung as he clambered among
the smooth gray boughs after fruit.

The keep encompassed a great round hall containing a dining table in
the shape of a C thirty feet in diameter at which fifty persons could sit in
comfort, or sixty with somewhat less elbow-room. Ospero's library occupied
the floor above, along with a gallery, several parlours and retiring rooms.
The towers housed airy bed-chambers and pleasant sitting-rooms for the
lord of the castle, his family and guests.

When the court moved to Domreis the moat was neglected and at last
became a quagmire choked with reeds, blackberry thicket and scrub willow.
Fetid odors rose from the slime and at last Aillas ordained restoration.
Work-gangs were employed three months; then finally the gates were
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After long delay, and only at the behest of Weare, Aillas agreed to move
into his father's old chambers, while Dhrun took over those rooms once
used by Aillas.

"So it must be," Weare told Aillas. "There is no stopping the fall of the
autumn leaves, nor the coming of new leaves in the spring. As | have often
remarked to Dame Flora, you are perhaps over-inclined to sentimentality.
Now, all has changed! How can you hope to rule a kingdom if you are too
timid to venture from your childhood nursery?"

"Weare, dear fellow, you have put a hard question! If truth be known, |
am not anxious to rule a kingdom, much less three. When | am here at
Watershade, it all seems a joke!"

"Nevertheless, things are as they are, and | have heard good reports of
you. Now it is only proper that you occupy the High Chambers."

Aillas gave an uncomfortable grimace. "No doubt but what you are right,
and you shall have your way. Still | feel my father's presence everywhere! If
you must have the truth, sometimes | think to see his ghost standing on the
balcony, or looking into the embers when the fire burns low."

Weare made a scornful sound. "What of that? | see good Sir Ospero
often. On moonlight nights, should | step into the library, he will be sitting in
his chair. He turns to look at me, and his face is placid. | suspect that he
loved Watershade so dearly that even in death he can not bear to depart.”

"Very well," said Aillas. "l hope that Sir Ospero. will forgive my intrusion.
| will change none of his arrangements."
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matters!"

"Also, while we are on the subject, perhaps we should renovate the
Lady Glyneth's chambers. | will of course consult with her, but | suggest
that we plaster over the stone and use washes of pink and white and
yellow, for good cheer and happy awakenings!"

"Just so! Look to it, Weare, if you will!"

In the case of Glyneth, Aillas had fixed upon her a pretty little estate in a
valley not far from Domreis, but she showed no great interest in the
property and much preferred Watershade. Now fifteen years old, Glyneth,
for the grace and charm of her own life, and the enlivenment of her friends,
used a mingling of limpid simplicity and sunny optimism, together with a
joyous awareness of the world's absurdities. During the previous year she
had grown taller by an inch, and though she liked to wear a boy's trousers
and blouse, only a person blind to beauty could mistake her for a boy.

Dame Flora, however, considered not only her garments but her
conduct unconventional. "My dear, what will folk think? When does a
princess sail out on the lake in a cockboat? When does one find her
climbing trees and perching among the owls? Or wandering the Wild
Woods alone like a hoyden?"

"l wish | might meet such a princess," said Glyneth. "She would make
me a fine companion; our tastes would be exactly alike!"

"I doubt if two like her exist!" declared Dame Flora. "It is time that this
present princess learns the uses of propriety, so that she will not disgrace
herself at court.”
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Vaudris of Hanch Hall jumps no fences. Before long suitors of high degree
will be trooping out here by the score to ask your hand in marriage. When
they arrive and wish to pay their respects, and when they ask, | must say:
'You will find her somewhere about the estate, either here or there.' So off
they go to look, and what will they think when they find you dangling in a
tree, or catching frogs in the moat?"

"They will think that they do not want to marry me, which is exactly to
my taste."

At this, Dame Flora aimed a spank at Glyneth's bottom, but Glyneth
dodged nimbly aside. "That is the art of agility."

"Shameless little hussy, you will come to a bad end!" Flora spoke
without heat, and indeed she was grinning to herself. A moment later, for a
special treat, she gave Glyneth a dish of lemon cakes.

Glyneth wore her curling golden hair loose, or tied with a black ribbon.
While apparently artless, she sometimes indulged in games of mild
flirtation, which she played as a kitten pretends the predacity of the jungle.
Often she used Aillas as the subject of her experiments, until Aillas, gritting
his teeth and turning his eyes to the sky, by main force of will drew back
lest he take the game into an area where relationships might forever be
altered.

Sometimes, lying abed of nights, he wondered what went on in
Glyneth's mind, and how serious she was in her play. Always at these
times other images came to disturb him.

These were no longer dreary recollections of the secret garden at
Haidion. Suldrun had long become a misty shape lost and gone across the
gulfs of time. Another more vital figure marched through Aillas' mind. Her
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notice him, to look into his eyes and take heed of his own prideful being.
Never could he have dared to touch her; she would have instantly cried out
for the guards and Aillas would have been dragged away in disgrace,
perhaps even to the gelding-board and a future too awful to contemplate,
with both his manhood and all hope of Tatzel's good opinion forever lost
and gone.

When finally Aillas had escaped Castle Sank in company with Cargus
and Yane, he had turned at one point, and, looking back, had muttered:
"Tatzel, take heed! Someday we shall meet again, and on different terms,
so it may be!" And such was the phantom haunting Aillas' mind.

AFTER PASSING THE NIGHT AT HAG HARBOUR, and at noon
crossing over Green Man's Gap, Aillas and Tristano late in the afternoon
rode clattering across the drawbridge and into the stable-yard at
Watershade. Dhrun and Glyneth ran out to greet them, followed by Weare,
Flora and others of the household, while Shimrod* waited in the shadow of
the arched passage leading out upon the terrace.

*Shimrod, while wandering the Daul countryside as 'Doctor
Fidelius. Charlatan and Mender of Sore Knees', had

befriended a pair of vagabond children named Dhrun and
Glyneth, and thereafter the three had traveled together.

Across the years Shimrod had changed little. A long nose,
crooked mouth and gaunt cheeks gave his face a droll

cast; he retained his spare physique, pale gray eyes under half-
closed lids, and as ever wore his light brown

hair cut short in the peasant style. See LYONESSE 1: Suldrun's
Garden.
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"It might have been the brain-stone of a demon," mused Glyneth. "Or
perhaps a goblin's egg."

"Or a basilisk's eye," suggested Dhrun.

Glyneth said thoughtfully: "There is a valuable lesson here, say, for a
youth in his formative years, like Dhrun. Never steal or rob objects of value,
especially if they are green!"

"Good advice!" declared Tristano. "In cases of this sort, honesty is the
best policy."

"You have frightened and daunted me," said Dhrun. "l will stop stealing
at once."

"Unless, of course, it is something nice for me," said Glyneth. Tonight,
perhaps to please Dame Flora, she wore a white frock and a silver fillet
enameled with white daisies to contain her hair; she made a charming
picture, to which Tristano was by no means oblivious.

Tristano said modestly: "My conduct at least was exemplary. | took the
pearl only as a public service and | gave it up willingly to one less fortunate
in his birth than myself."

Dhrun said: "Here, evidently, you refer to the dog, since we have no
knowledge of the robber's lineage."

Glyneth spoke severely: "Your treatment of the dog was truly rather
heartless! You should have brought the pearl to Shimrod."



