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Chapter One

Lord Hanner was panting dightly as he hurried across the plazatoward the red stone bridge that led into
the Palace. Hed had along, busy day and had been moving a a constant fast walk for over amile, his
bones carrying more weight than they should, so it was no surprise that his bresthing was abit heavy as
he trotted across the brick pavement.

Perhaps that was why the stench of decay risng from theGrand Cand , which he had scarcely noticed
when he set out that morning, hit him so strongly. That the tide was now out, so that the water level inthe



sea-fed cand was afoot or two lower than it had been when he left, might aso have contributed.

Whatever the cause, his steps dowed, and he swallowed hard. The reek of dead fish and rotting
vegetation was overpowering- and hardly appropriate for the immediate environs of the seat of the city's
government and the official residence of the overlord of Ethshar of the Spices. The golden marble of the
palace walls glowed beautifully in thelight of the setting sun; the dark red brick of the plaza
complemented it nicely; the sky above was alovey blue streaked with pink and white wisps of
cloud-and the whole scene stank like an ill-kept fishmarket. The city's usud smells of smoke, spices, and
people were completely smothered.

The guards on the bridge and the well-dressed strollersin the square did not appear troubled by the
sméll, but there were not quite as many strollers as Manner would have expected at thishour on a
beautiful summer day.

Thislovey afternoon was the fourth day of Summerheat; so far this year the month had not lived up to its
name, and the weather was mild. Hanner was swesting, histunic sticking to his back, but from exertion,
not the day's hest.

Hanner waved ahand in front of hisnose, trying unsuccessfully to dispel the odor, as he kept walking,
more dowly now, toward the bridge. "Confound it," he muttered to himsdlf. " Someone's not doing hisjob
here"

Hetried to remember who wasin charge of seeing that the canal was cleaned regularly; wouldn't that be
the respongbility of Clurim, Lord of the Household-and, not incidentally, one of the overlord's younger
brothers? Or was there some other, lesser officia whose job description specifically included handling
such things as seeing that the cand was cleaned?

Hanner couldn't remember. He was aresident of the Palace and a hereditary noble, so hewas
acquainted with mogt of the city's officiads and functionaries, but right now he could not think who was
responsiblefor the regular purification of theGrand Candl .

Uncle Faran would know, of course; the smplest thing for Hanner to do would be to mention it to him.
In fact, the chances were good that Lord Faran had aready noticed the stench, and that the magicians
who would perform the purification spells were dready on their way. After al, Faran'swindows, likedl
the windows in the Palace, overlooked the candl.

That did assume, of course, that Lord Faran hadn't allowed himself to be so distracted by other matters
that he was ignoring his surroundings and leaving such minor mundane detail s unattended. Hanner
catanlyhoped his uncle wasn't shirking his duties while he once again pursued his obsesson-or rather
while he waited for Hanner to pursueit.

Ethshar could ill afford to have Lord Faran, chief advisor to Lord Azrad the Sedentary, neglecting his
duties, since the overlord had long since turned most of the city's day-to-day administration over to his
chief advisor.

Hanner picked up his pace again, trotting across the bridge without a glance at the ssonework, barely
nodding at the guards on either Sde.

"Who comes..." one began, lifting his ceremonia spear; then he recognized Lord Hanner and let the
spear fall back into place.



In the palace entryway Hanner had to stop and wait impatiently while the additiona guards there went
through their rigmarole of signs and countersigns before opening the door. The captain watched his men,
but remarked, "A pleasure to see you, Lord Hanner."

Hanner did not deign to reply, though he did wave an acknowledgment. He had spent the entire day
roaming the city and talking to strangers, at hisuncle's orders, and he redlly did not want to talk to
anyone e se just now-not that the captain, a man named Vengar, was another stranger; he wasthe
commander of the guard detachment ingde the Palace, and Hanner had known him dightly when Vengar
was gtill alieutenant, since before Hanner himself was old enough for breeches.

At last the soldiersinside acknowledged that the person requesting admission wasn't an invader and
swung open the heavy, iron-bound doors. “Thank you," Hanner said as he hurried past them into the
centrd hallway.

That passage was twenty feet wide and twenty-five feet high, floored with tessellated marble and hung
with rich tapestries, and it led directly to the ornately worked golden doors of the overlord'smain
audience chamber. Hanner barely even glanced at that display of grandeur; instead he immediately turned
right and stepped through asmall wooden door into one of Lord Clurim's offices. There he merely waved
to the clerk at the desk before proceeding on through, emerging into anarrow corridor and heading for
his own family's quarters.

Had Lord Clurim been present Hanner would have mentioned the smdll, but he knew from unhappy
experience that telling the clerk would result not in a prompt cleaning, but in assorted messages
wandering about the building, accomplishing nothing but the annoyance of other clerks.

Hanner wound hisway through amaze of passages and antechambers and two flights of stairs before
arriving, findly, at Lord Faran's partments-the gpartments Hanner and histwo sisters had shared with
their uncle since their mother's death two years before. He paused at the door to catch his breath, then
sraightened his silk-trimmed tunic, opened the door, and stepped into Lord Faran's Sitting room.

His uncle was standing there, resplendent in afine cloak of dark green velvet that hardly seemed
appropriate to the season, while Hanner's sister Lady Alris, wearing afaded blue tunic and
dark-patterned skirt, sat in the window seat, ignoring the beautiful weeather beyond the glass as she
glowered a Hanner and Faran. Their other sgter, Lady Nerra, was not in Sight.

Lord Faran's cloak was clearly for appearance, not warmth. Faran was, as always, elegant and graceful;
and as always, Hanner was reminded of his own shorter stature and heavier build. Hewas not, he
frequently told himsdlf, actudlyfat, but he was definitdly well rounded-quite unlike his trim, handsome
uncle. Hanner had taken after hislong-vanished father's side of the family.

Lord Faran spoke before Hanner could. "Ah, Hanner," he said. "I have adinner engagement, so | can't
pare more than amoment just now, but | must know if you learned anything important.”

"l noticed that the candl stinks," Hanner blurted.
Faran smiled wryly. "I'll seetoit beforel leave" hesad. "Anything else?"

"Not redlly," Hanner admitted. "1 interviewed almost a dozen magicians, and none of them reported any
threats or abuse from the Wizards Guild."

"Y ou asked Mother Perréa?'



"I spoke to her and her partner,” Hanner said. "Sheinssted that it was her own decision to limit hersalf
to witchcraft and not accept her father's post as magistrate. The Guild's rules had nothing to do with it.”

"Either that or she was sufficiently terrified that even now she won't spesk of it," Faran said, frowning.
"Shedidn't appear at al nervous," Hanner said.

"You'll havetotdl memorelater," Faran said. "If I'm to chastise Lord Clurim for the sate of the cana
and still reach my destinationin time, | can't spare another second here.”

"What's her name?' Hanner asked, smiling as he stepped aside.
"Ida, | think," Faran replied, hisfrown vanishing. Then he swirled past Hanner and was gone.

Hanner listened to the footsteps retreating down the hallway for amoment before closing the door. Then
he turned to Alris.

"He's off again,” Alrissaid before Hanner could speak. "As usua. He spends more nights away than he
doeshere”

Hanner knew that was, a most, only adight exaggeration. "It's not our businessif he does," he said.
"Y ou can say that because he's never dragged you along,” Alrissaid. "Heinssts| have tomeet people.”
""He sends me out to meet them on my own, instead,” Hanner said. "I don't see that as much better."

"Y ou don't have to stand there looking innocent while the great man seduces some poor woman who's
dazzled by histitle." She picked at aloose thread on her skirt and said, "I don‘twant to meet people.”

"Have you ever told Uncle Faran that?'

"Of course | have! But he doesn't pay any attention.” She looked up from the thread. "Y ou'll get to meet
hislatest conquest.”

"l will?'

"He told methis one wants to see the inside of the Palace, so helll probably be bringing her up here.”
"And hell probably want usto stay out of theway," Hanner said. " She won't be coming to meetus.”
"Which isagood thing. She's probably stupid. Most of them are.”

Hanner did not want to argue about their uncle'staste in women, so he attempted to change the subject.
"Where's Nerra?' he asked.

Alris gestured toward the passage to their bedchambers. "In there somewhere," she said. "She and Mavi
were talking about clothes again, and | got bored.”

"Mavi's here?' Hanner tried not to sound too pleased. While he generaly didn't think much of hissisters
friends, Mavi of Newmarket was an exception. Nerrahad met her while shopping for fabricsin the Old



Merchants Quarter, and the two had quickly become close; Hanner admired Mavi's generosity of spirit
and lively interest in dmost everything. And her fine features, charming smile, shapely figure, and long
lustrous hair didn't lower Manner's opinion abit.

Alrisnodded. "She'sboring,” shesaid. "Like Nerra"

Hanner grimaced. Alriswas thirteen and thought everything was boring.

Or amost everything; like Uncle Faran, she was fascinated with magic. She had tried for monthsto
convince Faran to gpprentice her to amagician, but he had refused, on the grounds that she might well
inherit or marry into an important position in the government of the Hegemony of the Three Ethshars-but
that she could not take such apogtion if she wereamagician.

Hanner suspected that Uncle Faran might well intend to marry Alris off to some important politician, as

much for his own advancement as hers; as Alris said, she and Nerra were often taken along on Faran's
travels, while Hanner never was.

Any such intention got no support from Alris herself. She had argued that she didn'twant agovernment
position or aprestigious marriage, but as usua their uncle had prevailed, and now that she was six weeks
past her thirteenth birthday she wastoo old to be properly apprenticed to anyone, magician or otherwise.
So now she spent her time moping around the Palace, being bored and disagreesble.

"Y ou were talking to magicians al day, weren't you?' Alris demanded.

"Most of it, yes," Hanner agreed. "Three witches, atheurgist, two sorcerers, and four different wizards."
"Did any of them show you any magic?'

"Not redly," Hanner lied. One sorcerer and two of the wizards had shown him anumber of spellsand

talismans, and one of the witches had read his mind and offered to heal some of the discomfort in his
oul.

Hanner did not have any discomfort he wanted cured, so he had refused the offer. He suspected that
whatever he might have cluttering up his soul was the result of his dissatisfaction with hisown actions, and
he wanted that |eft intact, to give him incentive to do better in the future.

"I'll bet they did," Alrissaid envioudy. "You just aren't admitting it."

Before Hanner could reply he heard footsteps; he turned to see Nerraand Mavi emerging from Nerras
bedchamber.

Nerrawasfive years younger than Hanner's twenty-three years, five years older than Alris, and like her
shblingsalittle shorter than average. While not as stocky as Hanner, she was definitely heavier than Alris.

Mavi, on the other hand, was an inch or so taller than Hanner, and shaped very nicely indeed, in
Hanner's opinion-though of course he would never daretdll her so.

"I thought | heard your voice,” Nerrasaid. "Has Uncle Faran gone?’

"Hejust |€ft," Hanner replied.



"Does he dll think the Wizards Guild is plotting to take over the World?!
Hanner sighed. " Something like that," he admitted.

" Arethey plotting to take over the World?' Mavi asked with ady smile. "Have you found any evidence
of their dire schemes?"

"They'reenforcing their rules, just asthey dways have," Hanner said wearily. "No mixing different sorts
of magic. No mixing magic and government.”

"It'sstupid,” Alris said from the window. "Why should they care?"

"They don't want anyone getting too powerful,” Hanner explained, as he had severd times before-but
never in Mavi's hearing, which waswhy he continued. "After dl, somewizardslivefor centuries-if the
overlord wereto live that long, who knows what he might do?!

Mavi and Nerralooked at each other, then burst out laughing. Hanner blushed. "Notour overlord,” he
said. "l don't think Lord Azrad the Sedentary would ever get much done no matterhow long helived. But
imagineif thefirst Lord Azrad were still dive, and had had two hundred years ..."

"What if hehad?' Alrisdemanded. "What busnessisit of the Guild's?l wouldn't mind if old Azrad the
Great were dill running thingd™

"Uncle Faran would mind,” Nerrasaid. "He couldn't order everyone around the way he doesif Azrad
the Great were the overlord.”

"Who cares?' Alrissaid. "The overlord is Sixty-seven. Someday he's going to choke to death on a
fishbone or something, and then Azrad the Y ounger will be Azrad V11, and hell probably throw Uncle
Faran out anyway. They don't like each other very much.”

"And suppose that the overlord had some sort of magic that would let him live for hundreds of
yearswhat would Azrad the Y ounger do?' Hanner asked. "Justwait?"

"He might just find another job," Mavi suggested.
"Or he might hireawizard or ademonologist to assassinate hisfather.”
"Lord Azrad wouldn't do that," Nerra protested.

"He cant," Alrissaid. "The Wizards Guild would kill any magician who agreed to nate a
government officid.”

"But were assuming the Guild isn't enforcing their rules anymore," Hanner said.

"Itsstupid,” Alrissaid. "It'sa stupid assumption, because theyare enforcing their stupid rules, and Uncle
Faran can't make them change that.”

"And thisisastupid argument,” Nerrasaid. "I'm hungry-isthe overlord dining in state tonight?"

"| don't think s0," Hanner said.



"Then let's go down to the kitchens and get oursel ves some supper. | don't want to eat here, and
besides, Uncle Faran would probably rather we aren't here when he brings his current woman in.”

"True enough,” Hanner agreed. He looked longingly at the couch by the wall-his feet hurt, and he would
have liked to rest them briefly-but turned and led the way to the door. He was as hungry as Nerra, and
he could rest hisfeet when they got to the kitchens-three flights down and a hundred yards to the west,
benegth the grest hall.

The vast and cavernous kitchens were swarming with servants and courtiers, preparing, transporting,
and consuming avariety of fine foods. One table was roped off, with a guard standing nearby-that was
where the master chef was making the overlord's dinner.

The overlord wastraditionaly expected to dinein the great audience hall, with hisfamily and courtiers
gathered about him, but Azrad VI had never wanted to put that much effort into his medls; he preferred
to eat in his apartments with afew close advisors-usualy his brothers and Lord Faran, if Faran was
around. That |eft the other occupants of the Palace free to make their own arrangements.

Lord Faran often dined el sewhere, in the mansions of variousimportant figures or the homes of various
women, but Hanner's ssterswere only rarely invited, and Hanner himsdf even less often. Helping
themsalves from the stocks of food in the kitchens had become commonplace.

The party of four collected aroasted hen, abottle of Aldagmor wine, and aplateful of vegetables and
swest ralls, then found themselves a quiet corner and settled cross-legged on the floor. There they ate,
chatted, and watched the bustle around them. Hanner noticed buckets of offal being dumped out a
window into the cana and remarked, "There's one reason the water stinks.”

"It certainly does gtink, doesn't it?' Mavi said. " think the last cleaning spell didn't work properly.”

"You can't trust magic,” Nerrasaid. "It'sunrdigble. At least, Uncle Faran saysitis."

Alrissnorted derigvely.

"Maybe that's another reason the Wizards Guild wantsto keep magic and government separate,” Mavi
sad.

Hanner shook hishead. "I don't think that'sit,” he said. "Wizardry isn't any lessreliable than anything
e redly.”

"That'swizardry," Nerrasaid. "What about the other mag-icks? Uncle Faran is obsessed withall of
them, even if it'sthe wizardswho particularly annoy him."

"The Guild doesn't wantany magicks combined,” Alrissaid.

"Butiswizardry lessreliable?' Mavi asked. "'l hadn't heard that."

Hanner turned up apam. "I think it depends what you want to do," he said. "The theurgists certainly
don't clam to beinfdlible, and plenty of prayers go unanswered, but they dways seem to be able to get

certain things done. | never saw anyone die of afever in atheurgist's care.”

A sudden brief slencefdl, and Hanner realized what he had just said. Nerraand Alrisstared &t himin



slent shock, but Mavi asked, "How many people have you seen die of fevers anywhere?"

"Ourmother,™ Nerrasaid angrily, shoving her plate asde. "He saw our mother waste away with afever.
And the magicianswouldn't help because shewas Lady lllira, Lord Faran's sster. They would have used
their spellsfor a shopkeeper or asailor or even some stinking beggar from the Hundred-Foot Field, but
anyone with ahereditary title or tiesto the overlord, no-the wizards wouldn't dlow it." She glanced at
Alris, who looked down at her own supper and picked at a chicken bone.

"That's another reason Uncle Faran's obsessed with magic,” Hanner said quietly.

"I'm doneegting,” Nerrasaid, getting to her feet. "I'm going.”

"I'll comewith you," Alrissaid, putting her own plate on thefloor.

"Butl'm not finished!" Mavi protested.

Nerradidn't answer; she ssomped off, with Alris close behind, leaving Hanner and Mavi seated on the
flagstones.

"I'm sorry," Hanner said. "I wasn't thinking. | should have known better than to remind them about
Mother."

"Wel, it didn't botherme™ Mavi said. "My mother'saive and well. But itwas abit..."
"Tactless?'

"Something likethat..."

"Insengitive?"

"Maybe..."

"Unbdievably supid?’

"| think that describesit, yes" Mavi said, smiling.

"I'm good at that," Hanner said. "I never know what to say, or when to keep my mouth shut. That's one
reason I'm still my uncle's errand boy, insteed of holding apost in my ownright.”

"Y ou could do worse than be an assistant to the overlord's chief advisor.”

Hanner grimaced. "And asthat advisor's nearest surviving kin, | ought to be able to do better. Uncle
Faran aways knows what to say."

"Y our uncle's had twenty years of experiencein government.”
Hanner had no good reply to that. He picked up his remaining piece of chicken.

Thetwo of them finished their meal in companionable silence. When both had eaten their fill and wiped
or licked away thelast of the grease, Hanner frowned.



"l don't know whether Nerrawould want to see you again yet," he said.
"| should be getting homein any case" Mavi said.

"I don't think Nerrawill want to see me, ether, and I'd enjoy awak," Hanner found himself saying, even
though hisfeet were ill dightly sore from the day's excursions. "May | escort you home?”

"I'd be honored," Mavi sad.

Chapter Two

Hanner and Mavi werein no hurry asthey made their way out of the Palace, acrossthe plaza, and
upArena Street into theNew City . Thetorches and lanternsin the gateways and intersections provided
plenty of light, but the daytime crowds had thinned to amost nothing; the dust of the sireets had settled
and the night breezes, blowing south from the sea, were salty and pleasantly cool-though theGrand Cana
gtill stank. Once they had gone afew blocks that smell faded, and they dowed even more.

They paused in front of one of the larger mansions and admired the fountains and statuary visible through
the wrought-iron fence. Hanner found himsdlf holding Mavi's hand and serioudy considering kissing her.

But then she pulled away to point out a particular piece of sculpture, the marble figure of adeeping cat,
and the opportunity had passed.

"Do you think that might have been aredl cat once?' she asked.
"Why would anyone petrify acat?' Hanner asked.

"For practice, maybe?' Mavi suggested. "Or for revenge against the cat's owner? If you're asking that,
then why would anyone carve an image of acat?"

"Toputinhisyard, likethat," Hanner said, gesturing at the little Satue.

"Ithink some magician did it for practice before setting out to avenge some dight by turning ahuman to
sone"

"If it was just for practice, wouldn't the wizard have broken the spell afterward?' Hanner asked.

"Are petrifaction spellsreversble?’



"Some are, ome arent,” Hanner admitted. "Wizards usudly cal the reversible spdls 'superior,’ and the
irreversible ones'irreversible,’ so | think they prefer the onesthat aren't necessarily permanent.”

"l suppose," Mavi admitted, her heed tilted thoughtfully as she studied the cat. "But maybe this particular
wizard didn't know the superior ones. Or his vengeance failed and his enemy killed him before he could
undo it." She frowned. "Would the magician have to be awizard?'

"Ithink s0," Hanner said. "A theurgist wouldn't do something like that, and | never heard of witches
doing anything that unnaturd. | suppose there might be some way for asorcerer or demon-ologist to do
it, but | never heard of such athing.”

Mavi turned and looked at him curioudy. "Why do you know so much about magic? | thought you said
your family wasn't alowed to sudy it!"

"We aren't dlowed touse it," Hanner corrected her. "Thelords of Ethshar are not permitted to learn
magic, nor to use magic for our persona benefit-though of course we're freeto hire magiciansif it'sfor
thecity's benefit, or el se the whole government would fal apart. But we can learnabout magic dl we
please, and that'swhat | do, ever since my mother died-1 talk to magiciansfor my uncle. He's obsessed
with magic, and whenever he's not actively working on the overlord's business or chasing women, he's
out trying to learn everything he can about it." He Sghed. "And when heis busy with hiswomen or the
overlord's business, | go out and try to learn about magicfor him."

"It sounds exciting."
"Itisnt, redly."
"Oh," Mavi said. "Isit at least interesting, then?"

"Sometimes," Hanner said. He was not entirely comfortable with the subject. He gave the stone cat a
find glance, then stepped away from the fence and said, "Come on."

They moved on down the block and turned | eft ontoEast Street , leaving the fine houses and spacious
yards of theNew City for the ancient, cramped buildings of the Old. Neither of them wasinclined to
linger in theOldCity nor to speak openly there, but amerefifth of amile brought them to the massive
stone levee at the upper end of theOldCanal , and beyond that they were in Fishertown.

"Now, why doesn't that canal smell as bad as the other?' Hanner asked when they were safely clear of
the forbidding streets of theOldCity and surrounded by the ordinary homes and shops of Fishertown.

"Better drainage, perhaps?' Mavi suggested. "And the odor's none too swest, at that."

"Hmph." It annoyed Hanner that theOldCand , which divided Fishertown from theOldCity , somehow
contrived to not stink anywhere near as strongly as theGrand Cand that surrounded the overlord's palace
and connected it to the sea

The two ambled on through Fishertown and intoNewmarket , where they turned ontoCarpenter Street
and found Mavi's home, anarrow three-story stone house wedged tightly between two other smilar

sructures.

Despite the address her father was not a carpenter at all, but adeder in tools and weapons who, among



other things, provided the city guard with their spears. Mavi's mother worked as bookkeeper in the
family business, and Mavi managed the household. Nerrahad explained al thisto Hanner when shefirst
realized her brother'sinterest in the subject.

Hanner had not been here before, though. He stopped in the middle of the street when Mavi pointed out
her home. He had been holding her hand again; now hereleased it and said, "Well, thereyou are," ashe
looked up at the house.

The stone was weathered, but had been finely polished once. The broad window lintels were carved
with floral designs that might once have been brightly painted, though it was hard to be surein thedim
light from the torches at the corner. An oil lamp shone from one front window, but the walls were thick
enough, the window deeply set enough, that little of that light reached the lintels. Brackets that had once
held heavy shutters now supported pairs of copper chimesinstead, chimes that occasiondly rang a soft
note in the gentle sea breeze.

Two broad stone steps led up to the front door, which was painted dark green and trimmed with black
iron. A small niche beside the door had probably held a shrine once, but was now decorated with a pot
of flowers,

All indl, Hanner thought it was afine example of atraditiona Ethsharitic home, but onethat had
changed with the times rather than being carefully preserved.

"Thank you for walking me home," Mavi said. Then, to Han-ner's pleased surprise, she kissed him
before turning and hurrying to her parents door.

Hanner stood in the Street for amoment after Mavi had vanished into the house, savoring the memory of
that kiss.

He had been kissed before, but not by Mavi. He had not been entirely sure until this moment that she
reciprocated hisinterest in her.

It wasn't unreasonable, hetold himsdlf. After dl, Mavi came from afamily of tradespeople, comfortable
but far from truly rich; amatch with alord, even one so unimportant as himsdlf, would surely be seen asa
step up the socid ladder. And hewasn't actively repulsive, even if he didn't have one-twdfth hisuncle's
charm.

And maybe sheredly liked him.

Hefdt considerably younger than his twenty-three years as he stood there staring at the closed green
door of Mavi'shome. He hadn't been serioudy shy around women since he was sixteen or seventeen, but
somehow Mavi brought back the uncertainties of adolescence.

Did thismean hewasfaling in love, perhaps?

That seemed slly, but he had to admit the possibility.

He aso had to admit that his feet were hurting badly. It wastime to limp home to bed. The sun had set
hours ago, the streets were almost deserted, and Uncle Faran had undoubtedly had hisway with Isia, or

whatever her name was, by now.

He looked up at the sky. Wisps of cloud obscured most of the stars and turned the black of night to a



dull dark gray, making it impossible to judge the exact time. The lesser moon waslow in the east, but
Manner could not remember when it was dueto rise and set.

A shooting star burned its way across the heavens, from southwest to northeast, as he watched-an
extraordinarily big, bright one, he thought. He wondered whether it was natural or the result of somefiery
spell; perhapsit was no star at dl, but awizard flying somewhere.

Whatever it was, it was not his concern. He sighed, turned, and began trudging back toward the Palace.
He had just reached the corner where he turned fromCarpenter Street ontoNewmarket Street when he
stumbled and gasped. He did not knowwhy he had sumbled; hefdt asif something had struck him, but

nothing had. He had a momentary sensation of heat and smothering, but it passed-and he had no timeto
think about it, redlly, before the screaming began.

He straightened up, his eyes wide. Severd voices were screaming somewhere in the distance-at least
four or five, perhgps more. They had al begun smultaneoudly, at the exact instant he had gasped.

Something crashed somewhere far off; he heard glass breaking and heavy thingsfaling.
Mostly, though, he heard the screaming.

Then, ashetried to determine which direction the screams were coming from, they stopped, one by
one-and asthey did he redlized they had come from severd different directions.

Half a dozen voices scattered al over Fishertown andNewmarket had begun screaming smultaneoudly.
No single natura shock could have caused that.

"Magic," Hanner said. He remembered the shooting star he had seen moments before and wondered
whether there was a connection. He frowned. He hoped that this wasn't the beginning of trouble.

He couldn't think of any particular spellsthat would have caused it, but magic-especialy wizardry and
demonology-could be unpredictable.

He looked up at the sky, but there were no more shooting stars. He did see several dark shapes moving
in the distance-large night birds, perhaps, or wizards flying on some errand. He couldn't judge their sze
well inthe darkness.

And it was then he heard the shattering of glass, much closer a hand than before, and renewed
screaming, from somewhere ahead and to the right. He broke into atrot, despite his sore feet, and
steered toward the sound.

Someone might need hishelp.




Chapter Three

Lord Faran sat bolt upright in his bed, gasping for air, eyes wide and staring into the dark; he fought
down an urge to scream, and instead found himself coughing uncontrollgbly.

The woman beside him rolled over and raised hersdf up on her elbows. "Fari?' she asked. "Areyou dl
right?’

Hetried to wave her away, but he was coughing too hard to complete the gesture; nonetheless she
rolled away again, and in fact tumbled out of bed onto the floor.

The braided rug provided little cushioning, and the bedroom floor was stone. "Ow!" she exclaimed.

Faran had no time to worry about the woman's clumsiness- he barely remembered her name. (Isa, a
part of hismind reminded him, and she hadn't been at dl clumsy an hour or two ago.) He stared at the
window, where the glow of the city, the stars, and the lesser moon filtered dimly through the lace curtains,
and tried to cam himsdlf.

The coughing tapered off.

The dream that had awakened him had beenimportant -he knew that, he hadfelt it, unmistakably. It had
been not merely important, buturgent, asno natura dream could be. It must have been magic.

Faran had experienced magica dreams before, when wizards had used one version or another of the
Spell of Invaded Dreams to send him messages, and he had always remembered the gist of them after
awakening-it was, he had assumed, part of the spell, since they wouldn't be much use as a means of
communication otherwise. Thistime, though, his memory was vague and confused, as it might be after an
ordinary nightmare,

He remembered that he had been falling, and something had been burning him, there had been fire and
rushing air, and then all motion had stopped and he had been trapped somehow, and throughout there
had been pain and terror ... but it was dl ajumble. Theimages he could recall were dl distorted. He
could not bring back any faces, nor even any totems-al he could remember seeing were flames and
clouds and stone.

He knew that whoever had sent the dream wanted him, Lord Faran, todo something, to go somewhere
and do something as soon as possible-but he had no ideawhere, or what he should do, or who had sent
it.

If thiswas the Spell of Invaded Dreams, it had gone wrong somewhere.

He wondered whether perhaps this was some other sort of magic entirely, one of thelessrdiable
sorts-witchcraft or sorcery, perhaps, or even herbalism or one of the really minor schools like science or

spiritism or ritua dance. He couldn't see how it could be theurgy-if agod sent him adream, hewasfairly
certain he would know it. The gods might be whimsical and subtle, but thisdidn't seem to betheir style,



Demonology, perhaps-could demons send dreams? If they could, they might well produce atangled,
ambiguous messlikethis.

"That wasn't very nice," Isasaid, climbing back into the bed.
"What wasn't?" Faran asked, startled from his thoughts.

"Shoving me out of bed likethat," ISareplied. "Y ou could have just waved me away, and | wouldn't
have bothered you."

"Shoving you?' Faran looked at her, astonished but not alowing it to show on hisface. "Did | shove
you?"

"Oh, no, why, of course not! | just dove out of bed onto hard stone and bruised my shoulder on a
whim." She glared a him, then whirled and reached for the shift she had left draped on anearby chair.

"My dear, my dear, |am sorry," he said-not that he was actualy sorry, but aman in his position should
not make enemies, no matter how trivia, unnecessarily. "1 was caught up in the dream that awvakened
rreIl

"A dream?What kind of dream?" She paused, the shift in her hand, eyeing him suspicioudy, her mouth
drawninto atight line.

Hedlowed himsdf apuzzled smile. "Do you know, | can't remember!" hesaid. "A nightmare, | think-1
believeit wastrying to scream that started me coughing. And | redly didn't mean to shoveyou, ISal
hadn't even redlized | had doneit." In fact, he was quite sure he had not touched her-yet she was clearly
convinced he had pushed her out of the bed. He watched for any sign of a softening in her anger, and
when he saw her thinned lipsrelax dightly he leaned over and kissed her lightly on her bare shoulder-he
couldn't reach her cheek without stretching, and that would not have the properly casud air.

She accepted the kisswith asmall sigh, and put down her shift, draping it on the side of the bed. Still
gtting up naked in the bed, she turned and smiled a him. "I should go," she said.

"Widl, not to pleaseme, certainly,” he said. "But isthere some other reason?”
"My parents,” she said. "l shouldn't stay the night; they'll think we're betrothed.”

"l wishwewere," Faran said, "but as| told you before, there are family consderations.” That wasa
lie-one hetold al hiswomen. His position was mostly his own achievement, and his bloodline, while
technicaly noble, was not particularly notable; his surviving family, comprised of two niecesand a
nephew, didn't care who, if, or when he married.

"I know," ISasaid with another sigh. ™Y ou've been very swest, Fari-except for pushing me out of bed
just now."

"And I'm very sorry about that. Blame whatever ghost or demon sent me that nightmare, and forgive me,
please"

She bent over and kissed him on the forehead. "Of course," she said. Then she reached for her shift, and
thistime pulled it over her head.



Faran took amoment to light a bedside lamp-he kept a sorcerous sparker handy, far easier than an
ordinary tinderbox and quicker than caling aservant. Thewick caught quickly, and heturned it up, filling
the room with the yellow glow of burning oil. Then he turned back to Isa He watched her dress,
pretending his attention was entirely on her beauty and his affection for her.

Now, why did she think he had shoved her? He hadn't touched her; he was quite sure of it. He had been
leaning on one elbow, and his other hand at histhroat, trying to control his coughing; he could not
possibly have shoved her.

A kick would have been physicaly possible, but alook at the bedcl othes convinced him that he had not
unconscioudy kicked her; hisfeet were il tucked neatly under the snug coverlet.

Isawas not clumsy, though-at least, he had never seen her do anything else clumsy in the four dayshe
had known her, nor had she seemed inclined to fancies or delusions. On generd principles he avoided
bedding women whose grasp on redlity seemed less than solid, and Isia had shown none of the warning
sgns he had learned to recognize.

So perhapssomething had shoved her out of bed. He had aready concluded hisrapidly fading
nightmare had been magica in origin; might there have been other magic a work? A ghost, ademon, a
sprite of some kind?

There had been no other manifestation, though.
Once Isiahad her shift in place she crossed the room to the bench where she had draped her skirt.

Faran tried to remember exactly what had been happening when Isafound hersaf propelled from her
place. She had been lying on her belly, propped up on her ebows; he had been on his back, on one
elbow, hisright hand at histhroat. He had tried to wave her away with hisleft hand, as he had not
wanted her touching him ...

He remembered his desire to keep her away, and the helplessness of the coughing fit, and the strange
images of the dream, and then he remembered something else.

He had done something, drawn something from the dream. He could recal the sensation, though he
could not find words to describeiit.

Helooked at Isia as she tugged her skirt into place, and he tried to recapture that sensation while
somehow reaching out for the hem of her skirt. He felt the space between them, perceiving it inaway he
never had before, saw the nature of the skirt's shape, and tried to dlter it...

The silk suddenly hitched up over her left knee, exposing ashapely caf. She brushed it back down
goparently without noticing anything out of the ordinary.

Faran tried again, thistime lifting the back of the skirt dowly- from across the room, agood ten feet
away. Helet it drop before she noticed.

Wasit something about 1sa, then? He concentrated his attention on one of his own shoes, cast asideina
corner.

It did out into the room, then roseinto the air. Helifted it to aheight of four feet or so, then dowly
lowered it back to the floor.



IS, struggling into her satin tunic, didn't seeathing.
A moment later ISablew him akiss and dipped out of the room, closing the door gently behind her.

Lord Faran lay in the bed, but did not put out the lamp or go back to deep. Instead he mostly stared at
the celling thinking, histhoughtsinterrupted only by brief experimentswith his newfound ability.

He could lift or dide anything he could see, he discovered, though only up to roughly the size and weight
of agrown man- the wardrobe against the far wall did not budge. He could see the shape of the space
between himself and the wardrobe, but could not force it to change as he could with smaller objects. He
could aso, he found, control the size, brightness, and temperature of the lamp'sflame.

Thiswas magic, beyond question.
But whatkind of magic? And how had he acquired it?

It wasn't anything heimmediately recognized, and he had been studying magic for years. It borea
resemblance to witcheraft, in that witches could also move small objects without touching them, but it
somehow didntfed like the witchcraft he had observed in the past.

The Wizards Guild forbade any use of wizardry by any nobleman and frowned upon the idea of any sort
of magic in the hands of nobles-or for that matter, any part of the city government of Ethshar of the
Spices or any other government. No ruler or administrator or magisirate, hereditary or otherwise, was
permitted to learn magic, and no one who had served an gpprenticeship in magic was permitted to hold
any governmental position of authority. Magicians hired as magicians were allowed, such asthe wizards
who purified the cands or the theurgists who made certain that witnessestold the truth in crimina
proceedings, but not magicians who made decisions about the city'sworkings. The Wizards Guild was
quite unreasonably insistent on these rules. People who defied the edicts of the Wizards Guild had a
tendency to die suddenly and horribly. Even if they acquiesced quickly, they suffered lesser, though il
unpleasant, fates.

But what aboutthis magic? Azrad V1, overlord of Ethshar of the Spices and triumvir of the Hegemony of
Ethshar, had named L ord Faran as his senior counsdlor, and as such Faran was forbidden to work any
magic himself, and instead hired magicians as he might need them in the course of his duties-but now
Faran seemed to have come into possession of amysterious magical power through no act of hisown.
How would the Wizards Guild react tothat"? Surdly, they could not blame him for this accident!

It was so very appropriate thathe had received this, after dl the years of studying magic he was
forbidden to use. He had looked for loopholesin the Guild's rules, and now aloophole had foundhim.
The Guildcouldn't blame him for that!

Then he frowned. No, they wouldn't blame him. They would acknowledge he hadn't done anything to
causeit.

Bt they might wall kill him anyway.

The Wizards Guild had never shown any greet interest in fairness, after al-they wanted their edicts
obeyed, and they redlly weren't especialy interested in equity or justice or motivation, just obedience.
Faran knew that well. He had his own theories about what the Wizards Guilddid want, but he was quite
certain it wasn't justice.



Hewould keep his abilities secret, then. That would make it more difficult to learn exactly what they
were or where they came from...

Faran had gotten that far in his thoughts when the noises from beyond hiswindow findly penetrated his
consciousness-shouting, screaming, thumpings, and hangings.

It was the middle of the night, he thought; what was going on out there beyond the cana? Curious, he
rose and crossed to the window, opened the curtains, and looked out.

"Gods and demons," he muttered as he took in the scene.

Hisroom was on the third floor of the overlord's Palace, at the east end, with aview acrossthe East
Branch of theGrand Canal into the tangled streets of theOldCity . Since most of the structuresin that
ancient warren were only one or two stories, and some were half-sunken into the mud, he could look out
across the entireOldCity into Fishertown.

Now, as helooked out at that panorama, he could see a dozen buildings ablaze, scattered acrossthe
city. He could seefiguresin the streets, standing, running-and flying, and the airborne figures were not
wearing wizards robes, nor carrying any visible magica apparatus, not even the traditiona wizard's
dagger.

Most of the flying shapes seemed to be moving northward, high and very fast, out acrossthe Gulf of the
Eagt, but others were down near street level and were going in various directions about the city.

He could see other things floating or flying as well-wagons, siver plate, gold coins. Broken glasswas
srewn al over the Streets of theOIdCity .

And hewasfairly certain he saw at least one corpse lying in the street amid the glass.
Thiswas unquestionably serious trouble. He would be needed soon in his officid capacity; reports
would be reaching the Palace. The city guards would want instructions, the overlord would probably be

awakened and want an explanation. He had to get downstairs at once.

And why, he asked himself as he hurried to his dressing room, had he ever thoughtonly he had received
this mysterious magical power?

Chapter Four



At the same ingtant that Lord Hanner ssumbled on the streets of Newmarket, and the same instant that
Lord Faran sat up in bed and began coughing, Varrin the Weaver awoke suddenly in histhird-floor
bedchamber atop his workshop-home in the Seacorner district of Ethshar of the Spices. He awvoke
gasping for air. He had dreamed he was wrapped in his own cloth, buried in thick, heavy woal, trapped
under tons of materid after falling through a hundred miles of impossibly fine lace that had shredded as he
fdl through it, shredded and burned around him.

He awoke in darkness as complete and black asin his dream and he pushed out in dl directions, with
arms and legs-and with something that had never been there before, something that let him see and fedl
thewalls of hislittle garret despite the darkness, something that let him push at thosewalls...

And burst them outward, snapping oaken beams like sticks of kindling, shattering plaster into white
powder. Its support removed, the roof fell in on him and hiswife.

And he caught it, beforeit reached his upraised hands, caught it and held it.

Then hefroze, findly avake enough to redize what was happening. He could fed thenight air blowing in
where the walls had been; he could hear the distant rattle of wreckage and broken furniture bouncing
from the awnings and overhangs and faling to the street. He could hear distant screams. He could fed the
mass of the roof, pressing down harmlessy on something he couldn't describe, and even over the
screams and falling debris he could hear hiswife's ragged breathing. She was awake, beside himin the
darkness, not moving.

"Annis?' hesaid.
"Varin?' shereplied. "What's happening?’

"l don't know," he said. "I had adream that | was being crushed, and .. . and thewalls are gone, and I'm
holding up the roof, but | don't knowhow."

"You'reholding it?" Annisrolled out of the bed and fdll to the floor, then got to her kneesand stared at
Varrin. He couldn't see her clearly in the dark-even with the walls gone, the dim glow of the lesser moon
and the city'sfires didn't provide much light- but he could sense her, just as he could sense the roof
hanging over him, pressing into his awareness.

Shewasterrified, and part of that terror was directed athim.
"Go downdtairs," hetold her. "Then | can put this down and make alight and see what's going on."

"Yes," shesad, scurrying away from the bed, snatching her robe from the hook on the bedpost. She got
to her feet, keeping her head lowered, and ran for the bedroom door.

The door was gone. The entirewall was gone. She dmost fell down the open stairwell before catching
hersdlf on the remaining fragment of railing. She hdf ran, haf tumbled down, out of Var-rin'ssght-and
out of his strange new awareness of his surroundings, aswell.

Once he was sure she was safe, he looked up at the ruins of the roof and celling. Huge cracks ran
through the remaining plaster, and chunks had falen away, exposing the wooden beams. He studied it
and saw that hewas holding it together aswell asholding it up.



K eeping the space above him unavailable to the wreckage, helet it go.

Theroof split into two large pieces and athousand small ones, falling down on either side of the bed.
The crash shook the entire house and echoed from the upper stories of the surrounding buildings, and as
some of the smdler fragments skittered down the wallsto the street Varrin found himself gazing up at the

cloudy night sky.

Dark shapesflew swiftly across hisfield of vision, headed northward, but before he could recognize
what they were, they were gone.

He sat up and looked around at alandscape that no longer made sense. He was il in hisbed, his
familiar feather pillow at the head, the quilt Annis had made from factory scraps bunched at the foot-but
his bedroom was gone, reduced to apile of rubblelying al around the bed, atop the still-solid |ower
floors. The broad rooftop that had extended out behind the bedroom was intact, though the ruins of the
back wall were strewn acrossiit; the clothedine where Annis hung their laundry was undamaged, the last
batch of washing still swaying gently in the breeze.

The houses on either Sde Hill stood; the one to the south, on the other side of thetiny dley between
street and courtyard, was untouched, while Kelder the Felter's roof, to the north, was now strewn with
broken planking and bits of shattered roofing tile.

That view to the north was oddly fascinating; he stared &t it for amoment before tearing his gaze avay
and looking at hisown house again.

Only the one room and its adjoining hallway, the little wooden addition he had built atop the origind
structure so that more room below could be used to store fabrics, had been damaged-but that one room
had been not just damaged, but obliterated.

"Gods," hesaid. "Whathappened?

No one answered.

He swung hisfeet over the side of the bed, kicking aside a chunk of ceiling, and stood up-and redlized
he was naked. He looked for the wardrobe, but it had plunged into the dley.

He had clothes on the line, though. He pushed himsalf upward, thinking he would climb acrossthe
wreckage.

Instead he found himsdlf floatingabove the wreckage.
"Godd" hesaid again.

Thiswas magic, of course-but what kind of magic? Who was doing it? Had he managed to offend a
wizard or sorcerer without knowing it?

He moved himself eastward over the broken roof and fetched girdle, tunic, and breechesfrom theline.
He dressed hagtily and looked out over the city to the west.

A building was on fire somewhere-he could see legping flames and a bright orange glow. The screaming
had stopped, but there were voices in the street, shouting at one another.



Who was up at this hour? Had the destruction of his home woken the whole neighborhood?
He made hisway to the stairwell and hurried downgairs.

Hefound Annisin the front showroom on the ground floor; she was staring out the front window at the
dreet.

"Wheat's happened?' he asked her.
Shewhirled and stared at him. "Don'tyou know?" she asked.

"No," hesaid, puzzled. "It's some sort of magic that smashed our room, obvioudly, but | don't know why
or whodidit."

"Youdid it, somehow!"
"But..." Varrin sopped, remembering.

Y es, hehad doneit. He didn't know how or exactly why- something to do with anightmare of being
smothered-but yes, he had doneit.

And he had held up the roof, which must have weighed hundreds or thousands of pounds, and he had
flown across the wreckage like awizard with alevitation spell.

"How did you do that?" Annis demanded.

"l don't know," Varrin said. "Y ou mean you can't? | assumed that whatever it was happened toboth of
lﬁ"

Shewaved that ideaaway. "It'sjustyou” she said. "At least, in here. There are others out there.” She
pointed at the window.

"Thereare?' Varrin glanced at the window.

"Yes" Annissad. "l saw them.”

"Maybe| had better go talk to them," Varrin said. "They might know what's happening.”
"Yes," she sad, stepping backward, away from him. "Y ou do that."

"Annis, don't befrightened,” he said asthefirdight from outside spilled across her face and let him see
her eyes. "Especidly don't be frightened of me."

"But I'm not sureitis you!" shewailed. "What if you're some demon that took my husband'sform?”

"Annis, I'mme. I'm Varrin." He stepped toward her. "We've been married for thirty-one years-you
know me!"

She squedled and backed away again. "Go away!" shesad. "If you'reredly Varrin, go find out what
happened to you!"



He stopped, baffled.

"All right," hesaid at last. "I'll go seewhat | can find out." He turned away.

A moment later he was out on the street, looking around in confusion.

Something in him wanted to go north, but that was absurd; he lived and worked just three blocks from
the beaches along the eastern shoas and four blocks from the city's eastern wall. Almost the entirety of
the city of Ethshar lay south and west of Seacorner.

He could hear voices shouting to the south; he turned and headed toward them, and found hisfeet
leaving the ground. At first he fought it, but then he turned up apam, lifted hisfeet, and flew.

At the sametime as the others, Kirshathe Y ounger dreamed of fire and falling and then entombment
somewhere deep beneath the earth, dreamed she was fighting her way upward through unyielding soil,
and then awoke to find herself floating afoot or so above her bed. She stared up at the too-close canopy
of her bed in astonishment, awash in unreasoning panic.

Then the panic popped like asoap bubble, and she smiled as understanding dawned.

"I'm ill dreaming,” shesaid.

Sherolled over in mid air and pushed herself toward the bedroom window.

It worked, just like in so many other dreams-she could fly, swim through the air like afish through weter.
She didn't even have to wriggle like afish; thought a one was enough to prope her.

Kirshafelt the cool night air on her bare skin as her bedsheet dipped free and fell away, could hear
voicesin the street outsde- and some of them were screaming.

She wondered why, but then dismissed the question. Thiswas adream; it didn't need to make sense.

It was the oddest flying dream she had ever had, though, starting with avague nightmare like that and
then turning so intensely redl. Sll, shewasenjoyingiit.

She reached the window and fumbled with the latch, then opened the shutters-or rather she madethe
shutters fling themsalves open, she didn't use her hands. She looked out at the night.

People were flying, dozens of them. Kirshasmiled happily at the thought of sharing her newfound talent.
She siwung open the casement, planning to fly out into the stret.

Then sheredized she was ill naked.

It probably didn't matter in adream, but till, she hated dreams where she went outside naked and could
fed people staring at her. She flew quickly across the room to a chest of drawers and found atunic and
irt.



A moment later she was soaring above the streets, watching people running below and flying above. She
didn't see anyone she knew, and did not want to talk to strangers, even in adream-at least, not yet-so
shedid not rise up to join the other flyers.

They were dl going the same direction, anyway, and she didn't want to go that way. She wanted to ook
at the shops onDyer Street and see what pretty colors the cloth there had in thiswonderful dream. They
werelovely inred life, as she had seen when she and her mother went over there just two days ago, but
her mother had refused to buy her any of the best fabrics for anew tunic.

And there wasthat jeweler around the corner, where her parents had refused to even set foot insde the
door.

Her parentsweren't even in this dream, though, asfar asKirshacould tell, so she could do anything she
pleased.

She would smash out the shop windows and take the things she liked best, she decided, and then fly
away, likeabig brightly colored bird. She would fly to the lesser moon and see why it was pink, and she
would find a handsome prince from theSmalIKingdoms or a Sardironese baron there, and . . .

She was getting ahead of hersdlf, she decided. First she should see whetherDyer Street was even there
inthisdreamworld.

People below her were screaming, but she paid no attention. She swooped around the corner, laughing.

Someone was bellowing, and Kennan of the Crooked Smile woke up, annoyed at the interruption of his
deep.

The noise faded away quickly-whoever was bellowing was moving away very fast. Something about it
bothered him though, so Kennan did not immediately go back to deep.

And then he heard running footstepsin the corridor, and then his son's wife Sanda shouting, and he
climbed out of bed and grabbed arobe.

"What isit?" he demanded as he ssumbled out into the dark halway. "What's happening?’

No one answered; he hurried to the door of his son's bedroom and found it standing open. He stepped
insde warily-he didn't want to intrude. Aken and Sanda were sengitive about their privacy.

Aken was nowhere to be seen; instead, Sanda was standing at the open casement, leaning out and
cdling, "Come back! Bring him back!"

"What's happening?' Kennan asked again.

Sandaturned, and even in the dim light from the open window Kennan could see the tears gleaming on
her cheeks.



"Hesgone" shesad. "They took him!"
"Who'sgone?' Kennan asked, confused.

"Aken," Sandasaid. "l was downgtairs, closing the shutters, and | heard him shouting, so | ran up to see
what was wrong, and | got here and the window was open-look at the latch!™

Kennan looked. Theiron latch had been twisted into an unrecognizable lump.

Kennan till didn't understand. He didn't understand where Aken was or what had happened to the
latch. It looked asif someone very, very strong had crushed it in hisfig.

Aken was a strong young man, but he wasn'tthat strong.
"Whereishe?' Kennan asked.
"Gonel" Sanda shrieked, pointing out the window. "1 saw him flying awvay! Theytook him!"

"Whotook him?" Kennan was beginning to comprehend, though he didn't want to. “What do you mean,

flying?”
"Flying! Through the air! By magic! The magicianstook him!™"
"Sanda, that's crazy-why would magicians take Aken? What magicians?'

"Those magicians, out inthe dreet,” she said, pointing. "They're flying around smashing things. And they
took your son, | saw it."

Kennan, not redlly wanting to look, tiptoed across the room and looked past Sanda, out the window.
It was as she had said-there were peopl e flying through the streets and up above the rooftops, most of
them heading north, toward the docks, and there were things flying with some of them-clothesand jewes

and furniture. It was dl madness.

And therewasno sign of Aken.

Like so many others, Zarek the Homeless awoke from a nightmare, screaming-and was astonished to
hear perhaps a dozen other scattered voices screaming aswell. He sat up, still wrapped in his moth-eaten
blanket, and looked out at his surroundings.

Helay in the middle of the Hundred-Foot Field, not far from whereSway Street met Wall Street, in the
Westwark digtrict of Ethshar of the Spices. Around him were the blankets, tents, and crude huts of
scores of the city's other destitute-and severa of them were screaming, though the number of voices
seemed to be declining rapidly.



A lantern flared up nearby, and voices chattered excitedly ingde little Pelirrin's tent.
"Shut up and let me deep!” someone caled asthe last two or three voices continued to scream.

One voice dropped to alow moan; another fell slent. Findly only one woman'svoice till screamed, a
thin, bresthy wailing that sounded amost like anight wind-but the air was ill.

"Blasted magicians," someone said.
"Isthat what it was?' another voice asked.

"What e se could it be? People waking up screaming al at once-if that's not magic, I'm Azrad the Grest."

Zarek could hardly argue with that; he wondered idly whatkind of magic it was, and why it had affected
him. It clearly hadn't struck everyone, or there would have beenhundreds screaming, rather than adozen
or S0, but it had struckhim, all right. Histhroat was sore from screaming-though his throat was often sore
anyway, from bad water and worse food or the various contagions found in the Field.

Hetried to rememberwhy he had been screaming, and could only remember afedling of suffocation and
entrapment.

He mused about the significance of this. It might be important, he supposed.

In the morning he would go make afew inquiries-talk to the guards at Westgate, maybe, or seeif
anyonein the Wizards Quarter would answer afew questions. Perhaps there was some way he could
capitaize on being included in this misdirected magic-he thought he might get adecent med out of it,
anyway. Maybe some curious wizard would pay him for areport on what had happened.

Infact, he thought, maybe he shouldn't wait until morning. That woman was still screaming, and he
wasn't going to get back to deep right away, and if he waited someone else might collect whatever
payment the magicians might be willing to make. He kicked aside his blanket and got to hisfedt.

A moment later the woman finally stopped screaming, but Zarek had aready headed eastward into the
City streets.

Throughout the city, dozens of otherstried to figure out what had happened, or rolled over and went
back to deep, or panicked and ran or flew out into the streets. Hundreds walked or ran or flew

northward.

And in Ethshar of the Sands, forty leagues to the west, the same scenes were repeated, on the same
scae.

In Ethshar of the Rocks, far to the northwest, again the same events played out, though fewer people
were affected there than in the more southerly cities.

Infarmsand villages beyond the walls of the cities, throughout the Hegemony of the Three Ethshars,
people awoke choking or screaming, and afew of those who had been awake al dong felt the touch of a
Strange new power. In the Baronies of Sardiron, in the war-tornlandof Tintallion , in the many tiny nations
of the Small Kingdoms, magic flashed across the World and drove unsuspecting people from their beds.

Everywhere, those touched by the magic and those who saw them wondered what had happened, what



thisunfamiliar magic was, what would happen next.

And nowhere were there immediate answersto any of these questions.

Chapter Five

Lord Hanner ducked down in the doorway of a potter's shop, hands over his head, as a nightgowned
woman flew past shrieking at the top of her lungs, surrounded by a cloud of kitchen knives, broken glass,
and miscellaneous debris. When she had passed he straightened up and looked after her.

Despite her screams, he could see no sign that she wasinjured or in pain; presumably she had smply
panicked when... when whatever it was that happened had happened. She appeared unhurt and seemed
to be controlling her magicaly propelled movements and the movements of her accompanying objects.

Anyone who wasn't quick enough getting out of her way was likely to be hurt, though.

Asthewind of her passage died away Hanner wondered what he should do. He was alord, one of the
overlord's servants, responsible for keeping order in Ethshar, and whatever wild magic had broken loose
moments earlier, it was definitely not orderly. That flying woman hadn't been the first manifestation of
out-of-control magic he had encountered in the quarter hour since the screaming and other commotion
sarted-nor the second, nor the fifth. Something magica was definitely loose in the city, and definitely
causing trouble.

So far he had been unable to make sense of it; the people he had encountered who were caught up in
the magic, whatever it was, had shown no interest in talking to him. They didn't seem to want any help,
ether, not even the ones who were gtill screaming. Instead they tended to fly about wildly, and some of
them seemed willing to smash anything that got in their way.

"Is she gone?" avoice behind him asked. Hanner started.

"I think s0," he said, turning to find that a plain woman of uncertain age had opened the door of the shop.
She peered about cautioudy, then stepped out beside Hanner.

"Why was she screaming?”
"l don't know," Hanner said.

"Isshe awizard? She wasflying, wasn't she?"



"Shewasflying," Hanner agreed, "but | don't think she'sawizard. There's some kind of magic causing
trouble. She might be hurt-maybe we should follow her, seeif wecanhelp ..."

The woman snorted.”I'm not going after anyone who can fly! If you want to ded with magic, find a
magician. I'm just apotter.” Shelooked back and forth alongNewmarket Street . " Are there any more?"

"There were other people screaming earlier, but | don't-"
Hanner's sentence was interrupted by the sound of breaking glass.
" think there are more," he concluded.

"Then I'm staying ingde,” the potter said. "Andyou should go somewhere else.” She pushed Hanner out
of the doorway into the street, then stepped back inside her shop and dammed the door shut.

Hanner looked around.

"Go somewhere dse," the potter had told him-but where? He could just go home-whileit was his
responsbility in generd to keep order, no one could fault him for not getting involved with some
mysterious magica messtha was none of hisdoing.

Buthe would fault himself. He and his uncle were the closest thing the overlord had to experts on magic,
and it was his duty to find out what was going on.