LTI TIVIL AULTU Ul dil THIPUIoL vwilullh diflivol Hioldiitdy 1T 1Tyl TLUouU, altiv hivic

when | saw the disreputable quality of the beast."

"l do not quite understand," said Glyneth. "You almost instantly regretted
your cruelty?"

"Well, not altogether. Remember that | indemnified the dog with a
sausage for his risk."

"Why, then?"

Tristano gave a fastidious flutter of the fingers. "Since you press me, |
will explain, and as delicately as possible. On the previous midnight the
pearl was returned to me in an uncanny fashion. As | considered the dead
dog, | thought at first to depart at full speed and to leave the dog behind.
Then | began to ponder on the night ahead: specifically, on the hour of
midnight while | lay asleep. At this time the pearl would have progressed
well on its way along the dog's digestive tract—"

Glyneth clapped her hands over her ears. "That is enough. Already you
have told me more than | want to hear."

"The subject would seem to lack any further interest," said Aillas.

"Just so," said Tristano. "l only wanted to excite Glyneth's compassion
for the travail to which | was subjected."

"You have done so," said Glyneth.

There was a moment of quiet, and Glyneth looked up the table to Aillas.
"Tonight you are quiet! What troubles you? Affairs of state?"
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"If only it were so easy! Clever plots are Casmir's specialty; | can never
beat him at intrigue. His spies are everywhere; they would know my clever
plots before | know them myself!"

Dhrun made a sound of outrage. "Can we not identify the spies and
drown them all in the Lir?"

"Nothing is ever simple. Naturally, | want to identify them, but thereafter
| prefer to make their life easy and befuddle them with false information. If |
drowned them all, Casmir would merely send over a group of strangers. So
I make do with the lot | have and try not to cause them anxiety."

"This 'befuddling' seems a clever plot in itself," said Glyneth. "Is it
effective?"

"l will know better after | identify the spies."
Glyneth asked: "Certainly our own spies keep watch on Casmir?"

"Not as carefully as he watches us. Stil, we are not utterly
overmatched."

"In some ways, it seems an interesting business," said Glyneth. "I
wonder if | would do well as a spy."

"Beyond a doubt," said Aillas. "Beautiful girls make excellent spies! Still,
they must be dedicated to their work, and take the good with the bad, since
the choicest items are usually told to them in the dark."
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Tristano asked: "How many are the suspects?"

"They are my six august and irreproachable ministers: Maloof, Langlark,
Sion-Tansifer, Pirmence, Foirry and Witherwood. Each is a lord of the
realm! In all logic each should be as faithful to me as the moon to the sun.
Nevertheless, one of the lot is a traitor. | say this with embarrassment,
since it grinds at my self-esteem.”

"And how will you find him out?"

"l wish | knew." For a period, while the stars moved across the sky, the
party discussed schemes for exposing the traitor. At last, when candles
guttered low, they rose yawning to their feet and took themselves off to
bed.

THE VISITORS MADE READY to return to Domreis. Glyneth and
Dhrun, as they watched the preparations, became ever more restless;
Watershade would seem quiet and lonely when the company had gone.
Also, both had become intrigued by the mystery of the highly-placed spy. At
the last minute, the two decided to join the group returning to Domreis, and
hastily made their own preparations.

Across the Ceald rode the party, now five: up to Green Man's Gap
where, as was the custom, all turned for a final glimpse of Watershade,
then down Rundle River Valley to Hag Harbour and a night at the Sea
Coral Inn. Then: an early departure, with harness jingling loud in the pre-
dawn chill and up over Cape Haze with the first red rays of day shining wan
on their backs, and, early in the afternoon, arrival at Domreis.
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could be his purpose? Where is his gain?"

Aillas shrugged. "Perhaps he spies from caprice, from the thrill of
playing a dangerous game. Certainly he will be the most suspicious of men,
alert to every glance and whisper, so be subtle!"

"l think that you can trust us," said Dhrun with dignity. "We are not
absolute fools; we do not intend to glance and nudge each other, or peek
quickly, then whisper together."

"I know this very well," said Aillas. "In fact, | am curious to learn your
opinions!" And Aillas thought to himself: Who knows? One or the other
might perceive discords or inconsistencies overlooked by others.

For such reasons Aillas arranged a banquet to which he invited his
ministers and a few others. The event took place on a cheerless afternoon,
with the wind veering down from a hard blue sky. With garments flapping
and hands to hats, the dignitaries rode out along the causeway to Miraldra.
In the foyer they were met by Sir Este the Seneschal, who conducted them
to the smallest of the banquet halls. Here, Aillas with Dhrun and Glyneth
awaited the company.

On this informal occasion the six ministers were seated in order of their
arrival, three to each side of the table, without reference to precedence.
Beyond were placed Sir Tristano and two noblemen of foreign parts. The
first of these was a gentleman tall and spare, with a wry long-jawed face,
who called himself Sir Catraul of Catalonia. He wore strange and lavish
garments and powdered his face in the style of the Aquitanian court. Dhrun
and Glyneth could barely restrain their merriment to see Shimrod
bedizened in such gorgeous fashion.
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with a flourish of the hand toward Glyneth and sat once again.
Aillas spoke: "Lord Pirmence of Castle Lutez!"

Pirmence rose and bowed: a gentleman somewhat older than Maloof,
slim and handsome, with silver-gray hair, disdainfully arched eyebrows, a
short silver-gray beard, and features of fastidious distinction.

"Lord Sion-Tansifer of Porthouse Faming!"

Sion-Tansifer, oldest of the ministers, and easily the most brusque and
truculent, stood stiffly erect. His field of knowledge was military strategy, in
its most conservative and orthodox phases, and Aillas found his views
interesting more often than useful. Sion-Tansifer was valuable for a
different reason: his opinions, often couched in the form of dogmatic truism,
annoyed the others and diverted their criticism from Aillas himself. Sion-
Tansifer subscribed to the chivalric ideal and on this informal occasion
bowed first to Princess Glyneth, then to Prince Dhrun, allowing gallantry to
over-rule the dictates of precedence.

"Lord Witherwood of Witherwood House!"

Lord Witherwood, a gentleman of middle years, was pallid and thin, with
haggard cheeks, eyes of intense black and a mouth clenched as if to
control great inner energies. He was passionate in his convictions and
impatient with orthodoxy, a trait which endeared him not at all to either
Sion-Tansifer or Maloof, the first of whom Witherwood considered a
narrow-minded martinet and the second a niggling and fussy mother hen.
He acknowledged the introduction with a pair of cursory nods and subsided
in his seat.

"Lord Langlark of Black Chine Castle!"
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head, darting brown eyes, with a lean hooking nose and a cynically curling
mouth, gave him a look of minatory vigilance. Foirry's moods were
mercurial, and sometimes his points of view as well, since he liked to
consider an issue from every side, and tended to argue with its proponents
in order to test the strength of their concepts.

"Sir Tristano is of course well known to you. Beyond sit Sir Catraul of
Catalonia and Sir Hassifa of Tingitana."

The banquet proceeded: at first sedate and guarded, with Lord Sion-
Tansifer stonily silent. Lord Pirmence attempted conversation first with Sir
Catraul, then Sir Hassifa, but receiving only blank looks and shrugs of
incomprehension, turned his attention elsewhere.

Meanwhile Glyneth and Dhrun studied the six ministers in minute detail.
They discovered that each was in some degree a specialist, with his own
area of expertise. Maloof controlled the exchequer, advised in regard to the
imposition of taxes, fees, rents and imposts. Witherwood worked to codify
the judicial systems of the land, reconciling regional differences and making
the laws universally responsive, to persons of high and low degree alike.
Sion-Tansifer, a relict from the reign of King Granice, advised as to military
organization and strategy. Foirry was an expert in the field of naval
architecture. Pirmence, who had traveled widely, from Ireland to
Byzantium, was in effect the Minister of Foreign Affairs, while Langlark had
been commissioned by Aillas to establish at Domreis a university of letters,
mathematics, geography and the several sciences.

Aillas, also studying the six ministers, felt a peculiar chilly emotion
compounded of mystery and awe, and even something of terror. One of the
six who sat so placidly at his table, eating his food and drinking his wine,
was a traitor: a creature working to his defeat and doom. Which of the six?
What might be his reasons?
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artichokes cooked in wine and butter, with a salad of garden greens; then
tripes and sausages with pickled cabbage; then a noble saddle of venison
glazed with cherry sauce and served with barley first simmered in broth,
then fried with garlic and sage; then honey-cakes, nuts and oranges; and
all the while the goblets flowed full with noble Voluspa and San Sue from
Watershade, along with the tart green muscat wine of Dascinet. Despite
long association the ministers were not easy with each other and, as the
banquet progressed, each tended to assert his views with ever more
vehemence, so that each came to seem a caricature of himself, and
evidence of discord began to appear.

The most severe of the group was Sion-Tansifer, veteran of a dozen
campaigns; his grizzled hair twisted and grew askew where scars marred
his scalp. His statements were couched in biting, crisp accents, as if each
yielded an unassailable truth; those who disagreed earned sideglances of
contempt.

Maloof, sitting opposite, tended to qualify all his opinions, so that,
compared to Sion-Tansifer, he seemed somewhat vague and indecisive.

In contrast to both was Pirmence, a person suave and handsome, of
grand address, easy wit and an unshakable vanity. Pirmence had traveled
far and Castle Lutez was said to be a treasure-house of beautiful objects.

Langlark, plump, florid, and modest, used a tactic of half-rueful, half-
perplexed self-deprecation which by some devious means made the
arguments of others seem foolish and over-heated. Often he pointed out
simplicities which everyone else had overlooked, and Pirmence took great
care not to run afoul of Langlark, who was perhaps the single minister more
subtle than himself.
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fuming back and forth in the Green Parlour at

Haidion. Troice ships brought an expeditionary force to the jetties
of Old Ys. This force reduced the terrible

castle Tintzin Fyral, garrisoned the fort Kaul Bocach and so
guarded South Ulfland from the ambitions of King

Casmir.

Maloof spoke in measured detachment: "It is an uncomfortable land, all
rocks and moors, with here and there a bog, or a ruined hut. It may at some
time yield a bare sustenance to its folk, but only if they till their soil with the
same zeal they use toward killing each other. The Ulfs are a brutal people!"

"A moment!" cried Glyneth, speaking for the first time. "I was born at
Throckshaw, in North Ulfland, and my parents were by no means brutal.
They were kind and good and brave, and they were killed by the Ska!"

Maloof blinked in embarrassment. "My apologies! | overspoke, of
course! | should have said that the South Ulfish barons are a warlike folk,
and that prosperity will come only with a cessation of their feuds and raids."

Sion-Tansifer gave a disparaging grunt. "This on the day gold coins fall
from the sky in the place of hail. The Ulfs cherish vendettas as a dog his
fleas."

Pirmence said: "Ten years ago | had occasion to visit Ys. | then traveled
the overland road to Oaldes. | saw very few folk: herdsmen and crofters,
and fishermen along the shore. The land is windy, open and generally
empty, and here is its single advantage: it will provide holdings for all our
younger sons, if King Aillas so dispenses."
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you were acclaimed King of Cathay; must we then send a flotilla of ships
and regiments of Troice soldiers to guard their security and see to their
justice?"

Aillas laughed. "Cathay is far away, South Ulfland is near at hand."

"Nevertheless," said Maloof stubbornly, "I feel that the proper use of
your revenues is here, among your own people!"

Sion-Tansifer issued a surly pronouncement: "l confess that | am not
happy with this expedition. The rogue barons guard their glens like wolves
and eagles! If we killed them all, as many more would hop from the gorse
to take their places, and all would be as before."

Langlark looked across the table with brows knitted, in his customary
expression of perplexity. "Do you suggest that we abandon this wide land?
Is such a surrender to our advantage? Pirmence definitely exaggerates the
case; the land is not without resources, and was once considered a rich
kingdom. The mines yield tin, copper, gold and silver, and there are wide
deposits of bog iron. In other times, cattle and sheep grazed the moors and
the fields were planted to oats, corn and barley."

Sion-Tansifer gave a grim chuckle. "The Ulfs can keep their 'wide land'
and enjoy their splendid wealth, with my compliments and indeed my
gratitude, if they will strike back the Ska and spill their own blood in the
process. Why should we pull their chestnuts from the fire? For wealth?
There is none at hand. For glory? Where the glory in chasing bog-trotters
over the moors?"

"Hm ha!" Pirmence patted his silver-gray beard with a napkin. "You are
mordant in your views!" He looked up the table toward Aillas. "Sir, what do
you say to these carkers and pessimists?"



Aillas laughed. "Obviously Lord Sion-Tansifer's alternatives are not
exclusive." He looked around the table. "Who else would wish to withdraw
from South Ulfland? Maloof?"

"The venture is a serious drain upon the exchequer. | feel competent to
say no more."

"Pirmence?"

Pirmence pursed his lips. "We are there! Difficult if not impossible to
disengage now with honour."

"Langlark?"
"Your arguments are compelling.”
"Witherwood?"

"| feel that we have cast our dice on a very long roll. | hope that good
luck goes with us."

"Foirry?"

"Our ships own the sea. So long as this is the case, Troicinet need not
fear."

"Sir Tristano, what is your opinion?"
Tristano hesitated a moment, then: "Let me ask this: what might be the

consequences if indeed we relinquished Kaul Bocach and Tintzin Fyral and
departed South Ulfland?"



"You have quite convinced me," said Sir Tristano. "Lord Sion-Tansifer,
what of you?"

"In all due respect, the premises are at fault. At this moment Casmir can
march north up the Trompada and never set foot into South Ulfland."

"Not so0," said Aillas. "He would find himself immediately at war with us,
and his logistics would be impossible. So long as we held South Ulfland
and the Teach tac Teach, Casmir would never dare the Trompada. Using
only local troops, we could interdict him with ease."

Maloof spoke almost querulously: "Why all this talk of menace and
hostility? Have we not ratified treaties of peace with Lyonesse? Why
presume the worst case? If we show Casmir that we truly want peace, then
he will reciprocate in kind, and there need be no more bluster, or clanking
and clashing of weapons, which can only exacerbate the case."

"Cast your mind back a few years," said Aillas. "Granice was king of
Troicinet. Ivar Excelsus of Dascinet thought to punish us by a war and
called on Casmir for help. Casmir was only too anxious to bring his armies
across the Lir, and if our ships had not smashed his armada, none of us
would be dining here today at Miraldra. Has Casmir changed his spots?
Obviously not."