"If you want to deal with magic, find amagician." That was obvious advice-and obvioudygood advice.
And the best place to find amagician in Ethshar of the Spiceswas the Wizards Quarter.

Presumably the wizards and the rest would aready know what was happening, but it wouldn't hurt to
make sure and see whether he could be helpful. If he went on downNewmarket toEast Street , then
turned | eft onFishertown Street . ..

He began jogging, despite histired fedt.

The route wasn't quite as smple as he had hoped, as Fisher-town did not go through toArena Street
but twenty minutes later he was crossngGames Street into the Wizards Quarter.

Along theway he saw at least adozen more instances of the strange magic running amok-looted shops,
people or objects flying, doors and windows shattered, and a distressing number of buildings aflame.
Although the streets were largely deserted, even more so than usud at this hour, the few people Hanner
did see either seemed to be using the magical power, fleeing it, or caught in it. Severa peopleran and hid
a Hanner's approach.

For his own part Hanner refused to be cowed-he was a public servant, acity officia, and was
determined to act like one, within reason. He marched on, facing the out-of-control magicians he
encountered.

In one case awoman was walking along with aman held screaming in the air over her head-eight or nine
feet over her head. Hanner hesitated, considered intervening-but then she took off aswell, flying avay
with themanin tow.



Whatever had happened had clearly not been limited toNewmarket and Fishertown; Hanner saw people
and things flying about in theOIdCity , theNew City , Allston, and the Arenadigtrict. He wondered just
how widespread the mysterious effect redly was-did it extend outside the city walls of Ethshar of the
Spices? Were the other two grest cities of the Hegemony affected? Or theSmallKingdoms, or the lands
to the north and west of Ethshar?

But that was absurd. Who would unleash a spdll powerful enough to cover so great an area as that?

Of course, the broader the affected area, the lesslikely the effects would be permanent-perhaps the
spell, whatever it was and whoever was responsible, would fade away soon, and histrip halfway across
the city in the middle of the night would have been for nothing.

He was here now, though-and he was not the only one. He could hear voices ahead, angry voices.

He hoped the madness had not affected any wizards or other magicians-that could bereally dangerous.
He forced himsdif to trot faster.

At the corner of Wizard Street he turned and found himself facing a crowd.

It was perhaps | ess than an hour beforemidnight , but unlike anywhere else he had been, the street was
full of people. Torches and lanterns, ordinarily extinguished by this hour of the night, were brightly ablaze;
doors and windows stood open, and dozens, perhaps hundreds, of people were milling about, talking
excitedly. Some wore ordinary tunics, skirts, and breeches; others wore the formal robes of magicians,
and some had clearly come directly from their beds and were dressed in nightshirts or hastily donned
household robes. Most of them looked scared or at least nervous.

No one seemed to bein charge; instead the crowd was gathered into small groups, afew voicesin each
arguing loudly, while people around the periphery would drift from one bunch to the next. Hanner
guessed that these were people at least as confused and frightened by the night's events as he was, come,
as he had, to seek the help of the city's magicians.

And judging by the snatches of conversation and debate he overheard, no one was getting very
satisfactory answers.

He hurried down the block, listening, but heard nothing that hinted at an understanding of what was
happening.

These were gpparently al wizards here, though, and Hanner thought other kinds of magicians might
know more. He turned | eft at the end of the block, then right, and trotted into Witch Alley.

This areawas quieter-witchcraft was generally aquieter sort of magic than wizardry, and its practitioners
and purchasers followed suit. Still, there were two or three dozen people clustered in the street and in
doorways, talking. Here, too, they wore the same assorted clothing; he even saw one man in the yellow
tunic and red kilt of the city guard.

Hanner spotted afamiliar face, one he had hoped to see, and called, "Mother Perréal"
The old woman at the center of one of the smaller groupsturned. "Lord Hanner," she said. She

beckoned to him, and ignoring the aching of hisfeet heran up to join the handful of people gathered
about her.



He paused there, struggling to catch his breath, and the witch asked him, "Did the overlord send you, my
lord, or your uncle?"

Hanner shook hishead. "Neither," he said. "I came on my own."
"And have you cometo ask questions or answer them?”
"AsK them, I'm afraid,” he said. "Though I'll answer any | can.”

"Then let me answer the most obvious and say that we do not know who or what is responsible for this
outbreak of magica madness.”

Hanner'sfacefdl. He had told himself, after seeing the Situation onWizard Street , that this was the most
likely answer, but he had Hill hoped. "Do you knowanything about it, then? Isit awizard's spell gone
wrong, perhaps, like the legendary Towerof FHame 7"

Perréaturned up an empty palm. "We don't know what it is- but we know afew thingsit isn't.”
"That would be better than nothing," Hanner said.

"Itisn't wizardry at al,” shetold him. "I don't know whether the wizards themsalves have determined that
yet, but | can assureyou, it'snot wizardry. Thefed of it isentirely different.”

That astonished Hanner; he had not thought anything but wizardry could be so powerfully chaotic. "Isit
witchcraft, then?!

"It'smore like witcheraft than wizardry, but no, it's not witcheraft. A witch could not have the strength to
do some of what we've seen. Nor isit sorcery, nor theurgy-the priests have consulted Unniel and Aibem,
and thereis no question.”

"Demonology?' Hanner couldn't think of any other possibilitiesthat remained. It was unimaginable that
any of the lesser mag-icks he "was familiar with, such as herbalism, could be responsible for something
likethis

"We have not yet ruled that out, but neither have we found any evidence to support it," Perréasaid. She
pointed at a black-robed man afew yards away. "That's Abden the Black, an excdllent demonologist,
and astrustworthy asany | have dedlt with-"

"Which is not astrong endorsement, isit?' Manner interrupted.

Perréaamiled. "No, I'm afraid it's not-but he assures me that thisis no sort of demonology he knows,
and he seems quite sincere. My craft can read truth and falsehood in most people, and dthough it's not
completdly reliable on demonologigs, | believe him.”

Before Hanner could ask another question, one of the othersin the group interrupted.

"Y ou came from the overlord's Palace?' she asked him.

Hanner had given the others present very little attention, but now he looked at the questioner and felt

himself flush. Shewas adender woman of dightly below average height,' heavily made up. Sheworea
bright red tunic embroidered in red and gold, cut very low, and adarker red skirt that was dit up one



sdedmost to her hip. Her long, full hair wasfiery red aswell-an extremely unusua color, though Hanner
had heard it was more common in distant placeslike Tintalion and Meroa

Her occupation was obvious, and Hanner was not sufficiently worldly to avoid reacting to it. He was not
accustomed to encountering stregtwalkersin the Wizards Quarter, or anywhere else he went regularly,
for that matter. They tended to stay near the gates or docks or in Camptown, none of which he generdly
frequented.

"Moreor less," hesaid hadtily, trying to cover his embarrassment. "I wasinNewmarket , actually, when
thetrouble started, and | came directly here.

"It's happening inNewmarket , too?" asked aman in gray homespun.

"InNewmarket and theOldCity and Arena-everywhere I've looked," Hanner replied.
"But you don't know what's happening at the Palace?" the streetwalker persisted.
"Not firsthand, no," Hanner admitted.

"Wethought it was just Camptown at firgt,” the man in homespun said. "But then we discovered it was
here, too."

"We thought it might be some sort of attack on the soldiers,”

the redhead added. " Severa of them apparently vanished right out of the camp, flying away, and it didn't
seem asif theywanted to. | wondered whether anything had happened to the overlord.”

That possibility had not occurred to Hanner. "1 don't know," he said unhappily. " People were breaking
into houses and shopsinNewmarket , flying about screaming, and | thought that... well, someone said to
ded with magic, find amagician, which made good sense, so | came here.”

"So did we," the streetwalker said.
"Rudhiraisaregular cusomer of mine," Perréaadded.

" She suggested we ask Mother Perréawhat we should do,” the man in homespun said. " So about haf a
dozen of us came here together."

Hanner did not see the haf dozen described in this particular group; the conversation included only
himself, Mother Perréa, the woman in red, the man in homespun, and two young men who had not yet
spoken. Perréa, apparently reading hisface, said, "When | couldn't help, the others moved on.”

"Y orn camewith me," Rudhirasaid, pointing to the guardsman who was now standing by himself,
looking logt. "And that man there; he said his name was Elken." She pointed at apersonin ill-fitting rags
who was sitting against the wall of a shop, looking dazed; his hair and beard were so tangled and matted
that they obscured most of hisface, making it hard for Hanner to judge his age.

Hanner frowned, trying to think what he should do, what questions he should ask. The soldier's yellow
tunic caught hiseye. "That guardsman,” Hanner said. "He'sin uniform. He was on duty when it began?
Did he desert his post to come here or was he sent?”



"| think he came on hisown,” Rudhirasaid.

"He should have waited for orders from his captain. The guard should be trying to restore order.”

"l guess he panicked," the man in homespun said.

"Guards aren't supposed to panic,” Hanner replied.

"Guards aren't supposed to be able to fly, either,” Rudhiraretorted.

Hanner turned, startled. "He. .. what?'

"Waell, not literdly fly, in hiscase" Perréasaid. "At leedt, | havent seenhim doiit.”

"All right, not Yorn," Rudhirasaid. "But some of the soldiersdid fly; most of the oneswho could flew off
and didn't come back. That didn't happen to Y orn, but that's why he came here with me-he hasthe
magic, too, but not very strong. He thought it might be a curse or atrap, so he came herefor advice."
"But hedidn't go mad?’

Rudhira put her hands on her hips. "Neither did 1," she said.

Hanner's mouth opened, then snapped shut.

"Look," Rudhirasaid. Sheraised her arms and floated gently upward, afoot or so into the air, then sank
back to the ground. "Why did youthink | came?'

"Uh ... to find out what was happening,” Hanner said, confused.
"Yes, exactly,” Rudhiraagreed. "But why would | care, if it wasn't happening tomet”
Hanner said, "I thought maybe you were robbed or attacked by one of these madmen.”

"I'd probably be dead if that had happened,” Rudhirasaid. "l passed at |least two corpses on the way
here"

Hanner closed his eyes and swallowed. He suspected that he had passed at least one himself, but had
refused to look closely enough to be sure.

Then Rudhiraswords registered.” Can you fight back?" he asked.

"Of course," sheanswered. "l can . .. well, fed it, and makeit stop ..." Shefrowned. "l don't havea
good way to describeit.”

"Of course," Hanner said. "Y ou never did it before. Y ou aren't amagician.”
"Well, shewasn't one until tonight,” Perréasaid. "Now I'm not so sure."

"Y ou think this might beper manent}" Hanner asked. That thought was just as astonishing asthe
discovery that not al the people affected had turned into rampaging monsters.



"It might be," Perréasaid. "1 told you we don't know much about it. Were just guessing. It seemsalittle
bit like descriptions I've heard of something witches used to do sometimes for emergencies during the
Great War, where several witcheswould lock their magic into asingle person for some specid job-that
sort of magic did eventually get used up, and some of the contributing witches could die of exhaustion
without ever getting out of their chairsif the war-locked person burned away too much of it, but the
personusing the magic could keep on going without getting tired or feding any strain right up until the last
contributing witch died.”

"So do you think someone somewhereis supplying the magica power forthis war-locking?' Hanner
asked. "Will it end when that source dies?'

Perréaturned up an empty pam. "Who knows?1 told you, I'm guessing.”

"And while we're guessing, people are dying,” Hanner said. "Things are being smashed and stolen and
burned al over the city. We need todo something.” He looked at Rudhira. "Get Y orn, and anyone dse
who came with you who can use thismagic. To ded with magic, find amagician, she said; well, it would
seem the ordinary magicians can't ded with this, but maybeyou can." He took a deep breath, then said,
"Asarepresentative of Azrad, overlord of Ethshar of the Spices, | hereby require you to accompany me
and obey me, and | pledge that service will be rewarded.”

Even as he spoke, Hanner had second thoughts. He always said the wrong thing, he had told Mavi as
much afew hours ago. Had hejust doneit again?

But somebody did have to do something!

Rudhiralooked at the embroidered silk on Hanner's shoulders and the bay-leaf sigil on hisbreast. "He
can do that?"' she asked Perréa.

"He'salord of the city, S0 he hasthe authority, yes," Perréa said, looking somewhat bemused. "1'd never
have expected this of Lord Hanner, though. He'staking arisk. If he misuses this power he can be
beheaded for it-but that's up to the overlord to decide, not you. For now, the law says you have to obey
him"

Hanner shuddered at the reminder of the possible consequences-but he was sure now he was doing the
right thing, and that his uncle and old Azrad would gpprove. "Get Y orn and the others" hetold Rudhira
Then he raised his voice and announced to the entire street, " Any of you who can use this new magic, |
hereby require you to accompany me and obey me, in the overlord's name!”

The hum of conversation stopped, and half ahundred faces turned to look at him.

"Y our serviceswill berewarded,” he said. "And disobedience will be punished.”

Though just how he would enforce that if these people could fly and throw things around without
touching them, he had no idea.




Chapter Six

Throughout the World, as people discovered their new taents, sudden dramas played themselves out.
Most of these were quick and ended badly.

Inthe Small Kingdoms His Magesty Agravan I11, King of Tir-issa, was very drunk as he made hisway
up the gairsto his gpartments, so drunk that one of his bodyguards had to support him. The evening had
begun as acelebration of the arrival of the new ambassador from Trafoa, but had quickly turned into
samply another night of swilling ae with the gentlemen of the court.

Queen Rulura, until recently a princess of the more Straitlaced neighboring kingdom of Hollendon, hed,
asusud, gotten disgusted with her husband and gone up to bed early. She had married King Agravan for
dynastic reasons, and while they generdly got dong well enough despite the twelve-year differencein
their ages, she never pretended to |ove everything about him. Excessive drinking usualy meant afew
days of frosty silence between them.

It was asurprise, therefore, when Agravan found the door of her bedchamber gar and two lamps
burning therein. He Signded to his bodyguards and stumbled over for a closer look.

"Rulura?’ he asked, leaning into the room.

"Agri!" shecdled happily, turning to smile at him. Shewas Sitting at her writing desk. "Comein!™
Hetook a cautious step into the room. "What are you doing?' he asked.

"Look what | can do!" She gestured, and aquill pen floated in midair before her outstretched hand.
Agravan frowned at it, puzzled-but much less drunk than he had been amoment before.

"How?" he asked.

"l don't know," she said cheerfully. "I just discovered that | could doit.”

"It'smagic?’

"l think it must be, yes."

"Rulura, youre aqueen,” Agravan said quietly. "Y ou don't do magic.”

"l do now!" she said proudly. "Oh, Agri, think how useful it could be! | can passthingsto you where no

one can seethem, pick thingsup ... | could even be an assassin!™ She giggled. "I could go up to someone
with empty hands, and then stab him in the back."



"You could,” Agravan said dowly.

"We could usethis, Agri, | know we could. It might not be much of anything, but I'm still learning. If
there are other things | can do, this might make Tirissathe most powerful of dl the Small Kingdoms!”

"Ruli,” Agravan said gently, "the Wizards Guild forbids kings and queensto use magic.”

Rulura hestated. "I thought that wasjust for wars.”

"No, the agreement not to fight warswith magic isjust good sense, that's not the Guild's doing."
"Well, | didn't go out andlearn this," the queen protested. "It just happened.”

Agravan nodded. "I'm sureit did,” he said. "Maybe it will go away again. Good night, Ruli." He stepped
back and closed the door.

Then he beckoned to one of hisbodyguards and told him quietly, "Tonight, when she'sadeep, kill her.”
He no longer sounded drunk at all.

"Kill thequeen}" the guard asked, startled.

"Yes," Agravan said. "Kill the queen." He glanced back at the door, hoping this mysterious magic hadn't
given Rulurathe ability to hear through aclosed door.

"Il mean war with Hollendon, Y our Mgesty," the bodyguard warned him. "Are you sure you shouldn't
walit until you're sober to decide such athing?!

"I'm sure," Agravan said. "We can't afford to wait. Y ou heard what she said about putting aknifein
someone's back. She might well put oneinmy back, if she thinks she can use her magic to get away with
it. Thereés areason the Wizards Guild won't allow anyone of roya blood to learn magic.”

"She'sjust levitating pens,” the guard protested.
"So farit'sjust pens. I'm not going to risk waiting. Y ou have your orders.”

The bodyguard sighed. "Yes, Your Mgesty," hesaid.

An hour later the only member of any roya family in the Smal Kingdomsto have become awarlock
became a corpse, diminating any possible threet to the Guild's prohibitions on mixing magic and
government.

In one smdl village in Aldagmor, easternmost and most mountainous of the Baronies of Sardiron, an old
woman named Kara had hidden in her wardrobe when the screaming and other noises began. Now that
everything had been quiet for atime she findly emerged, looking around cautioudy by the dim moonlight.

Everything appeared normal. Shelit alamp and saw that her bedroom was undamaged.



Thevillagewas quiet.

Thevillage was, she thought,too quiet. After al the commotion before she would have expected her
neighborsto be gossiping in the road, but she couldn't hear any voices through her open window. She
threw on ashawl-even in midsummer the night breeze could be cool on the dopes of the mountains-and
hurried through the other room of her cottage, out into the center of the village.

It was utterly deserted.
Shelooked around at the other houses. Some were intact, untouched and dark.

Otherswerejust asdark, but far from intact. The greenhouse at the east end of the cottage where Imirin
the Herbalist lived had been smashed to bits. Half the roof was gone from her brother Karn's house. And
Elner's house was gone compl etely.

"Hai!" she called. "What happened?'
No one answered. The only sound was the gentle sighing of the night wind in the trees.

Frightened, Kara began searching the village house by house, looking for some sign of life, someone
who could tell her what had happened.

She found no one. Doors were unlocked, many standing open, even in the intact houses, so she was
ableto investigate thoroughly. Every remaining bed was empty; no onereplied to her cries.

Findly, she stood in the center of the village again, certain she was the only person left there, dive or
dead.

She had found footprints leading southeast. She had noticed that the open doors, broken walls, missing
roofs, and so on were dl on the east or south. She looked in that direction, into the darkness of the night,
and saw nothing.

For amoment she thought of following, of waking southeast in search of her missang friends and family.
The urge grew, huge and irrational, and she took a step.

Then she caught herself. She hadn't survived seventy-three northern winters by acting on impulse or
following blindly after other people. Something haddrawn the villagersin that direction, and now it was
belatedly trying to drawher, and she wasn't going.

She turned and began marching determinedly northwest. She chose that direction smply because it was
the opposite of the direction everyone else had taken, but she knew it was a so taking her the first few
stepstoward Sardiron of the Waters, thirty leagues away, where the Council of Barons met. If nothing
intervened, she intended to walk the entire way and ask the Council for succor.

It would take at least asixnight to walk that far, but after al, she had no further obligations here.




And in Ethshar of the Rocks, the smallest, westernmost, and most northerly of the three greet cities of
the Hegemony of the Three Ethshars, aman named Shemder Parl's son stood at the window of his
rented room, watching the lunaticsin the street below.

He had awakened from anightmare, sweating and shaking, and when he reached for the pitcher beside
his bed he discovered that he had somehow acquired magicd abilities, that he could move things without
touching them. He heard the commotion in the streets and went to the window to see what was

happening.
He stood there, watching and listening and thinking, for sometime.

There were others who had received the same magic, and they were out there running wild, stealing
things and smashing windows and setting fires, shouting about the end of the World, many of them flying
off to the east.

Shemder thought they werefools.

Thiswasn't the end of the World. Thefaint sensation in his head urging him to go east was afeeble
annoyance, a most. Smashing and stealing was too loud, too obvious, too blatant. Sooner or later the
overlord's guards or the established magicians would organize, recover, and deal harshly with those
idiots. The magic would surely pass-the spdll would wear off, or some damnable high-ranking wizard
would find away to remove it-and then those rampaging morons would be rounded up and flogged or
hanged. They would have wasted the opportunity of alifetime.

Shemder was not about to waste his one unexpected chance at revenge.

He had been planning it al out, step by step. He would start with hislandlady. He wouldn't touch her,
but she would fal down the cellar stairs and crack her skull on the stone steps.

The magic would ensure that.

And then his brother Neran, who had gone from a childhood of bullying to an adulthood of rubbing
Shemder's nose in Neran's success as awoodcarver and Shemder's own failure to ever be anything more
than a stevedore at the Bywater docks, poor Neran would fall on one of his own knives.

That witch Détha of Hillside who had refused to accept Shemder as an apprentice al those years ago,
and who kept telling him he needed to find his own path-shewould find her own peath, right off the cliffsa
the end of Fortress Street , onto the rocks at low tide.

Fdissaand Kirrisand Luraand al the other women who had refused him over the years-some hearts
would burst, some women would mysterioudly choke to degth.

The magigtrate who had sentenced Shemder to three lashes for stedling that statuette from the
Tintalionese ship last year-hewas on the list, dong with the ship captain who noticed thelossin thefirst
place.

Shemder doubted the magic would last long enough to finish thelist. It wasalong list.

And, he decided, he had spent enough time just thinking about it. It wastime to start doing it, to seejust
how far down thelist he could get before the magic stopped.



Theideathatbe might be stopped before the magic was didn't occur to him; he wasn't afoal like those
people running in the streets.

Hewas going to use hisgiftright, he told himsdlf as he opened the door and called for the landlady.

Who could stop him?

Chapter Seven

Lord Hanner marched up the broad dimness of Arena Street with a mismatched dozen of the
"war-locked" walking behind him, and three more flying overhead. The rest of the crowd in Witch
Alley-the man in homespun who had been speaking to Mother Perréa, the old man in rags who had
followed Rudhirafrom Camptown, and most of the others-had either denied being "war-locked" or had
quietly dipped away rather than obey Manner's orders.

But this group had accepted his authority. They were, he had told them, on their way to the Palace to
volunteer their servicesto the overlord, and aong the way they would confront any other war-locked
magicians they found and stop them from doing any more damage.

"Do you see anyone?"' he called up to the airbornetrio.

"No, my lord," Rudhiracaled down in reply. Hanner quickly turned his gaze to avoid looking up her
skirt asit flapped in the breeze.

"How can shefly likethat?' the guardsman to Hanner's left muttered. "1 can bardly lift mysdlf afoot off
the ground, and there sheis, swooping adong asif it were nothing!"

"And | can't get off theground at dl," Hanner replied. "Obvioudy, thisthing affected people differently.”
"Well, it didn't affectyou atall, my lord," the soldier said. "1 can movethings, as she can-but I can't fly."
"So she got more of this... thiswarlockry than you did,” Hanner said.

"But why?'

"My guess would be random chance."



"My lord!" One of theflyers, an older manin afancy linen tunic, was caling.

Hanner looked up and redlized he ought to know the man's name, but didn't. "What isit?'
"There's someoneflying," the man caled down. " Off to theright, onCircus Street ."

"I'll take alook," Rudhirasaid.

"Go ahead,” Hanner said as the woman veered sideways and swooped upCircus Street . He broke into
arun, into the intersection and around the corner.

The other warlocks hesitated, looking at one another, unsure what to do. " Stay together,” Hanner cdled
back over his shoulder as he peered into the darkness. There were no shops aong this stretch of Circus
Street , no lanterns, and al the windows in the half-timbered little houses were dark; only the torches at
the corner gave any light.

He saw Rudhiras target now-aboy, scarcely old enough for breeches, hovering in midair above the
center of the street.

"Stay back!" the boy caled. He held up an arm warningly, but none too steadily.

Rudhira stopped suddenly and hung motionlessin midair where she was. Hanner did not think she had
done so deliberately; the boy had stopped her somehow.

"Oh, you think s0?" she said, and the boy abruptly dropped to the street, landing on hisback on the
hard-packed dirt with the wind knocked out of him. Rudhira swept down and landed beside him. She
didn't touch him, but Hanner could see the boy struggling unsuccessfully to sit up.

"Don't you try to pushme around, boy," Rudhirasaid.

"Don't hurt him!" Hanner caled as he ran up panting. "We don't know whether hel's done anything ..."

"I haven't,” the boy gasped.

"Hetried to knock medown," Rudhirasaid. "I fetit."

"l wasjust pushing you away," the boy said. "Y ou frightened me!"

"Why?" Rudhiraasked angrily. "Why should you be scared of me?"

"Y ouwereflying!"

"So wereyou!"

"But I... yourebigger thanme."

Thiswasjust barely true, given Rudhirasrather smdl stature, but she was definitely an adult, whilethe
boy definitdly was not.

"And my magicisstronger,” Rudhirasaid, finaly letting the boy st up. "Don't you forget it, either.”



As Hanner went down on one knee beside the boy he glanced up at Rudhira, but said nothing in reply.
Hewas not happy to hear her words; she sounded alittle too assertive about her newfound abilities.
Apparently shewas the most powerful of hisgroup of warlocks, but that didn't mean she had theright to
push anyone around.

"Areyou al right?' Hanner asked the boy, offering ahand to help him up.

"l guess s0," he said, taking the hand and getting to hisfeet. Hanner noticed that the boy was looking
past him; he glanced over his shoulder and saw that the rest of his party had turned the corner and was
watching intently. The other two flyers, the old man in the linen shirt and a plump nondescript woman,
were on the ground now.

Hanner wished he had taken the trouble to learn everyone's name, so he could cdl instructions, but he
hadn't. He turned back to the boy.

"What are you doing out on the streets at thistime of night? Shouldn't you be a home with your parents
or your master?"

"My parentstold meto stay outside until | sopped moving things and bumping into things. | wastrying
to learn how to control thismagic.”

"Warlockry," Hanner said. "That'swhat the witches cal it."

"Wel,whatever itis, | didnt ask for it!" the boy said in athoroughly aggrieved tone. "I had anightmare
and | woke up in midair over my bed, and | knocked the pitcher off the nightstand when | let mysdlf fall,
and it broke al over the floor and woke up my brothers, and then my mother came and ordered me out
of theway while she cleaned up the mess, and | sumbled on the stairs and went flying and knocked over
alamp, and my father yelled at me and told meto go outsdeif | was going to bump into things. So | did,
and I've been practicing flying. And other stuff.” He looked at Rudhira. "How did you make mefal?|
know how to push things, but you did something different.”

"It'seasy enough,” Rudhirasaid. "I'm not sure how to explain it, though. | used some of my magicto ...
to erase yours, sort of."

"Can you teach me how? And how to fly better?'
"I don't think thisisthetime or placefor that," Hanner interjected firmly asthe rest of the party came up
tojoin them. "I think it'stime you went home and went back to bed. If this magic hasn't gone away by

morning come to the Palace and ask for Lord Hanner, and I'll seeif someone wants to teach you some
tricks"

"You're Lord Hanner?'
"Yes, | am. Now, go home. On foot."

"Yes, my lord." The boy glanced a the motley collection of people staring at him, then turned and ran
downCircus Street . At acorner he turned again and was out of sight.

That left Hanner standing at the front of hislittle mob of warlocks. ™Y ou didn't ask himtojoin us,” the
guardsman sad.



"He'sjust achild,” Hanner said, "and it'sthe middle of the night.” He glanced at the soldier. "What did
you say your nameis?"

"Yorn of Ethshar, my lord."

"That'sright, Rudhiratold me. Y orn, don't you think we have enough warlocks dready?' He gestured a
the others.

"l suppose so, my lord,” Y orn admitted.

"Ithink so," Hanner said. "If something happensto prove I'm wrong, you're welcome to say you told me
0."

Y orn didn't answer that.

"Comeon,” Rudhirasaid, risng into the air. "Let's get to the Palace." She swooped overhead like an
immense red bird, back towardArena Street .

With asigh, Hanner followed, the otherstrooping or gliding aong-the other flyers were airborne again.

They had gone another dozen blocks when awoman came running out of Fish Street onto Arena,
glancing about wildly. She stopped at the sight of Hanner's group, hesitated, her attention clearly focused
on Yorn'suniform.

"What'swrong?' Hanner called.

"You're...you..." She stared about wildly, and then froze, speechless, when she saw Rudhiraand the
other two flyers.

"Yorn, tdl her wewon't hurt her," Hanner ordered.

"It'sdl right, malam,” Yorn said. "These people are dl under control. Now, tell Lord Hanner what's
wrong."

"Down there," the woman said, pointing back aongFish Street . "It'shorrible! Two of them, throwing
everything around ..."

"| think we'd better take alook ..." Hanner began-but then he stopped. Rudhira was aready swooping
around the corner, flying downFish Street . Hanner sighed again. "Come on," hetold the others, waving
them forward as he ran after Rudhira

The entire party broke into arun-or aglide, for those capable of flight-in pursuit of Rudhira. They were
not evenly matched; the faster quickly left the dower behind.

They heard the confrontation before they saw it-people shouting, glass shattering, loud thumping. At last
Hanner rounded a curve and stopped.

Rudhirawas till airborne, but only afew feet off the ground, her waist roughly even with the top of
Hanner's head. Her hands were flung up defensively, guarding her face as a storm of hard and heavy
objects flung themsalves at her-bricks, stones, broken furniture. All turned aside before they reached her,
to drop harmlesdy to the hard-packed dirt.



Fifty feet farther downFish Street two men hung in the air, one scarcely out of histeensand dressedina
fine velvet tunic that was at least aSze too small, the other middle-aged and wearing good brown
homespun. The street beneath them was strewn with debris-and bodies. At least four people lay
motionless amid the rubble, and Hanner could not tell whether they were dive or dead.

It wasfrom thisfield of rubble that objects were rising and accel erating toward Rudhira.

The entire scene was exxily lit by the flames of burning buildings; severd of the houses and shops here
had been torn open, their doors, walls, and windows ripped out into the street, and spilled lamps or flung
torches had set curtains, carpets, and other furnishings ablaze in the ruined interiors thus exposed. One

thatched roof had caught as well; fortunately, Hanner noticed, the surrounding roofs were proper tile, so
the flames might not spread-though burning wisps of straw might be carried on the hot winds...

"Godd!" someone behind Hanner said.

"Dont just stand there," Hanner snapped. " Stop them!”

The other two flyersin Hanner's party had aready come up aongside Rudhira; now the three of them
formed a united front, and the hail of flying rubble dowed and stopped. Rudhiralowered her hands and

glared at the two men.

"Y ou shouldn't have donethat,” she said in avoice that carried unnaturdly, echoing from thewalls ill
ganding on elther sde.

"Mind your own business, witch!" the young man bellowed back.

"Warlock," Rudhiraanswered. "Not witch. I'm awarlock now, just asyou are.”
"Oh, no," the man replied. "Not likeme. I'm the most powerful of dl!”

"Y ou haven't proved that tomy satisfaction,” the older man barked.

"I would have, if she hadn't interrrupted!" He turned his attention from Rudhirato the older man. "l
aready knocked down three people who thought they could match me-"

"Y ou're forgetting something,” Rudhirainterrupted. "It tookboth of you to stop me-and now | have
help!" She raised her hands again-not in a defensive gesture, but spread wide in defiance.

The young man dropped heavily to the ground and fdll back, lying supine across a smashed window
frame.

"Therest of you keep the other one busy," Rudhiraordered as she glided forward, toward her downed
opponent.

The older man looked alarmed and started to turn away.
"Stop him!" Hanner ordered. "All of you but Rudhira-knock him down!"

It was asif agigantic hand had swatted him from the sky; the older man smashed into the ground flat on
hisface and lay stunned.



Hanner was somewhat stunned aswdll, though for only an instant. He had not redized how effectively
his warlocks could work together.

"Jugt hold him," Hanner said. "Don't hurt him." Then heturned to Rudhira

Sheloomed over the young man, her red dress catching thefirdight vividly, dmost seeming to glow-in

fact, Hanner thought it mightbe glowing. Given how little was known about this new magic, this so-caled
warlockry, that would hardly be surprising.

Rudhira hovered abouit five feet up, arms spread, glaring down at the young man struggling to rise-not to
st up, but to lift himself off the ground. Hefluttered dightly, like afalen leaf stirred by the wind, but could
not levitate himself more than an inch or two againgt Rudhiras resistance.

At lagt helet himsdlf fal back. ™Y ou killedmore than three, then?" he asked.

Hanner gasped-but Rudhira snapped, "I didn't kill anyone!"

"But then how can you be sostrong!”

Rudhirafrowned more deeply. "What are you talking about?' she demanded.

"lan't that how it works?' the man asked. "1 got stronger each time | fought and defeated another one of
us... awarlock, you said?"

"That'swhat the witches cadlled us" Rudhirasaid. "It's as good aname as any."

"And you didnt kill other warlocks?"

"Youreafool,” Rudhirasaid. "I didnt kill anyone. Were dl different-some stronger than others. | was

just lucky."
"But | gotstronger™ the man protested. "1 know | did! | felt more powerful after each fight!™

Rudhirastared down at him for amoment.

"Yes, I'msureyou did,” shesaid, disgust plainin her voice. "Have you ever heardof practice? | don't
know what warlockry is, but | know it gets easier with practice-the more | use, the more | can fed it
waiting to be used. Y ou were stronger after each of your stupid fights because ofthat, you idiot, not
because you were stealing your enemies power!"

"Isthat redly how it works?' Manner asked, but neither Ru-dhiranor her opponent heard him.

If it was so, then any hope he might have had that these warlocks would al use up their power and
return to normal was gone.

He turned to the older man and stepped forward, picking hisway through the wreckage. "Hold him
down," he called to Y orn and the others as he approached.

Hanner's route took him past one of the bodies, an old woman, and from the glassy staring eyes and
bloodless complexion he wasfairly certain shewas. dead. He didn't 10ok; instead he focused on the



older warlock.

The man was recovering from hisfal-enough to turn his head and look up at Hanner.
"My lord," he said, recognizing Hanner's attire.

"Let mego," Rudhirasfoesaid. "I'll go away if you let me up!™

"Just keep him there for now," Hanner called back over his shoulder. Then he returned his attention to
the older man.

"That one says hekilled three people,” Hanner said, indicating the other downed warlock with ajerk of
hishead. "How many didyou kill?'

"| didn'ttry to kill anyone," the older warlock said.

"Just let me go!" the younger warlock said. "If you'reright that it's just practice, then there's no reason to
hurt me!"

"Shut up!™ Hanner bellowed at him. "Rudhira, you keep him right where heis" He turned back to the
older man.

"Youdidnttry to," hesaid."Did you?'

"I might have," the warlock admitted. "I did make some of the mess, | admit it-1 was defending myself
agang that lunatic!"

"Why did you help him fight Rudhira?'

The older man shrugged. "A mistake," he said. "That fool attacked me-challengedme, he said, for
control of the street. | got caught up init, and when she interrupted usit seemed like an unwelcome
nuisance.”

Hanner nodded. "The hesat of battle," he said. "I've heard it can make a person do stupid things.”

"Yes, exactly, my lord.”

"And now that the battle's over, what do you intend to do?’

The man glanced around at the rubble-strewn street, the burning buildings, the old woman's corpse.

"I suspect | will sand trid before acity magidtrate, where | will plead for leniency because | was driven
mad by my nightmares and thisnew magic." He sighed. "And then | suppose I'll spend the rest of my life
asadaveor in adungeon somewhere, if I'm not smply hanged.”

"If your pleafor leniency is accepted, you might just be flogged or exiled from the city," Hanner said.
"And | think you can reasonably point to al the others who ran wild tonight as evidence to support your

case. | take it you're surrendering to us?"

"] don't have much of achoice."



Hanner smiled dightly. "No, you don't,” he agreed.
Then he turned to the other man. "What do you have to say for yourself?' he asked.

"l went mad too, | think," the younger man said. "I thought | waschosen, that the dreams meant | had to
do something with this power | wasgiven. | thought | would fight my way up, killing the others and taking
their power, until 1 wasthe most powerful magician in the World, and then | would rule dl of Ethshar.”

"What about the overlord?' Rudhira demanded."He rules Ethshar, and heésnot amagician a al!"
"l wasgoing to kill him," the man admitted.

"That'streason," Yorn sad.

"Lord Azrad'safat old fool!" the warlock shouted, sitting up-Hanner saw Rudhira's sartled expression
when he was able to do so; she had clearly not intended to let him up.

"Hes il the overlord,”" Hanner said.

"Notmy overlord,” thewarlock said, struggling againgt something invisible.

"Stop fighting," Hanner ordered him.

"May demons gnaw your bones," the warlock said. He raised a hand-and suddenly his head twisted
around to one Side, impossibly far, and Hanner heard the snap of breaking bone. The warlock fell back,

limpandlifdess.
Rudhira smiled with satisfaction. Hanner stared up at her. Y ou didn't haveto kill him!™ he shouted.

"Hewasatraitor and amurderer and | was defending mysdlf,” Rudhirasaid flatly.

That was obvioudy true, but Hanner was still upset by her actions. He started to phrase afurther protest
when the older warlock said, "I helped her.”

"Hedid," Rudhiraagreed.

Hanner looked from oneto the other. He had the distinct feeling that his control of the situation was not
as secure asit should be, and that any further disputeswould only erodeit further.

"Wdll, what's doneisdone," he said. "Get up, you, and come dong-were heading for the Pdace, and if
you cooperate welll put in agood word for you when the time comes." He reached down ahand to help

the warlock up.
The older man rolled over and took Hanner's hand.

A moment |ater the entire party was once again marching downkish Street , leaving the surviving
inhabitants of the neighborhood, now warily emerging from their ruined homes, to put out the fires and

clean up the mess.




Chapter Eight

Kirshasat in the middle of the Street, wrapped in wine-red velvet while acluster of stolen jewelry
orbited dowly above her head, and shivered, despite the warmth of the summer night and the heat from
the burning tannery ablock to the north. Bolts of cloth lay strewn on the street around her. 1t wasn't a
dream. She was sure of that now. She had begun to doubt it some time ago, when she redlized she could
fed the heat of the flames and the hard ground beneath her bare feet when she landed. Her dreams were
never o detailed asthis.

It was magic, some terrible magic, and she had been caught up in it and done crazy things. She had
stolen dl this pretty cloth, adozen silver rounds worth at the very least, and the jewelry, which was
probably worth the same in gold. She had smashed in peopl€e's shop windows, and had flung broken
window glass at people who annoyed her ...

She shuddered at that, and thanked the gods that she hadn't hit anyone.

At leagt, she didn'tthink she had.

Just then she heard voices and looked up to see awoman flying.

For amoment she dmost reconsidered, and decided she was dreaming after all. The woman practically
glowed red in the torchlight and moonlight and firdight; her clothing was dl red and gold, her very hair
was an orange color Kirsha had never seen before, her face was heavily made up so that her cheeks
shone red, and shewasflying aong as casudly asahummingbird.

Then the woman cdlled to her, "Areyou dl right?' and she knew it wasn't adream.

"No," Kirshasaid miserably, huddling down under her stolen velvet.

"Lord Hanner!" thewoman in red called. "Thisway!"

Two more flying apparitions appeared around the corner, and asmall crowd of people on foot. Kirsha
felt something close around her, and suddenly the spinning, flying jewelry fell to the ground.

A plump, curly-haired young man in asilk-trimmed tunic cametrotting up to her. "Areyou injured?' he
asked.

"She'sfine, physicdly,” thewomanin red replied.

"Just upset,” said the other flying woman, who wore green and brown and was fatter and older than the



fird.
"Who areyou?' Kirsha asked.

"I am Lord Hanner," the plump young man said. "These are warlocks under my command-people
affected by thismagic."

"Likeme?' Kirsha asked.
"Moreor less" Lord Hanner said. He frowned. "It looksto me asif you've been ..."

"Seding,” Kirshasad, lifting up alength of velvet. "I know. | went alittle crazy, and thought it was dl a
dream, or that the whole World had gone mad.”

"Weve seen quite abit of that,” Lord Hanner said. "1 think you'll have to come with us-the overlord's
magistrates will want to talk to you." He looked around at the scattered fabric. "First, though-do you
know where dl this came from? We should take it back to its rightful owners.”

Kirshanodded. "l think | remember it al."

"Good," Hanner said-and the bolts of cloth roseinto the air around them, like atent being lifted into
place or banners being raised. Kirsha's eyes widened.

Shewasn't doing this.

"Lead theway," Hanner said, offering ahand to help her up.

Lord Faran straightened histunic dightly as he stepped into the lesser audience chamber, and tried his
best to ook completely untroubled by al the madness around him. Lord Azrad looked up at him.

"Well, it's about time you got herel” the overlord said.

"Y our pardon, my lord," Faran said, essaying asmall bow. "I was attending to urgent business elsewhere
inthe Pdace."

Azrad eyed him suspicioudy. The overlord was aways foul-tempered when his deep was interrupted,
but his expression seemed unusually sour even so.

"Inthe Palace?' Azrad asked.

"Yes, my lord. Attending to afew persona matters, and then checking to see who had been awakened
and who had not, who was where, and so on-seeing to the overlord's business as best | could.”

The persond matters had been discovering that while Nerraand Alriswere securein their own beds,
Hanner had never returned from hiswalk; and that 1sa had |eft the Palace before the overlord had
ordered the entrances to be sealed and no one to be permitted in or out.



The girls had been awakened by the noise and were probably still up, chattering, but they were safe at
home while Hanner was not, and while Isamight or might not have reached her parents house safely.

Faran was not pleased at the thought that his nephew and his mistress were somewhere out in the city
while magic-wielding lunatics were rampaging through the Streets, but there wasn't much he could do
about it.

At least, not that he knew of-but of course, he could apparently wield that same magic, and he had no
ideawnhat that might make possible.

"Good," Azrad said." Nobody isto leave, not even you, Faran. And no one'sto enter. | don't want to
risk thisthing, whatever it is, contaminating my home!"

"Of course, my lord," Faran said. Long years of practice allowed him to keep his expression utterly cam
as heredized that Azrad did not know that whatever had happened had already affected peopleinside
the Palace.

So far he knew of two people who had been awakened by anightmare and found themselves able to do
strange magic-himsef, and aserving girl in the kitchens by the name of Hinda. Faran had gone down to
the kitchens to make sure there was sufficient food available for the extraguards and anyone dse
summoned from their beds, should they become hungry, and had found three of the cooks making afuss
over thelittle orphan.

Hinda had demonstrated that she could send a spoon skittering across the table or hopping up and down
like afrightened flea. Faran had told her not to worry about it right now, but to get the cooking fires hot
and see what wasin the stores.

"I don't likethis™" Azrad said, shaking his head. "Wild magic running loose, people flying around like
wizards-it's not good, not good at all. Someone's up to something, some magician somewhere. | won't
have it. The wizards say we can't mix magic and government, so they've been watching the
government-but maybe they haven't been watching the right magicians hai ?"

"Maybe," Faran agreed. ""Has someone spoken to any of our hired magiciansto ask if they know what's
goingon?'

"My brother'satending toit.”

"Ah ... which brother, my lord?"

"Lord Karannin, of course. He's Lord High Magigrate.”

"The Lord of the Household works with magiciansaswell, my lord."
"Clurim hasenough to do.”

Faran Sarted to ask just what Lord Clurim had to do, then decided not to. If Azrad wanted to tell him,
he would-and if he didn't, Lord Faran would find out esewhere.

"Lord Karannin dedlswith severd magicians, but none of them are of any great note, my lord. Perhaps|
should go speak to Guild-master Ithinia"



"If you leave the Pdace you won't get back in," Azrad interrupted. "Not even you, my lord."
"Then | won't go," Faran said promptly.

Hedidnt likeit, though. Ifhe couldn't get back in, then no one could. He wondered where Hanner
was-not in the Palace, according to the guards at the entrance, but that |eft al the rest of the World.

Faran hoped he was safe in Mavi's bed, but somehow he doubted that Hanner had managed that.
"Well send Ithiniaamessenger later,” Azrad said. "For now, though, | want to get back to my bed, and
when you've answered one more question | plan to do exactly that." He shifted in his seat and then
continued, "Tell me, then-do you know anything about this magic that's running loose?!

Faran hesitated.

Sooner or later he might want to admit the truth-or he might not; if the magic turned out to be temporary,
something that vanished at sunrise, then perhapsit would be best quickly forgotten.

Right now, though, Faran was not about to tell Azrad that he, the overlord's chief advisor, was one of
the people touched by the mysterious power. Lord Azrad was clearly in no mood to tolerate such a
revelation.

"Not athing, I'm afraid,” Lord Faran said.

Elken the Beggar smiled to himsdf as he hurried dong Wl Street.

Thaose other fools back in the Wizards Quarter had obeyed when that fat little lordling told them to
follow him to the Paace, but Elken wasn't supid enough to do that. He had other plans.

Nobody knew what this new magic was or what it could do, but they were dready trying to find waysto
control it. Lord Hanner and his party, Mother Perréaand the witches, dl the wizards and guardsmen and
therest, they just wanted to put everything back the way it was.

And they would probably succeed. The new magic would be erased or controlled al through the city
streets, and everything would once again obey the overlord'slaws.

Except that there were places where the overlord's laws had never meant much, and Elken lived in one
of them.

Other people with the new magic would want to improve themselves with it. They would probably
pretend to be rea magicians and would go into the streets|ooking for waysto useit to earn money. They
would obey the law.

They wouldn't stay in the Hundred-Foot Field with the thieves and beggars.



Which meant, Elken thought, that there was an opportunity here. Being one magician among many was
nothing specid, but being theonly magician in the Hundred-Foot Field would be another matter.

He smiled again, looked out acrossthe Field, and casudly, purdy for the enjoyment of the sensation of
control, tipped over someone's tent fifty feet away before hurrying on.

The streets were quieter now. Kennan had been grabbing pas-sersby, if they were on foot rather than
arrborne and didn't look dangerous, and asking them if they knew what was happening; so far he hadn't
gotten anything close to a decent answer. The mad ones, the onesflying by or flinging objectsin all
directions, he had sometimes hidden from, sometimes shouted at, but they had not been any better.

Some sort of magic was loose in the city, clearly-but nobody seemed to know what. People had
disappeared-Aken was not the only one-but no one knew who had taken them or why.

The only guardsman Kennan had seen had pulled away, saying he was too busy to worry about one
missng man.

Kennan stood in the doorway of hishouse, looking out at the empty street, with Sanda pressing up
behind him, peering over his shoulder. He wasthinking.

At last hereached adecision.

"'Someone has to know what's going on," he said, "and someone has to be doing something about it. I'm
going to go to the Pdlace and demand an explanation.”

"I'll comewith you," Sandasaid.

Kennan turned and pushed her back inside.

"No, youwon't," hesaid. "Youll stay here and look after the children.”
"They'redl adeep ..."

"No, | said!" Kennan glowered a her, his hand till pushing at her shoulder. "What if little Sarai wakes
up and wants her mother? What if one of them gets sick? What if the magic triesto take one of them}"

"I couldn't stopit..." Sandabegan hafheartedly-but she was no longer resisting the pressure of Kennan's
hand.

"And what if Aken comes back as soon as|'m out of sight around the corner and finds usboth gone?’
Sanda blinked, suddenly silent, and stepped back into the house.
"I'll stay here until you come back,” she said.

"Good," Kennan said, lowering his hand. "Good." Hetried to smile at her, without much success. "Don't



worry, Sanda. I'll find him. I don't know why the magicianstook him or what they did with him, but I'll
find out." He stepped back inside long enough to give her aquick, reassuring hug, then turned and
marched out of the house, closing the door tightly behind him.

The overlord would probably be aseep at this hour, closer to dawn than sunset, butsomeone at the
Pdace was surely awake, and someone there would ether give him the answers he wanted or direct him
to where they could be found.

If they didn't, they would regret it.

Chapter Nine

Thewalk to the Palace took Hanner's company more than two hours-they made detour after detour as
they encountered one incident after another. Hanner took the time along the way to ask afew questions
and learned that his other two flyers were Varrin the Weaver and Desset of Eastwark. He learned the
names of about haf the others, aswell, including the four warl ocks they had taken prisoner: the girl who
had stolen jewdry was Kirshathe Y ounger; Saldan of Southgate had dueled with the warlock Rudhira
killed; Roggit Raye's son had been looting cash from shops and taverns, and Gror of the Crooked Teeth
had been smashing windows more or less at random.

Three other warlocks had fled and not been deemed worth pursuing; half a dozen had been camed
down and sent home. Had Hanner redlized how many he would encounter, he thought, he might not have
chosen to take Kirshaand Gror as prisoners, since they had not harmed anyone and seemed to have
regretted their crimes-but having dready made the decison, he was not inclined to reverseiit.

The journey seemed interminable, but at last Hanner, at the head of his party, emerged fromArena Street
into the torchlit plaza-and found himsdlf facing awall of guardsmen, lined up Six deep, armed with spears.

Spears were elther for show or for serious fighting and putting down riots or insurrections,; swords and
truncheons were standard for the far more usua patrol and police work.

"What's going on?' Hanner demanded asthe rest of his group, including the prisoners, emerged from the
dark street and gathered behind him. Rudhirawas still flying and swept up to hover above him.

The rows of guards promptly aimed their spearsin her generd direction.

"Put those down!" Hanner bellowed as best he could-he was exhausted, and at its best his voice had
never been the commanding roar his uncle could produce, so the result was not very impressive. " She's



withme"

"That's Rudhira," one of the soldierssad. "I know her."

"Whoishe?" someone € se asked.

"l am Lord Hanner," Hanner shouted. "Nephew and heir to Lord Faran, the overlord's chief advisor.
Now, what's going on here? Who'sin charge?'

Thelines of spearmen shuffled for amoment, then parted, and a captain, gold-trimmed breastplate over
hisyellow tunic, stepped forward. He bore no spear, but his hand was on the hilt of his sheathed sword.

The facewas familiar; Hanner, tired as he was, needed a few seconds before he could attach a name.

"Lord Hanner," the captain said, before the name came to Hanner'slips.

"Captain Naral," Hanner said. "May | ask what is going on here, and why al these men are on paradein
the middle of the night?'

"It'sno parade, my lord. Surely you're aware of the mad magicians running riot through the city-you
appear to have brought at least one of them with you." He nodded toward Rudhira.

"Of course I'm aware!" Hanner said. "And I've brought some of them here for the overlord to deal with."
He gestured at his party. "Weve taken four crimina warlocks prisoner and brought them for trid."

"Warlocks?'
"That's what the witches call them. Nobody € se seemsto have anamefor them.”

"Y ou've spoken to awitch about them, then?”

Manner nodded. "When | saw what was happening | went to the Wizards Quarter for advice. The
magiciansthere are as puzzled asthe rest of us, but Mother Perréa said this new magic resemblesa
technique used by witchesin the Great War, and she cdled it war-locking.”

Nara frowned. "No one knew what caused this outbreak?'

"No one | spoke with," Hanner confirmed.

"That's bad." The captain frowned again, then turned up an empty hand. "Wdll, perhaps by morning
someonewill have divined more.”

"And in the meantime, Captain, | have gathered severa warlocks of goodwill, and with their aid taken
four criminals prisoner, and | would liketo bring them al into the Palace and get some deep.”

Nara hestated. "I'm afraid | can't dlow that," he said at last.
Hanner had expected and dreaded this answer. "Why not?" he asked.

"We have been ordered to alow no one to enter the Palace, and most particularly not to allow any of
these mad magicians- these warlocks, asyou call them-nesar it."



"I'm sure my uncle didn't mean that to includeme ..."

"It wasn't Lord Faran who gave the order, my lord,"” Naral interrupted. "It was Lord Azrad himsdlf. The
overlord."

Hanner blinked. "Oh," he said.

That explained the apparent overreaction of lining up several hundred guardsin the square. Lord Faran
would probably have been more conservative of manpower; Lord Azrad, though, had never
demonstrated any sense of proportion, nor shown any inclination to conserve anything but his own
energy.

Right now Hanner was very much in the mood to conserve what little energy he had left
himsdlf-preferably while comfortably tucked into his own bed. He glanced up over his shoulder a
Rudhira, and wondered how much she could carry.

"Y ou redlize that awarlock could probably just fly over your heads to reach the Palace?' he asked.

"Shewould haveto fly through a storm of spears,” Nara said, histone amost apologetic.

Hanner was not at al certain that would bother Rudhira, but decided against asking her. Instead he said,
"Could someone please petition the overlord on my behalf?1'd very much like to get some deep.”

"The overlord hasretired for the night,” Nard said. "He gavevery dtrict orders that he was not to be
disturbed except in the event of dire emergency.”

Hanner sighed deeply. "Then could someone send amessage to my uncle, please? Lord Faran?'
Captain Naral considered that for amoment, then nodded. "I'll send someone. What's the message?”

"Simply that I'm out here, with severd friends and four prisoners, and we would like to enter the
Paace-at the very least,| would like to enter, to go to bed.”

"I'll tell him, but | doubt helll defy the overlord's edict. Lord Azrad was quite emphatic.”
"Just send the message, please, Captain.”

Naral bowed. "Asyou wish, my lord." He turned away, beckoned to a guardsman apparently at
random, and explained the errand.

While he did, Hanner turned to his own party.

"It appearswell have await, at thevery least,” he said. "1'd suggest sitting down and getting alittle rest.”
He pointed at the curbstones surrounding ashrine set in the corner of the wall atArena Street
andArigtocrat Circle. "I'll beright hereif anyone needsme.”

With that, he settled himsalf on the nearest curbstone and leaned back, his head just touching the
underside of the shrine's offering shelf.

Just getting hisweight off his aching feet for amoment felt wonderful.



Y orn settled beside him, but had to duck dightly and lean forward to avoid banging his head on the shelf.
He looked out at the neat lines of guardsmen and remarked, "I don't see anyone from my company.”

"Wl that'sgood,” Manner said. "Then you probably aren't disobeying any orders by being here with
rrell

Another of the warlocks, aweather-beaten fellow in gray homespun, settled on Manner's other side, not
on the curbstones but squatting with his back against thewall.

"We could al go out to the Hundred-Foot Field," he said. "No one there would bother us once they
redlized were magicians.”

Manner looked at him. "I don't think | heard your name," he said.
"Zarek," the other replied. "Zarek the Homeless, for the past few years.”
"Then you've dept in the Hundred-Foot Field before,” Manner said.

"Every night,” Zarek replied. "That'swhere | was tonight when the screaming started, over in Westwark.
| went to the Wizards Quarter thinking | might be able to trade the news of mysterious screaming for a
freemedl, but then | found out the whole city had been affected and everyone dready knew. Andthen |
found out that | could do this new magic, and while | wastrying to think of some way to useit you made
your announcement, and | came aong with you in hopesit might mean aroof over my heed for the night.”

Hanner sared at him.

Like everyone in Ethshar of the Spices, Hanner knew about the Hundred-Foot Field. More than two
hundred years ago Azrad the Great had decreed that no permanent structure could be built in the
hundred feet between Wall Street and the city wall-the areawas to be kept clear so that troops could
move fredy dong the defensesin time of war.

Of course, the Hegemony of the Three Ethshars hadn't beenin area war for two centuries, not since the
Great War findly ended, and empty space ingde the city walls was too preciousto be left empty. The
law said no permanent structures could be built there, but it made no mention of temporary ones, and
Ethshar was crowded; accordingly, within days of the edict the city's poor and homel ess had begun to set
up crude huts and flimsy tentsin that hundred-foot gap.