Maloof was not convinced. "Still, South Ulfland is not Dascinet."

Witherwood asked him drily: "You believe, then, that if we are polite to
Casmir, he will cause us no trouble?"

"We have nothing to lose," said Maloof with dignity. "Anything is
preferable to war."



Foirry gave a hoot of sardonic laughter. "What a farce is diplomacy!"

Aillas smiled. "As king | must be the very model of propriety, no matter
how my guts roil inside me. . . .| have said more than | chose to say."

The banquet came to an end. Aillas and Yane, with Glyneth and Dhrun,
went to sit before a fire in one of the small parlours.

Aillas asked, "So then: what is the general consensus?"

Yane looked long into the flames. "It is hard to judge. Langlark and
Foirry are unlikely because of the glass-merchant episode. Sion-Tansifer is
no doubt brave, if perhaps a trifle single-minded. A traitor? Unlikely.
Maloof? Witherwood? Pirmence? My intuition settles upon Maloof. He is
anxious for peace and so is ready to make concessions. Many such folk
are known to history; Maloof might even consider himself a great hero of
secret diplomacy, appeasing Casmir and so fostering some farfetched
concept of goodwiill.

"Then there is Pirmence. He seems flexible and might be induced to spy
for gold or from sheer boredom. He is one of that deceptively dangerous
sort who, in the name of tolerance, will condone any sort of strange
behavior—especially in himself.

"Witherwood? If he is a spy, his motives are hard to guess."

v

AT NOON OF THE DAY after the banquet, Lord Maloof reported to King
Aillas upon the condition of the royal exchequer. Maloofs demeanor was
somber and he brought bad news: "By reason of the incursion into South



"For a week, then, we must live on the cheap. Before long, or so | hope,
South Ulfland will be paying its own way. | have sent mining engineers to
examine the old mines, which, so | am told, were never worked out, but
simply abandoned because of bandits and robbers. Also, there may be
alluvial gold in the rivers. They have never been worked and may
eventually yield a large return: enough to pay all our expenses. What do
you say to that?"

"So far, this flood of wealth is all hypothetical, and no doubt will require
a substantial investment before we can so much as prove its existence."

Aillas grinned. "Maloof, you have a most dampening habit of practicality!
If worse comes to worst we shall rely for funds on that method known far
and wide as 'Old Infallible": taxes! Squeeze them till their shoes squeak!
Kings alone should be allowed the use of money! It is far too good for the
common people."

Maloof said sadly: "Sir, | suspect that you jest."

"Not altogether. | intend to impose port taxes at Ys; so far they have
gone unscathed. Also, we must start to collect those revenues from the
Evander Valley which were formerly paid to Carfilhiot. So there is profit in
sight! And sooner or later we will shake the barons loose from the hoarded
gold they have gained by robbing from each other."

Maloof frowned at what he considered flaws in the idea, but again
decided that Aillas was indulging his humour. "A formidable program!" said
Maloof.

Aillas laughed. "But in practice very simple. | shall dictate laws which |
know they will break; then | will fine them large sums, which they must pay
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come Casmir will take his commitments more seriously."
Maloof shook his head. "Risky business!"
"Less risky than allowing Casmir a fleet of warships."

Maloof had no more to say and took his leave. Later in the day Aillas
spoke with Lord Pirmence to whom he imparted the same information.

Still later, toward the end of the afternoon, Aillas let slip to Lord
Witherwood and Lord Sion-Tansifer together that the raid at Sardilla would
occur in precisely ten days.

Meanwhile, Sir Tristano assured Foirry and Langlark that the raid would
take place in twenty days, even though these two were not considered
prime suspects.

Early the next day Sir Tristano set off at speed to Sardilla in Caduz, that
he might discover which of the three reports prompted countermeasures.

In due course Sir Tristano returned, bone-weary from hard riding and a
rough passage across the Lir. Aillas and Yane heard his report with great
interest. On the tenth night, no unusual precautions were put into force. On
the night of the two-week interval, a hundred heavily armed warriors had
lain in ambush, and through a long dismal night awaited an aasault which
never came. For full verification, Tristano had delayed until the twentieth
night had passed, without event, and then had returned homeward.

"Three facts are now clear," said Aillas. "First, the ship has definitely
been commissioned by Casmir. Second, a traitor sits on my Council of
Ministers. Third, he is either Maloof or Pirmence."



The figures, as submitted by Maloof, seemed remarkably high. Aillas
considered them a moment without comment, then put the document aside.
"The project clearly demands a closer scrutiny. At the moment my mind
wanders; | could not sleep last night for dreaming."

Maloof showed polite concern. "Indeed, sirl Dreams are prodromes of
future truth! They provide bodes which we ignore to our risk!"

"The dreams of last night were remarkably vivid," said Aillas. "They
concerned the forthcoming visit of King Casmir. As his ship entered the
harbor, | saw Casmir on the deck bare-headed, as clearly as | now see
you. He turned away, and a voice spoke into my ear: 'Watch with care! If
his hat shows two plumes, blue and green in color, he proves himself friend
and faithful ally! If he wears a single yellow plume, he is a treacherous
enemy who must be destroyed at any cost!' Three times the voice spoke
these words! But when | turned to watch as Casmir donned his hat, | was
called aside and never could see."

"A remarkable dream!" said Maloof.

Later, Aillas recounted his remarkable dream to Pirmence: "—the voice
spoke in the tones of an oracle. 'Heed the hat which Casmir puts to his
head! If it shows a silver medal in the shape of a bird, he is friend and ally!
If he displays a golden lion, he signals his treachery!" So spoke the voice,
and | am in a quandary. | cannot rule a kingdom on the basis of dreams,
yet | might be ignoring true portents to our general danger! What is your
opinion?"

Pirmence stroked his silver-gray beard. "l am a practical man; as such |
accept anything of value, whatever its source. What sort was the hat?"

"A simple turret of crushed black velvet, lacking brim or standing crown."
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The carrack entered the harbor and the crew smartly brailed up the
sails. Work-boats brought out lines and the Star Regulus was warped to the
dock beside Miraldra, and there moored to bollards.

King Aillas now waited on the jetty, along with twenty grandees of the
realm and their ladies. A gangplank was raised to the carrack's well-deck,
where the stir of splendid personages could be glimpsed. A crew of liveried
footmen rolled a strip of rose plush carpet across the dock from gangplank
to the three high-backed chairs of state, where King Aillas waited with
Prince Dhrun at his right and Princess Glyneth to his left*.

*An arrangement decidedly at odds with the dictates of rigorous
etiquette, inasmuch as the title 'Princess' which

King Aillas had fixed upon Glyneth was honourific only. Aillas,
partly from frivolity and partly from motives

less easily defined, had in this case over-ruled his Chief Herald,
and Glyneth, somewhat self-consciously

wearing the diadem of a royal princess, and quite aware of the
gossip being promulgated, sat beside Aillas, and

presently began to enjoy herself.

On the deck of the Star Regulus a stately gentleman stepped forward:
King Casmir. At the head of the gangway he paused and was joined by a
lady of noble proportions with blonde hair coiled at her ears and netted
under white pearls: Queen Sollace. Looking neither right nor left the two
descended the gangway to the dock.

Aillas came forward. His gaze went to Casmir's hat: a turret of black
velvet, lacking both crown and brim. A silver medal in the shape of a bird
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single brief glance she dismissed them all from her consciousness, and
came hopping and jumping down the gangplank like an active young kitten.
She wore a long gown of orange-russet velvet tied at the waist with a black
sash; her hair, approximately the colour of her gown, hung in loose ringlets.
Madouc's mind was clearly as active as her conduct; her snub-nosed little
face registered each trifling shift of mood with total transparency. Aillas,
who well knew her antecedents, watched her with amusement. Evidently
the rumors of Madouc's precocity and exuberant wilfulness had not been
exaggerated.

King Casmir, as he offered his arm to Queen Sollace at the foot of the
gangplank, gave Madouc a cold glance of admonition, then turned to greet
King Aillas.

A half dozen other notables of Lyonesse, in careful order of precedence,
descended the gangplank with their ladies, to be announced with
appropriate gusto by Miraldra's Chief Herald.

Last to leave the ship were a pair of the queen's personal attendants
and, finally, the Christian priest Father Umphred, a portly figure in a plum-
colored cassock.

After the formal welcomes, Casmir and Sollace were escorted to their
chambers, where they might rest and refresh themselves after the
inconveniences of their voyage.

Later in the evening King Aillas sat as host at a casual supper, the full
state banquet would be served on the following day. Both Aillas and Casmir
dealt austerely with plate and goblet, and both rose sober from the table.
They repaired to a private parlour, and, sitting before the fire, sipped a
heavy golden Olorosa and discussed those matters which interested them.
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"Your information is correct," said Aillas. "The fortifications have been
augmented, and certainly they guard against invasion from Lyonesse. But
is not the rationale clear? You are not immortal; imagine, if you will, that a
monarch cruel, treacherous and warlike came to rule Lyonesse! Let us
suppose that this monarch, for reasons beyond conjecture, decided to
attack Ulfland—well then! We are prepared for him and if he is sane he will
be dissuaded."

Casmir showed a wintry smile. "l grant a theoretical basis for this line of
thought, but is it not, in practice, somewhat far-fetched?"

"l certainly hope so," said Aillas. "May | pour you more of this wine? It is
produced on my own estate."

"Thank you; it is very fine indeed. The wines of Troicinet are not as well
known at Haidion as they should be."

"That, of course, is a lack easy to overcome, and | shall see to it."

Casmir thoughtfully lifted the goblet, swirled the wine and watched the
golden ripples. "It is hard to recall the harsh old times when bad blood
existed between our peoples.”

"All things change," said Aillas.

"Exactly! Our treaty, signed in the heat of ruffled feelings, stipulated that
Lyonesse should build no warships, on an outmoded presumption. Now

that amity has returned—"

"Just so!" declared Aillas. "The present equilibrium has served us well! It
is a balance which encourages peace across all the Elder Isles. This



Casmir managed an easy laugh and, draining his goblet, set down the
empty vessel with a thump. "l wish that my own goals could be so easily
defined. Alas! They depend on such ineffable considerations as justice, the
redressment of old wrongs, and the thrust of history."

Aillas poured wine into Casmir's goblet. "I do not envy you your maze of
uncertainties. Still, you need be at no doubt in regard to Troicinet. Should
either Lyonesse or Dahaut grow strong enough to menace the other, then
we must throw our strength behind the weaker. In effect, you are protected
by a strong navy without incurring any of the expense."

King Casmir rose to his feet. He spoke somewhat curtly. "l am tired after
the voyage, and | will now bid you good evening."

Aillas, rising, said: "l hope that your rest will be comfortable."

The two went to the drawing room where Queen Sollace sat with ladies
of both courts. King Casmir went only to the doorway and bowed stiffly to
the occupants of the room. Queen Sollace rose to her feet, bade the
company goodnight and the two were escorted to their chambers by
footmen bearing flamboys.

Aillas returned along the great gallery toward his parlour. From the
shadows stepped a stout person in a plum-red cassock. "King Aillas! A
moment of your time, if you please!"

Aillas stopped and surveyed the rubicund face of Father Umphred, as
he now called himself. Aillas pretended no cordiality. "What do you want?"

Umphred chuckled. "I thought, first of all, to renew our old
acquaintance."



CVLly VOolyo Ul THEIoTllty wilulh 1iinglhit 1idvoc TAIolTU Vo UwWwo ol uiv wld. 1
bring to Troicinet the joyous message of the Gospels! Pagan pomp still
holds sway in Troicinet, Dascinet and South Ulfland. Nightly | pray that |
may bring King Aillas and all his people into the glory of the true faith!"

"I have neither time nor inclination for such matters," said Aillas. "My
people believe or disbelieve as they see fit, and that is the way of it." He
started to turn away, but Father Umphred put a soft white hand on his arm.
"Wait!"

Aillas turned. "Well then, what now?"

Father Umphred smiled a rich and tender smile. "I pray for your
personal salvation, and also that, like King Casmir, you will encourage the
construction of a cathedral at Domreis the better to disseminate the Truth
of God! And, if you like, to rival in splendor the cathedral at Lyonesse
Town, and | might hope for the arch-bishopric itself!"

"I will sponsor no Christian church, in Domreis or elsewhere."

Umphred thoughtfully pursed his lips. "Such are your present views but
perhaps you may be induced to change them."

"l think not."

Again Aillas turned away, and again Father Umphred detained him. "A
great pleasure to see you again, though my mind reverts with sadness to
the unhappy events of our first acquaintance. To. this day King Casmir is
not aware of your old identity! | am assured that you do not wish him to
know; otherwise you would have informed him yourself. Am | right in this?"
And Father Umphred, standing back, surveyed Aillas with kindly interest.
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condition far exceeds your old! Poor little Suldrun: a sad end indeed! The
world is a vale of woe, and we are sent here that we may be tested and
purified for the halcyon times to come!"

Aillas made no comment. Encouraged by what he thought to be Aillas’
deep concern, Umphred continued. "My fondest hope is to lead the King of
Troicinet and his noble folk into salvation, and a grand cathedral would
cause the angels themselves to sing! And then, naturally, since you seem
to prefer it, the facts of your old identity shall remain as secure as the
secrets of the confessional."

Aillas darted him a single bright glance, then continued to brood into the
flames.

The door opened. Yane, still in the guise of Sir Hassifa the Moor, came
quietly into the parlour. Aillas straightened up and swung around. "Ah, Sir
Hassifa! May | ask, are you a Christian?"

"By no means."

"Good: a simplification. Take note of this fellow here: what do you see?"

"A priest, fat, white and sleek as a beaver, and no doubt unctuous of
tongue. He arrived today from Lyonesse."

"Just so. | want you to examine him with care, so that you will never
mistake him for any other."

"Sir, he could pull the hood tight around his face, name himself
Beelzebub and hide in the deepest catacomb of Rome and still | would
know him."
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lips. "Yes, yes, of course. | merely ventured a pleasantry, as might pass
between old friends!"

Aillas spoke to Sir Hassifa: "He persists in his claim! | am becoming
annoyed. If he were not here as a guest, | might well clap him into a
dungeon. | may do so in any case."

"Do not soil your hospitality on his account!" Sir Hassifa advised. "Wait
until he returns to Lyonesse. | can have his throat cut at any hour of day or
night, with a sharp or dull knife."