The entire length of the Hundred-Foot Field, estimated at nine or ten miles, was arefuge for the outcasts
of the Hegemony. Beggars, thieves, cripples, madmen-and those honest people who, for one reason or
another, couldn't afford to rent aroom and had no wesdlthier friends or relatives who would take them in.

Hanner had seen the Hundred-Foot Field on those few occasions when his business had taken him to
any of the city's gates or within ablock or so of Wall Street, but he had never gotten any closer than he
had to. He had no intention of deeping in the Hundred-Foot Field or even of setting foot init. Zarek
might be safe enough there, but Zarek wasn't one of the city'slords. Walking into the Field wearing silk
embroidery and bay-leaf insigniawas asking to be robbed; wearing worn homespun would attract far
lessinterest.

On the other hand, Zarek wasn't asfilthy and miserable as Hanner would have expected adweller inthe
Field to be. Hishair and beard were desperately in need of washing and trimming, but they weren't



tangled or matted, and his hands and face were fairly clean, his skin clear of any lesions. He certainly
looked far better than that rag-clad fellow Hanner had seen back in Witch Alley-that person Hanner
would expect to deep in the Hundred-Foot Field.

Legend had it that at one time the Field was green with grass and wildflowers, but now it was dl bare
dirt-hard-packed and dusty in dry summer heat, a sodden mass of sticky mud in the spring rains, icy in
winter-trodden by hundreds, or more likely thousands, of feet. Despite that Zarek, while hardly dapper,
was reasonably clean and presentable, and his account of his actionswas direct and clear. He had plainly
kept himsdf mentaly and physicdly intact, despite the hardships of hislife.

Perhaps, Hanner thought, Zarek knew secretsfor living rdatively well in the Hundred-Foot Field-or
perhaps he had somehow managed to clean himself up tonight before venturing into the Wizards
Quarter.

Asking him directly how he had achieved this seemed rude, and Hanner wastoo tired to redlly take that
much of aninterest. Instead he said, "I think we can find somewhere better to stay than the Field.”

Zarek turned up ahand. "'l can't afford to pay anything.”

"lcan,” Hanner said. "But | hope we won't haveto." He looked toward the Palace, hoping to see his
uncle or amessenger gpproaching.

Instead he saw the ranks of spear-carrying guardsmen, standing ready to face the strange magic that
threatened the city's peace.

Hanner wondered just how effective those spears would be against warlocks. Oh, some warlocks were
undoubtedly too weak or unskilled to fend off asolid thrust or well-aimed throw, but he had no doubt
that Rudhira, for one, could have easily turned aside any single attack.

At that thought he looked around for Rudhiraand spotted her perched, catlike, atop agarden wall,
looking not out at the waiting soldiers, but inward, into the darkened garden of one of the mansionsfacing
upon the square.

Hanner wondered what she saw there-hedges and fountains and flowers, presumably. Hanner took a
moment to orient himsalf and redlized that the garden belonged to Adagan, Lord of the Shipyard. Hanner
knew Adagan, of course, but had never seen his gardens. They had no specia reputation for excellence.

Rudhira, though, was a Camptown streetwalker-or had been until tonight, at any rate. She might well
have never seen area garden before.

A drestwalker. And Zarek was a homeless beggar. Hanner frowned. What was he doing among these
people? Hewas alord, an assstant to the overlord's chief advisor, specidizing in the rdationship
between government and magic; what business did he have with these beggars and whores?

But of course, they were magicians now. Whoever was responsible for this new magic had certainly
shaken up the natura order of things.

Hanner did not appreciate that. Apparently Lord Azrad didn't much likeit, either. Hanner wondered
how long this warlockry business would last-hours? Days? Y ears? Forever?

Short of divination there was no way to know, and Hanner had no intention of waking up awizard or



theurgist at this hour to buy adivination that might not even work, as predictive magic about magic was
notorioudy unreiable. Tomorrow he might go back to the Wizards Quarter and inquire, but now he just
wanted to deep.

He wasn't quite as exhausted as he might ordinarily have expected after staying up so late and walking all
over the city, but he supposed that was just the excitement.

He stood up and stretched, and was about to settle back on the curbstone when the line of soldiers
parted, and hissister, Lady Alris, appeared.

"Hanner?" she called uncertainly, eyeing the warlocks scattered around the intersection. Hanner redized
that he was standing in the shadow of thelittle shrine, where the soldiers torchlight didn't redlly reach; he
stepped forward and called, "Here | am!”

"Oh!" Alris hesitated, then ran to him, stopping afew feet away.

"Uncle Far an sent you?'

Alrisnodded. "He can't leave the Palace."

That wasn't redlly a surprise; Hanner supposed his uncle was closeted with the overlord somewhere,
discussing the situation- though Nara had said the overlord had retired.

W, perhaps Faran was talking to underlings, preparing them for whatever wasto be donein the
morning.

"May we enter, then?" Hanner asked.

"No, of coursenot,” Alrissaid, startled." No one may enter! That'swhy Uncle Faran can't leave-the
overlord isn't lettinganyone in, not even him! Not the guards, not messengers-they haveto cal their
messages through the door without stepping inside. No exceptionsat all.”

"Oh," Hanner said, sartled. "But then how will you get back in?!

"l wont," Alrissaid. "I'll be staying with you." She smiled, the brightest smile Hanner had seen from her
in months. "It1l be an adventure!™

"Staying where?' Hanner asked.

"Oh, wdll, that'swhy Uncle Faran sent me," Alris said. She reached into the purse on her belt and
produced an ornate black key. "He didn't trust anyone but us with this, and Nerrarefused to come, so |
volunteered.”

Hanner had never seen the key before, but he knew immediately what it must be for. Lord Faran's
officia resdence wasin the Pdace, where he was easily available when Lord Azrad wanted him, but he
was not, in fact, dways available. He was only home in the Palace perhaps four nightsin ten. Hanner and
his sisters had long suspected thathe- maintained an unofficia residence aswel, where he could indulge
himsdlf in interests that might not please the overlord and might not be welcomein the Palace.

None of them knew where this other residence was, though- or at least, none of them had until now.



"Hetold you whereit is?' Hanner asked.

Alrisnodded. "It's a the corner of High Street andCoronet Street . The northeast corner.”
That was about half a dozen blocks to the southwest of where they now stood, in theNew City .

"Lead theway," Scanner said. Then heraised hisvoice and called, Y orn! Rudhiral Varrin! All of you!
Follow me!™

Alris started and |ooked about nervoudly as the warlocks rose-some of them "Vl into the air-and
assembled. "Uncle Faran saidwe could stay there, Hanner," she said. "Y ou and me, not al these people.”

"They need to staysomewher €' Hanner replied. "I ordered them to follow me, back in the Wizards
Quarter; that makes me respons ble for them. They can deep on the floor; I'm sure we can squeeze them

dlin”

Hanner knew enough of hisuncle'stastes to be sure of that; Faran was not the sort: to settlefor amere
furnished room for histrysts. Hanner expected afair-sized gpartment.

"I don't-" Alrisbegan.

"Alris" Hanner said, cutting her off, "we'reall going. It'smy decision, not yours; if Uncle Faran doesn't
likeit we can ded with that later. Now, lead the way."

Reluctantly, Alris obeyed, and the entire party trudged out of the torchlit square intoOthe shadowy
dreets.

Chapter Ten

Kennan stood in the corner of the plaza, staring in frustration at the ranked soldiers.

They wouldn't let himnear the Palace. When he had told them he had to speak with the Lord High
Magidtrate about his stolen son, they had told him that a hundred other people werein line ahead of him,
and the overlord wasn't |ettinganyone see Lord Karannin.

And then when those people had come flying upArena Street the soldiers hadn't taken them prisoner or
tried to kill them- instead they had just sent someone totalk to them.



Kennan stood up on histoes, trying to see clearly, as the officer talked to the chubby young manin the
fancy tunic.

As he watched, the officer turned and beckoned to another soldier. They spoke quietly for amoment,
and then the second soldier began pushing his way toward the Paace.

Kennan watched, fuming-was that guardsman going to be permitted in, where he, an honest citizen with
alegitimate grievance, was not?

But then the guardsman was stopped on the bridge, and his message, whatever it was, was relayed from
there.

So even messengers weren't being permitted inside.
Then he couldn't hope to get inside the Palace tonight. He looked at the motley bunch of people
gathered at the mouth of Arena Street -the young man in the fancy tunic, the flying whore, the

worried-looking guardsman, and the rest.

If the guards could talk to them, Kennan decided, so could he. They might know what was going on,
and where Aken had been taken. He began making his way around the side of the square.

By the time he reachedArena Street the others had retreated dightly, and it took a moment before he
could locate them again. There were people scattered about, some standing, some sitting against walls,
but he couldn't tell which were magicians, no one was hanging in the air anymore.

At last he spotted the redheaded whore perched atop the wall surrounding a mansion onAristocrat
Circle. Hewaked up to her and called up,"Hai! I'd liketo talk to you."

She turned and looked down &t him.
"Go away," shesad. "I'm not available."

Kennan felt his ears redden. "I'm not a customer,” he snapped. "1 need to ask you something, about my

The redhead looked bored. "What name was he using?' she asked.

"He wasn't a customer, either,” Kennan said, exasperated. "It's not aboutyou.”
"If it's not aboutme, then why are youasking me?' she demanded.

"l saw you flying," Kennan sad. "l thought you might know something.”

The whore sighed. "Then ask. But | probably dont.”

"Hisnameis Aken of the Strong Arm. He was taken from his bed earlier tonight, snatched out the
window by magic."

The woman turned up an empty pam. "I never heard of him," she said. "Don't know anything about
anyone being snatched out a bedroom window. Sorry."



"Isthere someone | could ask? Some magician?'
Thewoman turned up her palm again.

"Gods, woman, don't you have any compassion?' Kennan shouted. "My sonismissing, and | want to
know who's responsible!™

"None of usknow who's responsible, old man!" the redhead shouted back. "We don't know you and we
don't know your son, and in case you haven't noticed, half the city has gone raving mad tonight, prancing

about smashing shop windows and setting things on fire, and some of us have had this magic thrust upon
us, and we don't know any more about it thanyou do!"

Kennan stared up at her in slent anger, fists clenching and unclenching.
"Go away," she said, and Kennan found himsdlf forced back, againgt hiswill, toward the plaza.

Hefought at first, but it did no good, o at last he turned and walked away under his own power. When
he had rounded the corner, out of sight of the woman in red, he stopped, took a deep breeath, and
collected himself.

He didn't know who those people were, but theyowed him an explanation.

Just then he heard a commotion behind him, and he turned to see agirl in her early teens step out of the
lines of soldiersand cdl, "Hanner?"

Kennan turned and watched as the man in the silk-trimmed tunic appeared out of the shadows and
gpoke to the girl-who, Kennan redlized, must have come from the Palace.

There was something going on here, definitely. All of these people were working together, he was sure
of it. He watched them closdly, trying to hear as much as he could of their conversation.

"Woone may enter!" the girl said. Kennan couldn't make out her next sentence, but that was clear. He
listened and heard her conclude, "No exceptionsat all.”

Kennan didn't hear the next exchange, but then the girl said, "1t'll be an adventure!” She reached into her
purse and showed the man something Kennan couldn't see.

More words Kennan couldn't catch, and then the man raised hisvoice and caled, "Y orn! Rudhiral
Varin! All of you! Follow me!"

The girl made a protest Kennan couldn't hear, and for amoment the two argued, but the man clearly
won. Thegirl turned and began walking away from the square, into the darkness of Aristocrat Circle.

Severd of the people who had been standing or sitting around arose and followed-including the
redheaded whore, and two otherswho flew rather than walked.

Kennan hesitated only briefly, then followed.




"You'll dowhat | tell you!" Elken the Beggar bellowed, hovering above the Hundred-Foot Field,
pointing down at the thirty or so people he had gathered.

"Elken, thisisstupid,” Tannathe Thief said. "If you're such a powerful magician now, why areyou
dayinghere}" She pointed at Wall Street. "Why don't you go into the city and make a placethere}”

"Shut up!" Elken said. "I know better than that. Iwent into the city, and | came back. There are
hundreds of magiciansin the city, and lords ordering them around. Buthere, there'sjust me- me, and the
bunch of you, and you're dl going to be my daves now."

"All right, fine," an old woman said. "What do you want usto do?'

"That's better,” Elken said, mollified. "1 want you to put together the tents and make a place worthy of
me! And | want al thefood you've got stashed away. And if anyone has anyoushka, | want that, too."

The otherslooked at one another. A few whispered comments were exchanged, empty pams turned up.
Twenty minutes later Elken lay on apile of mismatched bedding-abig pile, collected from at least a
dozen of the residents of the Hundred-Foot Field-beneath a canopy made out of Old Man Kelder's tent
stretched across the poles from Anaran the Thief's hut. He had a strip of dried salt beef in one hand, a
half-full bottle of oushka in the other.

Hetook agulp of liquor and smiled broadly. "The gods have smiled on me," he said. "It's asif they
wanted to pay me back for making me suffer through that nightmare.”

The memory of the dream, of the sensations of faling and burning and being buried, was unpleasant; his
smile vanished and he took another long draught of oushka.

"Thegodsarejust,” Tannasaid, from where she sat-just out of hisreach, ddiberately so.
"Of course" Elken said, then drained the rest of the bottle. "Come here, woman.”

Reuctantly Tanna came, before Elken could use his mysterious magic to drag her. She cuddlied up
beside him.

As she had expected, though, he was now too drunk to do anything more than give her a squeeze before
fdling into abooze-induced stupor. After afew fumbling moments his head rolled back, his eyes closed,
and he began snoring.

Tannawaited another five minutes, just to be sure.

Then she took the sharp little paring knife from her belt, reached around, and nestly diced open Elken's
|eft carotid artery.

Hejerked awake, and she cut his throat from ear to ear as he stared up at her and clapped a hand to the
initid wound.

She was flung back by his magic, smashing through the jury-rigged framework of his beggar's palace and
landing on hard ground. She rolled aside-she had had years of practice dodging attacks, and amagica



onewasn't redly so different.

By the time she got to her feet and made her way cautioudy back insde, Elken was till and limp, his
eyessaring and lifdess.

"It'sdl right," shecaled. "He'sdead."
The others emerged from their refuges to gather around her and look at Elken's corpse.
"I'm sorry about the ruined bedding,” Tanna said as she stared down at the body. "What awaste!™

No one was sure whether she meant the bloodstained bedding or Elken's magic.

"l can't believe you sent her out there!" Nerrasaid, staring at her uncle.
Faran pointedly did not stare back, but instead studied the reports Captain Vengar had given him.

"Shelll befing" hesaid. "Shejust hasto go afew blocks, and shell have Hanner with her, and then
they'll both be safe a my house.”

"You redly have ahousein theNew City 7'

" redly do. I've had it Since you were ababy."

"That's where you go when you aren't here and don't take us with you?”

"Usudly, yes"

"So Hanner and Alriswill live there from now on?"

Faran put down the reports. "I certainly hope not," he said. "I expect Lord Azrad will cometo his senses
once he's had some degp and daylight has brightened the World, and then Hanner and Alriswill come
back here where they belong, and my house will be private again.”

"But now they'll know whereitis"

Faran sighed. "Nerra, there are scores of peoplein this city who know whereit is. Anyone who really
wants to know could find out easily enough. | don't think anyone redlly cares, though.”

"Then why didn't you ever tdll us about it?"
"Because it wasn't any of your concern.”
"But. .."

Faran had had enough of her questions-and he hadnot had enough deep. Histemper gave out, and he



glared at her as he cut her off.
"Gotodeep, Nerra," hesaid. "If you redlymust ask meimpertinent questions, do it in themorning." He
got to hisfeet and marched into his bedroom.

Nerrawatched him go, then looked around, redlizing that she was alonein the room.

And shewould be alonein her bedroom, with Alrisout of the Palace. She would be adone, and these
mad magicians, or demonsin human guise or whatever they were, were roaming the streets and skies.
The city guard was out in force, keeping the plaza clear-but what could they do against ademon? What

good would they be if amad magician flew across the cand to Nerra's bedroom window?

She shuddered at the thought-but she didn't have much choice. Reluctantly, she wandered back to her
own bed, climbed in, closed the curtains, and buried herself under the coverlet, certain shewould get no

more deep that night.

Ten minutes later she was snoring quietly.

Chapter Eleven

Hanner stood in the shadows of Coronet Street and looked up at the looming black facade beyond the
gardenwall.

"It's the entire house?' he asked.

"That'swhat he said,” Alrisreplied.

Hanner grimaced. He should have known, hetold himself. Fitting his entire party-himsdlf, hissigter, his
fifteen recruits, and hisfour prisoners-would not be aproblem. It was entirely possible there would even
be enough beds for each to deep alone. Lord Faran's unofficia residence stood four stories high, and the
garden wall extended alongCoronet Street from High Street dmost to the corner ofMerchant Street .

"Where'sthe gate?' one of the warl ocks asked.
"Who needs agate?' Rudhiraasked, flying over thewall.

"Someof usdo,” Yorn replied grumpily.



"It'son High Street,” Alrissaid, pointing.

They trudged on upCoronet Street , and around the corner onto High Street. The garden wall that had
hidden the ground floor from them ended afew feet from the corner, to be replaced by aniron fence
topped with spikes. Peering between the bars of the fence Hanner could see broad, many-paned
windowsin abrick and black stone wall just the other side of adooryard perhaps five or six feet wide.
Rudhirawas in the dooryard, moving quickly toward the front door, but Manner took amoment to look
the place over.

All thewindows were dark, and no torches or lanterns hung at the entrance, but that was hardly a
urprise.

An eegant iron gate guarded the entrance, a dozen yards from the end of the garden wall. To Manner's

surpriseit wasn't locked:; it swung open at histouch, silently, without the dightest creak or rattle. Hanner
stepped through into the dooryard to find Rudhirastanding by the door, tapping her foot impatiently.

"I could have opened thismysdlf,” she said.
"Without breaking it?" Hanner asked, curious about just what warlockry could and couldn't do.
"Ithink so-but I'm not sure, and you've got the key, so | waited.”

"Thank you," Hanner said. Then it registered that no one was opening the door, and he turned. Alriswas
gtanding just behind him, the key in her hand, watching Rudhirawarily and not gpproaching the door.

"I'll doit, Alris" he said, taking the key from her. He found the lock, and amoment later the door swung
open.

The halway beyond was dark, of course. Hanner stepped in and beckoned to the others, then stood il
for amoment to let hiseyes adjust.

A red glow appeared to one Side, dimly illuminating the hal. Hanner turned, startled, and found Rudhira
standing beside him, one hand raised-and that hand was glowing.

By that dull red light Hanner could see alook of intense concentration on Rudhiras face. Her lips parted
to revedl tightly clenched teeth as she grimaced and sucked in air.

The glow brightened from red to orange-and then brightened further, but stayed orange. Rudhiralet out
her breath in along, ragged sigh and relaxed; the glow steadied.

Hanner quickly turned his attention to their surroundings and spotted a candle on atable by the door.
"Does anyone havetinder?' he asked, pointing. "We don't want to wear Rudhira out.”

Rudhirafollowed hisfinger and saw the candle. "I might be ableto light it," she said, starting to lower her
glowing hand.

"No, don't strain yoursdlf," Hanner said. Alriswas aready pulling atinderbox from her purse, and a
moment later the candleflared to life.

"Y ou can relax now," Hanner told Rudhira, nodding at her still-glowing hand as he picked up the candle.



"It'sno trouble,” she said, but the glow blinked ouit.
"It looked like an effort,” Hanner said.

"Only at first, when | tried to seehow to doit,” Rudhirasaid. "Once | started, it got easier. That's how
this magic aways seemsto work-the more you useit, the easier it is. The hard part isin understanding
how to do something new."

"Y ou seem to be doing well at that,” Hanner said. "I haven't seen anyone else make anything glow.
Mostly they just seem to throw things around.” As he spoke he was looking around at the broad hallway.

As hewould have expected from Uncle Faran, it was magnificent, but tasteful. It was perhaps fifteen feet
across, with atweve-foot celling, and he couldn't see the far end by the single candleslight. Thewalls
were papered in gold and white above polished dark wood wainscoting, broken by ornately modeled
plaster and gilt pilasters. Gleaming brass sconces were spaced evenly between the columns, except
where arched doorways opened into other rooms. A splendid staircase, dark wood carpeted in red, rose
ahead of Hanner and his party. To the left an archway opened into adarkened parlor; to theright wasa
closed door, painted white and trimmed with gilt.

"May ahundred gods blessme," Zarek muttered as he looked at this opulence.

"Well, it'saroof over our heads," Hanner said wryly. He turned and beckoned everyone inside-some
were gill hesitating on the front walk. "Comein, dl of you!" he said.

He counted off the party. Rudhiraand Alris had comein with him; Zarek and Y orn were close behind.
He ill hadn't learned the names of dl the others, but he counted the four prisoners and the other twelve
warlocks, and once they were al insde he stepped past them al to take afina look outsde-he didn't
think he had missed anyone, but he wanted to be sure.

An ederly man was walking dowly past and glanced at him, but said nothing. Other than that the street
was empty; satisfied, Hanner closed and locked the door.

Ashedid, hefindly noticed the bell pull hanging just insde the door, afew inches from where the candle
had been waiting.

"Oh, for..." he began. Then he bit the oath off short and tugged at the cord.
Somewhere he heard adistant tinkle.

It was possible that there were no servantsin residence at present, but it seemed unlikely-the place was
obvioudy clean and well maintained, and Uncle Faran would probably want to be ableto drop in at any
time, without notice, with hislatest conquest on hisarm, and be properly attended.

That done, Hanner turned to face the crowd gathered in the halway. Some of them were barely visble
by the lone candl€'s light, but Hanner was sure they were dl there. He cleared histhroat, and every face
turned toward him.

"All right," Hanner said, "'l don't know whether anyone will answer that bell, but if someone does, he or
shewill know better than | what deeping accommodations are available here. 1, on the other hand, fed
qudified to explain afew things that you ought to know before you agree to stay here.



"Thisismy uncle's house-my uncle Faran's. Y es, that's the same Lord Faran who is chief advisor to the
overlord. Knowing my uncleas| do, I'm sure he knows the exact location and vaue of every iteminthis
house. Now, most of you are honest citizens who were caught up in tonight's madness through no fault of
your own, but afew of you are... well, perhaps not entirely honest, and you've suddenly had magical
abilitiesthrust upon you. Furthermore, I'm suremost of you have never before been in such luxurious
surroundings and may find yoursdlf tempted to borrow atrinket or two, or to tamper with some
unfamiliar device.

"Dontt.

"I know my uncle. If you interfere with any of his possessions, if you damage or bresk or steal anything,
you'rerisking your very life. Were trusting you al to be on your very best behavior for your stay here.

"Thank you."
"But we'rewarlocks," ayoung man-aboy, realy-said. "Don't we... won't that mean anything?"

"I don't know," Hanner said honestly. "I don't know much of anything about it. But 1do know not to fool
around with my uncles beongings.”

Because he was standing by the door and facing down the hallway, and the otherswere dl turned to
face him, Hanner was thefirst to see the light that sprang up benesth the stairs. "Ah!" he said, stepping
forward.

A manin finewhite linen and black breeches appeared from beneeth the stairs, holding a copper lamp;
the hallway brightened considerably. He stopped dead and stared at the crowd in the halway in
ill-conced ed astonishment.

"Hai!" Hanner said, striding through the gathered warlocks. "1'm Lord Hanner, Lord Faran's nephew."
He held up the key to the front door. "An emergency has come up, and my uncle agreed to let me and
my companions say the night here.”

"My lord," the man mumbled, still looking about in confusion at the unexpected throng.

"Thisismy gger, Lady Alris"" Hanner said as he came even with hissibling. "And your nameis... 7'

"Bern, my lord."

"Bern," Hanner said as he came up to the man and clapped him on the shoulder. "Excdlent. There are
twenty-one of usin dl, but if there aren't sufficient beds for so many well be glad to share, or to make do

with couches or carpets.”

"There are ... there are ten guest rooms, my lord, and Lord Faran's own bed."Bern was clearly hesitant,
unsure how he should dedl with thishorde of unanticipated guests.

They did have akey, though, Hanner thought, and agang of thieveswould hardly have so many
ill-assorted members. Hanner wasfairly sureBern would accept him at hisword, and was trying hard to
convey an atitude of absolute certainty.

"Excdlent!" Hanner smiled broadly. "L ead the way, then, and welll settlein. It'slate, and we don't wish
to impose on my uncle's hospitality any more than necessary.”



"Of course, my lord,"Bern said, findly recovering his golomb. "Thisway."

It took another haf hour to get the entire party properly distributed, at two to aroom. All the
bedchambers were on the second floor-Manner was briefly puzzled and askedBern, "Why aren't there
any beds on the third and fourth floor?"

"There may be bedsthere, my lord,"Bern replied, "but | am not permitted on the top two floors. Those
are Lord Faran's private rooms, and no one but he is allowed up there."

"Oh," Hanner said. He wastoo tired to pursue the matter further and returned his attention to deeping
arrangements. In the end Alris and Rudhiratook the chief guest room and Hanner took Faran's own bed
for himsdlf, while the others were paired off more or less randomly in the other nine chambers.

Each room was tagtefully lush and equipped with enough bedding for two-sometimes one large bed,
sometimes more than one. No one complained about the accommodations; in fact, some roomswere
greeted with awed silence. What delays did occur were the result of getting lamps or candleslit, locating
chamber pots, and arguing over who would share which room.

Hanner was unspeskably weary, dmost staggering, whenBern finally swung open the door of the master
bedroom and led Hanner in.

Hanner stopped dead in histracks and smply stared whileBern crossed to abedside table to light the
lamp there.

He had known that his uncle had a sybaritic streak, and had often heard Faran complain about the size,
arrangement, and condition of their gpartmentsin the Palace, but he had always assumed those
complaintsto belargely empty rhetoric. Hanner had seen the interiors of severa other mansionsin
theNew City and knew they were more luxurious than the roomsin the Palace, but he had aways found
Faran's officid quarters comfortable enough. Despite the grumbles, he had thought hisuncle did, too.

Now he changed hismind.

It was not amatter of size; the grand bedchamber was large, but not outrageoudly so. It was, rather, the
furnishingsthat impressed him.

The bed was thick and soft, mattresses piled waist-high within the carved ebony frame, and waswide
enough that Hanner could have lain across the black silken coverlet with neither head nor feet hanging
over the sde. Lengthwise, he could not stretch far enough to reach both footboard and headboard
smultaneoudy. Wine-red velvet curtains trimmed in black and gold hung from asilk and velvet canopy,
tied back on either side with elaborate gold-braid rosettes.

At each corner of the bed stood atable. The two at the head held the usual appurtenances-lamps, basin,
pitcher, mirrors, and so on. The two at the foot held bronze statues, each of anude couple engaged in
amorous play. Chests of drawers, trimmed with intricate carvings, siood against onewall, and two
enormous wardrobes, their doors elaborately painted, occupied another. A marble statue of awoman
stood in the center of theroom. A smdll, extraordinarily fine shrine was built into the wall near the head of
the bed. Two broad windows, shuttered and curtained, pierced the north side of theroom. A large
marble and gilt mantel topped a carved marble fireplace above an degant tile hearth; agold and ivory
screen blocked the opening, since no one would want afire for months. Half adozen fine smal carpets
hid much of the polished parquet floor, and a dozen painted panels adorned the walls, the paintings



mostly seemed to involve beautiful peoplein states of undress. Everywhere were detailed carvings, fine
woods, rich textures and colors.

Hanner had seen the overlord's own bedchamber once; it was not so lush and ornate asthis.
"Gods," he murmured.

Then he redlized thatBern had been talking and had stopped. He had asked Hanner a question.
"What?' Hanner asked.

"Breskfast arrangements, my lord,"Bern said. "What shdl | do?

"Doyou..." Hanner began, then he remembered some of whatBern had aready said. He hadn't really
been listening, but some of it had registered anyway.

Bernwas merely the chief caretaker; other servants came in sometimes during the day to clean and
maintain the place, and when Faran wasin resdence afull staff wason cal.

Hanner had been about to ask aboutBern 's cooking skills, but now he thought better of it.

"Just something smple,” he said. "Cold salt ham and smdll beer, perhaps. Or fruit and breed, if any ison
hand, but you needn't light the oven.”

"Thank you, my lord,"Bern said. He bowed and departed- Hanner stepped into the room, out ofBern''s
way, when the servant reached the doorway.

Bernclosed the door softly behind him, leaving Hanner staring at his uncle's private bedchamber.

Hanner had never redlized that Faran wouldwant aplace likethis. He had known his uncle pursued
women whenever he had the time free from hiswork, and affected expensive tastes, but somehow
Hanner had il thought of Faran asafruga and com-mon-sensica man, not the sort of sybarite who
would maintain so el aborate a hideaway.

He wondered how, after adozen yearsliving with his uncle, he could have understood him so little. It
was somehow the biggest surprise of the entirelong, strange night.

And avery long, very strange night it had been. Walking Mavi home had been only very dightly out of
the ordinary, anatura progresson in anorma relationship, but from then on the night had grown ever
more bizarre. Strange new magic erupting al over the city, people running amok with it, the magicians of
the Wizards Quarter confounded, Hanner making himself the leader of a posse set upon restoring order,
being refused admission to hishomein the overlord's paace, being sent here ingtead-and rinding that his
uncle was not the man Hanner had thought him, al these years.

Hanner let out along, shuddering sigh, then headed for the bed, pulling off histunic.
Perhapsin the morning everything would be back to normal. Perhaps this strange new magic would pass
with the dawn, perhaps the overlord's orders would have changed, perhaps everyone could go back to

their own proper homes.. .

But, Hanner redlized, as he pulled off his boots, Uncle Faran would still be capable of having maintained



this amazing secret retreet. That wasn't going to go away.

But it might not seem to matter by daylight. Hanner crawled under the coverlet, straightened the pillow
under hishead, blew out the lamp, and fell instantly adeep.

Chapter Twelve

Ulpen ofNorth Herris arose early from anight of troubled dreams, while the sun was il red in the esst.
Half-adeep, he ssumbled to the kitchen to stir up the fire and get his master's bregkfast.

Hefdt strange and awkward as he moved through the familiar rooms of the wizard's house in the
danting orange light, and the walls seemed dmost to closein on him, suffocating him-an image he knew
came from one particular nightmare that till haunted him.

He used the poker to spread out the banked coals in the bottom of the stove, then returned it to its hook
and fetched wood and tinder from the bin. He threw ahandful of tinder onto the cods, but when it flared
up suddenly he started back involuntarily; the fire was too much like one of his dreams. He backed
unthinkingly away from the stove, blinking mazily, rather than adding the sticks he held to thefire.

Hisfoot hit an obstruction-Degthbringer, the wizard's cat. Deathbringer yowled in protest. Trying
desperately not to hurt the cat, trying not to drop the firewood, Ulpen lost his balance and began to fall
backward. The sticks tumbled from his arms as he belatedly flung out his hands to catch himsaif.

"Augh!" he said as he and the wood stopped fdling.

Then heredlized that he hadn't hit the plank floor, and that the sticks hadn', either. Thelittle stack of
wood had somehow reformed, balanced impossibly on his chest as he rested on one leg, one palm, and
empty air.

Magic had broken hisfall.

"Thank you, Magter," he sad, carefully lowering himsdf and the wood to the floor and turning to the
doorway. Since he had hardly been in aposition to cast aspell even had he thought quickly enough, he
assumed his master had stopped hisfall.

Sure enough, the wizard Abdaran stood in the kitchen doorway, staring down at his apprentice and
frowning. The frown degpened ashe sad, "It was none of my doing.”



Ulpen blinked. He gathered up the wood and set it on the floor, then sat up, turning to face his master.

"Until you spoke | had intended to ask you what spell you used,” Abdaran said. "I didn't recognizeit and
thought perhaps you had been meddling in things best |eft lone.”

"I haven't, Master," Ulpen protested. "I didn't do anything!"

"Y et you stopped faling in midair, and the wood did not scatter.”

"It's definitely magic, Magter, but it'snotmine.”

“Norisit mine"

"But..." Ulpen looked around uneasily. "We're the only wizardsinNorth Herris, aren't we?"

"To the best of my knowledge, we are," Abdaran agreed. "Nor are there any in South orEast Herris.
But are we sure that it was wizardry that stopped your fal?"

"No," Ulpen admitted. "But what, then?'

"You tell me, apprentice,” Abdaran said, switching to hislecturing tone.

Ulpen chewed on hislower lip thoughtfully as he got to hisfeet and brushed off his breeches. Then he
looked at his master. "It might be gods, demons, witchcraft, sorcery, some unknown natural

phenomenon, or... well, or something we don't know about.”

Abdaran smothered asmile. "l would say that coversthe possibilities," he acknowledged. "That last
category is perhapsabit over-inclusive, though.”

Ulpen did not bother responding to that; instead he said, "There aren't any sorcerersleft around here,
arethere?’

"Not so far as|'m aware. There are four witches inEast Herris, but no known sorcerers.”
"Why would the witches have kept me from faling?"

"I can't imagine how they would know, or why they would bother," Abdaran replied. "We could ask
them.”

That ideadid not appeal to Ulpen. Witches could read peopl€'s emotions, sometimes even their
thoughts, and that made the apprentice nervous. "I'm sure they meant no harm,” he said.

"And why do you assume it was the witches?' Abdaran asked. "Y ou haven't eiminated al the other
posshilitiesonyour lig."

"Well, we eliminated sorcery ..."
"No, wedid not," Abdaran interrupted. "We eliminatedknown sorcerers. There could be someone new

inthe area, using thisas arather unorthodox introduction, or perhaps a sorcerer has been hiding here all
aong, or perhaps thiswas some |l eftover bit of sorcery from some long-ago spell.”



Ulpen considered that as he gathered up the wood. He tossed thefirgt stick into the fire-just barely in
time, asthetinder had al but burned away-and said, "But in that case, couldn't it just aswell be some
Sde effect of wizardry? A spell cast ahundred years ago, or a hundred leagues away?"

"Or to be cast a sometimein thefuture," Abdaran agreed approvingly.

Ulpen threw another stick of wood on the fire as he absorbed that. The ideathat a spell that hadn't been
performed yet could somehow affect them was new to him, and he found it hard to think abouit.

"And gods or demons?' Abdaran prompted.

"Can't be demons unlessthere's ademonologist,” Ulpen said. " The demons were shut out of the World
after the Great War, and can't interfere in human affairs uninvited.”

"There are demonologistsin the World, though,” Abdaran said.

"Not aroundhere, arethere?' He glanced at his master and saw the satisfied expression of ateacher
about to reiterate afavorite point, and quickly added, " That we know of ?*

Abdaran let out the breasth he had drawn. "Not that we know of," he said.

"And thegods... well, they do favorsfor theurgists, but other than that they don't generdly intervenein
little thingslike sumbling over acat.”

"Not generaly,” Abdaran agreed.

"Do you think Sinassamight have asked agod to look after me?' Sinassathe Theurgist lived inSouth
Herris ; Ulpen had met her once when he was very young, when his mother had taken him to have a
fever cured, and rumor had it that Abdaran had romanced her briefly many years ago.

"Doyou think so?" Abdaran replied. "Have you paid her to do o, or even asked her?"

"No," Ulpen said as he threw in morewood. "1 haven't spokento ... blast!" He dropped the rest of the
wood and knelt in front of the stove.

He had been careless, and mogt of the kindling had burned away while he was talking; hislatest addition
to thefire, rather than adding fue, had smothered the flame. There were still glowing cods, but he knew
those wouldn't be enough to light the new wood without help. He breathed gently into the stove, trying to
coax anew flame.

"Come on, comeon," he muttered to himself. "Comeon!™

A wisp of smoke rose from thelittle heap of wood, then vanished.

Rdighting the firewas not redlly aserious problem; if al esefailed, he could douse it completely and
gart from scraich, using either flint and sted or Thrindle's Combustion.

That, however, would be a nuisance and would undoubtedly trigger along lecture from Abdaran on the
necessity of maintaining aproper household and not relying excessively on wizardry for everyday tasks.

If he had had any sulfur at hand he might have surreptitioudy worked the Combustion anyway, but the



nearest sulfur wasin the workshop, and besides, using the Combustion on something that was aready
burning would produce an explosion. Theiron ssovemight contain such ablast without damage-but it
might not, and blowing the kitchen stove to bitswould get him worse than amere lecture.

He stared at the wood,willing it to burn. ..
Andit did. It flared an eerie, unnatura orange, then smoldered, sizzled, spat sparks, and caught fire.
"What did youdo ?* Abdaran said, suddenly close at Ulpen'sside.

"l... | don'tknow!" Ulpen said, staring into the stove.

"It glowed orange," Abdaran said.

"Yes," Ulpen agreed, ill garing.

"Youdid it somehow, didn't you, boy?*

Ulpen nodded.

"Canyoudo it again?' Abdaran handed Ulpen another stick of wood.

Ulpen accepted it with unsteady fingers. He looked at the stick, then looked into the stove.

Thefirewas burning merrily-not the fragile, uneven flame of anewly lit fire, but asteady blaze, asif it
had been burning haf an hour; putting the stick in there would be more than enough to light it without any

meagic.
Instead, Ulpen stood up, backed away, then raised the stick like atorch. He stared at it, andwilled it to
burn.

The stick-and hisband -glowed orange; sparks flew, and flame burst from the wood. The sudden heat
was far more than he had expected; startled, Ulpen dropped the ftick. . .

And caught it afoot from the floor, without touchingit.

"It'syou” Abdaran said. " Something's enchanted you."

Ulpen nodded and, till without touching it, flung the burning stick into the stove.
"How did you do that?" Abdaran asked.

"I don'tknow, Master!" Ulpen wailed.” Can't you tdl?"

Abdaran turned up an empty pam. "Thisis nothingl've ever seen before," he said. "Nor have | read of
anything likethis, and if my own master ever mentioned it, | either wasn't listening or forgot it long ago.”

"But... can't you dosomething? Y ou're amaster wizard!"

Abdaran looked at Ulpen quizzicdly. "How do you fed ?* he said.



"..." Ulpen stopped, considering the question more carefully. "1 fed fine, actudly.” To hissurprise, he
redized that he felt better than he had in days. The queasy residue of his nightmares and hisusua morning
grogginess had both vanished. His unhap-piness was entirely due to the shock of discovering his
unexpected abilities, not from any sort of physical discomfort.

"Not tired?'
"No."

"Thenit's not that you've suddenly learned witchcraft-1 know from Cardd and Lurdlathat witchesfind
firelighting exhaugting.”

"Thenit's not witchcraft,” Ulpen agreed. Aside from being frightening because it was strange, the
fire-lighting experience had been more exhilarating than exhaudting. "1sn't there some spell we can useto
figurethis out? Somedivinaion?

Abdaran snorted. "Ulpen, | may technicaly be amaster wizard, but if | could do that sort of divination,
do you redly think 1'd be out here inNorth Herris, selling love potions and treating cattle for mange and
thelike?'

The question startled Ulpen, who had never given the matter any thought at all. Abdaran had dways
been here, lways been the town's one wizard, an unquestioned part of the community; it had never
occurred to Ulpen that Abdaran might ever want to be somewhere else.

"No, thisoneisbeyond me," Abdaran said, not waiting for Ulpen to answer. "1 think you'd better see
someone who knows far more magic thanl do."

"But..." Ulpen began.

"| think thisisamatter for the Wizards Guild," Abdaran said, ignoring Ulpen's attempt to spesk.
"Unknown magic isaways a Guild matter."

Ulpen'seyeswidened. "It is?' he asked.

He had heard of the Wizards Guild, of course, and he was technically amember-he had sworn haf a
dozen great and terrifying oathsto that effect when hefirst started his gpprenticeship and began to learn
the secrets of wizardry. Every wizard was required to join the Guild; the pendty for practicing wizardry
without joining, vigoroudy enforced by the Guild itself, was desth.

But Ulpen had never had any red contact with the Guild outside his apprenticeship with Abdaran. He
had met perhaps three other wizardsin hislife, dl very briefly, and each had been an ordinary hedgerow
wizard like Abdaran, not anyone Ul pen thought of as representing the Guild. The Guild had seemed to
him this mysterious, al-powerful organization lurking somewhere beyond the horizon.

He had dways known that upon completing his gpprenticeship he would be presented to representatives
of the Guild who would approve or disgpprove his elevation to journeyman; he had known that someday,
barring disaster, he would be examined by the Guild for the rank of master and the right to take on
apprentices of hisown.

Those, however, had been far-off matters-he assumed he still had a good two years | eft before he would
be rated ajourneyman- and quite intimidating enough.



"You'l haveto seethe Guildmaster," Abdaran said.
Ulpen's eyes widened farther. ™Y ou mean the head of theentire Guild?"

Abdaran garted. "What? No, no, of course not. | mean Guild-master Manrin, in Ethshar of the Sands.
He's only responsible for this area, he's not the head of the entire Guild. There are dozens of
Guildmastersin the World. | don't evenknow who's the head of the entire Guild-and | don't think | want
to, and | think that if you're wise,you won't want to, either.”

"Oh," Ulpen said. Thiswas not helping his self-confidence at dl.

"Comeon, then," Abdaran said, turning away. "Pack your things. It'salong walk to the city, and we'd
better get started.”

"Wh ..." Ulpen hesitated, tried to think of something intelligent to say, and finally could find no response
more appropriate than "Y es, Madter.”

The two wizards, master and apprentice, had been gone for perhaps haf an hour when severd terrified
villagers and folk from nearby farms came to Abdaran’'s home, seeking counsdl regarding the bizarre
nightmares afew of them had experienced the night before, the mysterious abilities that two of them had
manifested, and the unexplained overnight disappearance of three people.

Chapter Thirteen

Lord Manner did not realizeimmediately that he was actualy awake; the view before him was so
unfamiliar that at first he thought he was till dreaming. Gradudly, though, memories of the night before
drifted back, and he began to recognize his surroundings.

Thiswas Uncle Faran's bedchamber, in his mansion on High Street-the mansion Faran had never
admitted to Hanner that he owned.

Hanner was|ooking at afine mirror framed in polished brass; it ssood on asmall bedsdetable, just
visible past the edge of the bed curtains, and reflected in it Hanner could see asmdll bronze statue of a
nude coupl e entangled with one another, and beyond that alarger marble statue of a naked woman.

That was why he had thought he was dreaming; in hiswaking life up until last night he had only seen such
datuary in gardens and grand halls, never in bedrooms.



Theroom was dim, but the fact that he could see a al meant it was after dawn, since he had put out the
lamp before going to deep. He sat up.

Sunlight was lesking in through the shutters and curtains that hid the two large windows. Hanner pushed
asdethe black silk coverlet, dipped out of bed, and padded over to the nearer one.

He opened the drapes and unlatched the shutters, the wooden panels swung open.

Light blazed in, forcing Hanner to squint and blink; at first he thought he had accidentaly looked directly
into the sun. When he could see clearly again, though, he redlized that the sun was nowhere to be seen-in
fact, thinking about the house's location and where the bedchamber was, he redlized the windows faced
north. It was smply the contrast between the bright light of a summer day and the dimness of a shuttered
room that had fooled him.

The windows opened out onto a balcony overlooking the mansion's garden; Hanner unlatched one and
stepped outside into the day's heat. To the left he could see over the garden wall and acrossCoronet
Street ; ahead and to the left he could see down Coronet to the intersection withMerchant Street .
Directly ahead, beyond the garden, he could see the back of what he took to be atradesman's home,
with rooms above a shop, while to the right beyond the garden wall was another garden and the rear of
another mangon.

From the shadows of the treesin the garden and shadows on the surrounding walls, he judged it to be
midmorning, halfway between dawn andnoon . He had never intended to deep so late- but then, he had
never intended to stay up so late the night beforel!

Half the morning was gone-the entire mess caused by the mysterious new magic might well have been
straightened out and dedlt with by now.

He certainlyhoped it had been. He saw no signs of trouble on the visible portions of Coronet
orMerchant Street . Traffic seemed perhaps alittlelight-but he didn't really know what was normal for
this neighborhood, since he had rarely had any business here.

Hedidn't have aclear view of anything more than ablock avay, so he couldn't very well look for smoke
from gtill-burning buildings or warlocks flying about, but the few people he did see in the Street were
walking, not running. That wasagood sign, but hardly definitive.

It could dll be over, or it could just bealull.

Widll, hetold himsdlf, he couldn't redlly expect to find out anything staring out at hisuncle's
garden-except that Uncle Faran had been far lessimaginative and extravagant in arranging his garden
than in furnishing his house, as the paths were broad and straight, the flowerbeds and hedges smple, the

Satuary sparse.

If he wanted to know what was happening, he would have to go out and see. He turned back inside and
looked for his boots, wishing he had aclean pair of stockingsto wear.

A moment later hewasin the hdlway, fully dressed. Unsurprisingly,Bern was nowhere a hand; abelpull
hung by the side of Uncle Faran's bed, but Hanner had not wanted to use it. None of the others-neither
Alrisnor any of the score of warlocks- wasin sight, either, but Hanner could hear voices drifting up the
gtarsfrom below. He started down.



He was perhaps hafway down ‘when Rudhiras head appeared around a door frame at the foot of the
dairs. Her long hair was amess, disarrayed and tangled-if her room had contained a hairbrush she
obvioudy hadn't used it. She had cleaned off her makeup, however, and that, added to the difference
between the bright morning sunlight spilling through the windows and the firelight Hanner had seen her by
the night before, made her look almost a different person-a younger and more appealing one, so far as
Hanner was concerned.

Hanner noticed that she was wearing the same red tunic and skirt as the night before, somewhat the
worse for having been dept in-but of course, what else would she have to wear? He was il in the same
clotheshimsdf.

The difference, he thought to himself, wasthat his clothes were far more appropriate to these
surroundings, and to daylight, than Rudhiras.

"Thereyou arel" she said. "Weve been waiting!"

Hanner redly didn't know how to answer that, so he didn't; instead he smply nodded and continued
down the steps.

Rudhiramet him at the foot of the staircase and took his arm to lead him into what he discovered to be
the manson'sdining hdll.

"My lord,"Bern said, appearing as Hanner stepped through the door. He bowed discrestly. "1 have kept
the head of the table for you-I assume your uncle will not bejoining us?'

"Sofar as| know, hell be staying in the Palace until further notice,” Hanner agreed.
"And will your party be staying on?'
"I don't know," Hanner said. "Well haveto discussthat later.”

"If I may say s0, so large agroup isrealy morethan | can care for sngle-handed at even aminimal level.
If you do stay, | fed it would be advisableto cdl in more servants. Y our uncle has afine staff on call.”

"I'll let you know what we decide," Hanner said, moving past and turning his attention to the othersin the
room-and to the room itsalf.

Thedining hdl was large-which was hardly surprising in ahousethissize. A splendid table of gleaming
unfamiliar wood inlaid with ivory took up the center of the room, with adozen oaken chairs spaced along
itssides and one larger chair at the far end. Four ornate cabinets were arranged dong the east and west
walls, each with various drawers and compartments glittering with brass and ivory inlay; three of the four
included glass-fronted upper sections, and Hanner could see something moving behind one of those
panels, but the glasswas so elaborately cut and beveled that he could not tell what it was. Since that was
hardly an appropriate place to keep a pet, he supposed Uncle Faran had indulged in some variety of
meagicaly animated tableware.

Mirrors hung on dl four wals; the south wall was pierced by three generous multipaned windows
partialy obscured by lace curtains, looking out on the dooryard and High Street. At the north end alarge
diding door was closed tightly, while two small doors to the east sood open.



Seven people were seated around the table-three warlocks on either side, and hissister Lady Alrisat
thefoot of the far sde. Four more warlocks stood or leaned e sewhere around the room, not counting
Rudhira, who was at his shoulder. They had obvioudy been talking earlier, when he had heard voices,
but now they were dl saring slently at him.

None of the four prisonersthey had taken were present. "Where arethe ..." he began.

"We locked the prisonersin their rooms," Rudhirasaid before he could finish the sentence. "The others
aedill adeep.”

"I'll wakethemif you like, my lord,” Y orn said. He was standing to one Side.

"It's not necessary,” Hanner said. Hesitantly, uneasy under the silent scrutiny of adozen watchers, he
crossed the room and took his seat at the head of the table.

He had never been at the head of atable before, and wasn't entirely comfortable with the idega; thiswas
properly hisuncle's place. As anobleman Hanner had grown up giving ordersto servants and soldiers
and expecting a certain amount of deference, but he had aso amost dways been subordinate to
someone e se-his parents, his uncle, the overlord, the various other lordswho ran the city. The only times
he had been the highest-ranking person at amea had been in the paace kitchens or in the city's
inns-never in aforma dining room. It felt odd to Sit in the big carved oak chair and look down the length
of thetable.

Anempty platelay ready for him, while haf-empty platters of bread and ham and a pitcher of small beer
stood close at hand. Hanner could see that the others had not waited for him to appear before
eating;Bern had not yet cleared away the used plates and scattered crumbs.

Hanner speared adice of ham with his belt knife and transferred it to his plate, then reached for the beer
and a pewter mugBern had provided.

"My lord," Y orn said as Hanner poured, "1 should return to my company.”

Hanner looked up, Sartled. "Has the warlockry gone away?" he asked, putting down the pitcher.

He should have asked that sooner, he redlized. It should have been the firgt thing he said when he came
down the stairs and found Rudhirawaiting. It was obvioudy the most important question, the single thing
that would mogt affect what he did that day.

"No," Yornsad.

"No," Zarek agreed. He was seated on Hanner's lft. "L ook!"

Zarek's platelifted into the air, then hovered and began to spin-which flung bread crumbsin dl
directions. Onelanded in Hanner's beer.

"Sorry,” Zarek said as the plate dropped the foot or so to the table and landed with aringing clatter.

"It'snothing,” Hanner said, picking up the mug and staring at the floating crumb. He glanced up and
noticedBern's sllent but intense disapprova of Zarek's action.

Wedll,Bern was the servant and Zarek the guest, despite Zarek's ragged attire;Bern would just have to



tolerate such behavior. With agrimace Hanner gulped beer, then set the mug down again.
"Sothemagicisdill here he said. "Hasanything changed sincelagt night?”

The others|ooked at one another; no one spoke at first, then Zarek offered, "I've had the best night's
deep I've had in years, thanksto that lovely bed you let me use, but other than that, noth-ing.”

"Has there been any word from the Palace?' He directed thisat Alris, but she turned toBern .
"There have been no cdlerssince your arriva, my lord,"Bern replied.

"Did anyone receive any messages by other means, then?' Hanner looked around the table and at the
others beyond. "A wizard-sent dream, perhagps?'

A few empty hands turned up; no one spoke,
"Alris?'
"I haven't heard athing,” shesaid. "If | had any dreams| don't remember them.”

"I had dreams,”" Rudhiravolunteered. "Not messages, though- nightmares. Bad ones. Fireand faling and
suffocation, al jumbled together, and something callingto me.”

"SodidI!"
"Me, too!"
Half adozen voices chimed in, startled.

"But those werebefore,” one young woman said, overriding the others. "That was what woke meup in
thefirst place, when | firgt found out | could do magic. | dreamed | wasflying but burning as| flew, and
then | fell and fell and fell and dove into the earth asif it were apond, but then it fell inon meand | was
buried, | was trapped and smothered, and that was when | woke up and discovered my bedsheets were
floatingin midair."

Again, severa voices spoke at once, but thistime not al were agreeing-some were protesting that their
dreams had been |ater, herein the mansion.

"Silence!" Hanner bellowed. He stood up and pointed at Ru-dhira. "When did you dream?"

"I was awake when the magic came,” Rudhirasaid. "It waslike aflashin my mind, and | could fly and ...
wdll, you al know about that. It was here, in this house, that | had dreams about burning and faling and

drangling.”
Hanner nodded and pointed to Y orn.

"I had no dreams," the soldier said. "'l was awake when the screams came, and it waswhen | tried to
help one of the othersin my barracksthat | found | could move things.”

The next man, Alar Agor's son, had been adegp when the magic came and had been awakened by
nightmares, and the nightmares had recurred, far lessintensely, after going back to deepin Lord Faran's



mandon.

The next person, the young woman whose bedsheets had floated above her, had been awakened by the
dreams, but they had not recurred. Hanner asked her name, which she gave as Artaldathe Fair.

In the end, of the eleven warlocksin the room, four had been awake when the magic came, and all
seven of the others had been awakened by the same nightmare of afiery plungeinto entrgpment in the
ground. Four of them-two who had originaly been awake and two who had been adeep-had had milder
nightmares afterward, here in the house on High Strest.

Neither Hanner nor Alris norBern had dreamed at dl, so far asthey could recall.

"The later dreams were different,” said Desset of Eastwark, a plump woman who was one of the two
who had experienced both, and who was one of the three who had been flying steadily last night.
"Something wascalling me. | don't think it wasthefirg time."

" Something was definitely caling me," Rudhiraagreed.

"I think something called meboth times," said Varrin the Weaver, the last of the three flyers, the other
who had dreamed twice, and the one whose initial experience, destroying his entire bedroom, had been
the most violent.

Just then another warlock, newly arisen from his borrowed bed, wandered in, to be immediately
confronted by Rudhira

"Didyou have any strange dreamslast night?" she demanded.
Startled, the warl ock-a youth named Othisen Okko's son- said, "What?"

Rudhirarepeated the question. The boy, afarmer's son who had been in the city consulting atheurgist
when the new magic appeared, looked around at the crowd staring a him.

"Sort of," hesaid. "l don't really remember.”
Rudhiralooked ready to interrogate Othisen further, but Hanner interrupted.

"I don't think it matters," he said. "l think it's clear that there is some common phenomenon at work here,
something that happened last night that caused these nightmares and that gave you al this strange magic.
Andit'sclear that it's affected different people differently, which iswhy some of you have much more
powerful magic than others, some have more intense dreams, and o on. Finding out exactly which effect
it's had on whom isn't important. Finding out what it was, and whether the effects are permanent, and
whether there areother effects we don't know about, might be important. So we know that the magic
hasn't gone away, and the dreams haven't gone away-but not everyone had the dreams, and they do
seem to be alittle lessintense the second time around. Now, has anyone noticed anything el se out of the
ordinary? Has the magic faded at al?'

The warlocks looked at one another. Rudhiraventured, "Therewas alot of screaming last night, when it
al first sarted.”

"That was because of the nightmares," Zarek said. "1 woke up screaming. So did some of the people
around me. | wasterrified and thought for amoment | was going mad.”



"Maybe you did go mad," someone suggested. "Maybe wetill did, and we'rejust imagining this™
"l don't think s0," Hanner said, dismissing the suggestion with awave of hishand. "Anything ese?"
No one had any other observationsto report.

"Fine" Hanner said. "Then isthe magic weakening with time?"

There was a sudden rustling, and asurred flurry of motion as most of the warlocks began testing
themselves by lifting up from the floor, levitating random objects, diding furniture around, and so on.