Aillas said: "It might be best to drag him before Casmir at this very
moment and hear what he has to say. Then, if he utters some malicious
tale—"

"Wait!" cried Umphred desperately. "I now understand my error! | was
mistaken, in whole and in part! | have never seen you before in my life!"

Sir Hassifa said: "l fear that he might yet blurt out some tumble of dirty
nonsense, to the detriment of your dignity." He produced a gleaming
dagger. "Let me cut out his tongue, at least. We will cauterize the wound
with a hot poker."

"No, no!" cried Umphred, now sweating. "l will say nothing to anyone!
My lips are sealed! | know a thousand secrets; all are immured forever!"

Aillas said to Yane: "Since he is a guest, | can take the matter no
farther. But if ever a rumor or hint of his folly be heard—"

"No need to threaten!" declared Umphred. "I have made a sad mistake,
which will never be repeated!"



FROM MIRALDRA'S MAIN GALLERY a portal opened into the great
hall. To either side of the opening stood a heroic marble statue, the pair
brought from the Mediterranean five centuries before. The statues
represented warriors of ancient Hellas, naked save for helmets, with short
swords and shields held in attitudes of attack.

King Casmir and Queen Sollace, after taking breakfast in their
chambers, strolled along the gallery, pausing now and again to examine
those objects of craft and virtue which across the years had been collected
by the kings of Troicinet.

Beside one of the marble statues stood a footman in the livery of
Miraldra, armed with a ceremonial halberd. As King Casmir and Queen
Sollace paused to examine the heroic figures, the footman made a signal to
King Casmir, who, turning his head, recognized that person whom he knew
as "Valdez".

King Casmir looked up and down the gallery, then stepped apart from
Queen Sollace and approached the footman. "So this is your vantage-
point!" he muttered. "l have often wondered!"

"You would not see me here today, had | not wished to speak with you. |
will no longer be coming to Lyonesse Town; my movements are attracting
notice among the fishermen."

"Oh?" King Casmir's voice was flat. "What will you do now?"

"l intend a quiet life in the country."

King Casmir, pretending interest in the statue, reflected a moment. "You
must come to Lyonesse Town one last time, that | may reward you properly
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We must see to something similar at Haidion."

"I would rather have a set of authentic relics for my church," mused
Queen Sollace.

King Casmir, lost in thought, spoke absent-mindedly: "Yes, yes, my
dear; so it shall be, just as you wish."

Events, in fact, were not going to King Casmir's satisfaction. When spies
left his employ, he liked to terminate the relationship in a definite manner,
so that they might never sell their services elsewhere, and perhaps apply
what they had learned to his detriment. . . . Slowly he became aware of
Queen Sollace's voice: "—so Father Umphred assures me, is to buy before
the need is recognized. He knows of three authentic splinters from the Holy
Cross that we could acquire at this moment for a hundred crowns apiece.
The Holy Grail itself is known to be somewhere about the Elder Isles, and
Father Umphred has had the opportunity to buy maps providing exact—"

Casmir demanded: "Woman, what are you talking about?"
"The relics for the cathedral, of course!"

"How can you talk of relics when the cathedral itself is no more than a
hallucination?"

Queen Sollace spoke with dignity. "Father Umphred declares that in
time the Holy Lord will surely bring you to grace."

"Ha. If the Holy Lord wants a cathedral so badly, let him build it himself."

"l shall so pray!"



The carrack, leaving the harbour, rose and fell to long swells from the
west. Casmir descended the companionway and retired to the main saloon.
He settled into the great chair and, gazing out the stern casements, mulled
over the events of the past few days.

Apparently, and for all to see, the visit had gone exactly to the precepts
of courtly etiquette. Still, despite the exchange of public compliments,
antipathy hung dark and heavy between the two kings.

The scope of this mutual dislike puzzled King Casmir: where was its
source? Casmir's memory for faces was exact; almost certainly he had
known King Aillas in other less amiable circumstances. Long years before,
Granice, then King of Troicinet, had visited Haidion at Lyonesse Town. His
company had included Aillas, then an obscure little princeling not even
reckoned in the line of royal succession. Casmir had barely noticed him.
Could this child have created so mordant an impression? Most unlikely;
Casmir, a practical man, wasted no emotion on trivial causes.

The mystery weighed on Casmir's mind, especially since he felt that
somewhere a significant portent awaited his knowing. Aillas' face slipped in
and out of mental focus, always pinched into an expression of cold hatred.
The background remained indistinct. A dream? A magic spell? Or simple
discord between the rulers of competing states?

The problem chafed at Casmir's nerves until finally he thrust it aside.
Still he gained no peace of mind. Everywhere obstacles worked to thwart
his ambition. . . . Ultimately, so Casmir told himself, these barriers must
break apart if only before the sheer brutal force of his will, but meanwhile
they carked at his patience and troubled the ease of his existence.

As King Casmir sat drumming his fingers along the arms of the chair
and reflecting upon the circumstances of his life, a quandary five years old
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afterwards?"

Persilian spoke no more. The mirror, with almost palpable malice,
reflected only Casmir's face, distorted and congested with annoyance.

Casmir had pondered the augury at length, especially when Suldrun
died after yielding a single child to the royal household: the unpredictable
and less than tractable Princess Madouc.

The Star Regulus arrived at Lyonesse Town. King Casmir and the royal
family, disembarking, stepped into a white double-sprung carriage drawn
by four unicorns with gilded horns. Father Umphred thought to jump nimbly
into the carriage, but was deterred by King Casmir's wordless glare.
Smiling a bland smile, Umphred hopped back to the ground.

The carriage rolled up the Sfer Arct to the portals of Haidion, where the
palace staff waited in ranks of formal welcome. King Casmir gave them
perfunctory nods and, entering the palace, repaired to his chambers and
immediately immersed himself in the business of his kingdom.

Two days later Casmir was approached by Doutain, his chief falconer.
Doutain tendered a small capsule. "My lord, a pigeon in lading has returned
to the west cote."

King Casmir, instantly interested, said: "Reward the little creature well,
with corn and millet!"

Doutain replied: "It has already been done, your Majesty, and done
welll"

"Good work, Doutain,” murmured King Casmir, his attention already
fixed upon the message. He unfolded the wisp of paper and read:
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read:
Your Highness:

For reasons beyond understanding | have been despatched to South
Ulfland, where my duties are unlikely to accord either with my disposition or
my inclination. This must, therefore, far the nonce, be my last
communication.

"Bah!" said King Casmir, and cast the message into the flames. He
threw himself down into his chair, and tugged at his beard. The two
messages: coincidence? Unlikely, though not impossible. Might Valdez
have betrayed the two? But Valdez had been denied knowledge of their
names.

Still, it was interesting that Valdez had retired at this particular juncture.
If he could be induced to return to Lyonesse, the truth might well be
ascertained.

Casmir grunted. Valdez was far too sly a fox to risk such a visit; though
the sheer fact of his visit would almost certainly prove his faith.

QUEEN SOLLACE HAD LONG BEEN CONVERTED to Christianity and
Father Umphred saw to it that her fervor remained fresh. Of late she had
become beguiled by the concept of sanctity; twenty times a day she
murmured to herself: "Holy Saint Sollace of Lyonesse!" And: "How fine it
sounds! The Cathedral of the Blessed Saint Sollace!"