Rudhiradid not move, which Hanner found interesting; she merely watched.

Y orn rose gently from the floor until an upstretched arm reached the celling; he was thefirst to speak.
"If anything, my lord, it'sstronger,” he said.

There was a chorus of agreement.

Hanner nodded, considering what should be done next. He had no idea how long this warl ockry would
last or how widespread it was-and whether it wasredlly his problem. He was here, rather than safely

home in the Palace, because he had been outside when it al began and had taken it upon himself to try to
do something, but wasit redly hisresponghility?

"My lord," Yorn said urgently, "'l should go now. | was due to report for duty hours ago.”

"And | should go home," Othisen said. "Once I've eaten,” he added hadtily, eyeing the ham and bread.
"But you're warlocks," Hanner said.

"I'masoldier,” Yorn sad.

"And magicians are forbidden to serve as common soldiers," Hanner said.

"But I'm not amagician,” Y orn protested. "1 served no apprenticeship, I'm not awizard or awitch or a
sorcerer, | don't summon gods or demons-| can just do afew things. Someone put a spell on me, but
that doesn't make meamagician!”

"And I'm not amagicianor asoldier,” Othisen said as he snatched a chunk of bread and adice of ham.
"Arewe prisoners here?' Rudhira demanded.

"No, of course not,” Hanner said. He had been thinking that the group he had gathered would stay
together for aslong asthe warlockry and its mystery remained, but now he saw that was foolish-the
meagic mightnever go away, the mystery mightnever be solved. He had said the wrong thing again.
"You'reright, and I'm sorry. You'refreeto go, al of you who choose to-and you're also free to stay, for
now. Thank you al for your help last night, and if any of you want to stay and help me handlethe
prisoners and try to figure out more about what's happened, | would be glad of it. | promised those who
alded me areward, but since the overlord has refused us admission to the Palace, or any recognition of
your efforts, dl | can offer to fulfill that promiseisfood and lodging here.”



"Thank you, my lord, but | have food and lodging esewhere," Yorn said. "If you have no objections, Il
leave a once." He suited his actions to hiswords and trotted out of the room; a moment later Hanner
heard the front door open and close.

"I'll go when I'vefinished esting,” Othisen said.

Hanner took a bite of ham, then a swig of beer, and looked around at the others.

"I'll stay," Rudhirasaid.

That was acomfort for Hanner; he had been beginning to worry that if al the warlocksleft he would be
unable to control the vandals they had captured the night before. He had aresponsbility to keep them
safe until they were properly delivered to amagidtrate.

If not for the prisoners Hanner might have smply chased everyone butBern out, locked up the house,
and gone home himsdlf, but aslong as those four were locked in upstairs and he had no ingtructions asto
what should be done with them, he was stuck here. And he had to keep them secure. Y orn wasthe only
trained guardsman in the group, and his absence would be felt if the prisoners were to attempt escape or
otherwise cause trouble, but Rudhira appeared to be the most powerful warlock of them al- though
Varrin might be close-and could dmost certainly keegp dl four inline.

"And therest of you?' Hanner asked.

Zarek laughed. "If you think I'm going back to the Hundred-Foot Field when | can degpinamansion,
youremed."

"I'm going back to the Palace as soon asthey let mein,” Alrissaid.

Hanner nodded. He assumed that Alris would be admitted, that the overlord's panicky edict had been
revoked by now, but it would not have surprised him if warlocks were still banned from the Palace. That
waswhy he couldn't just march the prisonersthere.

"I'd appreciateit, Alris, if you could go see what's happening there, then come back and tel me"
Manner said. "'l need to know what to do with those four we have locked in upgtairs, for onething.” The

sooner they were out of his custody, the better, so far as he was concerned, and Rudhira might not want
to stay around indefinitely.

"If | go," Desset said, "can | come back later? | don't want my family to worry, but | want to find out
what's happened, and you people seem.. .. well, you know."

"Y ou can come back so long as1'm here," Hanner assured her. "If my uncle chases me out, or we al just
get bored and go home, come to the Palace and see me there.”

Desset nodded.
In the end, everyone but Rudhiraand Zarek decided to go- but severa promised to return.
And Othisen, after he had eaten, changed his mind.

"No onein my villageis expecting me back for afew daysanyway," he said. "If | canfly home, | can be



therein plenty of timeevenif | don't leave until tomorrow or even the day after, and ... well, | want to see
what happens.”

"Canyou fly?" Hanner asked. "Y ou didn't fly last night that | saw.”
"l did alittle,” Othisen said as he sawed at the ham. "And I'm learning to do it better, | think.”

"You'rewelcometo stay," Hanner assured him, "but if you're going to practiceflying, pleasedo it inthe
garden, not the house."

Othisen smiled and nodded, his mouth too full of ham to reply in words.

Wil beforemidday the others had gone, and Hanner had finished his bregkfast. The three remaining
warlocks-Rudhira, Zarek, and Othisen-helpedBern in clearing away the remains of the meal and tidying
up the dining room, while Hanner sat there, thinking.

He tried to concentrate on what he should do about the warlocks, especialy the prisoners, but he found
his thoughts straying to wondering just why Uncle Faran had so big and luxurious ahouse, and why he
had kept it secret at all-he wasn't married, after all, so taking avariety of loverswas no greet offense
againg morasor custom. Eleven bedrooms, not countingBern 'sl Four stories. . .

And what was on the top two floors? Hanner remembered thatBern had said no one but Faran was
permitted above the second. What did Faran have up there?

It was none of hisbusiness, hetold himself, and antagonizing his uncle by investigating wasn't going to do
anyone any good. He forced his attention back to the warlocks.

Werethey magicians? Were they, perhaps, truly war-locked witches, the magic bestowed upon them
againg their will? If so, had Rudhiras free use of her powersthe night before killed witches somewhere ?

How did the dreamsfit in? And the screaming?

He remembered the night before, when he had been walking onNewmarket Street after seeing Mavi
home.. .

Was Mavi dl right? Had she been caught up in the night's insanity? He would need to check on that at
the first opportunity.

In fact, he thought, perhaps he should go right now.. .

But there were the prisoners, al of them with dangerous magica abilities, and he couldn't very well leave
them in his uncl€e's house guarded only by abeggar, astreetwaker, afarmboy, and the housekeeper.

For that matter, he couldn't very well leave the beggar, the streetwalker, and the farmboy unattended
here. He didn't know them well enough to trust them aone with so many vauable furnishings.

He would have to send Alris or Nerrato check on Mavi. That would be less awkward in any case.

He hoped shewas dl right. He remembered how he had stumbled for no reason just as the screaming
began; if she had been smilarly affected while climbing sairs she might havefdlen...



And why had he sumbled?
He frowned, and started over.

What should he do, if anything, about the warlocks?

Chapter Fourteen

Kennan had findly given up and gone home after dl thelightsin the mansion had gone out, but thiswas
not, he swore, over.

Sanda had fallen adeep waiting in achair by the front door; he left her there and went up to his own bed,
where he dept uneasily for afew hours.

When he awoke he checked to make sure that Aken had not returned, and that Sanda and the children
were gtill safe; he ate a hasty breakfast of bread and cheese, then set out for the Place.

Once again he was refused admission.

He stood staring across the cand at the gleaming marble walls, wondering what was happening in there.

Ashedid, Lord Azrad dumped in his seat and glowered unhappily at hisbrother Clurim. He then turned
his gaze to the othersin the lesser audience chamber.

"Where's Lord Faran?' he demanded.
"Adeep, | believe," Captain Vengar reported. "He was up most of the night, after dl.”
"Sowas|, confound it, andl'm herel”

Vengar hesitated, then said, "My lord, you retired perhaps an hour ortwo after midnight . Lord Faran
was dtill recaiving reports when the eastern sky was light. | think hefindly returned to his gpartmentsjust

asthesunrose”



"He won't be much useto you if he's half-adeep,” Lord Clurim remarked.

"I don't think he'smuch usein any case," Azrad the Y ounger muttered. His Sister Imradapped hisarm at
that.

The overlord had gathered his entire available family together for this morning conference-histhree
brothers and both his children. His four surviving ssters had al long since been married off-Zarréa, the
youngest, to Ederd IV, overlord of Ethshar of the Sands, and the other three to various kings and barons
elsewhere- and of course hiswife, Theraof Alorria, and his second eldest Sister, Lura, had both been
dead for years.

Captain Vengar, present commander of the contingent of the city guard insde the Palace, was dso
present-and Azrad had wanted Lord Faran there aswell.

Most of his other advisors and the other important lords of Ethshar did not livein the Paace, but in their
own mansionsin theNew City , so they could not attend the meeting-Azrad did not trust them not to
bring in whatever contagion had spread madness and magic through the city. Lord Faran, though, wasin
the Pdace, and had spoken to the overlord briefly during the night; it was very annoying that he was not
here.

Azrad decided he would have to make the best of it. He looked at his brothers.

"Do any of you have the dightest ideawhat's going on out there?"

Lord Karannin and Lord Ildirin exchanged glances.

"No morethan you do,” Clurim said. "There's some sort of wild magic that got loose last night, and some
people ran wild with it, and things have quieted down now, but the magicis ill loose."

"I knowthat,” Azrad shouted. "Do you know anything more?
"I'mafraid not," Clurim said.

"All we know iswhat we hear from the messengers,” Karannin said.
"Sinceyou won't let anyonein,” 1ldirin added.

"None of my regular magicianswerein the Palace lagt night,” Karannin said. "I'd let old Tarissavisit her
granddaughter. | haven't been able to talk to any of them.”

"Y ou sent messages, didn't you?" Azrad asked.

"Yes, but | haven't gotten any useful answersyet. The only reply I've received so far was from Orodrin
of the Scarred Hand, that demonologist you don't like. He said he doesn't know anything about it except
that no demonswereinvolved."

Azrad snorted. He turned his attention to [l dirin.

"I've sent messagesto al the gates, and to Guildmaster Ithinia, asyou asked,” lldirin said. "So far we
have no word back from any of them."



"Send word to the Guild again,” Azrad said. "Tell them it'surgent | meet with their representatives.”

"Azrad, | don't even know whether Ithiniaisin the city at present...”

"Then send messagestoall the Guildmasters, and any other important wizards you can think of!" Azrad
demanded. "They claim to regulate magicians, don't they? Then they had better regul atethose people,
those .. . those ..."

"Warlocks," Captain Vengar offered.

The others al turned to sare at him.

"That'swhét they're cdled," Vengar said, looking around uneasily a theinquiring faces. " Someonetold
the guardsin the plazalast night. It'sawitch name, gpparently.”

"Thewitches know something about them?' Azrad asked.

"I don't know, my lord," Vengar said.

"Who told the guards abouit this?'

"I'm not sure, my lord. | believe it was someone in Lord Han-ner's party, perhaps Lord Hanner himself.”
"Faran's nephew? That Lord Hanner?'

"Yes, my lord."

"I want to know everything you can tell me about that-whereis Lord Hanner, and what is he doing?
How did he know that name?"

Vengar hesitated. "My lord, Lord Hanner cameto the plazalast night, after you were adeep, inthe
company of severd strangers, some of whom were warlocks. The party was stopped well before
approaching the bridge. He asked permission to enter, but was refused, in accordance with your orders.

Lord Faran sent Lady Alrisout to tak to him and accompany him to someplace where they could spend
the night safely. That'sdl | know."

"Faran sentAlris out, inthe middle of the night?"

"Yes my lord."

Azrad stroked his short-trimmed beard. "That's odd. | wonder where they went?!
No one answered.

"Lord Manner had some of these warlocks with him?"

"So | antold, my lord."

"That'svery odd. Do you think..." Azrad broke off, frowning, in midsentence. Then he turned to Clurim.
"Did you find any more of these warlocks?"



"No," Clurim said. "Just the one girl in the kitchen, Hindathe Orphan. We sent her out of the Palace, as
you ordered. No one elsein the Palace has admitted to having this new magic, asyet, and | haven't found
any evidencethat anyoneislying."”

"Jugt thegirl,” Azrad said. "No one among the nobility?"

"No, Azrad. Not that we know of."

"Arethere any sgnsthat it might have spread to anyone e sein the kitchens?'

"No. It doesn't appear to be contagious.”

"Widll, thank the gods forthat much, anyway!" Azrad said. "Y ou checkedeveryone in the Pdace?’

"Yes. That'swhat you ordered, and that'swhat | did. It took meall night. | just finished half an hour ago,
and then you came and ordered me to get this meeting together; | haven't been to bed yet. I'm at least as
deepy asLord Faran, | would think."

"If that'sahint that | should et you go, I'm sorry, Clurim, but you'll haveto wait." He turned his atention
to the others. "Captain Vengar, | know there are unhappy citizens out therein the plaza. Do you know
the nature of their complaints? Arson, vandalism, rgpe?’

"Arson, vanddism, theft, and murder, my lord,” Vengar said. "We haven't had any reports of rapethat |
know of-but they may well be coming. Mostly, though, it's the disappearances that people are
complaining about."

Azrad blinked. "Disappearances?’ he said. "1 don't believe I've heard about this.”

"| told you | wasdeepy,” Clurim muttered. "Forgot to mention it.”

"My lord," Vengar said, "we have hadnumerous reports of people who vanished last night, at the same
time that people began screaming and the magic first manifested itself. Some people smply waked away
and never came back; others appear to have been snatched out through windows or even through holes
tornin the roof. Captain Naral started keeping a count eventudly; the last time | checked with him, we
had reports of over three hundred missing people.”

"Threehundred}"

"Yes my lord."

"Thewarlocks took them?'

"That would appear to be thelogical assumption, yes. Certainly it'swhat many of the complainants
bdieve"

"Three hundred people.”
"At leadt."

Azrad sat back on histhrone and stared silently at VVengar for amoment, then said, "I want reports. |
want written reports from Captain Naral, and whoever spoke to Lord Hanner, and anyone who knows



anything about these disgppearances. | will notstand for thisin my city! If these warlocks are responsible,
| want them dl removed.”

"Yes, my lord," Vengar said.
"Go and get onwith it!" the overlord said, waving ahand in dismissa. Vengar turned.
Ashedid, Azrad pointed a Clurim.

"You," hesaid. "Go get me Lord Faran. | don't careif he'sadeep; | want to talk to himnow. Get him
down here-and then get some deep yourself.”

"Yes Azrad," Clurim sad.

He left the room scarcely astep behind Captain Vengar.

" Send those messages to the wizards," Azrad ordered Ildirin.

Then helooked at the others-Karannin, Imra, and Azrad the Y ounger.

"Andyou three" he said, "find something useful to do. Elsawhere.”

A moment later the room was empty save for Azrad, sorawled unhappily in histhrone, contemplating

hours, perhaps days, of activity before he would berid of al thisand able to return to his usua
comfortable indolence.

Chapter Fifteen

Lord Hanner had not yet reached any useful conclusions regarding what he should do about the
warlocks by thetime Alrisreturned.

He had been wandering about the house-or at any rate the first two floors-marveling at the place and
trying to think of whether he ought to be doing anything more.

He had first checked on the prisoners and made sure they had food and clean water; they seemed
resgned to their fate and willing to face the magigtrates. Kirsha, the teenaged girl they had caught amid a
cloud of stolen jewery and fabric, asked whether there was any way to send a message to her family,
and wastold that it would have to wait alittle longer.



When that was done Hanner went back downstairs and explored further. He discovered that the big
doors at the back of the dining hal led to avast balroom, which in turn opened on the garden, and he
noticed that theinlaysin the balroom floor included amystic circle, suitable for ritua dancing; that was
more of Uncle Faran's obsession with magic, he supposed. He wondered at first whether it had ever
actually been used; then he found the traces of old chalk markings, imperfectly erased, and concluded
that it had.

He wondered whether ritual dance wasincluded in the Wizards Guild's prohibition on government use
of magic-but he had no idea who the dancers had been or what the dance had been intended for, which
madeit hard to guesswhether it might have violated Guild rules.

The small doors on the east Sde of the dining hal led to awarren of kitchens and pantries, whereBern
gpent much of histime. Here, too, there were signs of an interest in magic-or perhapsjustin
ostentation-in the form of animated crockery and anever-empty water jug.

The west side of the house, beyond the big front parlor, held an assortment of salons, studies, and
libraries.

When the front door lock rattled Hanner was two rooms away, admiring a collection of glassware that
was ether from Shan on the Desert or an extremely good imitation-and Hanner doubted Faran would
own any imitations. He was holding a ddicate little purple cruet made in the shape of an orchid, sudying
the way the color faded from almost indigo at the base to amost red at the top, when he heard the key
turn. He looked up-and the cruet dipped from his hands.

He started to grab for it, then redized he might crush it and hesitated, and it wastoo late, it was out of
his grasp. He reached for it anyway, desperatelywilling it not tofal...

Andit didn't. Instead it sank dowly through the air asif it were sinking in oil, and Hanner was easly able
to catch it beforeit hit the hard parquet floor.

He plucked it from the air and set it carefully back on its shdlf, then stared at it.

It was obvious what he had done, of course. He, too, was awarlock.

Hewasawarlock after dl; he merely hadn't redlized it before.

This concept demanded some thought. How was he awarlock? Why was he awarlock?

Waseveryone awarlock, then, and most people just hadn't noticed it yet? Or was it spreading, like an
infection, and he had caught it from the warl ocks he had gathered?

At first Hanner couldn't begin to answer any of these questions. He hadn't felt any changein himsalf-but
he remembered he had staggered the night before, at the instant before the screaming began.

It had probably happened then, and he just hadn't known it until now.
How many other people, he wondered, werein the same Situation?

Bernand Alriswere spesking in the entryway, and Alriss voice interrupted histhoughts.



"Hanner? Areyou here?'

Hetore his attention away from the glassware and his newly discovered abilities and caled back, "I'll be
right there." He gave the cruet onefinal glance, then turned and left the room.

He met hissigter in the front parlor, and saw immediately that she was both excited and worried-which
worriedhim, since Alriss usual mood wasirritated boredom.

"Did you speak to Uncle Faran?' Hanner asked.
"No," Alrissaid. "Hewastoo busy to cometo the door, and | wasn't allowed inside.”
Hanner blinked in surprise. "Insde? Y ou mean you weren't dlowed insde the Pdace?!

"That'sright,” Alrissaid. "They gill aren't |etting anyonein, for any reason. The overlord hasn't rescinded
the order, and it doesn't look asif he intends to. And Uncle Faran hasn't done anything abot it,
ether-the guard said he thought Faranagreed with the overlord!"

"He does sometimes,”" Hanner said dryly. "So who did you talk to?'
"The guards, mostly," Alrissad. "Hanner, it'sbad, redly bad."
"What is?'

"Everything. The whole city. What happened last night.”

Hanner sank into anearby armchair and gestured for his Sster to take another. "Tell me about it," he
sad. "What happened lagt night? Was there something besides the looting and fighting?' Alris nodded.

"People disgppeared,” she said."Hundreds of them!™ Hanner frowned. " Disappeared how?" he asked.
"Just vanished? Was there aflash or abang or smoke or anything? | didn't see or hear anything like that.”

"Notvanished vanished,” Alrissaid. "Or at least, not necessarily. Maybe some of them disappeared that
way, but most of them arejust gone. They weren't there in the morning when their families or neighbors
went to find them. And there are stories about seeing dozens of them flying away, and the guards who
were on duty at Westgate supposedly reported dozens of people marching out the gate in the middle of
the night without saying anything, without any baggage-some of them weren't even dressed!”

Hanner felt acold knot forming in his somach. He remembered seeing the flying figures overhead the
night before, and wondered how many of them had never returned. "Magic," hesaid. "A compulsion,
maybe." Alrisnodded. "Probably,” she said. "That's what most of the people think, anyway. Therésabig
crowd of thelr friends and relativesin the square, waiting for the overlord to do something, and they just
about al think it was magic-after dl, whatel se could make people just leave in the middle of the night and
not come back?"

Hanner made awordless noise of agreement. "What nobody agrees on iswhatkind of magic,” Alrissaid.
"Mogt of them think it wasthe warlockswho did it."

"That'sslly,” Hanner said. "There weren't any warlocks until last night; the warlocks didn't havetimeto
plan anything likethat!"



Alristurned up apam. "Wadll, just about everyone thinks thereéssome connection. Some people think it
was the Wizards Guild behind it al, for some secret reason of their own, and somethink it was acoven
of demonologists paying for some huge spell, and | heard someone saying it was Northern sorcerers|eft
over from the Great War, out for revenge.”

"I don't think sorcery could do that,” Hanner said. "ButNorthern sorcery ..."

"...isalogt art, yes. Partly. It's not aslost as some people would like to think, though-most of our
sorcerers are using Northern relics. Anyway, where would these Northerners have hidden all thistime?
It's been two hundred years since the war ended!”

"Somewhere in the northern wilderness, | suppose,”" Alrissaid. "Tazmor or Srigmor, maybe."
"It seems pretty unlikely.”
"| thought so, too-but alot of the people who disappeared were last seen going north.”

"That doesn't mean there are any Northernersinvolved,” Han-ner pointed out. "It could just aseasily be
some wizard somewhere in Sardiron. Maybe someone's spell went wrong-1 know that happens
ometimes™

"l guessyoureright,” Alrissaid. "So maybe it was the Wizards Guild or the demonologists. But
whatever it is,something big happened!”

"Obvioudy," Hanner agreed dryly.

"Anyway, Uncle Faran and old Azrad have been conferring al morning, listening to reports and
everything, trying to figureit out. And anyone in the Palace who can do thiswarlock stuff is ordered
out-they threw little Hinda from the kitchens out on the street, and youknow she doesn't have any family.
She'sjudt sitting in the square, crying. One of the guards gave her some bread, so at least she won't
garve right away, but if something doesn't happen she might have to go to the Hundred-Foot Field
tonight, and who knows what will happen to her there?’

Hanner felt his shoulderstense, and his skin suddenly felt cold despite the summer warmth.

He had seen the cruet dow to astop in midair because he wanted it to, and knew that he, too, wasa
warlock. Did that mean he could never go home to the Palace?

But surdly the overlord would rescind his decree eventudly and let Hanner and Hinda back in. When
Uncle Faran learned that his only nephew was awarlock...

Wi, howwould Faran react? Hanner had to admit he didn't know. Despite years of living in hisuncle's
gpartments, Hanner still couldn't dways predict Faran's actions-especialy where magic was concerned.
Warlockry was unquestionably akind of magic, and Faran's attitude toward magic was a complicated
stew of jedlousy, desire, and distrust.

"If you see Hindaagain, tell her she can come here," Hanner said. "Were there any other warlocksin the
Pdace?'

"Not that I've heard of " Alrissaid.



"There might be some who had the sense not to tell anyone,” Hanner said.

Alrisshivered. "l suppose s0,” she said, glancing across toward the dining hall. The sgnificance was
unmistakable-she was remembering al the warlocks who had been here earlier, and who were now
scattered across the city.

"They'rejust people,” Hanner said. " Some of them got alittle carried away at firgt, that's al."

"l don't know," Alrissaid. "All those missing people-what if itwas the warlocks who took them al, or
killed them?'

"Why would they do that? How could they plan it? Besides, if alot of the people who disappearedflew
away, weren't they warlocks themsaves? I'd guess that some of them just flew off somewhere and got
lost, and they'll be back as soon asthey find their way home.”

"You think 307"

Hanner nodded. "And you know, I'd wager there are peopl e out there who are warlocks and don't even
know it yet. After al, they don'thave to usethe magic.”

Alris shuddered more visibly. "That's creepy,” shesad. "I know!'m not awarlock!"
"Howdo you know?"' Hanner asked.
Startled, shelooked him in the eye, then turned away. " Shut up, Hanner," she said. "Y ou're scaring me.”

"W, have youtried moving things without touching them?' Hanner asked. "That seemsto bethe basic
thing that warlocks can do.”

"Of course not!" Alris snapped. "Haveyou 7'

"No," Hanner said-he hadn't, after al. He had made somethingstop without touching it. "But I'm not the
one saying | know I'm not awarlock.”

Because he knew hewas awarlock-but he wasn't ready to tell Alristhat.

He was awarlock-but he was d so anoble in the city's government, and if warlocks were magicians then
he was violating the Wizards Guild's rules smply by existing. Hereditary nobles could not be magicians.

"Wal, I'mnot awarlock," Alrissaid. She turned and glowered at the doily on anearby table. "See? It
doesnt move."

"I'll take your word that you were trying," Hanner said. That was another item to add to theinformation
he was accumulating- presumably some people redllyweren't warlocks. He wondered what percentage
of the population had been affected.

And how long would the effect last?

And what had caused it?

A thought struck Hanner. Alris seemed not only certain that she wasn't awarlock, but that she didn't



want to be one. " thought youwanted to be amagician,” he said. "Didn't you beg Uncle Faran to
gpprentice you to amagician, any sort of magician?'

"That was months ago,” Alrissaid, "and | meant areal magician, not awarlock!"
"Being awarlock isso terrible?

"Yesl After what | heard at the Palace ,.. well, | guessthe ones here are all right, but warlocks sound
horriblel"

"Oh? So what else did you hear at the Palace?' Hanner asked.

"Oh, lots of stories-warlocks hurt and killed people last night, and smashed and stole things. There were
adozenfires, a least, and bodies and wreckage in the streets, and that's not counting al those hundreds
of peoplewho just disappeared. Everyone's scared and upset-alot of people were cdling for the
overlord to have dl the warlocks hunted down and killed."

Hanner frowned. That did not sound good atall. "But most of them didn't do anything wrong,” he said.
"The ones| brought here didn't.”

Except, he remembered, the four prisoners still locked in aroom upstairs.

Alristurned up apam. "I don't think anyone cares," she said. "Warlocks did alot of damage last night,
and the people | heard talking weren't interested in sorting out the good ones from the bad ones. Or the
oneswho haven't done anythingyet from the oneswho adready went wild. What if tonight they dl start
screaming again and go berserk?”

Hanner had not thought of that, and did not like the suggestion. "But how would anyone hunt them
down?'

"Magic, of course," Alrissaid. "Don't be stupid. The wizards and demonologists could do it."
"Maybe," Hanner admitted. He sighed. "Did you ask what we should do with the prisoners?’

"They aren't getting into the Palace,” Alrissaid. "Even if they start | etting other peoplein, | don't think the
overlord'sever going to let any warlocksin. The guard suggested we take them to one of theloca
magidrates”

"I suppose that would be easiest,” Hanner said. The possibility had occurred to him earlier, but he had
wanted to be surefirst that no one at the Pal ace wanted them. And besides, he had captured them while
acting in the overlord's name, which meant that they were supposed to be the overlord's responsbility.

Obvioudy, though, Azrad didn'twant thet particular respongbility.

Hanner sghed again, and got to hisfeet. "1 think the closest magistrate would be in the Old Merchants
Quarter; | don't want to try to figure out whose district we caught them in. I'll need to find the othersto
hdpme..."

"I'm right here,"” Rudhirasaid from the doorway. Hanner turned, startled, then smiled at her. Shewas
wearing adifferent outfit-awhite silk tunic embroidered with green and along green skirt-and had
removed the remains of her makeup and brushed her hair. The clothesfit her well, and nothing marked



her as anything but a respectable woman. Hanner had not |ooked forward to confronting amagistrate
with the sorry crew he had on hand, and this transformation on Ru-dhira's part was awelcome
improvement.

It wasn't really a surprise that Uncle Faran kept extrawomen's clothes on hand, given his probable use

for this second home of his. Hanner supposed he ought to protest what amounted to theft, but he wastoo
pleased by the results.

"Good," he said, meaning both her presence and her appearance. "L et's find the others and get those
four out of here."

The sooner the prisoners were gone, Hanner told himself, the sooner he could concentrate on other
matters. ..

Such as his own unwanted magic.

Chapter Sixteen

The Lord Magigtrate of the Old Merchants Quarter leaned on his desk and looked unhappily at Hanner.

"Vandalism, theft, assault, and unruly behavior," he said. " Disobeying the orders of arepresentative of
the overlord.”

"That'sright," Hanner answered.

"Y ou aren't mentioning the use of forbidden magic.”

Hanner frowned and glanced at Rudhira. She was keeping both feet firmly on the plank floor. Beside
her, Zarek and Othisen were standing slently, listening and watching carefully. The four prisonerswere
arrayed on the bench, their wrists and ankles chained. Hanner had not askedBern why Uncle Faran had
had chains and cuffsin hishouse; he didn't want to know.

"I'm not aware that the magic they used isforbidden by any statute or edict,” Hanner said.

"But they do have this new magic that was running wild last night.”

"Yes," Hanner conceded.



"Then if they're magicians, why haven't they resisted imprisonment? How did you bring them here?’

"By hiring other magic, of course,” Hanner said. "These other three asssted mein capturing and holding
the prisoners.” He gestured at hisremaining aides.

"They're magicians, too?"
Hanner nodded.

The magigtrate sighed. "To the best of my knowledge the overlord has not yet issued ingtructions asto
whether thisnew magiciscrimind in nature.”

"Thenitisnt," Hanner said. "And you need only rule on the actud crimesinvolved-theft, vanddism,
assault, unruly behavior, and the refusal of ordersfrom the overlord's representetive.”

"That would be you?'

"Y&"

"Lord Hanner, to the best of my knowledge you hold no officia position in the overlord's service, as
yet"

"That'strue."

"Then | can't rule on that-only the overlord can say whether you were correct in acting in hisname." He
brightened up suddenly. "Which meansthat | must, regrettably, refer this caseto ahigher authority..."

"But you can't!" Hanner said. "The overlord won't dlow anyone into the Palace, and | don't think Lord
Karannin isgoing to come out and rule on this case.”

"To beblunt, my lord, that's not my problem.”
Hanner glowered a the magidtrate. "Fine, then! | hereby drop that charge. Ded with the others.”
"l do not see the aggrieved parties-the owners of the stolen and vandaized property-here ..."

That was the pebble that sank the barge.

"By all the gods and demons!" Hanner roared, startling everyone, including himsdlf. He stepped
forward to the desk and only at the last instant refrained from leaning across and grabbing the magistrate
by thethroat. "Y ou're one of Lord Azrad's magistrates! Will you stop making excuses and do your
accursedjob, sr? | have brought you three men and a young woman caught in the act of wantonly
geding anything they pleasad and smashing anything in their way, | have brought you three eyewitnesses
in addition to mysdlf, and | demand that you ded with the matter!"

"lcan't!” the magistrate insgsted. "The overlord might outlaw this new magic at any moment and order
them dl to be hanged!"

"Well, he hasn't doneityet!" Hanner bellowed, leaning forward until his nose dmaost met the magidtrate's
own. "I've been holding these four prisoner in my uncleshouse, and | can't hold them forever! | have no
ideawhen Azrad will finaly make up hismind, and neither do you, and the entire city can't just wait



around doing nothing until he reaches adecision! Justforget about the magic, will you? Treet them as
ordinary thievesand vandasl" "And what if | let them go, and the overlord ..." " I'lltake the respongibility
for that!" Hanner shouted. "Y ou just get on withiit!"

"You'l take responghility, before these witnesses?!

"Yes, blagt you!"

"Very well, then. Ordinary thieves and vandas." He looked at the waiting prisoners, pointed at thefirst
one, and said, "You! Do you deny any part of what Lord Hanner has said of your actionslast night?"

He had chosen Kirsha, the only femae. "No, my lord,” she said.

"Arethere any extenuating circumstances you believe should be consdered in determining your
punishment?"

The girl hesitated, glanced a Rudhira, then said, "I thought | was dreaming, my lord.”

The magidirate sat back in hischair."Did you?' he said. "How interesting! Why?"

"Wéll... IThad been dreaming, a nightmare about falling and burning and smothering, and then | woke up
but | was hanging in midair-my lord, I'd never even spoken to amagician before; the only flying I'd ever
donewasin dreams. So | thought | was till dreaming.”

"And you didn't notice that the World wasits usud solid self?"

"But it wasn't! Not at first, anyway. | could fly and make other things fly, and there were people
screaming everywhere-everything seemed mad, so | thought it was either adream or the end of the
World, and | could do anything | pleased.”

"So you went rampaging through the street, looting shops.”

The girl nodded unhappily.

"That doesn't say much for your upbringing or your common sense.”

"I know," she whispered.

"Five lashes, and you will compensate your victims as best you can.”

The girl flinched, but Manner thought the sentence was fair enough.

He didn't comment, though; he was too busy regaining his own composure. He had never beforeyelled
at anyone likethat in public. Not since childhood had he lost histemper so completely.

He hoped it wasn't connected to becoming awarlock; the idea that he might eventually go rampaging
through the streets, as so many warl ocks had done the night before, was profoundly disturbing.

On the other hand, he had seen Uncle Faran lose his temper that way once or twice, usualy when he
was short on deep and severely overworked, so perhapsit ran in the family and he just hadn't had the
occasion to experienceit before.



The next prisoner to be brought forward was ayoung man, Roggit Rayel's son. He had known he was
awake, but claimed he had thought the city was being destroyed by screaming demons, and had wanted
to gather enough treasure to live on when he fled to Aldagmor.

"Aldagmor?" the magigirate asked. "Why Aldagmor? Do you have family there?"
"No, my lord."

"Then why Aldagmor, and not theSmalIKingdoms, or Tin-tallion, or somewhere?"
"I don't know, my lord," Roggit said, head bowed. "It just seemed right."

Hanner heard thiswith intense interest. Aldagmor, the easternmost of the Baronies of Sardiron, was
amost due north of the city, and many of the people who had disappeared had last been seen heading
north. Was there some significant connection, perhaps?

"Y ou're old enough to know better,” the magistrate said. " Seven lashes, and whatever restitution you can
meke."

The third prisoner, Gror of the Crooked Teeth, merely said that he had been profoundly disturbed by
nightmares, had awakened to see others running wild, and had followed their example;

he received a sentence of eight lashes. The fourth was Saldan of Southgate, the older man who had been
dueling with the man Ru-dhirakilled; he had no excuse at al. He dso received eight lashes.

Hanner hesitated, uncertain whether he should point out that Saldan might have killed someonein the
chaos and could therefore deserve something more than ardatively light flogging, but in theend he said
nothing. Asfar as Hanner could tel no one, including Sadan, redlyknew whether he had killed anyone,
and while the magistrate might bring in amagician who could settle the maiter Hanner thought it would be
better to give Saldan the benefit of the doubt.

Besides, he didn't want to drag magic back into the proceedings once he had finally convinced the
magidrateto ignoreit.

The guards led the four prisoners away; unless the convicts could demonstrate poor heath or wanted
particular witnesses, the floggings would take place immediately, and the prisoners would be released as
soon afterward as they were able to put their tunics back on and walk out.

Hanner had no desire to watch; instead he took hisleave, and he and the three warlocks-the threeother
warlocks, he silently reminded himsalf-left the magistrate's home and turned their steps eastward.

"I'd like to see what's happening at the Palace," Hanner said. "Would you three care to join me?"

"l don't think s0," Zarek said uneasily. "There are too many guards around the Palace. I'll just go back to
the house, if you don't mind." He hesitated. "Will that housekeeper let me back in?"

"Bern?' Hanner had not given specific orders, butBern had seemed avery sensible person, and had
heard Hanner invite the othersto stay that morning. "1 would think so-but if he doesn't, just stay nearby,
and I'll be back eventualy."



Zarek nodded and turned right at the next corner, back toward High Street.

Rudhiraand Othisen stayed with Hanner, though. Hanner looked at the farmboy with mild interest asthe
threesome walked downMerchant Street . "I thought you werein ahurry to get home,” he said.

"I changed my mind," Othisen replied. "Thisisal pretty exciting, you know. And | don't mind another
look at the Palace; it'san impressive building.”

Hanner blinked and didn't reply, but that was not because the boy's words had no effect. On the
contrary, Hanner found them startling and distracting.

Impressive? He had never thought of the Palace asimpressive; he had just thought of it as home. He had
been born there, after dl, and had lived his entire life within those familiar hdls and chambers.

Othisen had presumably grown up on afarm somewhere; visiting the city was probably a specia
occasion for him, where Hanner had never yet dept outside Ethshar's walls. Hanner supposed that the
entire city would probably be impressive to someone who had never seen it before, and the Palace was,
after dl, perhgpsthelargest sngle building in dl Ethshar of the Spices.

But it was il just home to Hanner; he couldn't really think of it in any other way.

Of course, right now, he reminded himself, it wasnot home- he was banned from the Palace, by Azrad's
order, until further notice. He was sure thiswas just atemporary aberration, though, and that everything
would be back to normal in afew days.

Helooked around, trying to judge whether the city looked any different.

The streets appeared to be much as they were on any other day, though perhaps the crowds were a bit
thinner than average and the people alittle more nervous, alittle more proneto hurry. There were afew
looted shops visible down one side street, their smashed display windows hastily boarded up, and one
old house onLower Street in theNew City had been burned out, but most of the city seemed untouched
by the previous night'sinsanity.

There had been a spasm of violence and wild behavior, clearly, but it was past. Things should return to
normal soon enough. Magical mishaps had happened before, though perhaps not on quite so large a
scale, and Ethshar had away's recovered quickly.

It was tragic that those hundreds of people had disappeared, of course, but there wasn't much to be
done about it unless some magician could determine where they had gone and bring them back. Surdly,
Azrad would see that. Hanner peered down the street toward the Palace.

He could see the parapet atop the facade, but the surrounding structures and the people on the street
blocked hisview of most of the building.

He couldhear something, though.

He frowned at that. He could very definitely hear the sound of the crowds ahead-and it was not a good
sound, but an angry buzz.

"Comeon," he said, picking up the pace and trying not to pant. He glanced over to see whether the
otherswere keeping up with him, and noticed that Rudhira, who had been walking normaly up to that



point, was now airborne.

Hanner came to an abrupt halt and turned to her.

She stopped aswell and hovered afoot off the ground, looking down at him dightly.
"I don't think that'sagood idea," he said, pointing at her dangling fe<t.

"l can't walk that fast,” shereplied.

"Thenrun."

"Running isundignified. Especidly if | trip. | don't want to get these clothes muddy; your uncle's mistress
wouldn't likeit."

"l don't think my uncle's current misiress ever saw them," Hanner retorted. "1 think they're leftoversfrom
afew women back." He pointed toward the Palace. "Do you hear that crowd in the square there? | do,
and | don't think they sound happy. | think they sound dangerous. And angry. And one of the things
they're angry about iswarlocks. Flying in there right now, openly announcing that youre awarlock, is
likely to start ariot and get usal killed. I don't know about you, but | would prefer to get through today
dive"

Rudhiratossed her head dramaticaly. "I don't think theycan kill me!" she said. "Because lam awarlock,
and going by what I've seen so far I'm one of the most powerful warlocksin Ethshar!™

"That's probably true," Hanner agreed, "but you're still one person, and there are hundreds, maybe
thousands, of people over there, and while | doubt any of them are warlocks, since | assume most
warlocks have more sense than you, some of them might well be wizards. Or witches. Or sorcerers, or
demonologists, or other sorts of magicians. | don't know how warlockry matches up againgt the ordinary
kinds of magic-doyou 7'

Rudhiralooked quickly toward the square, then dropped to the ground. ™Y ou've made your point," she
said as she started walking.

Othisen had observed this exchange slently; now, asthe three of them walked quickly-though not quite
asquickly as before- toward the Palace, he asked, "Do you redly think it's dangerous? Will thereredly
be magicians?'

"Yes, it'sdangerous,” Manner said. "l don't know whether there will be magicians.”

Othisen amiled at this and trotted forward enthusiasticaly.

A moment later the three of them reached not the square, but the rear of the crowd, agood fifty feet
outsde the square itsdlf.

"What's going on?" Manner asked the first man he reached who appeared to be part of the crowd itsdlf.
The man threw him aglance. "I don't know," he said. "'l can't see. Someone'stalking, but | can't hear.”

That reply was singularly lacking in useful information; Manner bit back asarcadtic retort. "Excuse me”
he said, pushing forward.



The crowd was large, but not very tightly packed; Manner was able to force hisway through without
too much difficulty. Once or twice he caught himself pushing people aside without touching them, and
each time he felt achill of fear as he clenched histeeth and stopped the magic.

Now that he knew he could do it, it was hard to resist using warlockry. It was no surprise Rudhiraliked
to fly; this strange magic was oddly addictive. Itwanted to be used. When he hadn't known it was there
Manner had felt no urgeto try it, but now he kept thinking how easy it would be to reach out with it, to
pick up thisor movethat. . .

He wondered whether other magic had the same apped. None of the magicians he had interviewed on
his uncl€'s behdf had ever mentioned anything of the sort, but that didn't mean much either way.

He glanced back and discovered that he had |eft Othisen and Rudhira back onMerchant Street .
Othisen was acountry boy; he had probably never seen so many peoplein one placein hislife. Rudhira
wasfairly small, and while she could undoubtedly have used her warlockry to protect her from any
random jostling, Manner had just talked her out of doing that.

Wéll, they were not children; Rudhirawas probably ayear or two older than he was. They could look
after themsavesfor the moment. He pressed on.

Lagt night the square had been full of soldiers. Today the guards were lined up dong the north side of the
square, shielding the canal, the bridge, and the Palace, and leaving the rest of the square open to the
horde of unhappy citizens.

Someone was indeed addressing the crowd over there, right a the mouth of the bridge. Hanner strained
to catch the words.

"... questions! Y ou can hire magicians-maybe they'll be ableto tell you!™

Someonein the crowd shouted an angry and unintelligible response to that, which wasfollowed by a
rumble of agreemen.

"Oh, death," Hanner muttered as he pushed onward. He didn't know who was spesking, but whoever it
was didn't seem to be very good &t it.

"It'syour job to protect us!” someone roared.

"And weare protecting you!" the man on the bridge replied. "Do you see any warlocks here?’

"How can wetd|?' awoman shouted back.

A chorus of agreement rolled over the crowd like awave, echoing from the facade of the Palace.

"Look, it'smagic" the man on the bridge said, clearly exasperated. Hanner could see now that he wore
acaptain'suniform. "We don't know any more about it thanyou do until the magicianstell usl Lord Azrad

has sent amessage to the Wizards Guild, demanding an explanation, and we're waiting for their reply!"”

"They probablystarted it!"



"It'sthe demonologists!”
"Northern sorcery!"
"What does Lord Faran say?"

That question was one Hanner wished someone would answer. What would hisuncle say if he ever
found out that Hanner was one of these troublesome new magicians?

For that matter, what would the Wizards Guild say?
Not that Hanner had any intention of telling anyone.

He wished he knew just where Faran was, and what he was doing.

Chapter Seventeen

Lord Faran's voice was dmost pleading-which was utterly unheard of. He sat in hisusual seet in the
lesser audience chamber, but leaned forward toward the overlord's throne rather than sprawling
comfortably ashe usudly did.

"Lord Azrad," he said, "they aren'tall crimindd”

"They'reall dangerous,” the overlord replied. He remained dumped on histhronein his customary
douch, but hewas glaring at his chief advisor with unusud intengty. Thetwo of them weredoneinthe
room and able to speak fredy. "I am struck by your concern, my lord Faran-it's hardly your usua style.
Isyour latest mistress one of them, then? Or perhaps that usaless nephew of yours?'

"No, Lord Azrad," Faran replied. "Or at least, | think not, but since you have not seen fit to alow Lord
Hanner to reenter the Paace, | can't say with any red certainty that heisnot.”

"And your woman?'
"Oh, | can attest to IS as utter lack of any magic beyond the usua charms naturd to young women.”

He had not, in fact, tested that, but certainly there had been no sign that she, too, had acquired this
strange new magic that the witches called warlockry.



And if she had, hewas not particularly concerned about it; she was pleasant enough company, but so
were any number of women, and she had not uniquely endeared herself to Faran any more than had her
dozens of predecessors.

"Then why are you so determined to let these mad magicianslive?!

"Because, my lord, they have done no wrong, and when the crowd's madness has passed the people of
Ethshar will remember that. While none of them are my own family, nonetheless they do have familiesand
friends, and in time those families and friends would begin to wonder why old Uncle Kelder or little Sarai
from down the street was put to deeth for the crime of being amagician. Why warlocks, and not
demonologists? After dl, they dabble with the darkest of forces. Why not sorcerers, who were the
favored of the Northern Empire and who may yet bear the Northern taint? Why not wizards, who
meddle with truly incomprehensible forces and whose Guild dares to dictate termsto al the World's
governments? Oh, the warlocks broke into afew shops, burned afew homes, raped afew women-but
Uncle Kelder did none of that, and an ordinary thief gets off with aflogging, arapist with endavement.
Why are warlocks so dire that they must be exterminated?'

"Faran, you're being deliberately dense. Y ouknow why-because we don't know what they can do!
Because they're completely uncontrolled. Because they seem to have made at least four hundred people
smplydisappear overnight, which even the wizards have never done. There are reportsthat awarl ock
can stop aman's heart with alook-what if one of them decides that he doesn't like the way we run the
city? A glance, an apparent heart attack, and that usaless son of mineison thisthroneinstead of me!”

"Oh, | agree they're dangerous, my lord, but so are ordinary people, and when they've had timeto
reflect | believe that those ordinary peoplewill regret hanging al the warlocks, and they'll blameyou for
doingit."

Azrad frowned deeply.

"| agreethat it'sabad situation either way," Faran said quickly. "Buit redly, what threat does awarlock
pose that awizard or demonologist does not? A glance that kills-isthat redlly any more lethal than the
Rune of the Implacable Stalker, or ademon like Spesforis the Hunter?!

"I wouldn't know," Azrad growled. "Unlike you,| never evenheard of that rune, or this Spessrisyou
mention.”

"Spesforis," Faran corrected.

"Whatever. Faran, | sometimes think your researches have gone too far-you're entirely too fond of
magicians, even these warlocks."

"Knowledgeisatool, my lord," Faran protested. "I like to have afull toolbox ready."

"Hmph."

"Inthiscase, my lord, if | may extend the metaphor, my toolbox has nothing init but rust and wood
shavings. We don't know anything about thiswarlockry. It may dl vanish tomorrow-and what will people
sythen if we've hanged a hundred innocent people? For that matter, warlocks can fly-what if they can't
be hanged?'

"Then cut off their heads. That's easy enough. A rope'straditional, but it's hardly the only means at our



dispod.”

"True, but redlly not my point. | would ..."

Azrad held up ahand, and Faran stopped in midsentence.

"You may beright," the overlord said. "I don't want the blame for hanging everyone's Uncle Kelder. So
we need to put the blame somewhere e se. If the Wizards Guild wants the warlocks wiped out, thenit's
notour fault."

Faran fingered his beard in sllence for amoment as he considered this.

"l seeyour point,” hesaid at last. "Y ou think, | takeit, that it would be very convenient if the Wizards
Guild declared warlockry amenace to be destroyed. Y ou would reluctantly yield to their authority, snce

magic istheir areaof expertise.”

"And we would be blameless. And if people are unhappy with the Wizards Guild, it won't makemy beer
taste any worse."

"Of course not.”
" S0, Lord Faran, wouldthat suit you? Or do you still argue that the warlocks must live?”
"It would seem my stated objections have been countered,” Faran admitted.

He did not sound pleased about this; in fact, he redized that he still sounded unconvinced, and that
Azrad knew him well enough to recognize that.

He had been working closdly with the overlord for more than twenty years-Azrad had come to power
upon hisfather's desth twenty-eight years ago, and Faran had spent his entire adult life in the Palace,
working hisway up in Azrad's esteem. Lying successfully to the overlord would take alittle more effort
than hisusud casud facade,

"Y ou have ungtated objections, then?'

Faran certainly did-foremost among them that he was himself awarlock, but of course he couldn't admit
that. He knew Azrad too well to think that knowing his chief advisor was awarlock would change the
overlord's opinion of warlocks; it would instead, he was sure, change his opinion of Faran. Azrad always
chose the more negative option in such cases.

Especidly when he was scared, which he clearly was.

"Nothing | can put into words,” Faran said. "It just seems wasteful.”

"Better wasteful than dangerous,” Azrad replied.

"What if the Wizards Guild decides the warl ocks pose no great threat?"

"Y ou ded with the Guild morethan1," Azrad said. "Do you think it likely?' He shifted heavily on the
throne. "And if it'slikely, can you change that?"



"I don't know," Faran admitted.

"Then find out,” Azrad snapped. "I have sent several messages to the Guild, asking their representatives
to wait upon me at their earliest possible convenience, and | expect them to oblige me no later than
tomorrow."

"Lord Azrad, you've cut off many of my best sources of information by forbidding al entry to the Palace.
Might you relent, perhaps, in the case of my nephew Hanner and my niece Alris?"

Azrad consdered that, chewing hislip and staring at Faran.

Faran gazed serenely back, but internally he was seething. Thefat old fool didn't see the possibilitiesin
warlockry! He didn't realize how hard it would be to detect warlocks, didn't see that he had one right
here beside him-he would never be able to exterminate them al, but would insteed drive them into hiding.

Warlocks would make perfect spies, ideal assassins. They could fly over wals, break locks with their
magic-Faran wasn't sure yet whether they could open locks without breaking them-and could kill anyone
from adistance, leaving no mark.

If the Hegemony were touse those abilitiesthey could rule the World, retake theSmallKingdoms and
thePirateTowns and the northern lands. If they tried to slamp warl ockry out those abilitieswould be
turned againgt them instead.

Sayingthat would be unwise, though-Azrad clearly had his mind made up, and would dmost certainly
prefer ahandful of openly hostile warlocksin hiding to hundreds of undecided ones living openly inthe

dity.

Faran, on the other hand, saw the possibilities clearly. All the other varieties of magic had drawbacks,
weeknesses, limitations- wizardry required exotic materias and intricate rituds, witchcraft strong enough
to be any use left the user exhausted and weak; theurgy was limited to coaxing whimsical and rule-bound
gods to cooperate, and so on, while awarlock need merelythink of what he wanted, think hard and it
would happen. With thismagic at his digposa, an ambitious man could accomplish amost anything.

If Faran were to reach out with hismind now, and grip Lord Azrad's overworked heart. ..

But it was too soon to move so openly. Besides, Azrad the Y ounger, Azrad's son and heir, who would
someday be Azrad V11 if dl went as expected, was avigorous man of thirty-five, far lessfamiliar and far
less easily manipulated than the present bloated and dothful overlord.

"l don't think s0," Azrad said at last. "From what |'ve heard, both of them have been associating with
severa warlocks. | don't think we can trust them until those warl ocks have been disposed of "

"But they can probably tell usagreat deal about the warlocks! We could learn just how big adanger
they actudly are..."

"Thatsubject isclosed, Lord Faran," Azrad said. "They've shown themsalves to be dangerous enough
that they must be removed.”

Faran had never before been so irked with his master; the temptation to squeeze that heart was growing.

"Of course, my lord,” he said.



"When thisisdl over, Lord Manner and Lady Alriswill be permitted into the Palace again-that is,
assumingthey aren't warlocks."

"But not before?'

"Not before."

"Inthat case, my lord, | think | had best set about finding others| can send on certain errands.”
Perhaps the throat, rather than the heart. Perhapsif Azrad were to choke dightly, but recover ...
No. That wouldn't change anything, except to make the overlord suspicious.

"Beabout it, then," Azrad said with awave of dismissd.

"Yes, my lord." Faran rose, bowed dightly, and turned to go.

Ashe crossad the room hisfingers were clenching and unclenching. He could fed the power in hismind,
like risng dough, pressing outward, eager to be used. It took an effort to reach for the door handle with
his hand, rather than with magic .. .

And then the door swung open before he reached it, dmost damming into his nose, and hismind lashed
out, shoving it closed again. He stepped back, startled.

The door opened again, more dowly thistime, and Captain Vengar stepped in, peering around the pand
a Faran.

"I'm sorry, my lord," hesaid, "I didn't know you were there. Lord Azrad sgnaed for me."
"Y ou ill should have knocked!" Lord Faran said angrily.

"Captain,” the overlord caled sharply, in atone Lord Faran had never heard beforein al hisyearsin the
Paace. Startled, Faran turned to see the overlord sitting bolt upright on the throne.

"Yes, my lord?' Vengar said.

"Captain, thismanisawarlock,” Azrad said, spesking dowly and clearly and louder than hiswont-and
not entirely steadily. "When he closed that door on you just now he did not touch it. Remove him from
the Palace at once and see that heis not readmitted without my specific permission.”

"What?" Faran burst out. "Azrad, that's absurd!"

"l saw what | saw, my lord. Y our hands were at your sides when that door dammed shut. Why you did
not seefit to tell me of your dtered circumstances | do not know, but it's quite obvious | can't trust you
anymore. Go peacefully-and | might suggest that you consider leaving the city, aswell asthe Paace, for
your own safety.”

The overlord's eyes were unnaturally wide and staring, Faran saw-and wet, asif he were on the verge of
tears.



"Butit's... you couldnt, from acrosstheroom ..."

"Captain.”

Vengar reached for Faran'sarm. "If you would come with me, my lord," he said nervoudly.

Faran looked at the soldier's familiar worried face, then back at Azrad, sitting up straight, eyeswide, for
thefirst timein years. Helooked at the tapestried walls, the tessellated stone floor, that symbolized the
wedlth and power of the triumvirate that ruled the Hegemony of the Three Ethshars.

It was too soon to fight openly. He was the only warlock in the Palace, and therewere at least a
hundred guards on hand, not counting the company out in the square and leaving the building's other
inhabitants out of consderation. He did not know just how strong his magic actualy was-he had been
telling himsdlf there were no limits, but he had not had a chanceto test the truth of that. Since the
overlord'simmediate decree, the moment he heard of the troubles the night before, that no warlocks
were to be permitted in the Palace, Faran had had to hide his abilities, and what with the cris's demanding
his attention he had had no opportunitiesto experiment in private.

"Lord Azrad," he said, making one moretry, "I am no threst..."

"Out!" Azrad bellowed, rising to hisfeet and pointing. "Get out of my home, traitor!”

Stung, Faran glared silently for amoment longer, then whirled back to the door.

"Lead theway, Captain,” hesaid. "l will leaveit to othersto try to talk senseto the overlord.” He
stalked out.

A moment later he paused in the centra hallway and asked, "Captain, may | send for my belongings
later? I'll provide alist of what | need, and my niece Nerrawill attend to locating it al."

"I'll have to check with the overlord, Lord Faran,” Vengar said. "I'm sure you understand.”

"Of course," Faran replied. "Of course. I'll send amessenger to inquire when I've settled into my new
quarters”

Vengar hesitated. "My lord," he said, "are you really awarlock?"
Faran gazed at the soldier, then smiled a crooked little smile.
"Yes, | am," hesaid. It wasardlief to admit it openly and put an end to pretense.

It waswith an oddly light heart that he marched out the door onto the bridge, into the danting sunlight of
the afternoon.




Chapter Eighteen

Hanner had spotted afamiliar face in the crowd, and after much shoving-with both hands and magic-he
had findly reached her side.

"What areyou doing here?' he asked.

Mavi turned, startled. "Lord Hanner!" she said. "I didn't expect to seeyou out here! | thought you'd be
ingdewith the others.”