"That decision must be affirmed by higher authority, but my influence
carries weight! When the bells ring loud across the land and paternosters
enrich the air, and King Casmir himself kneels before the altar to receive
my benediction, who would deny the style 'Sanctissima' to your name?"

"Sollace Sanctissima!' Yes! That is good! On this very day | will again
bring our business to the attention of the king!"

"What a victory when Casmir accepts the Gospel and comes to Jesus!
The whole kingdom must then follow his lead!"

Sollace pursed her lips. "We shall see, but let us try one victory at a
time. If | am truly sanctified, the world will rejoice at the news, and his
Majesty will be impressed!"

"Precisely so! One step must follow on another!"

During the evening, while Casmir stood with his back to the fire, Sollace
entered the chamber. Father Umphred came behind but modestly slipped
aside to stand in the shadows.

Queen Sollace, aglow with hope, swept across the chamber and after
exchanging civilities with the king, broached her concept of the noble
cathedral, with towers on high and bells tolling the message of salvation far
across the countryside. In her fervor she neglected to notice the narrowing
of Casmir's round blue eyes and the constriction of his mouth. She
described grandeur on a scale to amaze all Christendom: an edifice so
majestic and rich that Lyonesse Town must surely become a destination of
pilgrimage.

King Casmir, hearing nothing to please him, at last spoke out: "What
kind of wild talk is this? Has that fat priest been spewing nonsense again? |
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"Woman, have mercy! Can you imagine the cost of such an edifice?
Enough to bankrupt the kingdom, while the priest trots here and there,
smirking as he thinks how he has befuddled the King and Queen of
Lyonesse!"

"Not so, my lord! Father Umphred is known and respected in Rome
itself! His single goal is the advancement of Christendom!"

Casmir turned to kick the fire into a more active blaze. "I have heard of
these cathedrals: treasure-houses of gold and jewels wrung from the folk of
the land, who then cannot pay their taxes to the king."

Queen Sollace said wistfully: "Our land is wealthy! It could support such
a fine cathedral."

Casmir chuckled. "Tell the priest to bring me gold from Rome, some of
which | will spend on a fine church."

Sollace said with dignity: "Good night, my lord. | am retiring to my
chambers."

King Casmir bowed and turned back to the fire, and so failed to notice
the departure of Father Umphred from the room.

]

KING CASMIR'S FIRST URGENCY was to repair the damage done to

his intelligence network. One afternoon he went to a chamber in the old
wing of Haidion, in the squat Tower of Owls above the armoury. This room,
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*Oldebor liked to style himself: 'Chief Under-chamberlain in
Charge of Special Duties'.

"Bring him in."

Oldebor stepped forward into the room and gestured over his shoulder.
Two jailers, in black leather aprons and conical leather hats, jerked on a
chain and brought their prisoner stumbling into the room: a tall spare man
in his early maturity, wearing a soiled shirt and ragged pantaloons. Despite
his disheveled condition, the captive showed a notably good address; his
posture, indeed, seemed incongruously easy, under the circumstances,
and even a trifle contemptuous. In person, he was broad of shoulder,
narrow at the hip, with long strong legs and the hands of an aristocrat. His
hair, matted and dirty, was a thick black thatch; his eyes were clear hazel
under a low forehead. Wide cheekbones converged to a narrow jaw; a
high-bridged nose hooked over a bony chin. His skin, dark sallow-olive,
seemed to show a curious plum-colored undertone, as if from the close
flow of rich dark blood.

One of the jailers, annoyed by the captive's composure, jerked again at
the chain. "Show proper respect! You stand in the presence of the king!"

The captive nodded toward King Casmir. "Good day to you, sir."

King Casmir responded in an even voice: "Good day to you, Torqual.
How have you found your confinement?"

"Tolerable only, sir, and not for the fastidious."
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you may wait outside as well."

Oldebor protested. "Your Majesty, this is a desperate man, with neither
hopes nor qualms!"

King Casmir showed a faint chilly smile. "That is why he is here. Abide
in the corridor. Shalles is well able to protect me."

While Shalles turned the prisoner a dubious side-glance, the jailers
removed the chains, then, with Oldebor, withdrew to the corridor.

King Casmir pointed to benches. "Gentlemen, be seated. May | offer
you wine?"

Both Torqual and Shalles accepted cups of wine, and seated
themselves.

Casmir looked back and forth between the two, then said: "You are men
of different sorts; so much is clear. Shalles is the fourth son of the
honourable knight Sir Pellent-Overtree, whose estate includes three farms
of sixty-three acres in total. Shalles has learned the niceties of noble
behavior together with a taste for good food and wine, but so far has found
no means to indulge his yearnings. Torqual, of you | know little, but | would
learn more. Perhaps you will tell us something of yourself."

"With pleasure," said Torqual. "To begin with, | am the member of a
class which may well include a single individual: myself. My father is a duke
of Skaghahe; my lineage is longer than the history of the Elder Isles. My
tastes, like those of Sir Shalles, are nice; | prefer the best of everything.
While | am a Ska, | care not a fig for the Ska mystique. | have cohabited
freely and often with Underfolk women and bred a dozen hybrids; therefore
they call me a renegade.
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working up the Ska hierarchies, | became a brigand; | robbed and
murdered with the best. However, there is little wealth to be had in the
Ulflands, and so | came to Lyonesse.

"My plans were simple and innocent. As soon as | took enough gold and
silver to fill a wagon, | intended to become a robber baron of the Teach tac
Teach, and live out my life in relative seclusion.

"Through a freak of luck, | was trapped by your thief-takers. | now await
drawing and quartering, though | will be glad to consider any other program
your Majesty may see fit to propose."”

"Hm," said King Casmir. "Your execution is scheduled for tomorrow?"
"That is my understanding."

Casmir nodded and turned to Shalles. "What do you think of this
fellow?"

Shalles considered Torqual sidelong. "Obviously, he is a blackguard of
the deepest dye, with the conscience of a shark. At this moment he has
nothing to lose and so feels free to exercise his insouciance."

"What faith would you put in his word?"

Shalles dubiously cocked his head to the side. "It would depend upon
how far his self-esteem rides with his faith. | am sure the word 'honour’
means something different to him than it does to me or to you. | would trust
him better on a system of rewards after stipulated service. Still, if only from
caprice, Torqual might serve you well. He is clearly intelligent, energetic,
forthright, and despite his present condition, | would guess him to be
resourceful."
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Shalles considered. "Your Majesty, may | be frank?"
"Naturally."

"The task is dangerous. | am willing to serve you in this regard, at least
for a limited period, if the rewards are commensurate to the danger."

"What do you have in mind?"
"Full knighthood and a prosperous estate of at least two hundred acres."
King Casmir grunted. "You value yourself highly."

"Sir, my life, drab and insipid though it may seem to others, is the only
life given me to live."

"Very well; so it shall be. Torqual, what of you?"

Torqual laughed. "l accept, regardless of risk or your distrust, or
whatever the nature of the task, or whatever the reward."

King Casmir said dryly: "Essentially, | want you to establish yourself in
the highlands of South Ulfland and there wreak as much disorder as
possible, but only upon the forces cooperating with the Troice. You are to
make contact with other high-country barons and counsel disobedience,
insurrection and banditry similar to your own. Do you understand my
needs?"