Hanner grimaced. "l could say that was your fault," he said. "I didn't make it back intimelast night, after
| saw you home, and I've been locked out by the overlord's edict. Alrisislocked out, too."

"That appliestoyou} But youlive therel™

"Lord Azrad makes no exceptions," Hanner replied. "What about you, though-are you al right? Was
anyoneinyour family hurt?'

"Oh, werefine," Mavi said quickly. "There was some disturbance, certainly, and | didn't deep at al well,
due to the shouting and so on, but nobody troubled us. | heard all the neighborstalking, though, so |
thought 1'd come up here to see what was happening.”

"Not very much, fromwhat | can see," Hanner said. Then someone bumped againgt him, and he turned
to find that Rudhira had finally worked her way through the crowd, caught up with him, and shoved her
way upto hissde.

"Who isthis?' Rudhiraasked.

"Ah," Hanner said. He spread his hands as best he could in the crowded circumstances. "Rudhira of
Camptown, thisisMavi of Newmarket. She'safriend-afriend of my sister Nerra, | mean.”

"Pleased to meet you," Rudhirasaid, though she did not look especidly pleased. "Hanner, why are we
here? They aren't saying anything new.”

"You don't haveto stay," Hanner told her, atrifle resentfully. "Y ou can go home or go back to Uncle
Faran'shouse.”

"Uncle Faran's house?' Mavi asked, puzzled. "But your uncle livesin the Palace.”

"He has ahouse on High Street, aswell," Hanner explained. "That'swhere Alrisand | are staying until
the guardslet usback in."

"Oh, | assumed you'd found aninn.”

"l didn't needto ..."



"Wewouldn't dl havefit a aninn!" Rudhirainterrupted.

"We?' Mavi asked, puzzled.

"| collected agroup of peopleto help out last night,” Hanner explained. "Rudhirawas one of them."

Othisen was approaching aswell; Hanner pointed him out and said, " And Othisen Okko's son was
another. Mot of the rest have gone home now, but these two stayed.”

"lcould have hdped!" Mavi said. "Y ou should have cometo get me!™

"Areyou awarlock?" Rudhira demanded, before Hanner could reply. Hanner raised ahand to hush her

"No, of course not," Mavi said.

"Weare," Rudhirasaid, gesturing at herself and Othisen. "Lord Hanner found usin the Wizards

Quarter-we were trying to figure out what had happened to us, and he came and told usto help him stop
thebad warlocks."

At that, astranger in the crowd turned and stared. "What did you say?" she asked.
"Did you say youre awarlock?' another said.

"A warlock? Here?"

Hanner looked around worriedly and quickly threw a protective arm around Mavi. Severd faceswere
turning toward them, and Rudhirawas standing defiantly, hands on her hips, glaring back at them all.

"Wewerehelping,” shesaid. "Lord Hanner invoked the overlord's name and told usto help, and we
did! Weve just come from turning four of the warlocks who went smashing things over to amagisirate!”

Mavi threw Hanner an uncertain glance.

"I'll explain later," he said. "Right now, | think we should-"

The end of his sentence was drowned out by a sudden roar from the crowd, followed by a hush. Hanner
turned, startled, trying to see what had happened.

The palace door had opened, and afigure had emerged onto the bridge, afiguredressedina
meagnificent green velvet cloak that was probably swelteringly uncomfortable in the summer hest.

Hanner recognized him immediately-as had several othersin the crowd.

"Lord Faran," someone said.

An expectant silence spread quickly as Faran strode across the bridge. Thelines of soldiers parted at his
approach, and he marched on into the square. Everyone waited for him to stop and begin speaking.

Hedidn't. He kept right on marching.

The crowd stepped back, splitting down the middle to give him room, and then, much more dowly, filled



back in behind him,

Faran paid no heed to any of them; he strode onward asiif the square were empty, directly acrossthe
center without looking to either side, and finally out of the square and onto Center Avenue, asif he
intended to smply march straight on to Southmarket.

The silence broke as people began to ask one another what the Lord Counsdlor was doing, and Hanner
had to shout to be heard over the babble.

"Comeon!" hesaid, taking Mavi's hand. "I think | know where he's going, and we'd best meet him
there”

Mavi didn't try to answer over the noise, but followed as he led the way.

Rudhiraand Othisen followed aswell, and the foursome fought their way quickly through the milling
throng-not towardCenter Avenue, as that was mobbed, but toAristocrat Circle .

Manner was sure that Faran was headed for the house on High Street, and there were other routes that
would take one there more quickly than going straight up Center and then turning right onto High Street.

Even as he hurried, he was aware of thefed of Mavi's hand in his-cool and soft, her touch ddlicate but
not weak.

He aso noticed that Rudhirawas opening a path through the crowd by unnatural means; he considered
protesting, but then decided againgt it. The mob was aready stirred up by Faran's silent gppearance, and
too busy to notice that they were being pushed not by hands, but by magic.

Infact.. .

"Rudhira," Hanner cdled, "maybe you should fly."

Rudhiraturned to look at him, and then smiled abroad, not entirely pleasant smile.

"Wedl will," shesad.

Before Hanner could protest he found himsalf snatched off hisfeet; the surrounding crowd fell away, the
buildings around the square dropped away and shrank. His hand tightened-and so did Mavi's. Hanner
turned to find her wide-eyed with fright, staring down, but saying nothing.

"It'sdl right!" Hanner shouted. "Just stay cam!”

Shelifted her gaze to him, her expresson making it plain that she thought he was completely insaneto tell
her this. "But wereflying,” shesaid.

"Yes, | know," Hanner said. "But it's safe.”
Shedid not look convinced. "Y ou've done this before?' she asked.
"Wdl, no," Hanner admitted, "butRudhira has."

Honesty, he decided upon seeing her reaction, had not been the right choice.



Beow them voices were shouting angrily.
"Whichway?' Rudhiracaled to him.
Startled, he stopped watching Mavi's face and looked around.

Thefour of them, he and Mavi and Rudhiraand Othisen, were hanging in midair perhapsfifty or sixty
feet up, well above most of the rooftops. Below them in the square people were churning about and
shouting and pointing, and afew were throwing things at the hovering clump of people; fortunately, none
were ableto actudly hit anything so far off the ground.

To the north was the golden facade of the Palace and the dark water of theGrand Cand , and on dl
other sdesthe rooftops of the city stretched out, al brightly lit. There were no shadows up here, nothing
to keep off the summer sun, and the expanse of red tile seemed vast and shimmering, pocked and split
amost randomly by the dark separations between buildings. TheOldCity was atangled patch of red tile,
golden thatch, and black date to the northeast.

On the ground he knew half adozen routesto the corner of High Street and Coronet, but from up here
he didn't recogni ze any of them. Onetile rooftop looked much like another.

He could work it out logicaly, hetold himsdf. If the Palace was that way, they wanted to go the
opposite, into theNew City , up the dope pastShort Street andSecond Street andLower Street . ..

Hetried to pick out the streets from the rooftops, but the aleys and gardens and courtyards confused
meatters, and he settled for pointing south and saying, "That way."

Immediately they were whisked away, swooping after Rudhiraasif they were on strings.

Once they were moving Hanner was able to spot afew details he had missed before. Therewas Lord
Anduron's estate with its eccentric assortment of turrets and wrought-iron spires, a the corner of Canal
Avenue andSecond Strest ...

"Bear right," hecdled.

Rudhira obliged, and they cut diagonaly across ablock, over assorted gardens and courtyards. He
recognized afacade onCentra Avenue.

"Farther right," he said.

That sufficed; they were then aimed as directly as he could ask toward Lord Faran's house. A moment
later they descended gracefully toward the packed dirt of High Street.

"Wait," Hanner said. He glanced to the I eft, towardCenter Avenue, and could see people moving
about-not the usud gentle movement of people going about their business, but pushing and running. He
could hear shouting aswell.

Rudhira stopped, and the four hung in midair. All of them followed Manner's gaze.

"What should we do?' Rudhira asked.



"Back up," Hanner said. "WEell land in the garden out back, and go in that way, where we can't be

"Good idea," Othisen said.
Rudhira nodded, and the foursome swooped upward again, over the roof and down into the garden.

Mavi stumbled when they |anded,; she had tucked her legs up and did not straighten them quickly
enough. Hanner caught her, then quickly released her.

"Sorry," hesad.

"Thank you," shereplied.

"Now what?' Othisen asked.

Hanner looked around at the neatly trimmed hedges and flowerbeds. They had traveled far faster by air
than aman could on foot and had been able to cut across the roofsinstead of following the streets, so

they had undoubtedly gotten here before Lord Faran, but he would be arriving any minute.

"We go inside, of course," Hanner said. He led the way to one of the garden doors and knocked
vigoroudy, hoping someone was within earshot.

Bernanswered the door. He tried to say something, but Hanner was in no mood for polite greeting and
pushed past him, leading his party quickly into the house and through the long gallery toward the front. As
he passed, Hanner toldBern , "Uncle Faran's coming.”

Alris, sorawled on adivan in the front parlor, heard that. "Heis?' she cdled, dartled. "He's not ill inthe
Paace?'

Hanner turned up an empty pam as he stood in the doorway to the parlor. "HEll be here any minute," he
sad.

"IsNerrawith him?' Alrisasked, risng.
"No," Hanner said. "Hewasaone.”

"No guards to take charge of the prisoners?’ Zarek asked from the parlor-he had been seated not far
from Alris. "Does he know what you did with them?"

"He'sdone," Hanner said. "1 don't know any more than that | don't know why he left the Palace or why
hel's coming here or why hesdone."

Bernarrived as Hanner finished this speech.

"My lord," hesad, "I redly think you should know, before your uncle arrives, that we have additiona
gueds”

Startled, Hanner turned to face him.

"They're upgtairs, resting,” Alrissaid. "Two of those people you had herelast night, who went homethis



morning. They came back. Their neighbors were shouting at them and throwing mud.”

"What? Why?' Hanner asked.

"Because they're warlocks, of course,”" Zarek said.

There was amoment of awkward slence as the seven of them-Hanner, Mavi, Rudhira, Othisen, Alris,
Zarek, and Bern- stood scattered about the parlor and hallway, looking at one another, seeking some

clue asto what was happening and what they should do.
And then the front door opened, and Lord Faran stepped in.

"My lord,"Bern said with abow. "May | takeyour ..."

He had not yet said the word "cloak™ when Faran flung the garment at him.Bern caught it and began
smoothing and dusting it as Faran looked around at the others. Hanner, from years of experience, saw
that his uncle was regaining control of alost temper; he suspected the others saw nothing but aman

relaxing after the exertion of abrisk walk in the summer sun.
"Hanner, my boy," Faran said. "A pleasure to see you here. Would you introduce meto your friends?*
"Of course, my lord uncle,” Hanner said, bowing. Formalitiesthat he never bothered with if he could

help it, that he admost never used when he was surrounded entirely by family or entirely by outsiders,
seemed necessary and naturd in this particular setting. "Lord Counsdor Faran, may | present Rudhira of

Camptown?"

Rudhira had the wit to curtsy.
"I believe you have aready met Mavi of Newmarket, who | had the good fortune to meet in the square
just now and invite to accompany us. Thisyoung man is Othisen Okko's son, and that is Zarek, known at

present asthe Homeless."
Neither man managed a decent bow, but Zarek did make a belated and hafhearted attempt, while

Othisen just gaped.
"l understand you are the master of thishouse," Rudhirasaid. "Our thanks for your hospitality, my lord.
She amiled warmly-alittle too warmly, Hanner thought.
Faran amiled in return, asmile that Hanner had seen many times before, and Hanner knew where that

would lead. He cleared histhroat.

"It's a pleasure to welcome guests such asyou,” Faran said. He looked around. "And are there any
others? My understanding was that my nephew had brought more than a dozen vistors herelast night.”

Hanner hesitated. "The othersleft, my lord,” he said. "The four criminas have been turned over to the

Lord Magidtrate of the Old Merchants Quarter, since Lord Azrad refused them entry, and the others,
now that the excitement has subsided somewhat, went home. But two of them have come back."

Faran raised one eyebrow. "The excitement, my boy, has scarcely begun.”

"That'swhy the two returned,” Hanner said.



Faran nodded. "Tell me, are dl my guests here possessed of the new magic that gppeared last night, this
so-called warlockry?"

Hanner swallowed and looked at the others.

"l am," Rudhirasaid proudly, spreading her arms and rising afew inches from the floor. To Hanner's
surprise, Faran's smile broadened.

"I'm not as powerful as Rudhira, but I'm awarlock,” Othisen said.
"Soaml," Zarek admitted.

Faran looked at Mavi, who turned up both hands. "Not |," she said. "1 was just talking with Hanner in
the square when we saw you |leave the Palace, and | was brought along.”

"The two upstairs are warlocks, though,” Hanner said.
"Ah," Faran said. "Then counting that mysterious unnamed pair, there are six of us."
"Us?" Hanner said, Startled.

Faran's smile vanished. "Us," hesaid. "I, too, am awarlock. Thus Lord Azrad, that usaless old fool, has
cast meout."

Hanner's mouth fell open, and he could see Alris's eyes widen with shock.

The revelation that their uncle was awarlock was perhaps the biggest shock, but it was by no meansthe
only one. That Faran had called Azrad afool before these near-totdl strangers was another, dmost as
great. They had both heard their uncle speak disparagingly of the overlord before-quite often, in fact-but
never before where anyone outside the family could hear. In fact, it had been pounded into Hanner from
an early age that asa hereditary lord he must never, ever speek ill of Lord Azrad in public; whatever they
might think or say among themsdlves, the nobility had an obligation to present a united front to the World
at large, s0 as never to undermine the public trust.

And theideathat Azrad would evict Uncle Faran from the Palace was dmost more than Hanner could
comprehend. For asfar back as he could remember Azrad had relied on Faran, had trusted him to make
al the decisonsthat would keep the city running smoothly. That even strange new magic could shatter
that trust in asingle day was hard to grasp.

"He threw you out of the Palace?" Alris gasped.
"Oh, he has done more than that, my dear niece," Faran said. "It would seem that Lord Azrad the

Sedentary, in hisinfinite supidity, has sentenced the four of us, and dl the others upon whom this new
magic was bestowed, to die."




Chapter Nineteen

Die? Forwhat?" Rudhirademanded.

"For endangering the peace of the Hegemony of Eth-shar by the mere fact of our existence,”" Faran said.
"Or perhapsfor kidnapping or murdering afew hundred people-he didn't seem very concerned about a
reason."

"But we havent... well,| haven't hurt anyone!™

Zarek cleared histhroat. "Rudhira, you killed aman last night,” he pointed out.

Rudhiraturned angrily, and Zarek staggered backward, catching himself on the door frame. "That was
sef-defensal” she shouted.

"He's il dead,” Othisen said.
Rudhirawhirled, and Othisen dammed back againgt thewall, his head narrowly missing a brass sconce.
"Rudhira" Hanner said, "don't hurtthem.”

Rudhira started to turn on Hanner, and he braced himsdlf for whatever she might do, but instead she
stopped. Her raised armsfell to her sides.

"Youreright," shesad. "It'sthose foolsin the Paace | want to throw around, not you."

"Jusgt onefool, redly,” Faran said, watching Rudhiraapprais-ingly. "It's Azrad himsdf who's behind this,
not any of therest of us.”

Rudhiramet Faran's gaze. "Isheredly asfat and lazy asthey say?' she asked.

Faran smiled knowingly. "Since | don't know who 'they' are or what they say,” he said, "I can't answer
that exactly, but | can certainly say that Lord Azrad the Sixth weighs perhaps twice what most men his
height do, and exerts himsdlf aslittle as humanly possible.”

"If | ever get a him, helll exert himsdlf!" Rudhirasnapped.

"And | hopeto seeit happen,” Faran replied, his calm facade dipping.

"Lord Faran!" Mavi gasped. "He'sthe overlord! Thetriumvir!™

"Hesanidiot," Faran said. "Oh, his great-great-great-great grandfatherl" wasagreat man, amilitary
genius, the founder of this city-but the blood has obvioudy thinned, and | think it'stime to do something



about it. Y ou know who's redlly been running this city the past ten years, Hanner." Histemper wasvisbly
wearing thinagain.

"You have" Hanner said. "But ill..."

"That'sright,| havel" Faran said angrily, cutting Hanner short. "And what doesit get me? A death
sentence, because some mad wizard somewhere got carel ess and spilled magic everywherel™

"l don't think it wasawizard ..."

"Fne Whatever didit!" Faran flung hishandsin theair, no longer making any pretense of composure.
"And do you want to know something even more despicable, my boy? Our dear Lord Azrad won't even
take responghility for hisown actions. He intends to arrange for the Wizards Guild to outlaw this new
magic, and letthem take the blame when the people redize how unjust thisdl idl"

Hanner blinked, digesting this new information, as Faran glared a him. Then he said, "That's not so
foolish. It'sactualy sort of clever..."

***Four grestsis correct. Azrad the Gresat outlived both his sons; Azrad |1 was his grandson.
"It'sinsane!" Faran said. "Give the Wizards Guild evenmore power?'

"But it wont..." Hanner began, intending to point out that the Wizards Guild would be weakened when
they were indeed blamed for the proposed daughter, but Faran wasn't listening.

"I won't haveit," Faran said. "'l have no intention of letting Azrad or his soldiers or the wizardskill me-or
kill you, Rudhira, or Othisen, or Zarek, or anyone € se who innocently got warlockry bestowed upon
him." He glowered at Hanner and Alrisand Mavi." You three don't have anything to worry about-by the
gods, Hanner, that fat old man might well name you my successor! Butwe" -he gestured at the three
acknowledged warlocks-"are fighting for our lives!”

"I know," Hanner said, "but what can you-"

"I could fly usaway," Rudhirasaid. "North, maybe, to ... to Aldagmor." She looked dightly puzzled at
her own words.

Hanner felt oddly uncomfortable at that suggestion. Faran, too, reacted strangely, jerking his head
dightly before replying, "No. I'm not giving up my homewithout afight.”

"But, Uncle," Alrissaid, "what can you do? Even if you're awarlock, you can't fight the entire city guard
and theWizards Guild"

Rudhira shuddered. "No one can fight the Wizards Guild," she said.

"Why not?' Faran said. "They're only mortal-well, most of them, anyway.We have magic now, too! And
maybe we can get the other magiciansto join us-the sorcerers and theurgists and witches ..."

"Why wouldthey help?' Hanner asked.

"Because they'retired of the Wizards Guild ordering them around,” Faran said. "Keeping them out of
government, telling them no one can learn more than one kind of magic...”



"They don't care, Uncle," Hanner said. "They like thingstheway they are... or at least the way theywere,
beforelast night.”

"] don't bdieveit," Faran sad.

"But theydo,” Hanner inssted. "Y ou've had me talking to them, day after day, foryears now, and they
redly, truly don't care about the Wizards Guild."

"Maybe, when wetell them what's going to happen to us, their fellow magicians..." Rudhirasad
hestantly.

"Right!" Faran said, pointing a her. "Exactly right! Rudhira, you understand the Stuation better than my
nephew, and he's spent hislifein the Palace.” He smiled at Rudhira, then looked expectantly at Hanner.

Hanner knew that look. Uncle Faran expected him to yield now, to say that of course Faran wasright,
and everyone would do what he told them to do-but Hanner was not ready to yield. He was thinking.

Lord Faran's expectant smile was starting to dip into afrown when Hanner said, "Uncle? Y ou said that
the overlord intends to blame the Wizards Guild for ordering dl the warlocks executed?!

"Yes. That's exactly-"
"He hasn't done it yet?'

Faran blinked, gartled, and Hanner realized that thiswasthe first timein years that he had dared to
interrupt hisuncle,

"No," Faran said. "He hasn't had time yet. He's asked the Wizards Guild to attend him as soon as
possible, and expects to meet with them by tomorrow. So we have afew hours-"

"Uncle," Hanner said, interrupting again. Faran's eyes widened. "Why are you so sure the Wizards Guild
will cooperate with the overlord? After dl, warlocks are arguably their fellow magicians.”

Faran's mouth opened, then closed.
"We should talk to them," Othisen said. "Maybe they're onour sdel”
"Maybe some of them are warlocks," Hanner suggested. "There's no reason it couldn't happen, is there?"
"Who knows?" Faran asked. "Maybe wizards were immune.”
"But even 0, they till might be sympathetic,” Hanner said. ™Y ou didn'task to be awarlock.”
"They don't low magiciansin the government,” Faran said.
"But most of thewarlocksaren't in the government,” Hanner pointed out. " You are, but Rudhiraand
Zarek and Othisen aren't- they're just ordinary people. They have just as much right to be magicians as
any wizard's apprentice.”

Hanner, long familiar with hisuncle, could see Faran resisting the impulse to say that that didn't helphim,



that he wanted to keep both his post and his new magic. Faran never admitted to selfish motives-but
Hanner knew they were dwaysthere.

"Y ou'd have to renounce your title, of course, Uncle," Hanner said.

"l suppose | would,” Faran said dowly. "That would still be preferable to execution, of course.”
Hanner wasn't a al sure Uncle Faran actudly believed that.

"Y ou should talk to them, Lord Faran,”" Othisen said. "Maybe they'd make an exception.”

"Theynever" -Hanner, Faran, and Alrisall began in unison; they looked at one another, and Hanner
finished-"'make exceptions.”

"But | should talk to them," Faran added. "Y ou're quite right-we redlly don't know what position the
Wizards Guild will tekeon dl this"

"We don't know how long the warlockry will last,” Hanner pointed out. "Maybe if you emphasize that,
that it's probably just atemporary thing, they'll be lenient. Wizards take the long view, and even if the
people who are warlocks nowdo stay warlocksfor the rest of their lives, which you probably won't, it's
not asif anyone's going to take apprentices and trainnew warlocks."

"But it could happen again,” Rudhirasaid. "Whatever happened last night, | mean. For dl we know it
happen again tonight or tomorrow."

"Wéll, don't tellthem that," Alrissaid.

"Do you want meto go speak to Guildmaster Ithinia?' Hanner asked.
"That won't be necessary,” Faran said.

"But-" Rudhirabegan.

Faran silenced her protest with an upraised hand.

"I'll speak to Guildmaster Ithinlamyself," Faran said.

"Will you need your cloak, my lord?'Bern asked.

Faran smiled. "No,Bern," hesaid. "l won't be going out.”

"But-" Mavi began. Hanner hushed her.

"That's what's on the top two floors, Uncle?' he asked.

Faran threw him aglance. " Shrewd, my boy," he said. "Unless you've been snooping?’

"l haven't been up there," Hanner said. "But what €l se could you have there that you'd keep so secret?
Y ou've been collecting magic.”

"Exactly." Faran smiled crookedly. "And if I'm an outlaw now anyway, through no fault of my own, and



must either renounce my title or put an end to the Guild's prohibition on the nobility's use of magic, there's
no point in conceding it anymore. Using apd| to contact Guildmaster Ithiniashould demongtrate that we
areindeed her felow magicians, and not merely rabble.”

Hanner was not sure hisuncle, in hisanger, had thought this through properly-possession of illegd magic
other than warlockry might merely demonstrate that Faran was even more dangerous than the overlord
believed.

"l don't undergtand,” Mavi said. "What are you taking about?'
"You explainit, Hanner," Faran said as he turned toward the stairs. "I have mattersto attend to."
Hanner sghed and explained.

"My uncle has been interested in magic for years," he said. "So havel, for that matter, and when he'stoo
busy with other city busness've taken charge of handling the magica stuff. It redly annoys him that the
Wizards Guild forbids any reigning triumvir or monarch, or any hereditary officia of any government, to
learn magic or to use magic for direct persond benefit. The limits do seem arbitrary sometimes-for
example, we can use magic in the city courtsto determine what's true, but we can't use it as punishment.
The magistrates can't sentence a murderer to be turned to stone or order athief to spend ayear asacat,
no matter how appropriate that might be. And a hereditary lord can decorate his manson with, say,
talking statuary or sed his strongbox with arune, because those just enhance possessions held have
anyway, but he can't hire amagician to cure hiswarts, because that enhanceshim. Uncle Faran can hirea
Seer to spy on atraitor, because that benefits the entire city, but not on one of Azrad's other advisors,
because that would be to his own political benefit. The exact rules are complex, and sometimes they
don't seem entirely congstent- the Guild judges some casesindividudly, and sometimesit ssems asif the
ruling depends more on how annoying the wizards find the person asking than on what's actually asked."

"I knew part of that,” Mavi said. "Not the details, snce I'm neither alady nor awizard, but | knew the
overlord couldn't just order the wizards to do whatever he wants.”

"Oh, he can'torder them to doanything,” Hanner said. "He hasto pay them, just like anyone else does,
and they're dways freeto refuse ajob, even if it's something the Guild has approved.”

"Oh," Mavi said.
"Tdl her about mixing magic,” Alrissad.

"That's another thing that annoys our uncle," Hanner said. "The Wizards Guild insststhat each magician
should only learn one kind of magic. Witches aren't alowed to learn wizardry, sorcerers aren't allowed to
learn theurgy, and so on. The Guild hasn't dways managed to make that one go-I've seen witches and
‘wizards use alittle sorcery, and demonologists and theurgists have been known to trade invocations
occasiondly. Mostly, though, that's accepted-you won't find wizards summoning demons, or witches
turning people into newts." He Sghed. "Sometimes | think they don't allow the nobility to use anything
else because they congder political power asort of magicitsef, and it would be mixing magic.”

"I didn't know it was arule, that no one could learn two kinds of magic,” Mavi said. "1 thought it was just
too hard, learning more than one."

"It may bethat, too," Hanner admitted. "Uncle Faran doesn't bdieveit, but I'm the one who'stalked to
dozens and dozens of magicians, and most of them are far too busy learning more of their regular artsto



worry about other disciplines. I've never heard of the Wizards Guild really enforcing that one-they don't
need to."

"All right," Mavi said, "but what doesthat have to do with Lord Faran going upstairs?’

Hanner sighed. "This house hasfour floors,” he said. "Thefirst two are where Uncle Faran brings women
he doesn't want in the Palace, for one reason or another. He may do other things here aswell, | don't
know-for al I know he could meet with a secret cult of assassins every sixnight.Bern, here, takes care of
the two lower floors when Uncle Faran isn't using them.”

Bernacknowledged the mention of his namewith aquick bow.

"But the top two floors are kept locked up,” Hanner continued. "Bernisn't alowed up there. Faran's
women don't go up there. Nobody does but Uncle Faran. So what could he possibly have that he needs
to keep secret? He'sLord Faran, chief advisor to the overlord of Ethshar of the Spices-he can do pretty
much anything hewants..."

"Except magic,” Mavi said.

"Right. So he's been secretly collecting magica stuff, | would guess, and hiding it up there, and now he's
going to go use something up there to contact the Wizards Guild and talk to them about warlockry."

"He said something about someone named Ithinia?"
"That's our local Guildmaster. At least, the one we know about."
"What's a Guildmaster?' Rudhira asked.

Hanner was getting tired of explaining things that everyone he ordinarily dealt with had known since
childhood, but he carried on. After dl, some of these people might be magicians of a sort, but they hadn't
had any training, and there was no reason for anyone but an aristocrat or amagician to have learned any
of this

"All wizards are members of the Wizards Guild," he said. "They kill anyone who practices wizardry
without joining, or who bresks other Guild rules-the rulers of Old Ethshar gave them that authority
hundreds of years ago, maybe thousands, and nobody argueswith it. Most of them arejust ordinary
members, though, the same way most people arejust ordinary citizens of Ethshar. A few wizardsare
chosen as Guildmasters-we don't know who does the choosing, or how, and apparently anyone who told
uswould be put to death. The Guildmasters have more authority. We don't know how much-maybe the
Guildmasters run everything, but there are rumors that there's some secret higher rank. We don't even
know whether there are different levels of Guildmaster, or how many Guildmastersthere arein the city,
or who they are-

again, that'sall kept secret. But we do know the names of afew, so that we know who to talk to if we
need to consult the Wizards Guild and don't want to work our way up from the bottom. The
highest-ranking Guildmaster we know of in Ethshar of the Spices-and redlly, we're justassuming she's
ranked higher than the other two we know about-is named Ithinia, and she has amansion onLower
Street , near Arena”

Rudhirasad, "That'slessthan hdf amilefrom here"



"l know," Manner said. "Much less. That'swhy | offered to take amessage.”
"Uncle Faran would rather do it himsdlf," Alrissaid. "Helikes showing off."

"It sounds dangerousto me," Mavi said. "'If he has magica things up there and he usesthemto send a
messageto Ithinia, isn't he admitting he's broken their rules?’

"Yes," Hanner said. He glanced uncomfortably up the stairs; Faran waslong since out of sight. "I hope
he knows what he's doing.”

Hanner thought it dl too likely that hisuncle didnot know- that after being cast out by the overlord he
had lost histemper so thoroughly that he wasn't thinking clearly, and was more concerned with
demongtrating that he still had power than with the best |long-term strategy.

Or maybe he had smply gotten fed up with keeping so many secrets.

Or maybe he did know what he was doing, after al. He had far more experience than Hanner in these
matters.

“Ireally hope so," Hanner said.

Chapter Twenty

Ithinia of the Idewas not happy. She was short on deep, having been rousted out earlier than her wont
by panicky messages from various lords, magistrates, and magicians, and she had spent the entire day
dealing with people who expected her to know far more than she did, which she always found wearing.

Furthermore, she didn't gpprove of changesin the norma routine of Ethsharitic life. Whatever had
happened the night before had disrupted any number of things, and Ithiniaresented that.

And finaly, she had spent the whole day talking to peopleinstead of doing magic. She hadn't cast a
single decent spdll. Oh, she had used afew simpletricks and applied some existing artifacts, but she
hadn't worked anything more difficult than athird-order incantation, and shehated that. She had become
awizard because she loved magic, and she wasgood &t it, which was how she'd become a Guildmaster,
and she considered it completely unfair that her duties as senior Guildmaster for the World's largest city
S0 often meant she had no time to spend in her workshop, animating bric-a-brac or talking to ghosts she
had trapped, or otherwise enjoying the miraculous abilities she had spent her life acquiring.



She thought now that she should have used some sort of time-distortion spell to find afew extra hours
she could use to catch up on her deep, but she hadn't done it-at least, not yet, and she still wasn't sure
when she "would have achance.

So her mood was dready quite sour enough when she arrived home, transported magically into her
downgtairs solarium, to hear aloud, unnatural buzzing in the garden behind her house.

It was not a pleasant buzz. It was aharsh, ingstent noise that Ithiniafound intensely grating. Shethrust a
hand into the pouch on her belt, fumbled with avia, and opened the garden door of the solarium with a
pinch of brimstonein her ringers, ready to fling Thrindle's Combustion at this annoyance, whatever it was,
and burn it into Slence.

She stepped out, looking for the source of the buzz, and spotted it amost immediately-a shiny black
thing lying atop the garden wall, gleaming darkly in the bright warm light of the setting sun. It was roughly
the size of awoman's sandal, but with odd little wings on either side. Two of her magical guardians, stone
carvings she had animated years ago, crouched at the foot of the wall, watching it.

The mysterious buzzing device was not anything she recognized, but she knew the generd category of
objectsthat had that peculiar dick finish. It was a sorcerous talisman of some kind.

She was tempted to go ahead and fry it-but Thrindle's Combustion didn't awayswork on talismans, and
might well backfire. She dropped the bit of brimstone and wiped her hands on the skirt of her formal
robe as she cautioudy approached the gtill-buzzing object.

Poking it with her athame, the ritual dagger she wore on her belt, would probably silenceit-sorcery and
wizardry did notlike each other much, and an athame was virtualy pure wizardry, able to ruin most
sorcerous devices with atouch without taking any noticeable harm itsdlf.

If she did that, though, she wouldn't know who sent it, or why, and it might be important. Some sorcerer
somewhere might know something about what had caused last night's ferocious and mysterious magica
outburst. She couldn't afford to throw away that knowledge.

And she really doubted it was dangerous. No sorcerer would be stupid enough to try to harm
her-attacking a Guildmaster was agood way to die. Even if an attack succeeded, "which was unlikely
given the protective pdlls she awayswore, the rest of the Wizards Guild would retdiate, quickly and
lethally.

She stopped severa yards away. The two stone guardians turned to glance up at her, but then returned
to watching the talisman.

"How long has that thing been here, making that noise?" she asked the nearest of the gargoylesthat
crouched on the various corners and protrusions of her house.

The gargoyle turned its head with a creak, looking at her. " About an hour, Migtress," it said initsgrating
voice. It was difficult to distinguish the words over the constant noise, but Ithiniawas accustomed to her

crestions peculiar speech.

The neighbors must have loved that, Ithinia thought. Most of them wouldn't dare complain-one expected
occasiona annoyances when one lived near awizard-but it would hardly have generated any goodwill.

"It's been gtting there buzzing the whole time?"



"No, Mistress. It descended from the sky and approached the house, and Old Rocky warned it away,
asyou ingtructed usto do when intruders enter the garden. It ignored the warning, so Rocky and Glitter
climbed down to frighten it away. It retreated to where it is now, and began cdling your name. When you
did not answer, after afew minutesit stopped speaking and began buzzing."

Old Rocky and Glitter were the two creatures fill guarding it. Ithiniaglanced at Old Rocky's niche, on
the southwest corner of the house.

"Did you see "whereit came from?"
"No, migtress. It came down out of the sun while we were meditating.”

"Y ou were degping, not meditating,” Ithiniasaid. "I'vetold you not to try to fool me. Stoneshould
degp-it'snothing to hide."

"Yes, Midress," the gargoyle said, abashed.
"It clled my name? Did it say anything e s=?'
"It said it needed to spesk with you."
Ithiniasighed. Another one.

"I might aswell get it over with," she said. Shelifted her skirt dightly to keep it from getting dusty on the
little-used bricks, then marched down the garden path to the wall.

Glitter and Old Rocky stepped aside at her approach, and she took a moment to pat Rocky on the
smooth patch of granite behind its carved curving horns. "Good job," she said. "Y ou, too, Glitter. Go on
back to your places now."

Glitter's mouth was so full of fangs and tongue that it couldn't speak, but Rocky growled, "Thank you,
Mistress," before retreating up the walkway.

When they had |eft Ithiniasaid sharply, "All right, I'm here. Stop that infernal buzzing and tell me what
you want."

The buzzing continued.

"Stop it!" Ithiniashouted, her hand falling to the hilt of her athame.

The buzzing stopped abruptly. "Guildmaster?' avoice said from the black device.

"Yes" Ithiniasaid angrily. The voice sounded familiar-it was definitely that of anative of the city, with the
lilting qudity affected by the wealthy and powerful. She couldn't quite placeit, and wasin no mood to be
subtle or even palite. "Who are you?”'

"Y our pardon, Guildmaster,” thevoice said. "I am Lord Faran, formerly the overlord's chief advisor.”

Ithinia closed her eyes and muttered, "Oh, blood and degath.”



She had aready received word that Lord Azrad wished to consult the Wizards Guild on an urgent
matter, which of course meant that the overlord wanted the Guild to do something about the warlocks.
She had put that meeting off until at least tomorrow-it was aways best, when dedling with Azrad the
Sedentary, to delay the meeting for atimeto give the man's naturd |ethargy time to assert itself. Azrad
was dways less demanding when he had had time to cool down from whatever event had provoked him.
An early morning meeting accentuated this, so Ithinia had been planning to arrive at the Paace perhaps
an hour after dawn, either tomorrow or the day after.

Besides, that would give her alittle more timeto learn about the Situation and think about what should be
done.

This communication from Lord Faran, though, complicated the Stuation.” Formerly the overlord's chief
advisor" meant that there had been aserious faling out within the inner circles of the city's government,
and Ithinia suspected the Wizards Guild was about to be dragged into afactiona squabble, whether they
wanted to be or not.

One of the secondary reasons for the Guild's rule against magicians meddling in government, or rulers
fooling around with magic, was precisely so that the Guild wouldnot be dragged into factional squabbles,
but it gppeared that the participantsin this one wanted the Guild involved.

Presumably it had something to do with the warlocks.

And then there was the fact that Lord Faran was using sorcery to speak to her. He knew perfectly well
that the Guild wouldn't gpprove of anobleman in the overlord's government using magic likethis; hewas
obvioudy doing it on purpose, to make a point.

Whatpoint, she didn't know. She had dedlt with Lord Faran before; he had atwisty mind that she did
not understand and didn't particularly want to. He seemed congtitutionally unable to accept adirect
statement of the Guild'sintent at face value, no matter what the circumstances, which annoyed her, snce
she aways made an effort to deal openly with the government of the Hegemony. Shewould have
preferred to never speak with him again.

But she was obvioudy going to haveto ded with him. Even if he was no longer the overlord's right hand,
he was il likely to remain apowerful man-and he clearly had sorcery at hisdisposa.

And he had decided to rub the Guild's nosein his sorcery. Ithiniawould have considered that utter folly
for most people, but for Lord Faran she couldn't be sure.

"Yes, my lord," she said, addressing the little black device in as even a voice as she could manage.
"What can | dofor you?'

"I'm sure you're aware of last night's events, and the outbreak of what appearsto be an entirely new
form of magic.”

"Yes" Shehit off the"of course’ that would naturaly have followed.

"I believethat Lord Azrad has requested a consultation with representatives of the Wizards Guild to
consider what should be done about this development-in fact, | know he has, and that this consultation, if
it has not already taken place, will be held within the next day or 0."

"Mogt likdly, yes. We have not agreed upon atime.”



"Of course," the tdisman said. "Whenever it hgppens, though, | thought that you might be interested in
knowing just what the overlord plans, in termsfar blunter than helll expressit to you himsdlf, in advance
of the meeting. | would aso like to confer with the Guild's representatives mysdlf, as the spokesman for
another group.”

"And what group would that be?"
"Thewarlocks."

Ithinia stared at the talisman for amoment, then closed her eyes and put a hand to her forehead, where
she massaged her temple with threefingers.

That was dl she needed. Now the warlocks were getting organized and had found themsalvesa
|eader-perhaps the best, most experienced palitician in the city.

"Guildmaster?' the voice from the talisman asked.
"I'm here," she said, opening her eyes but keeping her hand whereit was. "l wasjust thinking." She
sghed. "Very well, my lord-did you wish to meet with me or shal we smply converse aswe are, over

thisforbidden gpparatus you have intruded into my garden?’

"Guildmaster, | am no longer apart of Lord Azrad's government. | do not believe that sorcery isill
forbidden to me."

"Fing" Ithiniasaid. "We can argue about it later, if necessary. Shall we meet?”’

"It's not necessary, but whatever pleases you. It might be more convenient.”

"It might. For now, though, let'sjust talk aswe are.”

"Asyouwish."

"So tell mewhat the overlord intends.”

"Heintends, Guildmaster, to outlaw warlockry and order the extermination of al warlockswithin the
walls, guilty or innocent, lest they disturb the city's peace. He further intendsto place dl respongbility for
this decision and these actions on the Wizards Guild, the self-appointed authority in al matters magical.
Need | say what thiswill do to the Guild's standing in the public's estimation when the initia panic has
subsided, and the knowledge that hundreds of innocents have been daughtered registers?”

Ithiniaclosed her eyesagain.

"No," shesad. "l canimagine.”

"Last night, Guildmaster, as you may have heard, some of the new-made warlocks did not joinin the
night's madness, the looting and mayhem, but instead acted to limit the damage and tried to put
themsalves at the overlord's disposal. In his confusion, Lord Azrad forbade them entry to the Paace. |
have now taken this group in hand, at alocation known only to afew, and am speaking to you on their

behalf. We see no reason we should be penalized for last night's misbehavior-we did not participatein it
and did what we could to restrain it, even turning four of our fellow warlocks over to the Lord Magistrate



of the Old Merchants Quarter. While we won't defend the lawl essness some warlocks displayed, we are
innocent of any wrongdoing-yet Lord Azrad has made clear to methat he intends to seekour desaths,
aong with those of the criminas. | am speaking to you now, Guildmaster, to ask the Wizards Guild to
refuse any part inthisappdling injustice. | am asking dl of you to cometo the aid of your fellow

magicians..."

"You arent magicians," Ithiniainterrupted angrily. "Y ou aren't trained, you never apprenticed, you arent
any recognized schoal. Y ou're people with some strange new spell on you; that doesn't make you
megidans”

"Not magicians, then, but people involved with magic, through no fault of their own.”
"Yes, quite" Ithiniasaid. "l seeyour point.”

Unfortunately, she could also seethe overlord'sview, if Faran had presented it accurately. She had seen
the corpses of a dozen people killed by rampaging warlocks. She had seen one poor boy who had had
dozens of shards of glass embedded in hisflesh by awarlock; apriestess had been trying to invoke
Blukrosto hedl the child, and awitch had been suppressing the pain, but even if the god answered and
restored the boy to perfect health nothing would ever make up for the terror and suffering he had been

through.

She didn't want to talk to Faran anymore-hisvoice, asrelayed by the talisman, was smooth and calm,
but suddenly she found it intensdly irriteting.

"l will need to talk to others,” she said. "If you're no longer at the Palace, how can we contact you? |
assume you'd prefer something other than the Spell of Invaded Dreams, and would rather we did not
track down your location known only to afew."

"I could hardly expect to keep my location secret from the Guild," Faran said, "but rather than put you to
any trouble, let me suggest that you take this talisman and place it somewhere safe. When you wish to
speak to me, pick it up, and the warmth of your hand will activate it and dert me."

"Clever," Ithiniasaid. Ordinarily she didn't think much of sorcery, which had atendency to have peculiar
limitations and to fail spectacularly a inopportune times, but this particular device-assuming it worked as
advertised-could be rather convenient.

"It may be afew moments before | can respond, of course,” Faran said.

"Of course," Ithiniasaid. It occurred to her that she wouldn't reallywant a device that could demand her
attention at any moment, and once again she was glad she had taken up wizardry, rather than one of the
other magicks. "I'll gpeak to you later, then.”

"Thank you," Faran'svoice replied.

Ithinia picked up the talisman and tucked it into the purse on her belt, then turned and headed back
toward her house.




Chapter Twenty-one

On the morning of the sixth of Summerheat Mavi ambled out into the courtyard behind her family home,
nominally to dump her chamber pot and the kitchen dop bucket in the public sewer but really to hear the
morning gossip-and to tell the story of her own adventuresthe previous day.

She had hoped, when she went to bed on the fourth, that being walked home by Lord Manner and
giving him agood-night kisswould be the juiciest item in the morning chatter on thefifth. Instead there
had been so much excitement about the night's madness that she had never even gotten around to
mentioning it.

Today, though, she had the tale of her adventures with Hanner and his collection of warlocksto tell, and
that was certainly going to be worth mentioning no matterwhat Thettaand Aniaraand Oriahad to
report. She hadflown through the air, and met al those warlocks, and spenthours with Lord Faran and
Lord Hanner, and heard Lord Faran say al those terrible traitorous things about the overlord . . .

She grinned at the thought.

And Hanner had walked her home again, and thistime they had kissedeach other good night, and not
just aquick little peck, either.

Lord Hanner wasn't quite the impressive catch he had been before the Night of Madness, now that his
uncle was an outcast warlock rather than the Lord Counsdlor, but Mavi didn't redlly care; hewas till a
sweset young man, ways ready to help, so sincere and eager to please that she couldn't help but enjoy
his company. Hewas alittle soft and plump, alittle unsure of himself, but in generd she found him very
satisfactory. He had lovely dark eyes and curly black hair and afunny smile.

If he had agood position, rather than just being his uncle's assistant, he would be a fine candidate for her
husband.

She opened the sewer lid and dumped in the waste, then closed the lid again. When she straightened up
and turned around she saw Oria approaching.

The two waved to each other, and after Oria had disposed of her own burden the two young women
settled on the bench by old Skig's chicken coop, in the shade of an ancient gum tree, to talk.

The conversation stayed very light at first-the usual exchange of rumors about who might be pregnant,
whose marriage might bein trouble, and the like. Anything more interesting would be saved until the
others had arrived.

But then Thettaarrived-dmost running.



"What'swrong?' Oriaasked her as Thetta hurried up to the bench.

"Did you hear about Pancha?' Thetta asked as she squeezed onto the end of the bench beside Oria

"What about her?' Mavi asked. Panchawas Aniaras dightly older haf sgter.

"She'sawarlock!"

"You'rejoking!" Oriasaid, shocked.

Mavi, who had spent the previous day practically surrounded by warlocks, was |ess surprised-especialy
since Aniara had mentioned the day before that Pancha had been one of the people who woke up
screaming about anightmare.

Pancha hadn't run out into the street smashing windows, though.

"Isshedl right?' Mavi asked.

"Aniara? Oh, she's upset, but. .."

"| meant Pancha."

"Oh." Thettalooked confused for amoment, then said, "1 guess so. They've locked her in her room and
sent for apriest.”

"A priest? A theurgig? Why?'
"Totry to cure her, of course!" Thetta said, leaning forward to look past Oriaat Mavi.
"IsAniaradl right?' Oriaasked.” She isnt awarlock, is she?’

"She sayssheisnt,” Thettasaid, "and she seemsto be holding up, but she's not leaving the house until
thetheurgigt isdone.”

"She won't be here thismorning, then?' Mavi asked.

"No," Thettasaid. "I thought we might go by there later to comfort her, though.”

"Oh, we should,” Oria agreed. She shuddered. "Her own sister awarlock! How dreadful.”
"Oh, warlocks aren't redlly soterrible,” Mavi said.

"How would you know?" Thetta asked.

Mavi amiled and began explaining how she had spent the previous day. The others were suitably
impressed.

"Maybe you should tell Panchaabout that house full of warlocks," Oriasaid thoughtfully when Mavi had
finished.

"They're going to cure her!" Thetta protested.



"If they can," Mavi said. "'l don't know whether youcan cure warlocks.”
"Why don't we go see?' Oriaasked, getting to her feet. "Just let me put afew thingsaway..."

The others quickly agreed, and half an hour later the three of them werein Aniaras parlor, talking to
Aniaraand her mother, pretending not to listen to the chanting faintly audible from upgtairs.

"I hopeit works," Aniarasaid, looking up the airs.

"It'snot really so horrible, being awarlock,” Mavi said. "Some of the people at Lord Faran's house
seemed dmogst proud of it. And it must be handy sometimes, being able to do magic like that."

Aniarashuddered. "It'screepy” shesaid. "What if she goes mad, like those others, and starts breaking
things? Or what if people start disappearing around her? What if ..."

Just then the daylight seemed amogt to flicker, and Mavi and the othersfelt a sudden pressure.
Mavi swallowed. "I think the theurgist'sinvocation worked,"

she said. The notion that there was an actua god-or at least a partid manifestation of one-in Pancha's
room upstairs made her at least as nervous as the houseful of warlocks had.

"I wonder which god he was summoning?' Oriaasked, glancing at the Sairs.

"I remember that when Diriel was sck, the priestess summoned Blukros," Thettasaid. "She said Blukros
wasgod of heding."

"I'm not sure warlockry is something that needs heding,"” Mavi said doubtfully. She glanced at Aniaras
mother-Pancha's mother, as well-who was Sitting in the rocking chair in the corner, rocking steedily in
unhappy silence.

The five women did not speak for amoment after that; the knowledge of a god's presence was affecting
themdl, invariousways. At last Aniarasaid, "Mavi, tel me more about what Lord Faran said!"

We coming the distraction, Mavi began adetailed account of Lord Faran's actions the previous day. She
had gotten to his sorcerous conversation with the wizard Ithiniawhen the air suddenly stirred, and an
invisible pressure seemed to belifted from the room.

All eyesturned tothe dairs.

"It must be over," Oriasaid.

A moment later they al heard the sound of adoor opening and of Pancha snuffling; then the theurgist
came dowly down the stairs, straightening hiswhite robe,

"What happened?’ Aniaraasked, legping to her fedt.

Thetheurgist took adeep breath, then said, "I consulted the goddess Unniel the Discerning, and I'm
afraid the results are not what you hoped for."



"What do you mean?"

Thetheurgist Sghed. "1 mean the goddess could not even recognize your sSister as human.” Before
anyone could respond, he raised ahand and continued. "Thisisn't as Sgnificant asit sounds-the gods see
things differently than we do, and often don't percelve magicians other than theurgists as human. There
are some people they can't see at dl; we don't know why, and they have never managed to explainitin
ways we can understand. Unniel could see Pancha, but not as a human being; she said Panchawas a
thing she had no Ethsharitic word for.”

Aniaramade astrangled noise.

"Unnid could not tell me anything useful about thismagic,” the theurgist said. " She could not removeit,
and assured me no other god or demon could. She said it was unlikely that any other magic could reverse
Panchas transformation, due to something she called anur settor fwal in Panchas brain, but reminded me
that even the gods don't understand wizardry or know exactly what it can and cannot do."

"So she's still awarlock?' Aniarals mother demanded. Mavi turned, startled, to see that the older
woman had stopped rocking and was staring intently at the priest.

"Yes, shesdill awarlock,” the theurgist replied. " There's nothing more | can do about it.”
"I don't want awarlock in my house," the old woman said.
"Mother, she'syour own daughter!" Aniarasaid.

"Not anymore," her mother said. "Y ou heard the priest-she's not even human anymore! She's athing that
used to be my daughter.”

"l didnt say ..." thetheurgist began.

"Human or not, she might go berserk at any time," the old woman said. "Did any of you hear about the
house in Seacorner where Varrin the Weaver smashed the entire top floor in an instant? He almost
crushed hisown wifel"

The other women looked at one another.

"Mease, Mother, thisisher home," Aniarasaid. "Where e se would she go?'

Mavi immediately knew what would happen then, and sure enough, Thettaand Oriaturned to look at
her. Pancha's mother pointed at her, and Aniaraturned aswell.

The puzzled theurgist dso looked at Mavi, Smply because everyone dse did.

"All right," Mavi said. "1 can take her there.” That thiswould not only be akindnessto Pancha but would
give her another chance to see Lord Hanner did not escape her.

"May | ask where?' thetheurgist said.

"You explain,” Aniarasaid, heading for the sairs. "I'll go help Pancha pack.”



As Tannathe Thief worked the crowd in the plaza, cutting purses from people's belts and dipping them
into her own shoulder bag, she was till trying to decide who she should tell about Elken-if anyone. Her
origind intention in coming here had been to warn the magistrates about the warlocks, but it had been
ingtantly clear that they aready knew. The guardsin front of the Palace, the shouting crowds, made it
plain thateveryone knew about the warlocks.

No one was going to pay her for theinformation.

She wished she hadn't taken aday to bury Elken, clean hersdlf up, sted new clothes, and get up her
nerve-if she had arrived yesterday she might still have gotten a couple of bitsfor her report.

Of course, shewas doing fairly well a her customary trade, certainly taking more than afew copper
bits. The crowd was large and angry, which meant it was also more careless than usua, and she had
gotten haf adozen purses. Still, it was theprinciple of the thing-she had something thatought to be worth
money, and she wasn't able to collect.

Of course, shetold hersdf, in away it was paying off. Ordinarily she would never have comehere, right
infront of the Palace, where any number of guards and magicians might be watching, and shewould
never have found this crowd of unsuspecting prospective victims.

Just then she was distracted as someone shouted,"Hai! My purse!”

Tannaturned to see who spoke, ready to flee if anyone pointed her out as the cul prit. Perhaps these
people hadn't been quite so unsuspecting as she thought.

An ederly man was staring down at the severed cords dangling from his belt; then he raised his head and
looked around at the crowd.

"Who did that?" he bellowed. "Did anyone see who took my purse?*

Suddenly inspired, Tannacdled, "Thewarlocks!"

The dderly man's head snapped around, and he stared directly at her.

"It vanished," Tannasaid. "l saw it! It just disgppeared. It must be the warlocks!"

"The warlocks?' the old man said. "First they took my son, and now they take my purse?' Heturned to
look at the guards on the north side of the square. "Blast it, it's time something wasdone about thid™

"Youtell them, gr!" Tannasaid as she dipped behind atal man.

A moment later she had worked her way well away from the angry old man, who was arguing with the
nearest soldier. It wastimeto go, she decided. She had tried to do her civic duty by reporting Elken's
attempt to take over the Hundred-Foot Field, and she had gathered afew fat pursesfor her efforts, and
that was enough; it wastime to go, beforethings got redly ugly.

Ten minuteslater she wastrotting downArena Street , trying to ignore the shouting behind her.



Kennan was absolutely furious. The guards had referred him to their captain, who had stolidly listened to
his story, then told him to go away.

"But they stole my pursel” he shouted.

"Sir, | doubt it was awarlock who stole your purse,” the captain said. "It looks to me like the work of an
ordinary cutpurse.”

"But that girl saw it!"
"Morelikely she was the one who took it."

"Captain, | have been robbed of my child and my money by these people, and | demand that you do
something about it!"

"The overlord is consulting his advisors and magicians asto what action to take.”

"What action to take? Goget them, and demand they return what they've taken!” Kennan said. "They're
al right there in that big black stone house on High Street, at the corner of Coronet!”

"Sir, | doubt thatall the warlocks arethere,” the captain said dryly.

"Wel,some of them arel” Kennan raged. "Lord Faran went there, and that fat man, and that redheaded
whore ..."

"Sir, | have my orders,”" the captain said. "'| am to guard the plaza and the Palace. Unlessyou haveredl
proof that those particular warlocks took your purse or your son, | am not going to arrest them. If you
redly do have awitness, | suggest you bring her hereto testify.”

Kennan glowered at the soldier, then turned to ook for the thin, long-haired girl in the brown tunic.

He couldn't see her anywhere.

He fumed silently for amoment, then growled. "I've had enough of this," he said. He stamped away from
the captain.

"Excuse me," someone said.

Kennan turned to see astocky man in atan tunic. "Yes?'
"Did | hear you say that you know where the warlocks live?"
"Yes" Kennan said. "What of it?"

"They took my brother," the stocky man said. "Can you show me wherethis placeis?'



Kennan scanned the crowd again, but could not see the girl anywhere.
It wasn't asif he were accomplishing anything here, hetold himself.

"Comeon,” hesaid. "WElIl go there together. At the very least we can keep an eye on the place.”

Chapter Twenty-two

Manrin the Mage, Guildmeaster of Ethshar of the Sands, charged with overseeing and representing all
those wizards who dwelt outside the city walls but within two days travel, was not happy at al. Hewas
even less happy than his colleague Ithiniain Ethshar of the Spices, forty leaguesto the east, had been the
afternoon before when she heard from Lord Faran.

The Night of Madness, asit was now referred to, had initialy hit Ethshar of the Sands roughly ashard as
it had hit Ethshar of the Spices; hundreds of people had vanished, dozens had been killed, shops and
homes had been looted and burned. However, unlike the disturbancesin its Sster city, therioting in
Ethshar of the Sands had lasted until dawn. No party of well-intentioned warlocks had roamed the
Streets, suppressing their wilder compatriots, Ederd 1V had not called out the guard to defend his palace
as hisbrother-in-law Azrad V1 had, but had instead dispersed them through the streets, which had in
many cases only inflamed the Situation.

That, however, was not the mgjor reason why Manrin was even less cheerful than Ithinia.

Lord Ederd's people were now ranging up and downWizard Street , questioning every magician they
could find, hoping to find an explanation for the outburst of magic. Ederd himself wasin conference with
severd wdl-respected magicians of various sorts at the Palace, while Ederd's wife, Zarréa of the Spices,
was roaming the city organizing rebuilding efforts, sometimes conscripting magiciansinto service.

Manrin had been questioned at considerable length in his home by Lord Kathon, son of the Minister of
Justice, which had not been pleasant. The genera impression Manrin had received was that the people of
the city did not trustany magiciansright now.

That was not the mgjor reason why Manrin was unhappy, either.

Manrin's own daughter Ferris was among the missing; she had not been seen since the moment the
screaming began.



Even that, though, was not whatmost upset him, though it was a close second. Ferriswasagrown
woman, aging but still well ableto take care of hersdlf, and Manrin told himself that she was probably
safey in hiding, waiting for thingsto return to normd. Even if she wastruly among the vanished, nobody
knew what had become of them; they might al be dive and well somewhere.

And Manrin's other three children, their spouses, his dozen grandchildren, and his haf-dozen
great-grandchildren were dl unharmed and safe in their homes. He was not concerned about any of
them.

What worried Manrin most was his magic. He had tried to perform severd different spellsin the past
day or s0, and far too many of them had not worked. That the Spell of the Revealed Power had yielded
nothing when applied to the debrisin the street was not particularly darming-that was atricky ninth-order
spell, and the debris might smply not have carried any traces that the spell recognized. That the Spell of
Omniscient Vision had failed, though, meant something waswrong. That was an easy third-order
incantation-he had learned that as anapprentice, dmost ahundred years ago, and he hadn't had any
problem with it snce he was ajourneyman! He was a Guildmaster now; how could he have made amess
of something so trivial? The ingredients were basic. He knew the dagger and incense were exactly what
they should be; could the stone have somehow been exposed to sunlight, destroying its virtue?

His magic wasnttotally gone-he had tested himsdlf with afew quick little first-order spellsthat had all
worked properly- but it had become completely unreliable for anything complex enough to be useful.

And then there were things that had moved about his workshop, apparently by themsdlves-the chair that
had did into place, hisBook of Spellslegping to his hand, and a handful of other incidents. All these
movements had been harmless or even beneficid, but they shouldn't have happened. Had he left some
spd| unfinished, some magica being unrestrained? Could the Aerid Servitor held conjured up asixnight
before still be lingering, trying to be helpful? He had st it the required three tasks, and it had performed
al three-it should have been dismissed theresfter.

These failures and movements were worrisome. Anytime magic misbehaved there was good cause for
concern; theforcesinvolved could be catastrophicaly powerful.

Was age arting to catch up with him again? It had been along time since his youth spell; he might well
be due for another. He could scarcely expect to perform anything that difficult for himself under the
circumstances, though, and hiring another wizard to do it would be troublesome and expensive. He
amogt wished he had goneforeternal youth thefirst time, rather than mere rguvenation.

Or it might not have anything to do with age. Could there be any connection between his own problems
and the mysterious magica power that had so disrupted the city'slife?

Widll, he was awizard; when he had a question, no matter what it was, he could get an answer-if the
spdl worked. And if it didn't, he wasn't really much of awizard.

He had gathered the necessary ingredients-salt, cock's blood, his athame, and a cake of the appropriate
incense-and was working out the exact phrasing of the question he intended to address with Fenddl's
Divination, assuming he could indeed get the Divination to work, when someone knocked on his
workshop door.

Manrin sighed and put down hisathame. "Y es?' he called.

The door opened and his servant Derneth peered in. "Master? Y ou have visitors.”



"Lord Kdthon? Or Lady Zarréa?"

"No, Madter. A wizard by the name of Abdaran the White, and his apprentice, Ulpen ofNorth Herris "
Manrin frowned. "Abdaran? Oh, yes. | know him. He has an apprentice?’

"Apparently, Master.”

"Send themin."

Derneth hesitated-ordinarily, Manrin met visitorsin one of the parlors. Still, the order was clear enough.
"Yes, Magter," he said, closing the door.

Manrin looked at his question again, debating whether "explain” or "describe’ would be the better
verb-or whether either of them would transform the question to arequest, which the Divination would not
handle properly. Perhaps "What is the nature of ..."

The door opened again and two wizards stepped in-a man who appeared to be perhaps half a century in
age, with snow-white hair, and a black-haired lad of sixteen or so, both in formal robes. Abdaran wore
deep red, while the boy-presumably Ulpen-wore apprentice gray.

"Guildmeaster,” the older man said with abow.

"Abdaran,” Manrin said, pushing aside the paper. "What brings you to Ethshar?*

Abdaran smiled wryly. "My fest, actudly,” he said. "I had no trangportation spells on hand, and the
matter seemed urgent. May we St down?”

"If you can find somewhereto sit, by al means™ Manrin said, gesturing broadly. "What wasiit that
seemed urgent?”

Abdaran looked significantly at achair, and Ulpen hurriedly cleared severd books and anestly tied
bundle of smdl bones off it, so that his master could sit. When Abdaran had settled comfortably, he said,
"My apprentice, Ulpen, has devel oped some curious new abilities”

Ulpen was busily clearing jars from another chair-there were only three chairs, in addition to Manrin's
own stool, and a great many things were stacked on them-and didn't see Manrin ook questioningly at
him.

"What sort of abilities?' Manrin asked.

"Primarily, the ability to move physical objects by the power of thought done,” Abdaran replied.
"Warlockry," Manrin said. Helooked a Ulpen. "But surely, he has his athame?’

"Of course he does, Guildmaster,” Abdaran said. "Right there on hisbelt. I'm afraid | don't seethe
relevance, however, nor do | recognize the word ‘warlockry.' We heard it mentioned by the guardsin

Grandgate, but we don't know the term.”

Ulpen findly got the chair cleared and sat down, turning to face his elders expectantly.



Manrin stared at thetwo in surprise. "Godd!" he said. "Where have you two been?”

"North Herris," Abdaran said sharply. "A village some eight leagues northeast of here, asyou certainly
ought to know."

"Magter," Ulpen whispered loudly, "heé'saGuildmaster!”

Manrin sighed. "No, hesright, boy," he said. "I'm sorry, it's been so much in evidence here that... well,
obvioudy you somehow missed it."

"Missed what?' Abdaran said, keeping histone more civil thistime.

"The Night of Madness," Manrin said. "That'swhat people are cdling it. The night before last-late on the
fourth day of Sum-merheat, and into the morning of thefifth."

Abdaran looked at him expectantly, and Manrin continued, " Somewhere after sunset, but till alittle
beforemidnight on that night,something happened. We still don't know what; attempts at divination have
been unsuccessful, apparently blocked by somevery powerful, and completely unfamiliar, magic.
Hundreds, perhaps thousands of people who were degping were awakened by intense nightmares; some
people who were awake report an odd sensation, asif hit by something invisible. Many of both groups
began screaming, though they often couldn't explain why, and many of them panicked. Almost everyone
who screamed, and some who did not, discovered that like your apprentice here they could now move
objects about without touching them. And those who panicked went rampaging through their homes and
the streets, using their new power to smash anything in their way and snatch whatever caught their fancy.
Some who hadn't panicked did the same, smply because the opportunity was there and they could see
others running wild in thisfashion. Dozens of people were killed, shops and houses were smashed or
burned-it wasvery bad, and you're lucky to have missed it."

Ulpen'sface had gone pale, and Abdaran frowned deeply.
"l s8¢ hesaid. "And you think this thing has affected my gpprentice?”

"Yes, | do," Manrin sad. "Assuming that he can, in fact, move thingsin thisfashion. If so, then yes, he'sa
warlock."

"Show him," Abdaran said, turning to Ul pen.

Ulpen swallowed, looked around, and pointed at the bundle of bones he had moved from Abdaran's
chair. "Will that do?"

"Certainly," Manrin said-and before the word had entirely left hislipsthe bundlewasfloating in midair, a
foot or so off thefloor. It moved tentatively back and forth, then lowered itself back to the planking.

"And have you had bad dreams these past two nights?* Manrin asked. "Dreams of falling, or burning, or
being buried dive?"

"Not last night," Ulpen said. "The night before, yes."

Manrin turned back to Abdaran. "He's definitely awarlock,” he said.



"Thisword ‘warlock,' " Abdaran asked, "whereisit from?"

"The witchesin Ethshar of the Spices reportedly say that this magic resembles a secret they used during
the Great War, centuries ago. The name has caught on, though it appears the resemblanceis only

uperficd.”
"Arethere many people affected thisway?"

"Lord Ederd's people estimate there could be hundreds, perhaps as many as athousand, just in Ethshar
of the Sands, and reports from Ethshar of the Spicesindicate they have asmilar number. Ethshar of the
Rocks has fewer-perhaps a few hundred a most. We have no word as yet from theSmallKingdoms or
thenorthern territories." He hesitated, then added, "I haven't told you the worgt of it. When thisfirst
happened, hundreds of people smply disappeared. Some were seen walking or running or even flying,
using their new abilities, to the north-north by northeast, to be precise. Others were just gone when their
families awoke the next day. None of them have returned; we have no idea what became of them. Most
people assume the warl ocks are responsible, and Ederd is considering ordering them al into exile-or
perhapskilling the lot of them, though | doubt anyone would want to bethat drastic. Apparently the other
two members of the triumvirate favor this solution, aswell.”

"Can't you find out what caused all this?' Abdaran asked.
Manrin turned up an empty pam. "We'retrying,” he said. " So far we've established that it wasn't the
work of agod, that despite the smilaritiesit's not witchcraft, that it isn't any recognizable form of

wizardry that'sresponsible." Helooked at Ulpen again. "And wethought that it didn't affect wizards.
Y ou do have a proper athame, don't you, lad?"

Ulpen nodded and patted the sheathed dagger on his belt.

"Well, then we have apuzzle,” Manrin said. "A part of your soul isin that knife, and we thought that
meant that wizards can't do any other kind of magic. That'swhy we forbid anyoneto learn more than one
kind of magic-because we thought we couldn't do it, and we didn't want anyone else to have an
advantage over us. We know we can't summon gods or demons, or learn witchcraft, because of our
divided souls-but it would appear we can still be warlocks. Interesting!™

Ulpen swalowed hard, then said, " Guildmaster?”

"Y es? Speak fregly, my boy."

"I'm not sure lam awizard anymore.”

Manrin eyed the boy thoughtfully.

"Explainthat, if you please" he sad.

Ulpen glanced a his master, took a deep breath, and said, "1 haven't worked area spell since the night
before last-since this thing happened. And I'vetried four times. When it didn't work | used the new magic
instead.”

Manrin and Abdaran both stared at him for amoment. Then Manrin said, "Abdaran, would you be so
kind asto test the boy's athame?"



Abdaran turned, puzzled. "Test it? How?"

Manrin sighed. How in the World had Abdaran ever qualified as amaster wizard without learning these
sampletricks? "Touch thetip of hisathame with thetip of yours. We should see aclear reaction.”

Abdaran frowned, but drew his dagger. Ulpen drew hisown and held it out, remembering at the last
moment to offer it point firgt, instead of the tandard palite hilt first.

Abdaran touched the knives together.

A sudden loud crackle sounded, and aburst of green and blue sparks appeared from the point of
contact, spraying in dl directions and then vanishing. Abdaran was so0 startled he dropped his own
athame, but he caught it beforeit hit the floor.

Manrin frowned. "That'sodd,” he said. ™Y ou never tried that before?

"No, Guildmaster,” Abdaran said, histone more respectful than it had been amoment ago.

"It should have been more of abang, and there should have been more colors,” Manrin said unhappily.
"So the boy isawizard, but there is something notright about his athame. Was he a good student before
this?"

"Competent enough,” Abdaran admitted. "Not brilliant, but he could work a dozen spdlsreiably.”

"Well, there's definitely something wrong." He picked up his own athame from the workbench. "Here, I'll
show you." He held out the knife.

Abdaran rose from his chair and gpproached cautioudy until at last the knife pointstouched. Theair
crackled again, and ashower of blue and purple sparks exploded from nowhere and vanished into
nothingness

Manrin stared. "Butthat's not right!" he said. "That wasn't any better at al. It must beyour athamethat's
damaged! Here, boy, cometry yours.”

Ul pen obeyed-but when his athame touched Manrin's there was only afizzing hiss, and a handful of
indigo sparkstrickled.

"Oh, no,” Manrin said, staring at the daggers.” Oh, please, no!"
The pieces had falen into place.
"Guildmaster?' Abdaran said, puzzled.

"Get out!" Manrin bellowed, waving hisfree hand wildly. "Get out of here, right now! | must talk to the
boyalone!"

Baffled and clearly upset, Abdaran retreated to the door. "1 don't..." he began.
"Out!"

"But he'smy apprentice...."



Manrin brandished his athame. " Get out now, or I'll turn you into atoad, | swear by al the godd!”
Abdaran got. Manrin closed the door behind him and locked it securely.

Then heturned to Ulpen.

"Now," hesad, "I want you to tell me how you move things, how you do your warlockry."

"I don't understand,” Ulpen said. Hisface was ashen with terror. "What's going on?"

"What's going on, boy, isthat you and | have something in common, though | didn't redizeit until | saw
thatboth our atha-mes are somehow depleted. | was sosure that wizards would beimmunethat | missed
the obvioud!"

"The obviouswhat, Guildmester?'

"Thatl'm awarlock, too! And that's why | haven't been able to work any high-order magic for the past
two days!" He gestured with the athame. "We're ill wizards, you and I-we know the spdlls, and we
have our athames-but this new magic is suppressing our skills.”

"It is? How can you be sure?'

Manrin had been on the verge of dancing around the room, but now he stopped and stared at Ul pen.

"I can besure withasmpledivination," he said. Helooked at the Book of Spells, and the waiting sait,
incense, and blood. "But we may need to have someone e se perform the spell.”

"Should | call Abdaran back?'

Manrin held up apadm. "No," he said. "I don't think we want Abdaran involved; he'sjust a country
wizard. Thisisa Guild matter." He thought for amoment, then said, " Serem should do.”

Chapter Twenty-three

Serem the Wise kept no servants; instead he had animated objects of various sorts that he considered
aufficient for hisneeds.



Manrin disagreed. Self-pouring tegpots and perpetualy moving fan treeswere al very well, but the door
did not answer itsdf. When Serem was training an apprentice that was no problem, but Kdinnawas a
journeyman now, and Serem had not yet taken on anyone new. That |eft Serem himself and hiswife Gita
as the only occupants of the big house at the corner of Grand and Wizard Streets.

And neither of them was rushing to answer the door.

Ulpen stood beside Manrin, staring up at the house's many gables, as Manrin waited impatiently. After a
moment he rapped on the black enamel of the door, since the bellpull had gotten no response.

If he had still been able to use magic properly he would have done something to verify that Serem was
home, but that option was no longer reliable. He looked at the miniature shrines carved into the stone of
the door frame, with their magically generated fire and water; when the house would be empty for an
extended period Serem usudly extinguished the flames and turned off the fountains, but right now both
flames <till burned behind thetiny dtars, and water till flowed around the bases.

Idly, he used his mysterious new abilitiesto twist the left-hand flame into aspiral. Now that heknew he
was awarlock he could conscioudy control the power, and such atrick was easy and, he had to admit,
fun. Becoming awarlock was by no means entirely bad.

Ulpen's gaze had worked its way down the painted corner-posts to the stone arch, and now he noticed
what Manrin was doing.

"We could open the door ourselves, Guildmaster,” he said.

Startled, Manrin looked a him. The thought had not occurred to him, but of course Ulpen was
right-unless there were magical protections Manrin didn't know about, ether of them could use
warlockry to release the lock and open the door. He could sense the shape of the lock's mechanism, and
moving it without akey would be smple.

Hedidn't doit, though.

"Yes, wecould,” he said, "but that would be trespassing. In awizard's house."

"Oh..." Ulpen began-but just then the door opened, and Serem looked out at histwo guests.

"Oh, it'syou, Manrin," he said. "Do you have any word of Gita?'

Manrin was caught completely off guard by the question. "What?' he asked.

"My wife" Serem said. "Gita. Shesmissng.”

"Oh," Manrin said. He swallowed asudden lump in histhroat. "Since the night before last?

"That'sright." Serem sghed. "Then that's not why you're here?'

"Not exactly, no." He added, "My daughter Ferrisismissing aswdll. | hope they're safe.”

"Sodol," Serem said. He stood aside. "Come in, and tell me why youare here.”

Manrin and Ulpen were ushered into the parlor, where Ulpen stared at the potted palm that endlesdy



fanned the big wicker chair.

Manrin had seen it countless times before and ignored it as he said, "Weare here about the results of the
Night of Madness," he said, "though not about poor Gita. | hadn't realized she was one of those who
vanished."

"Shewas," Serem said. "Stolen by those damned warl ocks, probably.”

Ulpen threw Manrin aworried glance at that. Manrin, whose confidence and enthusiasm had aready
taken blows from both the necessity of walking the three long blocks from Gate Street to knock at
Serem'sfront door like an ordinary customer and the discovery that Gitawas among the hundreds who
had disappeared, decided that adirect request that Serem perform a divination to ascertain that Manrin
and Ulpen were indeed warlocks and that that was the cause of their difficultiesin performing wizardry
was out of the question, at least for the moment.

They couldn't just turn around and leave, though. And the subject of the disappearances was of
considerable importance.

"I hadn't thought it was the warl ocks who took Ferris" Manrin began.

"Who dse could it be?' Serem interrupted angrily. "The warlocks appeared, hundreds of innocent
people disappeared-I think there's clearly a connection.”

"Oh, | suppose there'sa connection, but | don't see that the warlocks are necessarily at fault. Weredlly
don'tknow what happened.”

"ldon't, certainly, but someone probably does,” Serem said. "I'd hoped it was you, and you'd cometo
tell me about it."

"I'm afraid not."

"Then you just came to compare notes?' Serem asked. "'1've been doing that-1 talked to Kendrik and
Perinan and Ithinia, and one of Zerreds servants.” He glanced at Ulpen asif suddenly redlizing that he
didn't recognize the youth, and asked, "Who isthis?'

"Thisis Ulpen ofNorth Herris " Manrin said. "He came to Ethshar to discussthe situation in hishome
village-they hadn't realized that the Night of Madness had been so widespread.”

"It ssemsto have beeneverywhere" Serem said. "Though it was worse some places than others.
Apparently the Baronies of Sardiron were hit harder than we were, and in Aldagmor entire villageswere
reportedly depopulated. The survivors have been seeking shelter elsewhere, bringing the news.”

"How are they dedling with it?' Manrin asked.

"The Council of Baronsis meeting in Sardiron of the Watersin asixnight to discuss the matter, and
meanwhile some of them are putting to death every warlock they catch-which strikes me asagood idea.”

Ulpen went pale, but Serem was looking at Manrin, not at the apprentice, and didn't notice. The
Guildmeaster hid hisown reaction.

Serem continued, "Ithinia says Lord Azrad wants the warl ocks exterminated, and Ederd is debating



exile-but exiling them isjust pushing the problem on someone el se, so he may well come around to
hanging the lot of them, too."

That meant, Manrin thought, that he and Ulpen would not be welcome in two of the three citiesin the
Hegemony. "What about Lord Wulran?' he asked.

"Dithering," Serem said. "Hardly a surprise. He's had less than three years as overlord-thisisthe first redl
crisshe'sfaced snce hisfather died. And Ethshar of the Rocks apparently didn't suffer anywhere near as
badly as the other two cities, so he doesn't have the same urgency.”

Manrin nodded. "Execution seemsabitdrastic” hesad mildly. "After dl, not dl the warlocks committed
any crimes, and they have family and friends...."

"Ithiniamentioned that," Serem said. "In fact, she saysthat Lord Faran, Azrad's chief advisor, brought it
to her atention. Apparently he's gathered a party of warlocks he says haven't hurt anyone, and is
gpesking on their behdf. For mysdf, | till think they're al involved in the disgppearances somehow. Until
| see Gitaagain, I'm not inclined to be merciful.”

Ulpen threw Manrin alook, and Manrin stroked his beard thoughtfully.

He had lived in Ethshar of the Sandsfor elghty-some years, since he was only ajourneyman, but if Lord
Ederd was consdering exiling or hanging warlocks it might be time to leave, and Serem's news suggested
an obvious destination. Talking to other warlocks, comparing notes, might be very useful, and having
Lord Faran's protection would be welcome. Manrin had not visited Ethshar of the Spicesfor amost
thirty years, so he had never met Lord Faran, but the man's reputation for energetic leadership was
known throughout the Hegemony.

The next question was how to get there, given that hiswizardry was unreliable. The journey by ordinary
methods would take at least a sxnight, and the delay might be dangerous.

Manrin knew warlocks could fly, at least some of them, but he didn't know yet whetherhe could fly,
especidly for adistance as greeat asthe forty leagues to Ethshar of the Spices.

And flying openly might attract unwanted attention-though of course, asawizard, he could dwayslie
about how hewas doing it.

Another method of travel would be agood idea-and as a Guildmaster, he saw an obvious possibility.

It was dightly risky, since he had no ideawhat his superiorsin the Guild thought of warlocks, or whether
they had developed any easy methods for recognizing them. Serem gpparently hadn't noticed anything
different about Manrin, or seen anything unusua about Ulpen-but Serem was distracted by the loss of his
wife, and was not the most perceptive wizard in the World.

Stll, Manrin thought, using the Guild's trangportation methods would be fastest and easiest. "'Y ou know,
| think I'd like to speak to Ithinia," he said. "Infact, | think I'd liketo visit her, in Ethshar of the Spices.
Does Perinan till have the tapestry in hisattic?*

"Of course," Serem said.

"Inthat case" Manrin said, "'l think we had better be going." He bowed. "Our thanksfor your help.”



"But you just got herel™ Serem protested. "Could | get you a cup of tea before you go? Some grapes?’

Manrin held up ahand. "No, no. Thank you, but we realy must go. We were just sopping by to see
how you werefaring indl this

Baffled, Serem turned up apam. "If you mugt," he said.

Five minutes later Manrin and Ulpen were hurrying south onWizard Street , through sparse and nervous
crowds. "Well stop at my house," Manrin said. "1 want to fetch afew things. Did you bring anything at al
with you?'

"Not much,” Ulpen said. "I'm just an gpprentice, after al-"

"Y ou're something rather different now, | would say,” Manrin interrupted. "And whatever you are, |
want you to have everything you brought with you when we use the tapestry. I'm not sure well be coming
back."

"I don't understand,” Ulpen said, struggling to keep up-Manrin was old, but he till walked fast enough
to give Ulpen achdlenge. "What tapestry? Come back from where? What's going on?”'

They had reached Manrin's own front door; there he pulled Ulpen into the tiny portico and said, "' Perinan
has a Transporting Tapestry-anyone who touchesit isinstantly transported to ashop in Ethshar of the
Spices, in the neighborhood they cal theOIdCity . We are going to useit to get ourselves out of thiscity.
Y ou heard Serem-he thinks warl ocks murdered his wife, so he wants us exterminated, and thinks Ederd
can be convinced to hang us all. | don't think it was warlocks who made poor Gita disappear, but he's
probably right about Ederd.”

"But hesaidLord Azrad wanted to kill usal, too! 1sn't Azrad the overlord of Ethshar of the Spices?
Shouldn't we be going somewhere €lse? What about that Wulran person?”

"Wulran Il isoverlord of Ethshar of the Rocks,” Manrin said. "And while his city may be safer now, if
the other two triumvirs agree that warlocks should be exterminated throughout the Hegemony of the
Three Ethshars, hell go dong. Hell haveto; that's how the triumvirate works on issues that affect dl three

cities, by mgority vote."

"But-" Ulpen began.

"But maybe theywon't agree,” Manrin said before Ulpen could get another word out, "because Lord
Azrad may well change hismind. By al accounts he'slet Lord Faran run Ethshar of the Spices for him for
the past ten years, and Lord Faran wants to protect warlocks. We're going thereto find Lord Faran, and
join up with him, and do everything we can to help him convince Lord Azrad." He hesitated, then added,
"Besgdes, if we'reto have any chance of influencing theGuild's position on dl this, we need to talk to
Ithinia. Shel'sthe senior Guildmaster in Ethshar of the Spices.”

"Butyou're aGuildmaster!”

"l amthe junior Guildmagter here," Manrin said. "That'swhy I'm responsible for rurd wizardslike
yourself. Perinan isthe senior, and there are four othersthat | know of, dl of whom outrank me."

"That youknow of ?* Ulpen's voice cracked.



"The Guild isalittle too fond of secretsfor its own good, my boy. Thereisagreat ded going on withiniit
that the ordinary members never hear about, and there are things that not even a Guildmaster necessarily
knows." He knocked on the door. ™Y ou know, Serem may be a Guildmaster, or if heisnot asyet, hell
probably become one soon. Now, let's move along.”

Derneth opened the door, and Manrin stepped in, telling Der-neth, "Pack me abag-1 need to take atrip.
I'll be gonefor at least afew days; I'm not sure exactly how long."

"Inthe city, Magter?"

"In Ethshar of the Spices.”

Derneth nodded. "Asyou say."

Twenty minutes later Abdaran had been sent home without his gpprentice, and Manrin waswaiting
impatiently a the door while Ulpen stared about, till trying to comprehend what was happening. Events
were moving far too quickly for him. He had his pack on his shoulders; it wasfar lighter than it had been
on thewak fromNorth Herris, snce hewas no longer carrying any of Abdaran's belongings.

It was discomfiting to be out of Abdaran's keeping and in a strange place. He had only met Manrin an
hour or two before, yet he had put himself entirely in the Guildmaster's hands. He wondered whether that
wasredlly proper and in keeping with the terms of his gpprenticeship and his oaths to the Guild.

At last Derneth appeared with yet another bag. Manrin picked up the two he had already had, and
reached for this new bundle, but Ulpen took it from Derneth. "If | might help, Guildmaster?' he said.

"Good," Manrin said. "Good." He looked a Derneth. "Take care of the place," he said. "l redlly don't
know when I'll be back.

Tdl my children not to worry. If Ferrisreturns, tell one of the neighborsto let me know with the Spell of
Inveded Dreams.”

"Yes, Madter," Derneth said.

"And take care of yourself, Derneth,” Manrin said. "I know I've treated you rudely much of thetime, but
you've dways done afine job and never complained.”

Ulpen watched as the expression of weary resignation that had been on Derneth's face every time Ulpen
had seen him suddenly cracked into real concern. "It'sthat serious, Master?”

"It might be-but you aren't involved. Y oull befine. And it might all cometo nothing. Well see” With
that, he hefted his two bags up on his shoulders and marched out the door.

Ulpen hurried after him.

He glanced back when they were half ablock downGate Street and saw Derneth till standing in the
open doorway, staring after them.




Chapter Twenty-four

Shouldn't we have heard something by now?' Hanner asked, looking at the odd black talisman that
Uncle Faran said was hislink to Guildmaster Ithinia.

They were sitting in the front parlor of the house on High Street, in apair of chairs by the mantel that

Hanner supposed would be cozy in the winter, with the black talisman on asmall table between them.
Right now, in the heat of summer, with no fire on the hearth, the main virtue of thislocation wasthat it
was out of the way of the various warlocks moving hither and yon through the house.

Lord Faran turned up an empty pam. "They're wizards," he replied. "What did you expect?'

Hanner could hardly argue with that; he knew well that most wizards kept their own schedules, ignoring
the convenience of lesser beings-though he had never been able to decide whether thiswas arrogance or
doppiness. "If they don't reach adecison soon Lord Azrad may get tired of waiting,” he said. "He's
never sruck me as a patient man."

"He'snot," Faran agreed. "He gets bored easily and hates waiting for anything. That'swhy helet meand
his three brothers and his other advisors run everything. But he hates doing his own work even more,
usualy." Hetapped the talisman, but it remained inert.

Hefrowned. "Maybe | should seeif | have some other way to determine whether she's trying to contact
rre.ll

"Can't you just usethat?' Hanner said, gesturing at the talisman. It occurred to him for the first time that
his uncle might not actually know everything about how the sorcerous device worked; perhaps Faran
wasn't confident that the thing would do what it was supposed to.

"It might interrupt something,” Faran said. "If she's meeting with other Guildmasters| don't want to
suddenly start talking to her from the talisman. That would be rude.” He grimaced. "1 can't think what |
might use, but | can't remember everything I've got up there." Herose from his chair and picked up the
talisman. "Y ou know something about magic-or at least you ought to, after dl the time you've spent in the
Wizards Quarter on my behdf. Why don't you come upstairs with me and seeif you have any

uggestions?'
"I'd be glad to," Hanner said, getting to hisfest.
That was the smple truth, for severa reasons.

Firgt off, he was eager to help out. He doubted he redlly knew enough about magic to be helpful, but he
would be happy to try.



Second, he was desperately curious about just what Uncle Faran had stashed away up there. The
sorcerous device that let two people speak to one another despite any intervening distance was
completely unlike anything Hanner had seen before-most of the sorcerers he knew specidized in healing,
or in consulting oracles, or in working with odd little things like fire-starters and lost-object locators. A
few offered the use of magica weapons. None had ever mentioned anything like Faran's talisman.
Hanner wanted very much to see what €lse Faran might have acquired in hisyears of research.

Third, the mansion's ground floor was getting amost crowded. Warlocks had been drifting in, one or
two at atime, dl day; word was circulating through the city that thiswas arefuge for them, a place they
could come when their former homes cast them out or their neighbors made them unwelcome. As news
of disappearances and destruction spread, more and more warlocks were being cast out or made
unwelcome.

Faran and Hanner-andBern when he was there; at the moment he had gone out to market to replenish
the pantries-had made them al welcome.

Most of Manner's party from the Night of Madness had returned, a ong with assorted friends and
neighbors and various other warlocks who had somehow heard about the refuge at the corner of High
Street and Coronet. Mavi, though not awarlock hersdlf, had brought an afflicted friend, ayoung woman
named Pancha; after seeing Panchaintroduced and settled in, Mavi had stayed on to visit with Alris.
They were updtairs, in the room Alris shared with Rudhira.

Hanner had hoped that Mavi would aso vist withhim, but Uncle Faran had had him running errands at
thetime, assigning new arrivalsto various guest rooms, which had kept him too busy to socidize.

Hinda, thelittle kitchen girl from the Palace, was now busily cleaning out the kitchens here, eager to earn
her keep; Rudhiraand haf a dozen others were out in the garden, holding some sort of competition in the
use of warlockry.

That |eft a score of others wandering about the parlors, salons, and halls of the ground floor. While
Hanner had grown up amid the bustle of the overlord's palace, he still felt alittle strained by this
population of strangers.

Fourth, he wanted to get farther away from the front windows and their view of High Strest.

Theinflux of warlocks had not gone unnoticed; Hanner supposed that people had followed Faran from
the square when hefirst arrived. Certainly, ever since shortly after that there had been avarying number
of observers, sanding in the street and watching the house intently. Individuas came and went, but
whenever Hanner looked out someone was there-usually about half adozen at atime. One old man
seemed particularly determined, and was there at the dooryard fence, glowering at the house, every time
Hanner |ooked.

Hanner was not at dl sure what these people thought they were accomplishing by this unrelenting
scrutiny, but apparently they had something in mind-and he wasfairly sure, from the looks they gave
anyone entering or leaving the house, that their intentions were hostile. Warlocks who were capable of
flight had mostly been arriving by way of the garden, rather than passing this group; earthbound warlocks
had been approaching cautioudy, then making a dash through the gate to the front door.

Nobody in the house liked the presence of these stubborn sentindls, but there really wasn't much that
could be done about it. A person had theright to stand in the public street, after all. So long asthey



stayed outside the iron fence, Faran could not order them to leave.

And there they stood, making Hanner uncomfortable. Going up to the third or fourth floor would get him
away from the watchers, and away from the crowd of warlocks.

"Comeon, then," Faran said as he started toward the stairs.

But just then the hum of street noise suddenly rose in volume, and Faran and Hanner both paused. They
looked at each other asthe conversation among the warlocks around them faded away.

Everyone had heard the change. The people out front of the house were yelling now, though no one
inside could make out words. The motley collection of warlocks looked about nervoudy. Several went to

the front windows and peered around the drapes.

"Blood and death," Faran said. "What are they doing now?' He redirected his steps to the front door.

Hanner followed.

Faran swung the door wide and stood in the doorway, looking out-and leaving Hanner no good way to
see past hisuncle.

"What isit?' Hanner asked.

"It would appear we have company coming,” Faran replied. "Company in wizards robes.
"Ithinia?"

"No," Faran said. "It's someone | never saw before, an old man with an apprentice.”

"How would they know where we are?' someone Hanner didn't know asked from the parlor.

Hanner could see Faran struggling to stay polite.

"They'rewizards," he said. "Y ou're no wizard, andyou found it. And those people out front certainly
aren't making much of an effort to keep it secret.”

"... teach those warl ocks about magic!" someone shouted from the street.

"One wizard and an apprentice coming here can't be much of athreat,” Othisen said, coming up beside
Hanner.

Hanner snorted. "If the Guild had decided to kill usthey wouldn't need to come herein person a dl," he
sad. "I'd guessthey're bringing amessage." He glanced at Faran. "Maybe that talisman isn't working
properly."

"I'd think Ithiniawould have come herself or sent..." Faran stopped in midsentence asthe strangers

turned and stepped through the open gate into the little dooryard under the intense scrutiny of various
obsarvers. "Greetings," hesaid. "l am Lord Faran, formerly chief advisor to Lord Azrad.”

"I am Manrin the Mage," replied one of the strangers-a stocky old man of medium helght wearing a
white and gold wizard'srobe. "This young man is Ulpen of North Herris . | understand you've been



gathering warlocks here.”

Faran cocked his head. "If you'll excuse mefor asking, Master Wizard, if | have, how doesthis concern
you? Are you here to speak on behdf of the Wizards Guild?!

"I am here on my own behalf, not the Guild's," Manrin said. "If we could enter and perhaps spesk
privately, | will be glad to explain mysdf." He glanced over his shoulder at the old man staring through the
fence at them.

Faran followed Manrin's gaze, then bowed and stepped aside. "Enter, then, and be welcome.”

Thewizardswere plainly startled by what they found insde, though Hanner was not sure whether they
were most surprised by the opulent furnishings, the number of warlocks milling about, or the bizarre
assortment of attire on display, ranging from Faran's fine court silk to Zarek'srags. Manrin quickly hid his
reaction, but Ulpen stared about openly.

"Y ou wanted to speak privately?' Faran said.
"If wecould," Manrin said.

"If you'll come upstairsto my study, then?' Faran gestured toward the stairs and took a step in that
direction.

"Of course." Manrin beckoned to Ulpen to accompany him as he followed Faran.
Faran, seeing this, beckoned to Hanner. "L ord Hanner will accompany us," he said.
Othisen threw Hanner an envious glance, then stepped aside and | et the foursome ascend.

Hanner was not sure at first just what study his uncle was referring to-there was astudy on the ground
floor, he knew, but not one on the second so far as he had observed. That question was answered,
however, when Faran unlocked the door to the second staircase, the one leading to the third story.

"I hopeyoull forgivethe dust,” Faran said. "'l don't dlow the servantsto clean up here.”

Manrin made a polite wordless noise in reply. Hanner ran his hand dong the left-hand banister, then
sneezed-the dust was indeed plentiful. Ulpen didn't say or touch anything; he looked frightened. Hanner
wondered whether Ulpen's discomfort came merely from being among warlocks or from something else
entirdly.

At thetop of the stairs Faran led the way down a broad passageway. The walls were painted white and
aworn red and gold carpet ran the length of the corridor; the luxurious furnishings of the two lower floors
were notably absent, and along scorch mark on one wall had been |eft unrepaired. Hanner noticed that
the burn was obvioudy not recent, as dust and cobwebs were just asthick there as el sewhere.

Faran opened adoor and ushered the party into agood-sized but dim room. Asthe others stood around
uncertainly Faran opened the heavy drapes on two big west-facing windows, letting in the late-afternoon
sunlight; it cut through the room in bright shafts dive with dancing dust and illuminated severa chairsand
wallslined with chests of drawers.

It didn't look much like astudy to Hanner, as there was no desk and the only books were a set of



ledgers atop one of the chests. It didn't look particularly magical, either, and there was no obvious reason
to have kept it so carefully locked, though Hanner supposed the drawers might contain dmost anything.

But it was somewhere private to talk.

Faran gestured to the chairs and pulled one forward for himself. "Now, Magter," he said as he seated
himsdf, "why have you come here?'

"I understand that you are gathering warlocks here, and that you have undertaken to defend them against
overreaction regarding the disturbances on the Night of Madness," Manrin said as he settled carefully
onto achair.

"That'smore or lessthe Situation,” Faran agreed. "What of it?"

Manrin and Ulpen glanced nervoudly at each other.

"Inthat case," Manrin said, "we would like to join your group.”

Faran cocked his head to one side. Hanner said, "But you're wizards, aren't you?"

"Weare," Manrin agreed. "However, we are dso warlocks." He looked around for a convenient
demondtration, and one of the ledgerslifted itself from the chest of drawers. It hovered for amoment,

then settled back into place.

Faran and Hanner watched this silently; then Faran turned back to the wizards and asked, ™Y our
apprentice, too?"

"He's notmy agpprentice,” Manrin said. "He's Abdaran's apprentice-Abdaran the White, avillage wizard
of no particular sgnificance. But the boy'sawarlock, as| am, so | brought him adong.”

"Isthat s0?"' Faran asked Ulpen.
"Yes, mas...yes my lord," Ulpen replied. "Master Abdaran took me to the Guildmaster for a
consultation, and Guildmaster Manrin took me to Guildmaster Perinan, and Guildmaster Perinan sent us

to Guildmaster Ithinia, and then we came here"

"So dl these people know you're warlocks?' Faran frowned. "Then why did you want to see mein
private?"

"Theydon't know," Manrin said quickly. "Abdaran knows about Ulpen, but | don't believe any of the
othersknow it's possible for awizard to have been contaminated in thisfashion. | claimed to be acting
from disinterested motives in consulting the others, and had Perinan send usto Ithinia-or rather to Ethshar
of the Spices. That was the fastest way to get here.”

"A Transporting Tapestry?' Faran asked.

"Y ou know of them?' Manrin asked, Sartled.

"I've heard of them," Faran said. "I've never seen onein operation.”

"They're very handy; we stepped forty leaguesin aheartbest.”



"It wasamazing!" Ulpen said, showing thefirgt Sgn of enthusasm-very nearly thefirst sign of life -Hanner
hed seen from him. "Wejusttouched it!"

"Yes, yes" Manrin said. Heturned his attention back to Faran. "At any rate, we arrived in the city,
stopped by Ithinia's home to maintain the fiction that we came to consult her, and then came here.” He

hesitated. Y ou understand why we came?"
"I'd prefer you to makeit explicit,” Faran said.

Manrin sghed. "It's smple enough. We want to live. And right now, it's not clear that well be permitted
to. Ithiniasays your overlord here, Lord Azrad, is determined to kill al the warlocks; our Lord Ederd

isn't so certain, but was talking about exile."

"Then haven't you just made your Situation worse by coming here?' Hanner asked.
"We cameto seek shelter, young man,” Manrin said.

"But if you stayed out of Ethshar of the Spices, you wouldn't necessarilyneed shdlter..."

"I think we would, no matter what Ederd decides," Manrin replied. "The triumvirate isn't the only power
in Ethshar. Don't forget-we are wizards. And wizards are forbidden by Guild rulesto learn any other

magic. And violations of Guild rules are punishable by deeth.”
"But you didntask to be warlocks!" Hanner exclaimed.

"I'm afraid that the Guild often does not worry about intentions, but only results.”

"Then they're no better than Lord Azrad!"
Manrin blinked a himin surprise. "Did anyone ever claim they were?"

"My nephew has something of an idedigtic streek,” Faran said dryly. "I've been tdling him for yearsthat
the Wizards Guild isnot as benign asit would like to appear, but he was not inclined to beieve me."

"So | see” Manrin said. "Well, in any case, it seemsto methat if we, as both warlocks and wizards,
want to survive, we had best find some support. We can't keep our situation a secret forever-"

"Why not?' Hanner interrupted, Sartling everyone, including himsdf. He had just been thinking thet in
Manrin's position he would Ssmply never have admitted to being awarlock.

After dl,he hadn't told anyonehe was awarlock, and didn't intend to.

Manrin looked at him in surprise. "Because warl ockry wantsto be used! Hasn't anyone told you that,
out of al these warlocks? It's easy to useit quite unintentiona ly-weve both done it severa times. One
can even use it inadvertently in one's deep. Sooner or later we would dip somewhere we could be
seen-and that's quite aside from the fact that Ulpen's master Abdaran aready knowsthat Ulpenisa

warlock."

Lord Faran was nodding, and Hanner remembered that his uncle had, in fact, given awvay hisown
warlock nature by accident. The possibility that Hanner would give away his own secret the way Manrin



described worried him, but just now he didn't see much he could do about it.

Manrin frowned. "And there's another factor, aswdll. It would seem that warlockry and wizardry do
interfere with each other to some extent. Most of my spells have been going wrong for the past two days,
and it may well get worse. I'm a Guildmaster-people expect me to use my magic every day. If | beginto
refuse, or if my spdlsbegintofail regularly, questionswill arise.”

"Oh," Hanner said. He glanced at hisuncle.
Faran was|ooking thoughtfully at the wizards.
"Y our spellsdon't work?' he said. "Then areyou redly till awizard?"

Manrin sghed. "I'm afraid 0," he said. "1 can till worksome spells, and besides, one can't stop being a
wizard, not redly. | know agood many Guild secrets, including some that it's death for anonwizard to
know. Soif I'm still awizard, then | must diefor being awarlock; if | am no longer awizard, then | must
diefor knowing Guild secrets. Unless, that is, | can find some way to convince the Guild to relent.”

"TheGuildnever relents, doesit?' Ulpen asked. "Abdaran told meit didn't.”

"Not unlessit'sforced to,” Manrin agreed. "And that's why we've come here. I'm not sure just what you
intend with this group you're gathering, my lord, but whatever it is, we'd like to offer our servicesin
exchange for whatever protection you can give us."

"Your services," Faran said. "But you just said that your magic is damaged.”

"Mymind isn't,” Manrin snapped. "And it'swizardry that's damaged; I'm still as much awarlock as any
of those others downstairs. And I'm aso gtill a Guildmaster, until they find out what's happened to me-|
redlydo know secrets, and for now | am able to speak with Ithiniaand Perinan about matters that an
outsider would never dare broach.”

"That could indeed be valuable," Faran admitted. "1 spoketo Ithiniayesterday and asked for an
audience to discuss the warlocks situation; when you came to the door | thought you were here as her
representative, to deliver an ultimatum or escort me to ameeting or otherwise respond to my request.

Y ou obvioudy aren't her representative-do you know why she hasn't responded? Has she met with the
overlord, as he requested?”

"No, she hasn't,” Manrin said. "1do know that much. She hasn't met with any of you because she's been
busy meeting with other wizards-the Guild wants to present a cons stent response to the warl ock
problem, throughout not just the Hegemony of the Three Ethshars, but the entire World. So the-"

He stopped abruptly in midsentence, glanced a Ulpen, then continued.

" am about to break an oath,” he said. "I think thisisredly avery minor point, compared to some, but
I'm going to tell you a Guild secret, and | have sworn never to reved any of the Guild's secrets. If thisis
unacceptable, tell me now-1 do not want to be forsworn for nothing.”

"Goon," Faran said. "If it'sany comfort, | would guess you were about to say something about thel nner
Circle."

"Ah!" Manrin looked relieved. "Then you aready know, and I'm not bresking my vow &fter dl. Yes.



Thelnner Circle is meeting to discussthis matter, or at least part of it is. | don't know where, but it'snot in
Ethshar. Ithiniaand Perinan and the others are gone, and won't return until theresadecision; | caught her
just before she left and asked her where you could be found. She thinks I'm here to see what you're up
to with al these warlocks, so that | can report back to her-but | have no intention of reporting back.”

"Thenthereredlyis aninner Circle, and you're not amemher?' Faran asked. "I'm afraid I'd only heard
rumors.”

"Thereredly isanlnner Circle, and I'm not amember,” Man-rin confirmed. "I had hoped that | might
someday beinvited in- but obvioudy, that can't happennow.”

Manner heard the bitternessin the wizard's voice. It was quite clear that whatever thisinner Circle might
be, Manrin thought heshould have been amember by now.

Hanner noticed that Ulpen looked more confused than ever, and in the apprentice's interest as much as
his own he asked, "Just whatis thelnner Circle 7'

Manrin bit hislower lip, causing his beard to thrust out, and looked at Lord Faran.

"Therumors|'ve heard,” Faran said, "were that while ogtensibly the Wizards Guild isrun by dl the
Guildmasters, in fact thereis secretly a seect group within the Guildmasters that is the true ruling council
of the Guild. Thiscouncil iscdled thelnner Circle .

Manrin opened his mouth, hesitated, then said, "That's essentialy correct.”

"I never heard anything about that," Ulpen said.

"You'rejust an gpprentice,” Hanner said. "'I'm sure you'd have heard about it eventualy.”

Actudly, he wasn't sure of anything of the kind, but there was no reason to say so. Ulpen did not look
happy about any of this.

Infact, Hanner noticed that Manrin had done virtualy al the talking, and it occurred to him that Ulpen
might not even have wanted to come here. As an apprentice he had to do as hewastold, and Manrin
had told him to come here-but he might notlike it.

That would be something to keep in mind; they might want to keep an eye on the boy.

"So thelnner Circleis meeting to discuss the Stuation?' Faran said. "Do you have any idea how long this
might teke?'

Manrin grimaced. "It could beyears," he said. "These are master wizards, the least of them my equd.
I'm one hundred and eleven years old, and expect to live many years yet, and by the standards of
thelnner Circle I'm scarcely more than ajourneyman. They have the Spell of Sustenance, so they needn't
worry about food or drink; they have youth spells, at the very least, and some of them have genuine
eternd life. Time does not mean the same thing to them that it doesto ordinary peoplelike you.”

"But. .." Manner began.

Manrin held up ahand to slence him. "I don't think itwill takeyears," hesaid. "I think they'll recognize
the urgency of the Situation and act quickly. But how quickly, | have noidea.”



Hanner bit back a protest.

Hedidn't want thisto drag on for years, or months, or even another sixnight. He wanted everyone to
cometo their senses and smply treat warlocks aspeople.

All Hanner redly wanted was to go back home to the Palace and deep in his own bed-well, that, and to
get to know Mavi better, and eventually to find himself a career other than palace parasite. He had
walked Mavi home again the night before. She had turned up again today, bringing her friend Pancha,
and he had been very pleased to see her, even though they hadn't had a chanceto talk.

He would have been even more pleased if they were dl back in the Palace, and none of them were
warlocks.

Hedidn't say that, of course. He looked silently at hisuncle.
"Then the question is-" Faran began.

Hanner never found out what the question was; just then a crash sounded from the hallway, like adoor
being smashed open, and Rudhiras voice called, "I think you better get down hereright now!"

Chapter Twenty-five

The crowd of warlocks at the foot of the stairs parted as the four men hurried down.

The front door stood open, and in the gate beyond stood Captain Nara of the city guard, with some
twenty fully armed guardsmen arrayed behind him. The street beyond this party was crowded with
curious onlookers of every description. Lord Hanner, looking over his uncl€e's shoulder, spotted the
persstent old man there, his expresson annoyingly satisfied.

"Lord Faran?' Naral caled when he saw the foursome appear.

"Yes, of course, Captain,” Faran said. "What can | do for you?'

Naral took adeep bregath, puffing out hisarmored chest, then proclaimed loudly, "By order of Azrad the
Sixth, Overlord of Eth-shar of the Spices, Triumvir of the Hegemony of the Three Eth-shars,

Commander of the Holy Navies and Defender of the Gods, you are hereby required to depart from this
city of Ethshar immediately, by which is meant that you must be without the city wallswithin the hour.



Y ou areto take with you any and al persons of your acquaintance who are in any degree affected by the
magic known as ‘warlockry.' Y ou are furthermore forbidden to return within the city wals at any time or
for any reason until written permission has been given in the overlord's own hand. Any property you
leave within the city will be sold, and the net proceeds sent to you in your place of exile. | am hereto
escort you to one of the city gates or to adeparting vessel. Failure to comply with this command will be
punished with deeth, at such time and by such means as shdl be expedient.”

He managed to deliver the entire speech at afairly impressive volume without taking a breath, which
Hanner found remarkable. He was a so surprised that Naral had managed to deliver the forma wording
perfectly, including the added sentence about warlocks, without sumbling or hesitating. The rest wasthe
standard sentence of exile, which Hanner had heard pronounced once or twice before, but usualy it went
directly from "within the hour" to "you are furthermore forbidden.”

"Y ou can't be serious," Lord Faran said, leaning gracefully against the door frame.

"I'm completely serious, my lord,” Captain Naral said. "Lord Azrad wants you out of the city at once."
"Lord Azrad can gojugglefish,” Faran replied.

Half those listening gasped at that; the other half was stunned into silence.

"Now, you see?' Nard said when he had regained his composure. "I'm sure that's exactly the sort of
thing that's gotten Lord Azrad so annoyed.” He drew hissword. "I'm afraid, my lord, that | must escort

you to the gate, either peacefully or by force. It'syour choice. | assume that Westgate will suit you?"

"I'm not going anywhere," Faran said. He nodded once, and the sword in Nard's hand suddenly twisted
out of the soldier's grip and fell to the hard-packed dirt of the street beyond the fence.

Nara quickly stooped and grabbed it up again.

"Captain,” Faran said, "I'm awarlock. Thishouseisfull of warlocks. | can easily handle you. | might not
be ableto handle dl your men, but I'm sure some of the others here would be glad to help me out with
that."

"Don't kill anyone," Hanner whispered over hisuncle's shoulder.

"l wasn't planning to," Faran said back without turning his head, speaking in avoice so low no one more
than ayard away could heer it.

Hanner turned, looking over the other warlocks. He was a Faran's right shoulder; Manrin was at the
left, and Ulpen stood just behind Manrin, looking very unhappy indeed. The others had al hung back
dightly; Rudhirawas closest, astep behind Hanner, while adozen others were gathered in the adjoining
rooms, watching through the windows or listening from the doorways.

Rudhira was the obvious choice to ask for assstance; Hanner knew her, trusted her to keep control, and
knew her warlock abilities were among the most powerful of anyone present. "Rudhira,” Hanner
whispered, beckoning. " Come here-my uncle may need some help.”

Rudhira came up behind Hanner-literaly up; shelifted herself off the floor so that she could see past the
men in the doorway, and hung severd inches off the floor as she peered out at the guards.



"Dont kill them,” Hanner said. "They'rejust following orders.”
Rudhira nodded.

Naral was clearly thinking it over, but at last he called, "Lord Faran, please reconsder. I'm just carrying
out the overlord's commands. Maybe you can stopme, but you can't stop the entire city!”

"| redlly doubt well haveto,” Faran said with asmile. "But if we do-you know, I'm not sure we can't.
We don't know just what warlockry can do. Were only just starting to learn. Are yousure we can't stop
theentirecity?'

Nara sghed.

"I have my orders," he said. "Now, will you come peacefully?"

"l won't comeat al," Faran said. He straightened up and stepped back, inside the threshold.

He couldn't close the door; Manrin was in the way, standing with his back to the door handle. The
wizard had been staring out at the soldiers and took a moment to redlize that Faran was glaring at him,

and another moment to redlize why. He said, "Oh," then Started to move aside.

By then it wastoo late-Nara was leading a charge, the entire score of guardsmen rushing toward the
gate, ydling at thetop of their lungs. The watching crowd was enthusiagtically cheering them on.

Faran and Manrin were distracted, Hanner had no ideawhat to do, but it didn't matter. Rudhirawaved a
hand, and the soldiers were swept off their feet, tumbling backward asif ahuge wave had struck them
head-on, spears and swords clattering asthey fell to the ground.

The yelling stopped abruptly, the cheering crowd fell suddenly slent, and for amoment the rattle and
thudding of the soldiers, their wegpons, and their armor hitting the ground were clearly audible.

Then the street was completdly still for several seconds, the only sound the distant buzz of the rest of the
city going about its business.

Faran and Manrin and Hanner stared out at the sprawled guardsmen; some of the soldiers tentatively
moved to St up while otherslay ill, fearing that any motion might provoke another attack.

"Go away!" Rudhira shouted over the heads of the three men, her voice seeming impossibly loud to
Hanner. "We're magicians, and we demand the respect due to magicians! Y ou can't just run in here with
your swords and spears asif we were abunch of drunken rowdies smashing up atavern!”

Hanner smothered a sudden urge to laugh hysterically. He was quite sure that Rudhirawas not speaking
theoreticaly, that she had seen guardsmen dedl with rowdies smashing up taverns at least once before.

Captain Nard got carefully to hisfeet, brushed himsdf off, picked up his sword, brushedthat off, then
turned and looked over his men. Most of them were Sitting up now; afew had even retrieved wespons.

He turned back toward the doorway.

"Lord Faran," he said.



"Captain Nard," Faran acknowledged.
"It gppears you intend to defy the overlord's orders, and that we can't stop you."
"Captain, we could kill thelot of you quite easily. Please don't force usto demondtrate.”

Nard turned up apam. "l won't,” he said. "But | will have to report back to Lord Azrad, and he may try
something moredragtic next time.”

"l would be happy to negotiate with the overlord's representative; | understand that there are serious
matters at stake here, and I'm eager for a peaceful resolution.”

"Of course" Nard hegitated, then added, "L eaving the city would be peaceful .

"I'm afraid I'm not eager for thatparticular peaceful resolution,” Faran said. "1 hope we can find
another.”

"I hope so, my lord," Nard said. Then heturned and bellowed at hismen, "All right, you, up on your
feet! Let's see some order herel”

Hanner watched silently at Faran's Side as the soldiers got upright and organized, and started to march
off, with Nardl at therear.

"Wait aminute!" the persstent old man in the street shouted. He no longer looked satisfied; he looked
distraught. " ou can't give up! Get them! Arrest them! My son disappeared two nights ago, and they're
respongble!”

"Wearenot" Hanner shouted back.

Captain Narad pointedly ignored the exchange as he and his men marched away.

Hanner watched them go and kept an eye on the civiliansin the street as well asthe departing
guardsmen; the expressions he saw there were mostly sullen and angry, though that one man appeared

truly outraged.

The warlocks had driven off the overlord's men and avoided exile for the moment, but it was plain to
Hanner that they hadn't made any friends.

"Thank you, Rudhira," Faran said as he gently pushed Hanner aside and finally managed to close the
door. "That waswell timed and negtly done."

Rudhirasmiled and curtsed-aflouncing little-girl curtsy, not the subtler, more graceful dip of a
noblewoman. Hanner supposed it was something sheld learned to please her customers, since ordinary
folk hardly ever bothered with such formdities.