"Perfectly! | accept your proposal with enthusiasm."



"Exactly so, sir, which is why | wish to define an upper limit upon my
service. The danger is very great in this game which you want me to play.
In short, | do not care to roam the moors until finally | am killed."

"Hm. How long a term do you suggest?"
"In view of the danger, a year seems long enough."
Casmir grunted. "In a year you will hardly learn the lay of the land."

"Sir, | can only do my best, and, remember, King Aillas will send out his
own spies. Once | am identified, my usefulness decreases."

"Hmf. | will think on it. Come before me tomorrow afternoon."”

Shalles rose to his feet, bowed and departed. Casmir turned to Torqual.
"Shalles may be somewhat too scrupulous for this sort of work. Still, he is
avaricious, which is a good sign. As for you, | am under no illusions. You
are a wolf's-head, a crafty murderer and a blackguard.”

Torqual grinned. "l also ravish women. Usually they cry and hold out
their arms when | leave them."

King Casmir, who was something of a prig in such matters, turned him a
cold stare. "I will provide you weapons and, at your option, a small
company of cutthroats. If you succeed well, and, like Shalles, desire a life
of rustic gentility, | will also find for you a suitable estate. So | hope to
guarantee your faith. You have reason to serve me well."

Torqual smiled. "Why not? As scoundrels go, we are a pair."
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reason, of course."

The jailers came into the room. "Are we not to see the colour of his
guts? He is the worst of the worst!"

"And a Ska, to boot!" declared the other. "I hoped to work the knife
myself!"

"Another time," said King Casmir. "Torqual has been assigned to
dangerous work in the service of the state.”

"Very well, your Majesty. Come along, dog-dirt."

Torqual fixed the jailer with a cool stare. "Jailer, take care! | am soon to
be free and in the king's service. On a whim | might seek you out; then we
shall see who does good work with the knife!"

King Casmir made an impatient gesture. "Enough of this!" He looked to
the jailers, now subdued and uneasy: "You have heard Torqual's remarks;

if | were you, | would henceforth use him with courtesy."

"Sire, it shall be as you command. Torqual, come; we spoke in jest.
Tonight you shall drink wine and eat roast fowl."

King Casmir smiled his wintry smile. "Oldebor, in two days | will again
see Torqual."

Chapter 5
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stars, planets and constellations, and ponder a variety of cosmological
theories. Dhrun would attend a school of military science, where he would
learn the skill of weapons, and the strategies of warfare. Glyneth and Dhrun
both would attend classes in the courtly arts, which included dancing,
declamation, music and the proprieties.

Both Glyneth and Dhrun, had their preferences been heeded, would
have accompanied Aillas to South Ulfland. Not so with Lords Maloof and
Pirmence, each of whom had advanced a dozen reasons why he should
not be plucked so rudely from his familiar routines.

To Maloof s protests Aillas made the response: "l| appreciate your
concern for the work which will be interrupted, but your talents are more
urgently needed in South Ulfland; this is where you may best serve king
and country."

"My skills are complex and sophisticated," grumbled Maloof. "Any clerk
can weigh up broad-beans and count out onions."

"You still do not understand the scope of our project! | will want an
inventory of every estate in the land, so that we know its extent and
resources, and—no less important—the acreage unoccupied, unclaimed,
wild or in dispute. You will direct a staff of surveyors, cartographers and
clerks to research the existing records."

Lord Maloof stood limp. "That is a monumental task!"
"Naturally the work will not be accomplished in a day, but it is only the

beginning. | will expect you to establish and regulate an exchequer for
South Ulfland. Third—"
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clever man such as yourself needs challenge to develop his full potential,
and also to keep him out of mischief. South Ulfland with its intransigent
barons and threatening Ska offers a hundred such challenges!"

"But | know nothing, and want to know nothing, of troubles and conflicts
and war! | am a man of peace!"

"And | no less! But even men of peace must learn to fight. The world is
often brutal, and not everyone shares our ideals. Therefore, you must be
prepared to defend yourself and your loved ones, or reconcile yourself to
slavery."

"I prefer to reason, to proffer kind counsel, to ameliorate and to
compromise!"

"As a preliminary and tentative policy, these activities are useful!" said
Aillas. "If we behave reasonably, our conscience is clear! Then, should
decency fail and the tyrants attack, we can lop off their heads with
righteous zest."

"l have few skills along these lines," said Maloof in a bleak voice.
"Now then, Maloof: do not underestimate yourself! You are sturdy and
deft, if a trifle overweight. After a few brisk campaigns, you will gallop your

horse and brandish your battle-axe with as much fury as any!"

"Bah!" grumbled Maloof. "I am not the hell-for-leather bravo you take me
for. | will waste my life in this dour wilderness."

"Never! You may use well this life of yours in South Ulfland, but we will
find scope for all your skills: perhaps in the suppression of espionage. You
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Pirmence performed a courtly bow, and would have considered the matter
closed had not Aillas called him back.

"Lord Pirmence, your abnegation does you credit. However, | assure
you that honour sufficient for all will be won on the moors of South Ulfland!"

"That is good to hear!" declared Lord Pirmence. "But alas! You forget
my advancing years! | have enemies, yes: pangs and aches, failing vision,
asthma, toothlessness and senile cachexis; but they are no longer cruel
knights, ogres, Goths and Moors. | intimately know the ague, gout,
rheumatism and palsy. If truth be known, | am almost ready to creep away
to Castle Lutez, to wrap myself in eiderdowns and quiet my roaring
digestion with a diet of curds and gruel."

Aillas said soberly: "Lord Pirmence, | am greatly distressed to hear of
your decrepitude."

"Alas! It is an end to which we all must come!"

"So | am led to believe. Incidentally, are you aware that a person who
bears a striking resemblance to yourself roams the coarser districts of
Domreis? No? He does your reputation no credit! Recently, close on
midnight, | happened to look into the Green Star Inn and there | saw this
person with one foot on a bench, the other on a table, brandishing high a
tankard of ale and trolling a mighty stave; meanwhile he clasped one of the
tavern wenches with an iron grip. His whiskers were exactly like your own
and he seemed to enjoy almost an excess of exuberant good health."

"How | envy the man!" murmured Lord Pirmence. "I wonder at his
secret!"
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tact with boors and bog-trotters. With the best will in the world | will surely
do our cause a disservice."

"0Odd," mused Aillas. "l was told that you have recently become expert in
the field of secret diplomacy!"

Lord Pirmence pursed his lips, pulled at his mustache, and looked
toward the ceiling. "Hum, ha! Not quite true! Still— when duty calls | must
ignore all else and leap into the breach."

"That is the response | expected from you," said Aillas.

An hour before the flotilla's departure, Aillas came down to the jetty to
find Shimrod lounging against a stack of bales. Aillas stopped short. "What
are you doing here?"

"I have been waiting for you to appear."

"Why did you not show yourself in Miraldra? | sail on the tide for South
Ulfland!"

"No difficulty there. | will accompany you, if | may."
"Aboard the ship? To Ys?"
"That is my hope."

"Naturally you may come." Aillas scrutinized Shimrod keenly. "l sense a
mystery here. Why your sudden yearning for the hinterlands?"

"The city Ys? Hardly a hinterland.”



PROPELLED BY FAIR WINDS and riding sunny blue seas, the ships
from Troicinet made a pleasant voya