"Uncle," Hanner said, "they'll be back with magicians.”

"l know," Faran said. "'l hope that without me there to insist on speed that they won't be quick about
it-you know how lazy Azrad and lldirin and therest are.”

"Butif Lord Azrad'sangry ..."



"Yes. Then hewantsit over as quickly as possble.” He turned to Manrin. "What wizardry can you still
perform?"

Manrin snorted. "Not much. Evenif | could rely onit, wherewould | get theingredients for anything
more potent than Fel-shen's First Hypnotic?

"Updairs," Faran replied. "1 should have everything you need.”
Manrin gtared at him slently for amoment.
"Oh," hesaid at lagt.

Hanner listened but said nothing more just yet. He was beginning to see just how completely hisuncle
was cutting himsdlf off. He was defying the overlordand the Wizards Guild, disobeying the city guard,
and openly admitting that he had studied forbidden magic. There could be no possible return for Lord
Faran-either he would triumph as something new, as amaster warlock no longer bound by the old rules,
or hewould amost certainly die, asatrator and rogue magician.

Hanner just hoped that if Faran lost he wouldn't take the entire family down with him. The Hegemony of
Ethshar had never bdieved in punishing the family of acrimina for his crimes, but Uncle Faran wasa
specid case-the city's second-highest officid, committing the highest of crimes.

And Hanner and Alriswere here, helping him.

More than ever Hanner wished he were safely home with Nerrain their palace gpartment, and that he
wasn't awarlock.

"Wizardly ingredients are stored in the rooms on the west Side of the third floor," Faran said. "I think
you'l find everything properly catalogued; the index isin the bound volumesin the room where we spoke
earlier." Hisfull attention was apparently focused on Manrin, but Hanner knew his uncle well enough to
be sure that he knew other people were listening. Rudhiraand Ulpen and haf adozen other warlocks
wereinfact ligening intently.

Faran was deliberately |etting them know about his dabbling in magic, and that Manrin, awizard, was on
their sde-presumably to hearten them in the face of the knowledge that the overlord knew where they
were and wanted them gone. Knowing that they had resources beyond their own mysterious and
untrained magic ...

Untrained. Hanner thought about that for amoment.

"Uncle," he said as Manrin and Ul pen started toward the stairs, and Faran turned to follow them.

Faran turned back to his nephew. "Y es?’

"| think that you had best leave the wizardry to the wizards- but if you're expecting a confrontation,
shouldn't you find out just what other resources we have?'

"We have ahouseful of warlocks," Faran said.

"Y es, but shouldn't you find outhow many warlocks, and what they can do? We redlly don't know what



they're capable of " He waved at Rudhira. "They can'tall stop adozen guardsmen in their tracks the way
she can-but some of them may be able to do other things."

Faran looked at Hanner, then around at the clustered warl ocks listening in, then wistfully at Manrin and
Ulpen asthey mounted the sairs.

"Youreright," he said. "We should do that. Better an army than amob, eh?' He gestured and called,
"All right, everyone! Into the dining hall, so we can seejust who we have here.”

Asthe crowd began to movein the indicated direction someone knocked on the door, the rapping
barely audible over the shuffling feet. Hanner looked at Faran.

They could both hear shouting out in the Street, but it was not close to the door.

Faran looked at Rudhira, who brushed her hair back from her face and said, "I'm ready.”

Hanner bit hislower lip. Faran and Rudhira obvioudy thought there might be another enemy out there,
but Hanner thought it far more likely it was either Bern, his handstoo full of groceriesto work the latch,

or another warlock arriving.

But there were those people who hung around, watching. It was probably just aswell to have Rudhira
ready to use her war-lockry to defend the house.

Faran nodded, and Hanner opened the door.

The shouting was suddenly louder, and for the first time Hanner made out words.

"Wheré's my husband?What did you warlocks do with him?* awoman was shrieking.

She was not at the door, though, nor anywhere near it. The shouters were dl outside the fence, on the
sreet. The only personinside the fence was a black-haired girl of perhaps thirteen or fourteen, wearing a
drab grey dress. She stood in the dooryard just outside, her knuckles raised to knock again.

Rudhiramade aderigvelittle snort and turned away.

Hanner was annoyed by this rudeness and determined to make up for it. "Good afternoon to you," he
sad. "I'm Lord Hanner; may | help you?'

"I'm Sheilathe Apprentice,” the girl said. "Areyou ... are warlocks wel come here?”
"Yes, indeed," Hanner said, swinging the door wide. "Comein!™

"Thank you," Sheilasaid. She stepped inside, then stopped dead, staring at the lush furnishings and the
motley collection of people marching through the halway into the dining hall.

"Apprenticed to what trade?' Hanner asked politely as he closed the door, to distract her and put her at
€ase.

"Witch," shesaid.

Uncle Faran, who had been ignoring the girl as he ushered his other guestsinto the dining room,



suddenly turned to stare at her.
Hanner smiled.

"Comeright thisway," he said asheled her past Uncle Faran to the head of the table.

Chapter Twenty-six

| was stlanding out therefor hours, trying to get up my nerve," Sheilaexplained quietly to Manner as
Lord Faran tried to get everyone lined up neatly. Faran had decided to leave her to his nephew for the
moment; she spoke so Softly that it took an effort to carry on a conversation, especialy over the
background noise the crowd of warlocks made, and he had other mattersto attend to. "When | saw you
send the soldiers away, | decided maybe youcan protect me."

"Protect you from what?"

"Everything,” thegirl said, waving ahand vaguely. "1 mean, I'm sureit's bad enough for anyone, being a
warlock, but being awitchand awarlock ... well, that's againgt the Wizards Guild law, isn't it? My
magter thought so. He thought it might be against Sisterhood rules, aswell.”

"I don't think the Sisterhood could possibly have rules about warlocks yet," Hanner said. He knew little
about the loose organization of femae witches, but from wheat little he did know, he couldn't believe they
were sufficiently organized to have made such arulein just two days. "Besides, you don't need to join the
Sigerhood if you don't want to.”

"But... wdl, don't their rules apply to everyone, the way Wizards Guild rules do?!

"No, no," Hanner said. "In order to be awizard you haveto join the Guild, and they kill anyone who
breaksther rules about wizardry, but the Sisterhood isn't likethat at al. I'm not even sure theyhave
rules, and if they do-well, they don't gpply to anyone but members. Besides, the Sisterhood doesn't kill
anyone, so far asl've ever heard. It'smore asocid group than aguild.”

"The Brotherhood hasrules,”" Shellasaid doubtfully. "My master told me some of them. Heused to bea

"But he's not amember now?'

"No, heleft. They didn't like him taking afemale apprentice.”



"And they didn't kill him, did they?"

It was like watching a cloud blow away from the sun to see her face asthissank in.

"No," shesaid.

Then the cloud returned. "But the Wizards Guild still doesn't allow mixing magic.”

"And the overlord doesn't want warlocksin the city at dl," Hanner agreed. "But were hereto fight that."
Sheilanodded, but her expression remained worried and uncertain.

"S0," Hanner said, hoping to cheer her-and himsdlf-up, "who's your master? Does he know you're
here?"

"Kelder of Crookwadll,” shesaid. "I don't think he knowswhere | am-and | don't think he cares.” She
blinked rapidly, her mouth working, and Hanner redlized she was on the verge of tears. "He threw me

"But he can't do that!" Hanner said. "A magter isresponsible for his apprentice!”

Sheila snuffled and wiped her nose with her deeve, then dabbed at one eye. "He did, though,” she said.
"He said | wasn't awitch anymore, and never could be."

"Because you're awarlock?"
She nodded silently.
A thought struck Hanner.

Warlocks could move things without touching them; most warlocks, himsdlf included, discovered what
they were by finding themselves ableto do this.

Butwitches could move things without touching them, too.

After dl, the name "warlock" came from the resemblance to war-locked witchesin the first place.
Witches only levitated fairly smal things, but still, what could thisgirl have moved that awitch couldn't?

"How does heknow you're awarlock?' he asked.

"Because of what | did,” Sheilasaid, so softly Hanner could barely hear her.

"Hanner, my boy," Faran caled, "could you and your young friend pay attention? We're ready to begin.”
Hanner looked up. "In amoment, Uncle," he said. Then he turned back to Sheila. "What did you do?!

" turned Thellesh the Butcher into awarlock."

Hanner blinked.



"Hanner," Faran said warningly.
Hanner held up ahand. "Y ou didwhat}" he sad.

"l wastrying toheal him!" Sheilasaid loudly. Then her voice dropped back to its usud near inaudibility
and the words spilled out in arush, so fast Hanner had trouble keeping up. "Hed cut himsdlf, and then
dipped on the blood and hit his head on the wall, and Master Kelder said it wastime | started to learn
healing, so we fixed up Thellesh's hand together, and then Master told me to study his head and see
whether we could do anything there, so | tried to, but my witch sight wasn't... | couldn'tsee properly, and
then | did something, | don't know what, and | could see, but it was dl different, and | could seeinsde
Thellesh'shead, and | looked at how it was different from mine, because | thought mine would be
working right, and ... | did something, | don't know how to explain it, but it was like opening atap, sort
of, except | couldn't closeit again. And then Thellesh sat up, and he was better, but he felt funny, and he
said he heard voices, and then he reached for his purse, and it jumped into his hand, and Master Kelder
looked at usbothand ..."

At that point shefinaly lost control and began crying, quick soft little sobs and gasps.

"Hanner!" Faran barked.

Hanner looked up. "I'm sorry, Uncle," he said. "I'll take her to the parlor to cam down. Well be back.”
Faran glared a him. "Go on, then," he said.

Hanner put an arm around Sheilas shoulders and led her out of the dining room, acrossthe halway to
the front parlor. He closed the dining-ha | door on hisway out.

If Shellawastdling the truth, then this might have huge significance. Up until now Hanner-and probably
everyone else- had assumed that the people who had become warl ocks on the Night of Madness were
al the warlocks there would ever be, at least unlessthat same mysterious phenomenon happened again
and created awhole new batch.

But if warlocks couldmake new warlocks, the way witches could train apprentice witches and wizards
could help their gpprentices make the ritua daggers they needed to become wizards, then ... well,
exterminating warlocks might not be as easy as Lord Azrad thought, and perhaps warlocks redllywere
true magicians.

Hanner saw that Mavi had come downgtairs, but still not gone home again-he wondered whether she
might be waiting for him to accompany her. She and Alriswere stting in the front parlor, taking; they fell
dlent as Hanner and Sheila entered.

"Did Uncle throw you out with the rest of us nonwarlocks, then?' Alris asked.

Mavi got to her feet and stepped toward Sheila, apparently seeing the signs that she had been crying and
seeking to comfort her, but the girl shied away, and Mavi stopped.

"I brought Sheilain hereto cam down," Hanner explained. " She's had a very hard day. Her master
threw her out."

"She'lsawarlock?' Alrisasked Hanner.



"Areyou dl right?* Mavi asked Sheila.
"She'sawarlock," Hanner said as Mavi took Sheilas hand.
"Then shouldn't she bein there with the others?' Alris demanded.

"Maybe when she's feding better,” Hanner said. He had had some thought that maybe Alriswould like
having Shellaaround, since they were roughly the same age, but it didn't appear that was going to work.

"I'mMavi," Mavi sad.

Sheilaswallowed and managed to stop crying long enough to reply, "I'm Sheila”

"ThisisLady Alris”" Mavi sad. "She'sLord Hanner'ssgter.”

Shellaglanced at Alris, then stared intently at Mavi for amoment.

Hanner felt suddenly uneasy; something was happening, he could senseit, but he didn't know what.

"You're not awarlock,” Sheilasaid. It wasn't aquestion.

"No, I'm not,” Mavi said. "Neither is Lady Alrisnor Lord Hanner, but they livein the Palace, and the
overlord won't let them back in because he's scared of the warlocks, so they're staying here with their
uncle. I'm just vigting, to keep them company; | livein Newmarket."

"But..." Shellathrew Hanner asharp, puzzled glance, her tears gpparently forgotten.
Sheknew, heredlized. She knew he was awarlock.

"I'll explain later,” Hanner said quickly.

"Explanwhat?' Alris demanded.

"None of your business," Hanner snapped.

Alrislooked at Hanner, then at Mavi, then said, "I'll bet | know, though | don't know why you toldher
before you said anything to your own sster!”

Mavi started. "No, Alris, it's not- mean, we haven't..." Her voicetrailed off in confusion.

"Just shut up, Alris," Hanner said wearily. He hadn't expected to find these two in the parlor, and much
as he ordinarily enjoyed Mavi's presence, he wished they weren't there. He turned to Sheila

"Y ou were tdling me what happened after you hedled Thel-lesh," he said.
"Oh," Sheillasaid. "W, Master Kelder tried to undo what I'd done, but he couldn't, and | couldn't see
how | could, either, when hetold meto try, so finally he sent Thellesh home, and we talked for awhile,

and then he told me to get my things and get out, that | wasn't awitch anymore and | was too dangerous
to say in hishouse. | think he thought it might be catching.”

"Soyou left?!



"I didn't even get my stuff,” Shellasaid. "l wastoo upset. | just ran out the door. And later | listened to
people talking and asked some questions, and | heard about the Warlock House and cameto see.”

"The Warlock House?" Alris asked.

"That'swhét they cdl it," Shellasad.

"Thishouse, you mean,” Hanner said.

"That'sright.”

"So much for kegping anything secret,” Alrissaid.

Hanner hoped those words weren't prophetic; he still had secrets he wanted to keep. The location of
Uncle Faran's house, the refuge for warl ocks, wasn't one of them, though. "We aready knew the guards
had found us," he said. "And there were those people in the Street.”

"Areyou gill awitch?' Mavi asked Shella
"No," Shellasaid. "At least, | don't think so. When | try to do witcheraft it al fed s different, so | think
I'm doing warlockry instead. | can't do somethingsat dl, like reading moods. And | don't get
tired-instead it makes me fed stronger.”

That certainly fit what Hanner knew of warlockry.

"When did it start?" he asked.

"I don't know," Shellasaid. "l fet funny dl day yesterday, but | wasn't sure anything was wrong until
today."

"Did you have any strange dreamslast night?*

Shelooked up a him, gartled, and her eyes grew wide. "What kind of dreams?' she asked.

"About faling and being buried dive," Hanner said.

"Y ou know about that?' Shellasaid breathlesdy.

"Tdl usabout it," Mavi said.

"It waan't lagt night, but the night before | did! | dreamed about falling through the air burning, and then
falling down under the ground until | was buried and couldn't bregthe, and al thetime | knew there was
something | had to do, but | didn't know what it was." She shuddered. "I knew it was amagical dream,
but | didn't know what kind or where it came from."

"It'sthe same dream," Alrissaid. "I've heard everyone talking about it over and over. All the warlocks
who were adegp when the Night of Madness started had it, and some of them have had it again since
then.”

Hanner glanced &t her. "Haveyou had it?"



"Me?" Alris clapped ahand to her chest."I'm not awarlock!

Of course | haven't had any dreamslike that." She snorted. "Now | probablywill, not because of any
magic but just because you said that."

Hanner watched his sister's face for a second, trying to decide whether perhaps she was being alittletoo
emphatic, but then dismissed it. She was probably telling the truth, and any excess dramawasjust
because she was thirteen.

He gtill found her attitude toward warlockry puzzling, though. She had been so insstent for so long that
she wanted to be amagician, and she didn't seem to mind being in ahouse full of warlocks-she had
friends she could stay with if shereally wanted to-yet she seemed to be very determined to didike the
idea of warlockry.

Hanner couldn't figure it out and gave up trying. He turned his atention back to Shella

"Wadl, | don't think you need to worry too much, Sheila. Y ou're awarlock now, that'sdl. All this-the
dreams, the strange magic, trouble with your old magic-that's dl the same sort of thing that the other
warlocks have been through. All of it except what you did to Thellesh; no one dse did that.”

"Were any of the otherswitches?"

"No," Hanner admitted, "but two of them are wizards."

Shelladrew in her breath, her eyeswidening again. "Oh," she said."Wizards can be warlocks?"

"Sort of. It interfereswith their old magic, just asit did with your witchcraft. Or dmost; they can il do
a. few spdls”

"That's sostrange!”

Hanner sighed. "1 suppose so. Now, if you can stand the crowd, | think we should go back to the other
room, where my uncle, Lord Faran, is getting things organized."

"All right,” she said.
She and Hanner were just turning around when someone knocked on the front door.

Alris hopped onto a chair by one of the front windows and pressed her cheek to the panes so that she
could peer sdewaysfor alook at their visitor.

"Itsaguardsman,” shesaid. "Should | call Uncle Faran?'
"Oneguardsman?’ Hanner asked. "Just one?"

"l just seeone,” Alris confirmed.

Hanner frowned and crossed to the door. He opened it a crack.

The crowd in the street had falen silent, presumably waiting to see what would happen-as Alris had



said, asingle guardsman stood just outside, insde the gate.

At firgt, distracted by the yelow tunic of asoldier, Hanner failed to recognize the man's face, but before
the new arrival could speak the familiar features registered, and Hanner flung the door wide.

"Yorn!" hesad. "Comein, comein!"
The soldier obeyed, closng the door gently behind himsalf. "Am | still welcome?* he asked.

"Of course!" Hanner said, clgpping Y orn on the shoulder. "Aslong asyou're not hereto order usal into
exile"

"Uh ... actudly, | was.. . those orders. .. that'swhy I'm here," Yorn said.

Hanner frowned. "We dready chased away Captain Naral and an entire squad,” he said. "Why would
they send just you?'

"Oh, that's not what | meant!" Y orn said hadtily. "'l mean, they told usto find any warlocks we knew of
and order them out of the city, and that waswhen | redlized | couldn't stay in the city guard anymore, not
until the lords change their minds. And | didn't have anywhere to go but here." He looked around. "Is
everyone e'se gone?' He noticed the othersand said, "1 mean, besides these three.”

"No," Hanner said, "they're fill here. But firg, thisis Shella” Hetold her, "Thisis Y orn of Ethshar. He's
awarlock, too."

"Not much of one, redly,” Yorn said.
"ThisisMavi of Newmarket," Hanner said. " She'snot awarlock, just afriend.”
Y orn bowed. "And | know Lady Alris" he said.

"Sheillaand | were just about to join the others,” Hanner said. He beckoned for Y orn and Sheilato
follow, then opened the door to the dining hall.

The murmur of voices and the scent of crowded bodies spilled out.

"Gods, there are alot of them!" Y orn said as he followed Hanner into the crowded room.
"Thirty-two," Lord Faran announced. "And the apprentice witch isthirty-three, and you, Sir-areyou a
warlock?' "l am," Y orn admitted. "Thirty-four,” Faran said. "Againg acity of thousands," Rudhirasaid.

"Mogt of them won't trouble us,”" Faran said. "Just the guard.” "How many isthat?" Othisen asked.

"Eight thousand,” Y orn replied, speaking up loud and clear. A horrified Slencefell.




Chapter Twenty-seven

Eight thousand soldiers?' someone squesked at last. "That'swhat they tell us," Y orn confirmed.

"It's supposed to beten thousand," Lord Faran said, "but Lord Azrad has never bothered to put in the
money to get the guard to full strength.”

"Theresno reason he should,” Yorn said. "There are plenty of usasit is”

"| didn't know there were ten thousand people in theWorld" Othisen said.

"Oh, there arehundreds of thousandsin Ethshar,” Y orn said. "Nobody knows the exact number.”

"Thewizards might," Rudhirasuggested.

"My master saysthat if it weren't for the wizards, there couldn't be acity thisbig,” Sheilasaid. "It's
wizardry that keeps the water clean and keeps the food good through the winter and emptiesthe privies
where the sewers don't go."

"Thetheurgists do some of it," an elderly woman Hanner didn't recogni ze protested mildly.

"Thisisal very interesting,” Lord Faran said, "but if we could get back to business, there are thirty-four
of ushere, of varying abilities. All of us can move small objects by sheer force of will, but some of uscan
do more than that, and | think it would be wiseto find out just who can do what, and how well. Now,
who here can fly?"

A dozen voices spoke up, and hands were raised; Lord Faran shouted over the babble, "If you can fly,
please go tothat end of the room!" He pointed at the windows. "If youcannot fly, go tothat end!” He

pointed at the ballroom. "1 you don't know, please stand near the table!™

"I can lift mysdlf off the ground,” said the woman who had mentioned theurgists, "but | can't redlyfly so
much asfloat."

Faran looked at her, then said, "What's your name?"
"Alladiaof Shiphaven.”

"Alladia. Thank you. For now, just stand near the table.”
She obeyed.

Shelladso went to stand by the table, and Hanner accompanied her. He found himsalf standing next to
Alladia

"I'm Lord Hanner," he said. "I'm pleased to meet you."



"I could wish it were under other circumstances," Alladiasaid, looking around as the others sorted
themsalves out.

"You'd rather not be awarlock?' Hanner asked.
"That'sright,” Alladiasaid.

Thiswas interesting; Hanner wondered whether he could gain any ingght into Alris or the others. "Isit
just because of the overlord'sthreats?' he asked. " Suppose no one knew-wouldn't you like it then?”

Alladiaturned to look himin the eye. "No, | wouldnt,” she said.
"Why not? After al, you have magic now, without even serving an gpprenticeship.”
"l had magicbefore" Alladiareplied angrily. "l wasapriestess!”

"A theurgis?" Understanding dawned. Warlockry interfered with witchcraft and wizardry; presumably it
interfered with theurgy, aswell.

"That'sright. And agood one, if | do say so mysdlf. But ever sincethisthing got ingde my head, the
godswont listen to me. The smplest invocation goes unanswered. | tried to consult Unnid to find out
what waswrong, and evenshe ignores my prayerdl”

"Unnid?' The namewasvagudy familiar.

"Unnid the Discerning. She's one of the easiest of dl the gods to contact; any halfway competent
gpprentice can speak to Unnid. But since the night before last,| can't! In the past 1've successfully
summoned Asham and Govet, and now | can't even call Unnid!"

"And you think it's because you're awarlock?"

"Of course. What ese could it be? Something's put this curse on us, and it's cut me off from the gods.
Before | could open gateways to another world, hed the Sick, revea any secret; now | can send plates
flying about the room. Doyou consider that a good exchange?'

"No," Hanner admitted.

Before he could say any more, Faran called for attention.

"I count ten who can't fly, thirteen who can, eeven who don't know," he announced. "Let's seeif we can
sort out those deven. Hanner, if you would step asde?”’

Hanner glanced at Sheilaand Alladia, but then stepped away from the table.

"Infact, Hanner," Faran said, "if you don't mind, would you wait in the parlor with Alrisand Mavi? And
if Manrin and Ulpen come back down, send themin.”

"Y ou only want warlocksin here," Hanner said.

"That's right. No need to crowd things any more than necessary.”



Hanner hegitated. Thiswas amoment when he could admit that he was awarlock after al-and heredly
should admit it, shouldn't he? Sooner or later the truth would come out.

Butif it did, he would be either exiled or put to death, or would find himself caught in Uncle Faran's
schemes permanently, and he would never get back to his own bed, his own rooms, in the Palace.

He bowed, patted Sheila reassuringly on the shoulder, and Ieft the room, closing the door behind him.
Inthe parlor, Alrisasked, "What arethey doing in there?"
"Sorting warlocks," Hanner replied. " Seeing who can do what."

Mavi shuddered. Hanner looked at her, startled.

"Oh, I'm sorry,” she said. "'l know they're just people, that they didn'task for this spell or power or
whatever it is, but they make me nervous. Even your uncle, and poor Pancha. It'sjust so..." Sheturned
up her pams, unableto find the right word.

And here was another reason not to admit he was awarlock, Hanner thought. He did not want to make
Mavi nervous, nor did he want her to find him repulsive.

He hadn't redlized shefdt thisway.

"Thetheurgist said Panchawasn't even human anymore,” Mavi said.
"Alladiasad that?'

Mavi blinked at him. "No-who's Alladia?"

"Thetheurgist turned warlock in there," Hanner said, pointing at the dining-hdl door. "Who didyou.
mean?'

"The theurgist who tried to cure Panchathismorning,” Mavi explained. "He said the goddess he
summoned didn't even think Panchawas till human!™

That, Hanner thought, would indeed be a reason to find warl ocks unpleasant to be around. He
wondered why the goddess had thought so, and whether that was why Alladia couldn't summon Unnidl.
The pact made at the end of the Great War said only humans could invoke the gods.

"And the dreams," Mavi continued."Why do they have those dreams? Do they mean something?”’
"They don'tall have the dreams,”" Hanner said.

"Butmost of them did. And they sound so terrible-fallingand burningand being buried dive. It'sjust... |
don't know, excessve."

"l supposeitis," Hanner agreed, glancing at the closed door.

There was a sudden loud thump from the other room; Mavi started. Hanner glanced at the closed door
of thedining hdl, but otherwise didn't move.



What hewanted to do was reach out with hiswill and open the door, to see what was happening-but he
refused to use hismagic.

If itwashisat al. No one knew what had caused the Night of Madness; dl thiswarlockry might just be
something some mad wizard had done.

"Do you think it's permanent?’ Mavi asked.

Startled, Hanner turned back to her. "Do | think what's permanent?’
"Thiswarlockry. Maybeit'sjust temporary.”

"That would certainly smplify matters,” Hanner said.

"| stayed around today, hoping it would al juststop,” Mavi said, staring at the closed door. "1 wanted to
be here, to help when it ended-I thought some of them would be upset. And | thought | could take
Panchahome. But it isn't stopping.”

"No, itisn't," Hanner agreed. "At leadt, not yet.”

But it could, a any time. They couldn't know. That was the thing about magic-it didn't have to make
sense. Sometimesitdid make sense, and it was predi ctable enough that magicians could useit, and the
whole city could rely on it, but sometimesit wasjust bizarre. A wizard could make aliving cregture out of
powdered bone and feathers, or put a man to deep with apinch of dust and a single word-where was
thelogic in that? More than ahundred years ago asmple fire-lighting spdl went wrong in the Smal
Kingdoms, and the resulting tower of flame was reportedly still burning, without fuel-how could it be?
Why would virgin'stears work in certain spells, when the same woman's tears shed after her wedding
night would be as usdlessaswell water?

Wizardry was the strangest, but where was the logic in sorcery, where certain deviceswould perform
their functionsflawlessly for centuries, and then smply stop? And other devicesthat appeared perfectly
identical didn't work at dl, or did something different.

Or theurgy-why did the gods only grant certain requests? Why would they listen to some people and not
others? Why did demons sometimes answer theurgical invocetions?

Magic was not far from madness-and in the case of warlockry, the digtinction had initidly beeninvisible.
The warlocks who went rampaging through the city that first night had certainly appeared mad.

So how could they know what warlockry would do? Uncle Faran wasin there, trying to make sense of
it-but what if there was no sense to be made? What if it were to Smply vanish again, as abruptly asit had
appeared? What if it changed form?What if there were another Night of Madness, but affecting an
entirdly different assortment of people?

But then, al of lifewaslikethat, redly. Even when Hanner had been deeping in hisown bed in the
Pdace, as safe as anyone could be, at any moment some mad magician's spell could have turned him to
gone, or transformed him into acat, or Smply killed him.

Even without magic, hisown heart could just stop, or he could catch afever, as his mother had, and be
dead in asxnight.



Onejust had to make the best of the Situation, forge ahead as best one could, try to learn how things
worked, and accept it when the rules changed and learn the new rules.

Warlockry wasn't any different. It could vanish at any time, but whileit was here, it would be useful to
know how it worked and what it could do.

He should be in there with Uncle Faran, studying the Situation, he thought-but then he looked at Mavi's
eyes, dark brown and shining.

Uncle Faran had chased him out, and now Uncle Faran would have to do without him for awhile.
"Would you like meto walk you home?' he asked. " Get away from the warlocks?"
She amiled. "I'd like that very much,”" she said.

Alrismade agagging noise. "You two," shesaid. "What if | came dong? That would ruin al your fun,
wouldn't it?"

"No, of course not!" Mavi said, turning and reaching out awelcoming arm. "Wed be happy to have you
jonus”

Hanner didn't say anything at first; he wastoo busy struggling not to glare at hissigter.

Alrislooked a him.

"Wed be glad of your company,” Hanner managed at last.

She snorted. "No, you wouldn't. And | don't want to walk al the way to Newmarket, anyway, and
someone should be herein case more warl ocks show up, or Uncle Faran wants to know where you've
gone, or those wizards come back down herelooking for help.”

"I'm sure Bern's around somewhere," Hanner said.

"No, you go ahead,” Alrissaid withawave. "I'll stay here."

"Asyou please." Hanner turned to Mavi. " Shall we?'

Chapter Twenty-eight



AsHanner and Mavi stepped out the door into the streets of Ethshar a score of wizards were gathered
around atable, discussing the situation, in a place that was not part of Ethshar, nor even of the World.

"Wedtill have no ideawhat caused it," awhite-haired wizard said. "I have had a dozen of my best
people working every divination we can find for the past two days, approaching the question from every
angle we can think of, and we haven't learned a thing about its origins. That magical auraaround the
Source blocks everything.”

"We have consulted the dead, and with the aid of severa theurgists we have consulted the gods,” a
cadaverous figure with a shaven skull said. "They know nothing of it."

"I've spoken with Irith the Flyer, and of course with Valder," abeautiful woman who appeared to be
only in her twenties said. "They don't remember anything that might help. If anyone knows of any other
immortals who aren't wizards, please tell me. And I've sent amessage to Fendel the Grest, but asyet he
hasn't replied.”

"We have some thirty warlocks aiding usin our experiments,” another wizard reported. "Most
volunteered; afew are prisoners taken on the Night of Madness who were, at our request, sentenced to
serve us. So far, whilewe are learning agreat deal about how warlockry operates, we don't have any
ideawhat itis, whereit came from, or whether it will remain asit is, go away, or change into something
de"

The litany continued-although they had learned agreat deal about the events surrounding its appearance,
nothing the wizards had tried had reved ed anything important about the nature of warlockry itsdf.

"I've gone through the histories and the forbidden lore. Nothing like thisis recorded anywhere.”

"We spoke with haf adozen demonologists, and questioned afew demons ourselves, but learned
nothing."

"We have charted the paths of some two hundred of those who were summoned on the Night of
Madness, and have found no subtle deviations, no hidden patterns-they al smply headed toward the
Source by the most direct routes available to them.”

"We have studied the histories of arandomly chosen sample of known warlocks and have found no
links, nothing to indicate why these people were chosen while others were not. We have noticed that
thereisadight tendency for afamily with awarlock in it to have more than one-that is, awarlock's
cousin or shlingismorelikely to be awarlock than the average person is-but what trait in the blood
might explain thiswe cannot determine. We have also found that magicians of every sort were afflicted.”

"Wizards, too?' someone asked.

"Wizards, t0o," the speaker replied. "We are currently attempting to divine exactly who in the Guild has
become awarlock."

"None of us, surdy?"

"That remainsto be determined.”



That created agtir, and for amoment the formd recitation wasinterrupted. Finally ared-robed figure at
the head of the table rose to his feet and spoke.

"While we must continue our investigations,” he said, "l think it would be expedient to aso begin to take
action in certain caseswhereit isclearly appropriate.”

"Lord Azrad would certainly like usto do something,” Ithiniaof the Ide said, from her seet near the far
end of the table. "He expected me to attend him yesterday."

"Lord Azrad presumes too much," the red-robed wizard said. "We are not ready to enforce his
sentences of exile or joinin any campaign of annihilation, nor do we have timeto wastein lisening to his
complaints. However, by our own rules, we are bound to restrain forbidden uses of magic. We have not
yet established whether warlockry itself isforbidden by any of our covenants, but there have certainly
been uses of it, and instances of its presence, that violate Guild laws. It istime we began to dedl with
these on a case-by-case basis." Hetook a deep breath, then continued, "For one thing, it may be
educationa to see whether wecan ded with them-it may be that warl ocks are more formidable than we
think." He pointed at one of the others. "Y ou, Kaligir-choose awarlock who is unquestionably guilty of
serious crimes and send someone to deal with him. Let us see just what happens when wizard and
warlock meet in combat.”

"Anywarlock?" Kaligir asked.

"Use your judgment, man.”

"Rather, useadivination,” the white-haired wizard suggested.
"An excellent suggestion,” the red-robed wizard agreed.
"Very wdl," Kdigir said, dumping in hischair.

"And, Kaigir," themaninred said, "I expect areport-remember, apart of your task isto discover just
how grest athreet to us these warlockstruly are”

"Asyou say," Kdigir replied. He straightened, then stood. "I had best get on with it, then."

"Ashad weall," the red-robed wizard said. "I will remain here to coordinate, but the rest of you,
begone, and press onward your researches!”

Robes rustled, chairs creaked, and the wizards arose and scattered.

Shemder Parl's son watched hisintended victim with an unpleasant smile. Kirriswas going about her
business, hanging her laundry out on the line in the courtyard behind the house she shared with her
husband and two young children, blithely unaware of her old suitor's presence on anearby rooftop.

Shemder debated just what he would do to her. Perhaps aroofing tile could fall and break her skull.



It was ashame, he thought, that he had not had this wonderful magic amonth ago, when she bore her
second daughter; if he had caught her in childbirth he could have done something redlly dow and
unpleasant without fear of detection.

Perhaps aroofing tile might cause an injury that would not kill her ingtantly, and he could then find some
waly to ensure that she never recovered.

But that wasrisky; her husband might hire amagician to treat her, and the magician might notice some
invisble sgn that war-lockry wasinvolved. Shemder did not know just what traces war-lockry eft, if
any; he knew there were none visible to an ordinary person, but magicians could often see things others
could not-as he could see things now that ordinary people could not.

A shadow fdl across hisvison, blocking the light of the setting sun, and he looked up.

Asif summoned by histhoughts, amagician was sanding in the air beside him, looking down at him-a
man in blue robes. Shemder didn't know much about magic, but he guessed thismust be a
wizard-demonologists wore black or perhaps red, theurgists wore white or gold, sorcerers didn't wear
robes, and he didn't think awitch could stand in midair so effortlesdy.

"Y ou are Shemder Pad's son?' the magician asked.
"No!" Shemder said. "My name's Kelder. Why? Who's this Shemder you're looking for?!

The magician hesitated. Shemder did not; he reached out with his own magic and found the man's heart,
beeting Steadily in hischest.

It was harder than usud; something wasin the way, some other sort of magic. Shemder did not let that
sop him.

A ample squeeze, and the magician gasped, eyes widening, arms flung wide; he toppled backward,
tumbled down the doping tile roof, and flopped over the eaves.

A second later Shemder heard the dull crunch of the body landing in the aleyway below.

He hesitated only a moment, wondering who the magician had been and who had sent him-had some
friend or relative of one of the half-dozen people he had aready killed hired amagica avenger?

If s0, whoever it was had chosen the wrong hired hero.

Perhaps Kirris or her husband had made a contract for magical protection? They couldn't have known
about Shemder's plans, but young parents sometimes did foolishly extravagant things out of worry about
their infant children.

Either way, this rooftop was no longer somewhere Shemder wanted to stay. Kirriswas safe for
now-though once he knew what was going on, and how to deal with it, Shemder intended to come back
for her..

Staying nearby after killing awizard, though-Shemder wasn't fool enough to dothat! He did down the
roof, on the far sde from where the magician had falen, and lowered himself over the edge. Then he
caught himsdlf in the air and settled dowly and gently to the ground, landing in the deserted street-though
he knew he couldn't count on it staying deserted. Someone might happen along at any minute, hurrying



home to supper, and Shemder did not want to be in the area when someone glanced in that aley and
found a dead wizard. He turned, took a step toward the corner...

And fdt himsaf shrinking, twisting, his skin crawling asfur grew, atail thrusting out behind him, his
clothes vanishing and thewarm air againgt his skin. The houses reared up hugely around him, towering
over him.

He squeaked in terror and scampered for shelter, running on al fours. He scurried into the shadowy
corner beside someone's front steps, then paused, once he was out of sight of most of the Street, to try to
see what had happened to him.

It was hard to think, but he struggled to hold on to himself to see what had become of him, to think of a
way he might survive and undo whatever it was.

He knew he had somehow been transformed-that wizard must have had a spell of some kind that did
this. He looked down at his paws, curled histail around . ..

Histail waslong and thin and bare, ending in apoint. His paws had long, thin claws. He could see
whiskers when he wiggled his nose. He measured his height against the steps, and concluded that he was
now arat. A large brown one.

That was bad, that was very bad, but it could be worse. He was till dive. He remembered who he was.
And ... washedtill awarlock?

Hefound a pebble, and concentrated on it with al hismight, trying to seeit in that specia way that let
warlocks move things- and nothing happened. The pebble lay whereit was.

He heard voices, human voices, and ducked back into the corner, baring histeeth.

The voices passed, but he waited saveral minutes, just to be sure.

He could hear rustlings and thumpings and the other sounds of the city, of the neighborhood going about
its ordinary business, but he had trouble, in histransformed condition, identifying them and locating them.
Hewas dso distracted by smells-rats, he discovered, had afar better sense of smell than humansdid.
At lagt, though, he decided the time had come to venture out. He was hungry and frightened, and wanted
to get somewhere safer than a corner in the street. He could see no openingsin the foundation of the
house he crouched beside, nowhere he could take shelter.

His own room was only afew blocks away. If he could get inside there, he would be safe. He couldn't
unlock the door in his present condition, especialy since the purse containing the key had vanished adong
with his clothes, but perhaps he could find arat-sized entrance.

And the spell might wear off.

He crept out of the corner, then dashed forward, intending to make arun for the next street-and found
himsdlf confronted by apair of suede dippers.

He looked up and found arobed man staring down at him.

"Shemder Parl's son," theman said. "Thisisvery interesting- it seemsthe structure in your brain that



makesyou awarlock is till therein your new form, though greetly reduced in Size, but it's completely
inert.”

Shemder squeaked furioudy and bared histeeth. A rat's vocabulary was, he found, rather limited.

"Now," thewizard said, "what would happen if you were restored to human form?Would it remain
inet?'

Shemder squeaked again.

"WEell haveto try the experiment on someone, but I'm afraid that it won't be you,” the wizard said.

"Y ou're too dangerous. | would never have thought you could kill arespectable wizard so quickly,
despite ahandful of protections and wards! I'm going to have a ghastly time explaining hisdesth to his
family, and to the Guild!"

As he spoke he drew adagger, and Shemder began backing away.

Hewasjugt turning to flee when the wizard spoke aword, and flung the dagger.

The blade impaed the rat that had been the man called Shemder Parl's son, pinning him to the earth; the
rat twisted, trying to escape the blade, trying to see some way to removeit, but succeeding only in
injuring himsdlf further. He squirmed in agony, and in his extremity forgot who he was, forgot that he had

ever been anything more than arat. He writhed, and the world around him dimmed, and he knew it was
not because the sun was down.

And then therat was dead, and Kaligir of the New Quarter stood looking down &t it.

It remained arat; sometimes, when Asherdl's Transformation was done quickly from adistance like this,
death broke the spell. Kaligir had thought that the rat might turn back into Shemder.

That it hadn't ssimplified matters; disposing of adead rat was much easier than disposing of adead
person.

Of course, Shemder had apparently had the morads of arat al along. Kaligir had chosen him because
Fendd's Divination had named him as the warlock who had killed more innocents than any other in the
World. His death was no loss.

The death of poor Lopin, on the other hand, was atragedy. Kaligir frowned.

There was no longer any question-the warlocks were dangerous. Shemder had reached through Lopin's
protective spells asif they were hardly there.

Thiswas not reassuring news that he would be bringing back to the rest of the Guild.

Kaligir kicked the dead rat into the gutter, then turned to go.




Chapter Twenty-nine

AsLord Manner trotted through the night, back along High Street through the New City, hisheart was
light and his features were brightened with a smile-until he neared the mansion now known as Warlock
House.

Although there had been some uneasy moments when he and Mavi left and walked past the waiting,
watching people gathered out front, afew shouts of "Wewerejust visiting! We aren't warlocks!" had
gotten them safely to the corner. No one had followed them, and once they were out of sight of the house
the city had seemed dmost normd.

Oh, there were gill afew burned-out buildings, and more guardsmen on the streets than usud, but in
generd things were back to what they should be. He and Mavi had strolled to Newmarket without
incident, where he had had addightful supper with Mavi's family. Much of the time he had been ableto
forget all about warlocks and exile orders and dl the other unpleasantness of the past few days. Even
when Mavi's parents had asked about his uncle's collection of warlocks, and had spoken with horror of
the depredations that befdll their neighbors on the Night of Madness, he had been able to remain happily
detached, asif none of it concerned him.

Themob in front of hisuncl€s house, though, reminded him that it concerned him very much.

There were more of them than before, and they had torches. Torches were hardly unreasonable, since
full night had fallen, but there seemed to be more of them than any reasonable need for light would judtify.

And they were no longer standing out in the street, just watching; now they were pressed up againgt the
fence, leaning through it, just afew feet from the front door and several windows.

Hanner's smile vanished.

"Where did you take them?' someone shouted.

"Give me back my son!"

Hanner stopped where he was, ablock away, and decided that he was not going to walk in the front
door. Hewould seeiif there was arear gate-he didn't remember seeing one, but surely therewas a
servants entrance somewhere. If he couldn't find one, he would climb the garden wall.

Or, perhaps, fly over it, though he had yet to attempt to fly under his own power.

Instead of continuing on High Street he turned right on West Second Stret, then left on Lower Street
and left again on Coronet, and walked up the block.

There was no torch-bearing mob on this side of the house. Light spilled from the corner, burying the



garden wall and the mansion'swest face in shadow.

He didn't see any doors or gates, any more than he had two nights before. The garden wall was solid
brick. He looked up at the top, afoot or two over his head.

He couldn't climb that. The brick was smooth and solidly mortared; he couldn't find toeholds or
fingerholdsin the dark. He could cdl for help and hope awarlock heard him and helped him over the
wall before that mob out front heard him and cameto investigate.

Or maybe he could fly over it. Hewas awarlock, and the power was there insgde him, eager to be used.
Just thinking about it made it surge up, ready and waiting; he couldfed it, could dmost seeit.

But how did one fly? He had seen Rudhira and the others do it often enough, but he hadn't realy
observed it.

Thinking that, he became conscioudy aware for thefirst time that he could perceive things he hadn't
before, that he could use his magic to sense things-it wasn't seeing, and it wasn't feding, but it was dmost
both. He redlized this must be what Sheila had meant when she talked about studying Thellesh'sinjuries
with something that wasn't witch sight.

He could fedl/see the bricks that made up the wall, the mortar that held them together, the grainy texture
of the mortar, the smooth glaze on the bricks....

But it was dark, and he wasn't touching the wall; hishandswere a hissides.
He blinked, and the perception faded dightly.

He didn't need to know how the wall was put together, he just needed to get over it. He till couldn't
sense any toeholds, even with this new ability.

Heturned his attention to himself, to see whether he could figure out how to fly. It should be easy-just lift
himsdlf off the ground. He had experimented with hismagic alittle in secret, earlier in the day, and he
could move small objects around, but he hadn't tried lifting himsdlf.

It wasn't as easy.

It wasn't so much the weight, dthough he had never tried lifting anything even closeto hisown size;
instead, he redlized, it was because he couldn't sense a relationship between himsdlf and the object he
wastrying to move.

That was how awarlock moved things. He had done it without understanding it before, without being
aware of how hewas doing it, but now he saw it clearly. His new sense showed him the relaionshipin
gpace between himsalf and the object he wanted to affect, and then he manipulated that
relationship-warlockry was dl amatter of using this new senseto find the magica connections between
himsalf and the rest of the World, and then forcing them to change. He had caught that cruet by blocking
its connection to thefloor.

But finding the magical connections between himself and himsdlf didn't seem to work.

Rudhiraand the others had done it, though. There had to be away.



He studied himsdlf with his newly recognized warlock sight, and findly figured out what he would haveto
do. In order to fly, Hanner saw, awarlock didn't move himself; he moved the rest of the World.

Hanner reached out and tried to do that, to move the Street and wall away-and caught himself just
before he fell over backward.

He straightened up, frowned, looked down at hisfeet, and tried again, concentrating on pressing the
ground away from the soles of hissandals.

Herose unsteadily for an inch or two, then wobbled and started to fall backward. Again, he used his
warlockry to catch himsdif.

He couldcatch himsdlf easily enough, he thought. It was annoying; it was asif his magic worked better
when hedidn't think about it.

Butif hedidnt think about it, he couldn' fly!

He heard footsteps and turned to see a patrolling guardsman marching toward him. Quickly he tugged
up histunic and untied his breeches, to provide the obvious excuse for why someone was standing inches

from ablank wall a night.
"Hai!" the soldier cdled. "Go find somewhere better!"
"Sorry!" Hanner called, retying his breeches. "Drank too much de at supper.”
"Well, get rid of it somewheredse”
"Yes gr."
He hesitated, then took a step toward Merchant Avenue. The guardsman marched on.

Hanner turned back to thewall, studying it with hiswarlock sense, wondering whether he could
somehow brace againgt it to stay upright while he lifted himsdf over it. Bricks and mortar, bricksand ...

"Oh," hesaid.

The service entrance was right there, afew yardsto hisright, awooden gate with an iron latch. How had
he missed it?

He hurried to it, reached out-and realized he couldn't see any gate. The brick was solid and unbroken .

To normal eyes. To awarlock, there was a gate.

At last Hanner figured it out. Uncle Faran had had his gate enchanted, had a protectiveilluson put onit.
He reached out and felt the "wall."

Sure enough, it waswood, not brick. Theillusion wasn't so complete it fooled hisfingers. He found the
latch by fed, and tried to openit.



It was locked. He could sense the mechanism, abolt that could be worked from theinside. Therewasa
dot below it; presumably Bern carried atool that could reach through the dot and work the bolt from the
outside.

Hanner had no such tool-but he was awarlock.

The bolt did back, and the gate opened, and he was inside. He closed the gate carefully, hoping he
hadn't disrupted the undoubtedly costly illusion, and headed for adoor from the garden into the house.

A moment later he wasingde, making hisway aong the central hallway. He could hear voices ahead.
Hefound half adozen peoplein the candldlit front parlor; they turned to look a him as he entered.

"Lord Hanner!" Rudhirasaid from achair by one of the front windows where she had been watching the
crowd in the street outside. "1'm glad you got back insde safely.”

"I'm not sure how safeit redly is" Hanner replied as helooked around. Besides Rudhiraand himsdlf, the
room held Alla-dia, Othisen, and three other warlocks whose names he didn't recal immediately.
"Where'sUncle Faran?" he asked.

"Upstairswith the wizards," Rudhira said. "He has us on guard duty for now, making sure those people
outside don't do any harm.” She pointed at the top of the window by her chair. " Someone caught us off
guard and threw a brick through there about an hour ago, but we fixed it. Y ou can hardly tell the glass
was ever broken."

"You fixed it?' Hanner stared at the panes, which appeared completdly intact. "How?"

One of the others giggled, and Othisen said gently, "We're warlocks, remember?”

"Yes, but... | know you can movethings, but | didn't know you could fix them.”

"Wecandoalot of things,” Rudhirasaid. "Move things, break things, unbreak them. We can make light,
asyou've seen.” She held up an orange-glowing hand to demongtrate. "We've been teaching each other.
We can open locks and hedl wounds and heat things up or cool them down. We can harden things, or
dissolve them, or set them on fire. We can see things too small to be seen without magic, seetheinsides
of things, and fed things without touching them. It'swonderful, my lord! | thought it was good enough just
being able to throw things around and fly, but there's so much more!™

"That's ... that'swonderful," Hanner said, hoping he sounded more convinced than he felt.

He didn't know how to do al that-but presumably, if everyone else had learned these things, he could
learn them. All he had to do was admit he was awarlock, throw in hislot with the others-and put himself
at risk of exile or death, not to mention being something that Mavi found repulsive.

It was tempting, al the same-he could fed the magic in him caling out to be used, to be trained and built
up.

But hewasn't goingto doiit.

At least, not yet.



"That girl, Sheila, who was apprenticed to awitch,” Othisen said, "she said we could make more
warlocks, and sort of showed us how, but we didn't have anyone to experiment on."

"Lady Alriswouldn't volunteer,” Rudhirasaid. "And you werent here."

"And I'm not volunteering now," Hanner said, heading off any such suggestion and hoping none of these
people were as attuned to warlockry's presence as Sheila had been. "But what about those people out
there?' he asked with awave at the windows. "Maybe you could change one of them. That might
convince them warlocks aren't monsters.”

"Them?' Rudhira glanced toward the window, and the drapes flapped aside, though there was no wind
in the closed room. The glow from her hand vanished. "I wouldn't do them the favor!" she said angrily.

"Besides," Othisen said, "you need to be very closeto doiit. Touching, if possible.”

"Still, it'sinteresting thet it's possible," Hanner said. "And you can learn different... different spellsfrom
each other.” He didn't redly think "spells’ wasthe right word, but he couldn't think of a better one. "That
meansthat if this stays around, warlocks could take on apprentices and train them, just like other

megidans.”
"Yed" Rudhirasaid.
"| supposethat'strue,” Alladiasaid dowly.

"I'm s0 glad you found mein the Wizards Quarter, my lord,” Rudhirasaid. "Without you | wouldn't have
come here, and | wouldn't have met Lord Faran, and | might never have learned all these things."”

"I'm happy you're pleased,” Hanner said, a bit taken aback by this enthusiasm. After dl, therewasan
angry mob just outside, ready to throw more bricks at amoment's notice; it hardly struck Hanner asan
enviable stuation. It felt asif they were besieged- and that was without even mentioning the sentence of
exile hanging over their heads, and the possibility that Lord Azrad or the Wizards Guild might decide
even exile wasn't enough and demand their desths.

Thiswas certainly not hisideaof adecent way to live, trapped here, awaiting an uncertain fate, and it
was no improvement at all over his previous existence-but then, held never been a Camp-town
Streetwalker.

"Lord Faran'squiteaman,” Alladiasaid.

"He'ssaved usdl," Rudhirasaid. "Without him I'd never have had the nerveto fight back. I'd be an exile
outside the walls by now, begging travelersfor crusts of bread.”

Hanner somehow found that unlikely; he couldn't imagine Rudhiragiving up without afight, and her
warlockry was the most powerful he had yet seen. If she had accepted exile, he till thought she would
probably have done something alittle less passive than begging to earn her keep.

"He's had experience," Hanner said.

"Yes, of coursel” Alladiasaid. "It's obvious when he spesks.”

"He'sanaura leader,” Rudhirasaid. "Y ou're alucky young man to be his nephew."



"I'msurel am,” Hanner said. He did not add anything more, though he was tempted.

He had had experience himsdlf-not at leading, but at being the Great Man's nephew. He was used to
living in hisuncle's shadow, and knew that anything he might say other than vague agreement could essily
be misinterpreted. A disparaging word about Uncle Faran would mark him asadidoya and jedous
in-grate, while an injudicious, overly positive one would brand him a sycophant with no self-respect. If he
were to point out that he, not Faran, had first thought of gathering warlocks together as aforce for order
and mutual defense, he'd be seen as a braggart.

He had aknack for saying the wrong thing, but right now he redlly didn'twant to say the wrong thing. So
he said nothing more on the subject.

"I think I'll go upgtairs" he said ingtead. "To talk to my uncle.”

"Tdl himwere ill guarding the house," Othisen said. "No oné's getting past Rudhiraand me!”
“I'll tell him," Hanner said, turning away.

He didn't mention thathe had gotten in while they were on watch.

As he headed for the stairs he glanced back and saw the six warlocks gazing out the windows at the
angry crowd outside. This couldn't go on indefinitely, Hanner knew. Something would have to be done.

Outside, Kennan stared in through the window at the peoplein the parlor. The redheaded whore was
there, and the tal old woman, and the farmboy.

And the fat nobleman, Lord Hanner, had spoken to them, but he was gone now.

Those people had taken his son, he was certain of it, and somehow he was going to see them pay.

Chapter Thirty

Lord Faran had reclaimed his own bed, naturaly, so Hanner awoke on the morning of the seventh day



of Summer-hesat in one of the guest rooms, where he had shared a bed with Othisen. The farmboy had
snored gently, but never moved once he was adegp; Hanner had on occas on shared beds with worse,
whenvisting.

He arose without disturbing his roommate and made hisway downgtairs, to see whether the house was
still besieged, and whether Bern was serving breskfast.

Four weary warlocks were in the parlor when Hanner walked past-Y orn, Hinda, one he didn't recognize
And Kirsha, the girl who had gotten five lashes for theft and vandalism. Hanner stopped dead in his
tracks and said, "What are you doing here?"

"Standing guard,” Hindasaid proudly.

Kirshalooked up. "Didn't you know, my lord?"

"How... ?' Hanner began, but then stopped; he knew perfectly well what they were guarding against. He
had been asking why Kirshawasthere.

Y orn glanced at Hanner and called, "Three bricks, astone, and aflung torch so far thismorning, my
lord. All safely deflected.”

Hanner asked, "Did you chase away the people who threw them?’

Y orn shook hishead. "No," he said. "Wefour aren't dl that strong; dl the strong ones are adeep. And |
thought it might just make them mad.”

"Good thought," Hanner said. He hesitated, then asked, "What's Kirsha doing here?’

Y orn looked at Hanner, then at the girl, then back at Hanner. " She arrived last night," he said. "Along
with llvin, here

[Ivin, the warlock Hanner hadn't recognized, bowed dightly in acknowledgment. Hanner nodded in
response, then returned to Kirsha. "But she ... on the Night of Madness...."

"I went alittlemad,” Kirshasaid. "Yes, | did. And you people caught me, and brought meto the
magistrate, and he had me flogged and sent me home-and when the neighbors found out | was back, and
that | wasawarlock, | had to leave again unless | wanted to kill somebody, or let them kill me. | didn't
want either one, so | came here" She patted Ilvin on the shoulder. "lIvin'smy cousin. He only redlized he
was awarlock yesterday."

"He'swelcome, of course," Hanner said. "But you ..."

"Shelsawarlock,” Y orn said before Kirsha could speak. " She's one of us now. She made amistake and
she paid for it, but now she's come here for refuge, like the rest of us.”

"Y ou don't hold agrudge?' Hanner asked her.

Kirshaturned up apam. "Y ou did what you knew was right. 1'd have been happier if you had let me go,
or let mejoin your group, but you weren't unfair.”



"Weheded her," Hindasaid.

"Well, Desset and Shelladid most of it," Y orn said. "They were on guard when Kirshagot here, but the
rest of uswere here and did what we could to help. It was achancefor usdl to learn how."

Hanner remembered Desset well, since he had seen her just hours earlier, when she had awakened
screaming from another of those peculiar nightmares. She was a plump, dark-eyed woman who had been
in the party that had captured Kirshain the first place. She was one of the three who had learned to fly
right away, dong with Rudhiraand Varrin the Weaver.

She had seen the damage Kirsha did, the smashed shop windows and stolen jewelry; if she had helped
hedl the scars|eft by the whip, it wasn't out of ignorance.

Criminasweren't supposed to be magically healed after a flogging-the long-lasting discomfort was
intended to be areminder of crime's consequences, and healing it theoretically lessened the effectiveness
of the pendty. Wedthy lawbreakers, those who were willing to pay enough, could generdly find some
magician who could be "fooled" about the nature of the injury, of course.

But that wasn't what had happened here. The warlocks had healed one of their own, smply because she
was one of them. They were uniting, leaving ther old lives behind and forming anew community.

And Hanner somehow suspected they would not appreciateit if he, who did not admit to being one of
them, objected.

Besdes, Kirshahad gone alittle mad when that first... whatever-it-was had struck and filled her with
magic. She had thought she was dreaming, and had not meant anyone any harm. That was clearly an
extenuating circumstance.

And she had been cast out by her neighbors, presumably by her own family. Hanner coulddefinitely
sympathize with that- after another night here he really missed his own bed in the Paace.

"Good," hesad. "We're glad to have you. Guard wel!" Then he waved and went on into breskfast.

He had missed Kirshas arrival and healing, but even so, Hanner had had along, busy night. The people
in the street out front had been throwing things every so often, shouting, and occasiondly charging the
gate ever snce Hanner's return; one old man, that persistent fellow who seemed to have been there
longer than anyone e se, had appeared to be leading them. The watch in the parlor to ward off these
attacks was now permanent, with al the sufficiently capable warlocksin the house teking turns at it.

Manrin and Ulpen had attempted to put up magical wards around the rest of the house during the night,
using what wizardry they could still make work, and the front gate, which was ordinarily left unlocked,
was now sealed with three separate runes- though they were not certain how effective these would be,
given ther lessened wizardly abilities.

Hanner had not been involved in any of that; he had mostly stayed upstairs and out of the way, but he
had been aware it was being done.

They truly were under siege here, trapped in the house until the Situation improved-but at least now, with
the wards and runes and the guards standing vigilant in the parlor, they were safe for the moment.



Apparently safe, anyway. For the moment everything appeared peaceful, but by Y orn's account it hadn't
been for long.

And not everything upstairs had been peaceful during the night, either. A few of the warlocks were
awakened by nightmares-not just Desset. The worst was Rudhira, who woke up screaming three
Separate times.

Thefirst time she was merely confused when she awoke, inssting someone at the back of the house was
caling her and she screamed to make it stop.

The second time she awakened in midair, bumping against the north wall of her room, saying she had to
get out; her roommate Alris dragged her back to bed, displaying what Hanner thought wasimpressive
courage.

Thethird time Rudhira smashed through her door and flew screaming down the hallway before smacking
into a protective spell of some kind that Lord Faran had had placed on the door of hisroom. The noise
roused the entire household, of course, and there were severa theories about mysterious forcestrying to
use Rudhiraagaingt Lord Faran, or Lord Faran's magic somehow attracting Rudhirain her crazed and
deegping Sate.

Hanner didn't say 0, but he thought Rudhira headed for Faran'sroom only because it was at the north
end of the hall. He remembered that many of the people who vanished on the Night of Madness had
headed north. He remembered how Roggit Raye's son told the magistrate at histrid that he intended to
fleeto Al-dagmor to escape the doom he thought was going to befal Ethshar, but couldn't explain why
he chose Aldagmor.

Aldagmor wasin the north. Hanner thought that was why Roggit choseit.

And Hanner could fed something in that direction himself, something very faint, very dien, and both
dightly repulsve and dightly dluring.

But it wasvery faint. He could only senseit at dl with his newfound warlock sight, and even with that it
was like trying to hear the hum of abee from amile awvay.

After the third nightmare Uncle Faran went up to the fourth floor and came back down with something
for Rudhirato drink, to help her degp more soundly; she swallowed it without hesitation, and barely
made it back to her bed before collapsing into unconsciousness.

The excitement over, everyone ese retired again-except the handful on guard downgairs.

It took some time before Hanner got back to deep after that. He wondered why Rudhirawas affected
more strongly than anyone ese; was it because her warlockry was the most powerful of them al?

Was there adirect connection between the nightmares and the strength of awarlock’s magic? He
thought back, trying to remember that first breskfast gathering. There had been four warl ocks there who
had had the dreams after theinitial experience on the Night of Madness-Rudhira, of course, and Desset
of Eastwark, who had helped heal Kirsha, and Varrin the Weaver, and Alar Agor's son.

And, Hanner redlized, Rudhiraand Desset and Varrin had dl had nightmares again thistime, as
wdl-Varrin had awakened twice, oncein midair. Alar Agor's son was no longer in the house; he had | eft
that first day, and had never come back.



At least, not yet, though Hanner supposed he might yet turn up.
Rudhira, Desset, and V arrin-those had been the three flyersin his party on the Night of Madness. When
Uncle Faran had been sorting out who could fly and who couldn't Hanner had |eft the room before the

sorting was complete, but he knew that Rudhiraand Desset and Varrin had al been at the "can fly" end
of theroom.

There might well be a correlation between the nightmares and the power of awarlock's magic, then.
Hying generdly seemed to be something the stronger warlocks could do and the weaker could not.

That was interesting. Were the nightmares a sort of compensation, a disadvantage to balance out the
advantages strong magic provided?

There were adozen people seated at the dining table, eating a breakfast of sausages and cakes; Bern
was hurrying in and out the door at the far Sde that led to the kitchens. Hanner exchanged greetings with
the others-particularly Alris, who clearly had not dept well. She had shared aroom with Rudhira, of
course, which Hanner knew had hardly been restful.

Then Bern, returning with atray of small beer, spotted Hanner.

"Lord Hanner!" he said. "Could | have aword with you, please?’

"Of course," Hanner said. "Though if you could spare me asausage to eat whilewetak, | would
gopreciateit.”

"Yes, of course, my lord.” Bern put down the tray, quickly distributed the mugs, and found aplate and a
couple of fat sausages for Hanner. He handed Hanner the plate, then said, "Could you come with me,
please, my lord?"

"We can't talk here?"

"There's something | need to show you. | had hoped to tell Lord Faran, but | haven't seen him yet this
morning, and he may well be busy upstairsal day. Could you please accompany me?"

"Very wel." Hanner followed, plate in hand, as Bern led him down a danting stone passageway to a
windowless, lamplit soreroom.

There they stopped. Bern simply stood for amoment, looking worried; Hanner glanced around, but
could see nothing worrisome. It appeared to be a perfectly ordinary storeroom, though with more empty
shelvesthan most.

"What isit, Bern?' Hanner asked.

"My lord,” Bern said, "I don't dare disturb Lord Faran about this, he'sfar too busy with al the
magicians. But | need to point it out tosomeone.”

"Point outwhat}"

"Look, my lord," Bern said, gesturing at the empty shelves.



"This house is accustomed to lodging your uncle, sometimes one or two of his friends, and of course
anywhere from oneto six servants. But right now | believe we haveforty people here. | thought this could
be managed if | made daily trips to Southmar-ket, and went to Fishertown Market or Westgate Market
every S0 often, and picked up afew things a the shopsin the Merchants Quarters or the Old City."

"That'sagreat ded of waking," Hanner remarked. South-market was roughly amile avay, Westgate
consderably farther. "Especidly carrying food for forty people.”

"I had thought | would hireawagon,” Bern said. "But, my lord, | can't.”

"Why not?' Hanner said, but before the words were out of his mouth he remembered the mob on High
Street, and the various magica protections sedling off the other three sides of the estate. "Oh," he said,
before Bern could reply.

"My household funds are depleted, in any case," Bern said. "I'm not sure how good Lord Faran's credit
isnow-afew days ago his name was good anywhere, but now?"

"He probably has money," Hanner said, trying to sound more convinced than he was. "Gold, most likdly,
or slver at thevery least.”

"l hope s0," Bern said, "but even if he does, how am | to get out to market, and safely back in?"

Hanner looked a him thoughtfully. It was plainly time for the warlocksto start earning their keep here.

"| think we can managethat,” he said. "We can fly to the markets. And | don't think money will bea
problem." He was sure Uncle Faran must have funds stashed somewhere in the house, or if not, some of
the furnishings could be sold.

Or, being warlocks, they could smply demand credit. Hanner doubted any direct threats would be
necessary. Inquiring about the possibility of credit while standing in front of afarmer'swagon doing
something like juggling aknife without using ones hands ... well, that would be sufficiently intimidating thet
most people would probably agree to reasonable terms.

Mostpeople. Merchants who didn't want to sell to warlocks at dl, on credit or otherwise, would
probably be more of aproblem, but one that could be handled-by brute force, if necessary.

He was, Hanner redized, camly contemplating acareer of crime, something that would have been
amos unthinkable afew days ago.

But afew days ago he hadn't known that his uncle had been illegally collecting magic for years; he hadn't
been evicted from his home by the overlord; he hadn't seen the overlord order Uncle Faran and the rest
out of the city for no crime but being what they swere.

A few days ago he hadn't been awarlock-and neither had anyone else. The Night of Madness had
changed everything.

"Thank you, my lord," Bern said.
"WEIl need alist of everything you need or want,” Hanner said.

"Of course. I'll draw it up as soon as everyone's bregkfasted.”



"Good," Hanner said as hefindly picked one of the sausages up from his plate. He took a hedthy bite,
amiled &t the taste, and repeated, with arather different emphas's, "Good!"

Chapter Thirty-one

The midday sun was hot as the people lined up in the garden; Lord Hanner held up ahand to shade his
eyes.

Uncle Faran was sorting warl ocks again. He had, he explained to Hanner, come to the conclusion that
the ability to use warlockry redlly only had one variable: power. All the different things the magic could
do, from hedling to flying to warlock sight, could be learned, and once learned, the more powerful a
warlock was, the better he could do any of them. A warlock couldn't be good at healing but a poor flyer,
or afat flyer unableto lift heavy weights; the magic smply didn't work that way.

Rudhira, the obvious example, was good ateverything, once she learned how it was done. None of the
others could match her in any use of warlockry. She smply had more power at her command than
anyoneese.

Faran therefore decided to rank everyone according to this Ssmple measurement: How much could they
lift to the height of their own heads? He brought aset of weights down from the fourth floor, ranging from
tiny polished brass cylinders to imm-mense blocks of lead, and tested each of the warlocks with theidea
of working up ascale of abilities so that he would know who could be called on for any given task.

Kirshas cousin Illvin turned out to be the weekest of them dll;

with anything over aquarter of apound he waslimited to diding or bouncing it, rather than levitating it
properly. He was unable to heal so much asascratch, though he could soothe it dightly, and hiswarlock
perceptions were so vague, S0 weak, and so limited by distance that no one, including Ilvin, was entirely
certain hewasn't just imagining them.

Hindawas next in the rankings; she could bring a pound and a half to eye level, and was very proud of
this accomplishment.

"I've gotten better!" she said happily. "When | started | could only lift a couple of spoond!™

Hanner smiled insincerely at her, and did not mention that she might have been better off not growing
stronger. He watched as the others made their attempts.



Thirty-eight warlocks were tested on the -weights-Hanner was uncomfortably aware that he should have
been the thirty-ninth. He surreptitioudy tried afew experiments with equipment that wasn't in use a the
moment, and found he had no problem with afive-pound weight; he didn't get a chanceto try anything
heavier.

That meant he wasn't at the bottom, or even in the bottom five-he ranked at least sixth from last, ahead
of llvin and four others.

Twenty-nine of the warlocks found their limits with the weights, though it took some doing-Othisen, the
twenty-ninth, managed to lift the entire set of weights, atotal of haf aton, to shoulder height beforelosing
control and noisily dropping severd.

Manrin placed dightly below the middle of the group, with a maximum of a hundred forty pounds. Lord
Faran himsdlf topped out around six hundred pounds.

Nine of the warlocks, however, hoisted the entire load. Ulpen, to everyone's surprise including his own,
was one of them, aswas Kirsha-and of course, Rudhira, Varrin, and Desset topped the list.

Now those nine were lined up in the garden while Lord Faran explained how he intended to test them
further. Hanner had come dong to watch.

"All of you canfly," Faran said. "Better than | can, infact.”

That, Hanner thought, given Faran's own conclusions about warlockry being smple, hardly needed
saying. All these nine were far more powerful than Faran.

"What | propose,” Faran said, "isthat we fly out over the harbor and see how much water we can lift.
That should tdl uswhat our limitsare-I think the entire Gulf of the East istoo much forany of us." He
gmiled sgnificantly & Rudhira

The warlocks smiled back and nodded-or rather eight of them did; the ninth, Rudhira, was|ooking

uneasily toward the back of the garden asif expecting someone to appear there, apparently unaware that
Lord Faran was addressing her.

She had been nervous dl morning; Hanner wasn't sure whether it was just the nightmares or whether
something else was affecting her. He talked to her briefly while the others were being tested, and she said
that she felt asif there were dways someone talking somewhere behind her, just far enough away that
she couldn't make out any words. She told Hanner that she had the fedling that there was something she
should be doing-specificdly that there was somemagic she should be doing.

And she kept turning north.

It worried Hanner.

"So, follow me" Faran said, lifting off the ground.

Desset and Kirshaand Varrin and the othersrose aswell, but Rudhira did not. Asthe other nine
ascended Hanner hurried over to her and tapped her on the shoulder.

She blinked and turned to look at him.



"I haveto go,” shesad.
"With the others,” Hanner said. "Y ou have to go with Uncle Faran and the others, to test your magic.”

Her head was already starting to turn northward again, but she stopped hersdlf. "Lord Faran?" she said.
Then she looked up and gasped. "Oh!" She stared up at the others for a second, then shot upward
hersdf.

"Becareful!" Hanner cdled after her.

She stopped dead and hovered, perhaps twenty feet off the ground. "Aren't you coming?' she caled
downto him.

"I can't fly," he caled back.
"Oht"

Before Manner could say anything more he was snatched off hisfeet, as he had been the other day in the
palace square, and swept upward. A moment later he found himself flying upward and northward at
Rudhira'sside.

They caught up with the others before they had gone more than a block. Rudhirawhisked up to fly
aongside Lord Faran, dragging Hanner in her wake.

Hanner noticed that hisuncle, while able to fly under his own power, was none too steady about it, and
clearly couldn't zip dong at Rudhiras usua speed. Instead he was leading them dll a afairly casud pace,
dow enough that people in the streets below noticed the shadows passing overhead and looked up.

To Manner's dismay, severd of them shook fists or shouted curses.

They crossed Merchant Avenue into the corner of the Old Merchants Quarter nearest the Palace,
sailing gently over the rooftops of the shops, then passed on into Spicetown, where Hanner looked down
a the warehouses and aleys. Off to the right he could see the warm golden glow of the palace wallsand
sunlight blazing slver from the water of the Grand Candl.

Then they were beyond the Palace, and even here, seventy feet up and rising, Hanner could smell the
perpetua tang of spicesin the air-the warehouses bel ow had been used to store al the spices brought
acrossthe Gulf of the East from the Smal Kingdoms or down the Great River from the Baronies of
Sardiron for the past two centuries, and even if they were abandoned tomorrow, Hanner suspected it
would take another century before the odor faded completely.

The smell of sdt mingled with the other scents; they were nearing the waterfront. Hanner could seethe
watery horizon ahead, beyond the buildings, soreading out before them. Sails dotted the waters of the
Gulf.

The streets fell behind, the sea expanded, and then they passed over the wharves, Lord Faran's feet
barely seeming to clear the highest masts of the shipstied up there. Hanner remembered his mother
teaching him the names of the mgjor docks-Thyme Wharf, Dill Wharf, Oregano, Basam, Pardey,
Mustard, then a stretch of open beach-he could see it now, just to hisleft-then the three diagonal
wharves, Ginger, Nutmeg, and Cinnamon. Then there was the complex tangle of the Pepper Wharves,



and the decaying row of the Tea Wharves, and just beyond that was the entrance to the New Candl that
marked the western boundary of Spicetown. He wondered whether the names had ever redly
corresponded to what cargoes landed there; they certainly didn't now.

They were past the docks, past the line of half adozen freighters standing off the coast awaiting a berth,
and out over open water, and it suddenly occurred to Hanner to wonder whether he would be able to
swim safely back to land if Rudhirawereto drop him.

If warlockry were to cease to exist right now, as abruptly asit had begun, how many of the eleven of
them would make it back to shore dlive? Thefal done might kill them. They were at least eighty feet up.

Hanner took a breath, preparing to shout something, but just then Lord Faran dowed to dmost ahover
and called, "Thisshould do."

The other warlocks dowed to astanddtill in acluster around Faran, but Rudhira continued on
northward, Hanner in tow.

"Hai!" Hanner bellowed at her, startled. "Stop! Rudhira, stop!™

"Hm?' Sheturned, puzzled. "I haveto go north,” she said. "Lord Faran said 0."
"No, he said to stop!" Hanner cdled. "See? He's back therel™

Rudhirablinked at him, but didn't stop.

Then Faran's voice came, unnaturaly loud.

"Rudhira! Come back here!"

Hanner's eyes and mouth opened wide in shock; he hadnever heard his uncle shout so loudly. He had
never heardanyone shout so loudly. He hadn't known it was possible.

Then heredlized that it wasn't, ordinarily-Faran had somehow used warl ockry to make his voice louder.
He had heard Rudhira do the same thing to amuch lesser degree more than once, though at the time he
had been unsure whether it was magic or just anillusion.

It was definitely magic thistime. And it had worked; Rudhira stopped and turned, asif waking from a
dream.

"I'm sorry," she said to Hanner as she headed back to join the others. "1 don't know what | was
thinking-it just seemed asif | should keep going.”

Hanner waved away her concern. "That'sdl right," he said.

But he was not sureit redlywas dl right; Rudhira's recent behavior worried him. She seemed to be more
and more distracted.

"Now weredl here" Lord Faran said as Rudhiraand Hanner joined the hovering group, "I'd like to see
just how powerful you are. Water is heavy, and should provide al the weight we need- | want each of
you to try to pull up acolumn of water, as big around as your arms can reach, and seeif you can raiseit
al theway up to thisheight." He looked over the group, then pointed. "Kirsha, you go first."



Kirsha hesitated, then looked down. "While flying?' she asked. "Can we do that?"
"Try," Faran said.
Kirsha stared down at the water below them-and so did Hanner and the others.

And asthey watched, awave curled itsdf into aspiral and rose upward, straightening itsdlf into avertica
column of water asit climbed. Hanner held his breath at the sight.

It sparkled in the sun like agigantic pillar of green liquid glass, rising up out of the sea.

When it was about thirty feet tall it began to wobble, and the rate of ascent dowed. At forty feet it
stopped, swayed, and then shattered, falling back into the seawith an immense splash. Wavesrippled
out in expanding rings, svamping the shalow lines of wavesthat naturaly rolled southward acrossthe
Gulf. The shipsriding at anchor rocked gently as the waves passed benesth.

"Good!" Faran sad. "Varrin, now you try."

Varrin looked down, took a deep breath, and spread his arms, and the waves seemed to reverse
direction, drawing back in, reforming the column that Kirsha had dropped. It rose upward, past the point
where Kirsha had lost her hold, but began narrowing at the top.

Hanner could see the strain on Varrin'sface, and couldfeel the magica power flowing through the arr.
The column became aspire, the top narrowing to apoint, but it continued to rise until at last Varrin
reached out ahand and the water splashed upward againgt it, asif he held his hand over animpossible
colossa fountain.

The column thickened, the top widening out into arounded peak perhaps afoot across-and then it was
too much, more than Varrin could handle, and water began spilling down the sides, splashing and
Soraying outward. The column swayed, split, and disintegrated, falling back not in asingle grest splash as
Kirshas had, but in a scattering shower of separate streams.

And Varrin had sunk partway himsdlf; he was a good fifteen feet below the others and il losing
dtitude.

"Rudhira,” Hanner called.
Rudhira had been looking off to the north, but she heard him, and Varrin's descent stopped abruptly.

"I'msorry,” he said as he rose gently to rgjoin the others. "I migudged. It fet asif | could ill draw more
power."

Faran held up apam. "Don't worry about it," hesaid. "You did afinejob." He looked the others over,
then pointed. "Luriaz,” he said, "your turn.”

Hanner watched with interest as the others each made the attempt. All but Ulpen bettered Kirshas
performance, but only Des-set could match Varrin's-and she couldn't better it.

Rudhirawatched with interest and caught anyone who started to fall. Her own turn, however, was | eft



until lagt.
Findly, though, Faran turned to her and said, "Rudhiral Show uswhat you can do!"
Rudhiraamiled. "Findly!" she said. Shelooked down.

Hanner could fed the wave of magica energy asif it were physical pressure; the hairs on hisarms and
face and body were dl flattened againgt hisskin.

And the water bel ow them rose up.

Thiswas hot just a column; thiswas a mountain that soared upward. Asit neared their feet it opened out
into aring but till continued, rising around them, surrounding them dl in aroaring wall of water.

Rudhiralaughed. No one €l selooked amused; Hanner forced himsdlf to look away from Rudhiraand
look around at their faces, and saw only terror.

The water rose higher and higher, the circle of sky 4ill visble above them receding and shrinking, until
finaly Lord Faran cdled, "That'senough!”

Rudhira smiled broadly and flung her armswide, and the wall of water exploded outward. Water roared
deafeningly asthe entire structure disintegrated and fell back to earth-but al of itoutward; the deven
warlocks remained untouched and dry at the center.

Hanner looked out and down, and saw the freighters below, the wall of water sweeping down toward
them.

"Rudhira," he cdled, pointing, “the shipd™

Rudhiralooked, and to Manner's astonishment the four closest shipsrose up out of the water and hung
dripping in the air while the torrent rushed beneath them. Hanner could see their crews, astonished and
terrified, clinging to masts and ropes and railings as they watched.

And when the watery ondaught had passed, the ships settled neatly back to the surface.

Hanner watched the wave diminish with distance until at last it smashed into the city's docks, splashing
up into the streets beyond-that was impressive, but no worse than a storm might do, and he doubted
anyone was hurt or anything significantly damaged. Severa people probably got soaked, but the sun
would dry them quickly enough.

Hefdt himself suddenly drop severa feet, but then he was caught again. He looked up at Rudhira.

"Sorry," shesaid. "That was ... well, | think that was about my limit."

"It wasamazing," Desset said admiringly.

"Indeed it was," Faran agreed. "Quite a spectacular performance! Y ou should be proud.”

Rudhirasmiled wesrily.

"I think we should go back," Hanner said. "Before everyonéstoo tired to hold me.”



"Here," Desset said, dropping down. "Give meyour hand! I'll take you, and let Rudhiraget her breath
back."

Hanner reached out gratefully and took Desset's hand. It was warm and soft.
Desset amiled at him. "It was very brave of you to come along, when you can't fly," she said.
"It wasn't my ideg," Hanner said. "Rudhirabrought me without asking."

Desst threw agtartled glance up at Rudhira, who was drifting southward, the others gathering closdly
around her, afew yards above Desset and Hanner.

"That redlywas amazing, what shedid,” Desset said. "I know that every time | use my magic it makes
me alittle stronger, so that each time | can do alittle morethan | could before, but | think it will be along
time before| can matchthat!"

"Probably," Hanner agreed. He suspected there might be some sort of limit to how much awarlock's
power could increase, and Desset mightnever reach Rudhira's level-but he wasn't about to say that, and
he wasn't sure that would be a bad thing. The idea of hundreds of warlocks strong enough to toss
freighters around like toys was frightening, amost enough to make him think the overlord had a point.

But then, wizards had been working miracles for centuries, moving entire mountains on occasion. Why
would warlocks be any worse?

And there might not be any limit; certainly, no one had found one yet, though of courseit had only been
afew days.

They were flying south now, back toward the city. Hanner glanced around to make sure Rudhirawas
accompanying them; he wasfairly certain that whatever had made al those people fly off to the north on
the Night of Madness was working on her.

She was there, flying south, above and behind him, but he could see her face, and her expressonwas...
well, "haunted" was the only word he could think of that fit.

Why wasshe particularly afflicted by this? Was it because she was so much more powerful than the
others?

He glanced up at Desset, who was dtill carrying him. Either she or Varrin was the next most powerful
warlock after Rudhira; if itdid correlate to power, then she should be feding some of the effects, though
not to the same degree Rudhirawas.

"Desst," he cdled, "do you hear someone cdling you?"

Startled, shelooked down a him, and their flight dowed. "Then you hear it, too?' she asked. "I thought |
wasimegining it.”

"No, | don't hear it,” Manner said. "ButRudhira does. | spoke to her about it earlier.”

Desset glanced back at Rudhira.



"| think only the strongest warlocks hear it,” Hanner said. "And | think it may be dangerous. | think that's
what happened to those people who disappeared-1 think they heard this calling, whatever itis."

"Oh," Desset said. "Do you redly think so? 1 knowwe didn't take them, the way those awful peoplein
the street say we did, but | hadn't thoughtthat might have taken them." She shuddered. "It's not pleasant;
| don't want to answer it. Isthere someway | can makeit go away?'

"l don't know," Hanner admitted. "Rudhira hasn't found one.”

"Oh," Desset said again. Then shesaid, "Look!" She pointed.

They were over Spicetown now, and the streetswere full of people-and they were al looking up at the
warlocks, pointing and shaking fists.

"I don't think they liked our experiments,” Hanner said.

"l guess not,” Desset said. Then she amiled-asurprisingly nasty smile for such amotherly-looking person.
"Not that there's anything they can do about it!"

Hanner didn't reply.

The overlord redly might have a point, he thought-but with the warlocks dl growing more powerful, al

teaching one another more of what they could do, poor Azrad might have aready missed his chanceto
do anything about it.

Chapter Thirty-two

he glowing imagesthat floated in the air above the table faded away, leaving only the torchlight, but it
was amoment before any of the wizards spoke.

"Impressive,” the white-haired wizard said at last.

"Yes," sad the beautiful woman. "Lifting loaded freighters asif they weretoys..." She shuddered. "And
there was the warlock in Ethshar of the Rocks who killed poor Lopin. I'm afraid we redly must take this
asaserious threet to the proper order of things. We can't put off acting indefinitely.”

The red-robed man at the head of the table turned to Kdigir. "Was this Shemder of yours capable of
anything likethat?' he asked.



"l don't think so," Kdigir replied. "He relied on speed and subtlety, rather than power. And of course,
the fact that there was absolutely no outward sign of preparation or action-he could be standing right
there, kill someone, and no one would know who had doneit."

"That worriesme," the white-haired man said. "'If we move prematurely, we might just drive the
warlocks underground.”

"There'sno need to be hasty," the red-robed wizard said. "1 would suggest that we acknowledge that
warlocks are true magicians, powerful ones-anyone who can kill awizard so quickly, by magic, isa
powerful magician. Anyone who can raise amountain of water isapowerful magician. The Guild has
never forbidden an entire school of magic because, as our comrade from Sardiron says, that often merely
drivesit underground-but | don't believe we have ever before had any potential competition this
powerful, this dangerous. Whether we forbidthis one remains to be determined-but | believe it would be
gppropriate to enforce our existing strictures on magic.”

"Carefully, though,” Kdigir said. "1 don't think any of us should forget what happened to Lopin.”

"Carefully, of course," the red-robed wizard agreed.

Lord Azrad stood at the window of hisfavorite Stting room, staring northward, watching the waves
dosh back and forth dong the Grand Cand and seawater drip from the eaves of the warehouses.

Then he turned to face his brothers-it was Lord Clurim who had spotted the warlocks flying past and
hed called the overlord to the window to watch, and Karannin and 11dirin had joined them later.

"They're growing stronger,” he said. "They must be stoppednow. Clurim, call Captain Vengar-ready or
not, | want Captain Naral to movenow. And then go find Lady Nerra-maybe she can tell us something of
what her mad uncle plansto do, other than inundate Spicetown." As Clurim bowed and turned to go,
Azrad demanded, "Karannin, Ildirin, can't one of you get aresponse from the Wizards Guild?'

"lcertainly can't,” Karannin said. "'l've talked to dozens of wizards, and they assure me that the masters
of the Guild are aware of the Situation and discussing it, and that they know you want to talk to them, but
beyond that-nothing."

"Have you spoken to the Sisterhood or the Brotherhood?' Azrad asked as Clurim quietly closed the
door behind himsdlf.

"The Brotherhood isterrified of thewarlocks,” 1ldirin said. "They tell methat pitting them againgt Lord
Faran's company would belike trying to boil ahundred gdlons of soup with asingle candle. The
Sisterhood is not quite so frightened, but they agree that warlocks are far more powerful than witches,
any campaign they might undertake would have to be dow and subtle.”

"We don't havetime for subtlety!" Azrad roared. "What about the others?'

"The gods can't even see most of the warlocks," Karannin said. "At lead, that's what the theurgiststell



me. And when they can see them, they till won't take action except purdly defensively- you know how
the gods are about not interfering. | don't know whether it's the oath they took two hundred years ago or
just their nature, but they won't intervene.”

"Demonologists aren't much better,” 1ldirin said. "'I've corresponded with haf adozen since the Night.
They don't agree on much of anything, but none of them seem inclined to go to war with the warlocks.
Apparently demons can see warlocks just fine, but they can't tell them apart from ordinary
people-naturaly, they'd be the opposite of the gods. If you summon ademon and order it to kill a
specific warlock, it will presumably do its best to obey, but we don't know how successful it would be,
or what the repercussions might be, and you can't just tell one, 'Go kill al thewarlocks." It can't find them
without names.”

"We could at least have Lord Faran killed," Azrad said thoughtfully. "We knowhis name."

The other three looked at one another.

"Perhaps we could,” Karannin said, "but would it be wise? First and least, ther€'s the question of codt..."

"Whichisnt trivid," lldirin said. "Demonologists are expensive.”

"The city treasury could surely afford it,” Azrad said.

"Yes," Karannin said, "but that brings usto the second question, judtification for doing 0."

"He'satraitor,” Azrad said. "That's good enough.”

"My lord brother, our laws and customs require atria for any capital offense, even treason, and the
accused must be permitted the opportunity to defend himself. Sending ademonic n-"

"Can bejudtified,” Azrad interrupted. "We can arrange for him to die resisting arrest. Hehas resisted
arrest once, after al, and I'm sure hell do it again.”

"Perhaps," Karannin conceded. "But the third and most cogent question iswhat the Wizards Guild will
think and do if we hire ademonologist to carry out an execution. Y ou know aswell as| that that violates
ther rules againgt the governmenta use of magic.”

"Surely they'll make an exception!”
"The Wizards Guild doesn't make exceptions,” IIdirin said.

"And even if they might, you'd need to convince the demonologist of that beforehand,” Karannin said. "'l
never met ademonologist who didn't consider himsalf more than the equa of awizard, but | also never
met one willing to take on the entire Guild. That's my fourth question-if the Guildwould permit usto usea
demon n, would the demonologist trust us-and them?”

"Surdyone demonologist would-"

"My lord brother,” Ildirin interrupted, "I think were getting distracted here. The mechanism for killing
individua warlocksis not redly that important-if we have the Guild's approva we can smply letthem
handle executions, without needing to bring the added risk of dedling with demonsinto it. And if wedon't
have the Guild's pproval, | doubt any other magicianswill cooperate.”



"Then we need their consent, and damn them dl, why won't they give it?'

"They did agree we could hirewizardsto aid in arresting warlocks," Karannin reminded him, pointing at
the door where Clurim had vanished amoment before. "That'sastart.”

"Not much of one," Azrad grumbled.

"Azrad, you just sent Clurim out there with ingtructions to turn the entire city guard and every wizard we
could hireto the task of removing Faran's company from the city. Why don't we wait and see what
comes of that before we start worrying about involving the Guild more directly?'

Azrad glowered a him.

"Doyouthink it willwork}" he demanded. "After what we just saw out there?' He jerked athumb at the
window.

[Idirin grimaced.

"No," he said. He hesitated, and added, "And | don't know how Lord Faran will react to the attempt,
ether.”

The overlord froze for amoment, then frowned. He dowly said, "1 hadn't thought of that.”

Chapter Thirty-three

here were soldiers marching in the streets of the New City, but the warlocks ignored them and flew
eadly back to the garden behind Lord Faran's mansion. Once they were safely back on the ground
Hanner took the first opportunity to pull his uncle asde into an vacant room and talk to him privatdly.

"There's something out there, somewherein the north, that's calling to your most powerful warlocks,”
Hanner sad.

"1'd noticed there was something odd about Rudhiras behavior,” Faran said.
"Yes, well,talk to her. | think shell listen to you more than she will to me, and maybe you can get her to

tell you something useful. And maybe get Manrin to do some checking-maybe he can do adivination and
find out just what it isthat she's hearing. | think it might be the same thing that causes those nightmares.



And it'snot just Rudhira-Desset's starting to hear it now. | suspect Varrin and some of the others are,
too."

"Y ou may beright, my boy." Faran's tone was reassuring, and he plainly intended to go on to say
something more, but Hanner quickly cut him off. What he wanted to say was urgent; he couldn't risk
being distracted.

"Uncle, | think that whatever is calling them isthe same thing that called dl those people on the Night of
M adness-the onesthat disappeared. | think there's something out there thatwants warlocks.”

"It'spossble” Faran agreed camly. "It may be the same thing that made usinto warlocksin the first
place. A mad wizard, perhaps.”

Hanner shuddered. "Could awizard do all this?'Y ou saw Ru-dhira out there today."

"Theré's no known limit to what wizardry can do, Hanner. And from what | saw today I'm not sure
therés any limit on what warlockry can do, either.”

"But usingit... well, when you get more powerful you start to get the nightmares and to hear that calling.”
"That'sadrawback," Faran admitted. "It's hardly fatal, though, and we may well find away around it."
“Ihope it's not fatal," Hanner said. "None of those people who disappeared has come back.”

Faran was about to reply when someone shouted, "Lord Faran! Lord Faran!™

"WEell tak morelater,” Faran said. Then he turned and called, "I'm here. What isit?'

"Soldierd"”

Faran smiled, an unpleasant expression that reminded Hanner of the one he had seen on Desset'sface
half an hour before, over Spicetown.

"It would seem Azrad istrying again,” he said.
"And we ill haven't heard from the Wizards Guild," Hanner said.

Faran's smile broadened. "Y ou know, my boy," he said, "after what | saw Rudhira do today, I'm no
longer concerned about the Wizards Guild. | think we can handle Azrad and his men without their help.”

Hanner opened his mouth, intending to say that he was not worried about the city guard but about the
Guild itsdf, but Faran was aready out of the room, striding briskly toward the front of the house. Hanner
snapped his mouth shut and hurried to follow.

"Rudhiral Desset! Varrin!" Faran cdled as hewaked. "Everyone, come with me! | think it'stime we
demongtrated to Lord Azrad that his authority does not extend to us!" He reached the front door and
flung it open, the other warlocks gathering behind him. Rudhira stood by the door, looking dightly
dazed-clearly, whatever was happening to her, whatever was calling her, had not stopped.

Hanner hesitated.



He wanted to see what would happen, but he didn't want to get in the way-he wasn't a known warlock,
s0 he wouldn't participate in whatever the warlocks did. And it might be dangerous.

Besides, there was such amob of warlocksin the hallway and at the parlor windows that he doubted he
could get adecent view in any case.

And there were questions he needed answered. Two of the warlocks were notable by their absence,
and Hanner thought this might be agood time to talk to them.

And there were windows upstairs, he might wind up with a better view that way.

Heturned and started up the stairs at atrot. Hisweight and genera lack of conditioning caught up with
him by the time he had reached the second flight, though, and he dowed to awalk.

On the third floor he made hisway down the centra corridor, listening at each door; at the third one he
heard voices and knocked.

One voice stopped, and Hanner heard footsteps approaching. Ulpen opened the door and peered out at
him.

"I'd like to speak to you and Manrin," Hanner said. "May | comein?"
Ulpen swung the door open. "Don't interrupt him,” he warned.

Hanner knew enough about wizards to not need the warning. He looked around the room with interest,
being careful not to touch anything.

The room was lined with shelves and chests of drawers; severa drawers stood open, displaying various
powders and dried leaves. The shelves were jammed with jars, bags, boxes, and pots of various shapes
and sizes. A table stood to one side, most of it covered with jars and boxes similar to the ones on the
shelves; alarge book lay open upon it next to an assortment of small tools. More tools were spread on
the floor-two daggers, awood-handled brush, asmall iron tripod, atinderbox, and three small metal
implements Hanner couldn't identify.

Manrin was seated cross-legged on asilk carpet before asmall brass pot. Something in the pot was
smoking and smelled absolutdly terrible; Manrin was weaving hisfingers through the smoke while reciting
anincantation.

"..gattusabrutinfara...fara. .. Oh, blagt." Manrin spread his hands wide and leaned back.

"Didn't work?" Ulpen asked.

"Logt it completdy,” Manrinsaid. "'l could tell it was going.” He shook hishead in dismay. "That spell
was second nature to me asixnight ago.” He looked up and noticed Hanner. "My lord," he said. "What
can | dofor you?'

"I cameto inform you that Lord Azrad has apparently sent soldiersto enforce my unclesexile. More of
them, thistime. Thismay turn nasty.” He frowned. "1 thought you should know. And | had some

questions | hoped you could answer."

Manrin uncrossed hislegs, brushed dust from hisrobe, and with alittle help from Ulpen, got to hisfeet.



He nodded politely at Hanner.

"Let'shave alook at these soldiers," he said. He led Ulpen and Hanner through two other roomsto a
study with two windows overlooking High Street; there he swung open one casement and leaned out.

Hanner and Ulpen, not wishing to crowd arespected elder, took the other window.

Lord Faran stood in the dooryard bel ow, wearing his magnificent green cloak, his hair newly brushed
and tied; asoldier, acaptain by his hdmet, was standing in the gate, facing him. Hanner knew that gate
had been locked, with runes supposedly sedling it, but now it stood open, and he doubted very much that
Faran had unlocked it.

Beyond the iron fence, filling the street, were soldiers-hundreds of them, al heavily armed. Lord Azrad
had clearly decided not to waste any more time with half measures.

There were no civilian observersin sght thistime-the soldiers had crowded them out of High Street
completely. On the other hand, Hanner could see hdf adozen figuresin the array of guards who were
not wearing tunic, hdmet, kilt, and breastplate, but the colorful robes of wizards. He thought he
recognized one of them as Ezrem of Arena, who had performed various spells around the Palace over
theyears.

Those wizards presumably explained how the wards and runes had been bypassed-assuming the wards
and runes had really been therein thefirgt place. It was aso entirely possible that Ulpen and Manrin had
botched the spdllswithout even redlizing it.

However it had happened, the wards were gone and the gate stood open. The soldiers held their spears
at the ready-and the wizards clearly had spellsready to cast, aswell. Ezrem, if it wasredly him, was
holding a gleaming dagger with ablue gem in the pomme, and the others also held assorted knives or
savesor crystas.

All eyes, though, were focused on Faran and the captain. The two men were speaking to each other,
loudly enough to be heard over the muttering of the city, but Hanner didn't bother trying to make out the
words. He knew what the gist of it would be. The captain would be ordering Faran out of the city, and
Faran would be replying that he wouldn't go. Both would insist they wanted no trouble.

"I don't recognize anyone," Manrin remarked. "No Guild-masgtersthere.”
Hanner and Ulpen both glanced at him.
"You're sure?' Hanner asked.

"Unless Ithinias promoted someone in the past few days, yes," Manrin said. "They don't look like much.
Even asdamaged as| am, I'm probably amatch for any of those wizards down there.”

"That was one of the questions | wanted to ask," Hanner said. "How damagedare you?'

Manrin snorted. "Asaman, I'm fit and strong for my age, as hedthy as anyone who's seen a century
could ask. Asawarlock, | seem to be adequate, if unimpressive-l believe Lord Faran ranked me
twenty-first in the company here. But as awizard, right now you'd probably do aswell with adrunkard
journeyman. It'sfrustrating, my lord, very frustrating-1'll be working aspell, some spdll | know by heart
and have performed ahundred times, I'll fed the magic building up and faling into place, and then the



wrong magic will arise, and I'll be using warlock sght instead of wizard sight, or moving something by
warlockry that | shouldn't touch yet because my thoughts strayed allittle, and the wizardry will just vanish,
poof! Like the shadows of night when the sun comes up, it'sjust goneand | can't get it back. | can il
doquick spdlls, because thereisn't time for them to go wrong, but anything that takes more than fifty
heartbeats-well, | can't count onit. And anything that takes more than twenty minutesis completely

hopel ess. Fendel's Divination would beso useful right now, but | cant doiit.”

"Then you haven't been able to learn anything about the nature of warlockry?*

Manrin snorted. "Fendd's Divination is hardly theonly way to learn things, young man! I'velearned a
litte"

"Do you know what warlockryis, then?'
"Well, no," he admitted. "1 know severa thingsit'snot, though. With little Shellas help, we have
established irrefutably that the name is amisnomer-we arenot war-locked witches, and warlockry is not

witchcraft, though there are very definite smilarities. And Alladia has hel ped us demondrate conclusively
that neither gods nor demons are responsible for its existence.

"Then.. . Rudhiraand some of the others say there's something to the north somewhere caling to them.
It's not ademon?'

"Not ademon, not agod,” Manrin agreed. "But yes, there is something somewhere to the north of the
city that we are all somehow linked to."

"A mad wizard, perhaps?’

Manrin shook his head. "No. Not awizard. Because whatever isthere, its magic blocks wizardry in a
way that... well, it's not wizardry. When one wizard's spell blocks another there are severd waysit can
work, but none of them are anything likethis."

"Itdoes block wizardry?"

"Oh, yes"

"Then those wizards out there can't do anything to Uncle Faran?" he asked hopefully.

"Oh, | didn't saythat!" Manrin replied quickly, dashing Han-ner's hopes. "It's not like awadll. It'smore
like drowning out avoice by shouting. Wizardry and warlockry interfere with each other, like.. . likefire
and water, most. That's how | know it wasn't wizardry that crested warlocks. But a hot enough flame
will boil water away, and awell-aimed squirt of water can passright through aflame .. . theandogy isn't

exact, you understand.”

"l understand,” Manner said. "I think. But about the thing calling to Rudhira-can you do anything about
it?"

Manrin frowned. "1 don't know," he said. "I you could bring her up here, so we could talk, and | could
have alook at her ..."

"I think she's busy right now," Hanner said. He pointed at the street below.



"Then later, perhaps,” Manrin said.

"Something's happening,” Ulpen called. While the others spoke he had stayed at the window, leaning out
the casement to watch the events bdow. Now Manrin and Hanner leaned out aswdll.

Faran was siriding out the gate into the sireet, and the soldiers were being swept back, asif agigantic
invisible bubble were expanding outward from the dooryard. They were colliding with one another as
they were forced back, stumbling against each other, and some werefaling to the ground asthey lost
their balance. The captain was pressed back flat against the iron fence, his helmet askew.

The wizards were reacting to this assault; orange flame suddenly burst into being in the dooryard, only to
be ingtantly smothered. A wizard gestured, and Lord Faran staggered briefly, then resumed his march.

"Thefirst one, Thrindle's Combustion, wasjust slly," Manrin remarked. "And the second one was
Felshen's First Hypnotic, which isabetter choice but till not much of aspdl. Evenin my present
condition I'm sure | could still do that one.”

"Maybe we should get down there, Master," Ulpen said worriedly.

Manrin stroked his beard, considering, then nodded. "I think you'reright," he said. "We could be useful.
I'll just grab afew things."

Hanner, leaning out the casement, saw Rudhiramarching out into the street behind Faran, till in her
white sk tunic and long green skirt, and Varrin appeared behind Rudhira. The empty circle around them
was thirty feet across now, the full width of the street; the sea of soldiers had been parted. The guardsto
the east were tumbled atop one another, trying to get themsalves upright and scramble back; the guards
to the west, on Coronet Street, had managed to keep more order, and were dl till standing.

And Rudhirawas looking back over her shoulder.

Looking north.

"I'll meet you down there," Hanner said, turning.

He didn't even take the time to close the casement before running for the sairs.

Chapter Thirty-four



At thefoot of the stairs Hanner pushed hisway through the little crowd of warlocks. At the door he
looked out and saw that Lord Faran and at least a dozen others were marching eastward on High Strest,
away from the house, pushing the soldiers before them.

"Where are they going?' he asked.

"The Pdace," someone said. Hanner turned to see little Hinda standing beside him. "L ord Faran said that
hewastired of inter ... interm..."

"Intermediaries" Hanner suggested.

"Y es, thank you, my lord. He said he was going to go talk to Lord Azrad face-to-face, to settle this
onceand for dl."

Hanner looked out the door.

Desset was standing in the street directly in front of the house, facing west, and Hanner redlized that she
was single-handedly blocking the street so that none of the soldiers on that side could approach.

Off to the left the rest, with Faran, Rudhira, Varrin, Kirsha, and Y orn forming aline a the front, were
marching dowly but steedily to the east, toward the Palace.

Hanner estimated that about half the warlocks who had gathered at the house were in that party; the
other half were gathered in the hallway and at the parlor windows, watching eagerly.

Thiswas, Hanner thought, monumentaly stupid, or at the very least serioudy overconfident. Faran and
the others had no way of knowing what might be waiting for them there. There could be atrap. The
wizards out here had apparently been nothing to worry about, but there might be far better wizards
guarding the overlord. There could be witches, with their subtle spells, or sorcerers, with their mysterious
talismans, or theurgistswho could call the godsto their aid, or demonol ogists who could, of course,
summon demons.

Warlockry might be powerful magic, but it was hardly theonly magic.
"I had better go with them,” Hanner said. "They may need someone e se, someone who's not..."

He didn't finish the sentence, because he could not honestly say he wasn't on either Sde. Hewashis
uncle's nephew-and he was awarlock, even if no one knew it.

If they were walking into atrap-well, hewould try not to walk into it with them.

The sengble, safe thing to do would be to stay where he was, of course-or better still, dip out the back
and head to Mavi's house, where he could wait out the coming confrontation. No one but Sheilaknew he
was awarlock, so far as he knew; certainly the overlord didn't. He could just wait it out, and when
everything was settled he could move back into the P ace, back where he belonged.. .

But Uncle Faran wouldn't be moving back into the family gpartment with him. No matter what
happened, he couldn't imagine that. Faran would be dead, or exiled-or if this march turned out the way
Hanner thought Faran expected, Faran would be the city's new ruler, and would presumably belivingin
the overlord's apartments.



But, Hanner thought, he and Nerraand Alris could stay on at the Pdace, surely. They hadn't done
anything.

He wondered what was happening to Nerra, back in the Palace. Did she know what was happening out
here? Was she frightened | eft alone there, her brother, sster, and uncle dl locked out?

She was probably fine, hetold himsalf. Alriswasfine. They were safely out of the way.

But Uncle Faran was on hisway to confront Lord Azrad the Sedentary, and Hanner couldn't just stand
by and watch. He pushed past the other warlocks and out the door.

Theair in the vacant stretch of street felt oddly <till and lifeless-clearly, the warl ocks were not just
pushing the soldiers back, but had created barriers blockinganything from approaching Warlock House.
Hanner began to swest as he hurried through the dooryard and out the gate, then turned left and followed
hisunde.

Desset glanced at him as he passed, but said nothing and stayed at her post, holding back the soldiersin
Coronet Street. Hanner noticed that some of those soldiers were dipping away to the north, presumably
planning to return to the Palace by another route.

Hewas ds0 vaguely aware that ahandful of the other warl ocks were following him, belatedly joining
their comrades, but he didn't concern himsalf with them.

Faran's party of warlocks was marching relentlessly forward, side by side-not fast, but advancing
steadily, pushing the soldiers back aong High Street, regardless of whether those soldiers were standing
or fdlen. Most of the guards were retreating in disorder; some were standing their ground until actively
didodged by the advancing wall of magic, or weretrying to help fallen comradesto their feet.

Some soldierswere no longer ressting a dl, but just lying in the dirt, dlowing themsdlvesto be shoved
or rolled dong.

"Give meroom!" someone shouted. The cry was strangely muffled, and Hanner redlized it was coming
from beyond the magical barrier the warlocks were pushing forward. He tried to see who had spoken.

It was one of the wizards, aman about Hanner's own agein agold and white robe; soldiers were
pushing and shoving to get out of hisway, even more desperately then they weretrying to avoid being
knocked down by the warlock wall.

And Hanner could see why. The wizard was holding doft adagger, and miniature lightning was playing
around the blade in crackling blue-white arcs. Hanner ran forward, calling awarning.

His cry was not necessary-Faran was dready pointing the wizard out to his companions.

The wizard pointed the dagger at the warl ocks, launching abolt, at the same ingtant that Rudhiraraised a
hand in awarding gesture. A blaze of blue-white fire legped from the knife blade- and spattered
harmlessy into ashower of sparks againgt theinvisible barrier.

The knife trembled in the wizard's hand, but did not fal. Lord Faran looked questioningly at Rudhira.

"It'senchanted,” shesaid. "It'sso full of wizardry that | can't affect it.”



"Leaveit, then. On to the Palace!”

"The Pdace!” Varrin and Kirshacried-but Hanner, pushing through the group and panting up behind the
five leaders, noticed that Y orn did not join in, but merely looked unhappy, while Ru-dhira's cry trailed off
in midword.

She was looking northward-not toward the Palace, but beyond.
"Uncle Faran!" Hanner caled.

Faran turned without stopping his steady march. "What are you doing here, boy?" he asked. "It's not
sfe”

"l can seethat,” Hanner said angrily. "But you might need another voice when you talk to the overlord.”

Ancther miniature lightning bolt flared, but thistime Faran did not bother pointing it out to anyone; again,
it burst harmlesdy againgt the barrier.

"l suppose we might,” Faran agreed. "Azrad may want someone untainted-from what he said when last
we spoke, and what Captain Nara hastold me, he's quite convinced warlockry isinherently evil." He
nodded. "Come dong, then."

Hanner stepped up to join the line. Faran wasin the center, Varrin on hisright, Rudhiraon his|eft,
Kirsha beyond Rudhira, and Y orn beyond Varrin; Hanner squeezed in between Rudhiraand hisuncle.
Hewasworried about Rudhira.

Behind them a score or more of other warlocks trailed along, looking like the undisciplined rabble they
were, but thisfront line presented at |east some semblance of order.

At lead,, it did until Faran suddenly stumbled, his handsfaling to clutch a hisbelly.
Rudhirawhirled and saw awizard chanting. Her hand waved, and the wizard tumbled backward.

Faran straightened, coughed, and said, "Thank you. | do believe that wasthe Spell of Intestina Turmoil.”
He swalowed, looking dightly pale, then adjusted his cloak and marched on.

A few seconds later the barrier had reached the corner of West Second Street and pressed on across
the intersection. The party paused for amoment. Varrin asked, "Do we turn here? It's the shortest route.”

"| think it would be more effective, more dramatic, to march down Center Avenue,”" Faran replied,
pointing east. He started to continue-but then realized Rudhira had turned, ignoring hiswords.

"Rudhiral" hecdled." This way!"

Rudhira shook her head, her red hair flying up wildly, asif agreat wind were blowing around her-but the
ar inddethe barrier was still unnaturaly cam. "It'scaling,” she said. Hanner redlized that her feet were
no longer on the ground. "'l can hear it. | can fed it. | can dmostsee it!" She was drifting northward aong
West Second Street, rising Sowly, leaving the others behind. The barrier was plitting in two-one section,
centered on Lord Faran and the others, remained motionless, while the other was pressing clear aswath
down the center of West Second Street. Beyond it a disorganized crowd of soldiersand civilians
watched in confusion; some turned to run, while others stood their ground.



"Rudhira, wat!" Kirshacaled."What iscaling?"
"l hear it, too," Varrin said.
"But whetis it?" Kirshademanded. "We don'‘tknow! It might be something evil, something luring usin!”

The others were standing indecisively, and Hanner could take no more; he ran after Rudhira, calling her
name.

She waswell above the ground now; he jumped, and his hand brushed her foot, knocking off one green
shoe. Shedidn't even look down; instead she began flying faster and higher, caling, "I'm coming!"

Hanner stopped, out of breath, and watched Rudhiras flying form dwindle with distance as she soared
upward and northward, faster and faster, until she vanished above the rooftops of Spice-town.

The barrier that had cleared much of West Second Street vanished as well, and when Hanner lowered
his gaze from the northern sky he saw half a dozen guardsmen advancing toward him, spears at ready.

"Oh, no," he said, backing up.

Hedidn't want to run; it was undignified to run away from one's enemies. He backed away, and the
soldiers advanced. One of them kicked aside Rudhiras dropped shoe.

Then they stopped, asif they had just smacked into an invisble wall.
"Thisway, Lord Hanner," Kirshacalled.

Hanner turned.

The four remaining warlocks were till standing in the intersection, waiting for him. Hetried to pretend
nothing disturbing had happened as he walked back to join them.

"Shelsgone,” Yorn said, saring northward.
"I know," Hanner said. "Why didn't the rest of you try to stop her?”

"Idid" Kirshasad. "Didn't you fed it? But she was dwaysfar sronger than me."

Hanner looked at Varrin.
"I didn't," hesad quietly.
Faran turned, sartled. "Why not? Maybe with thetwo of you. ..

"I was maintaining the barrier, my lord-forgive me, but you aren't strong enough to have doneit
yoursdlf." He hesitated, then added, "And besides, | couldn't have stopped her. If | had tried, I'd have

gonewith her. And I'm not ready yet."

"Not ready? Gone with her?' Hanner could see that Uncle Faran wastrying to restrain hisfury. "What
are youtalking about?'



"You haven't fdt it yet, my lord?' Varrin asked. "The Cdling?'

Hanner had heard Rudhiratalking about acaling, but listening to Varrin he knew the warlock meantthe
Cdling, something new and specid.

"Felt what?' Faran said.
"Uncle," Hanner said, looking around, "maybe we should go back to the house.”

"No!" Faran said angrily. "Y es, Rudhira has deserted us, but look!" He swept an arm around. "We il
have the power to hold off the entire city guard!”

"Butif Varrin hearsthisCaling ..."
Faran and Hanner both turned to look at Varrin.

"I hear it," Varrinsaid. "'l can dill resst. But, my lord, the more | use my magic, the stronger the Caling
becomes. If | do too much..."

"l hear it, t0o," Kirshasad. "But it's ill weak for me."

"Uncleg, it's the strongest warlocks who fed it the most,” Hanner said. " The ones you need the most if
you try to teke the Palace.”

"I didn't say | was going totake the Palace," Faran said quickly. "l intend to negotiate with Lord Azrad,
not depose him." Magical energy crackled somewhere nearby; Faran turned and said, "Kirsha, you
concentrate on the wizards, please. Therest of you, hold the soldiers back.”

"Why do weneed to negotiate?' Hanner asked. "Why not just wait him out?'Y ou've shown he can't hurt
you."

"No, we havent," Faran said, hisvoice dropping. "Weve shown he can't just march in with hissoldiers
and take us, but what'sto stop him from hiring wizardsto kill usin our beds? We need to make an
agreementnow, in public, so he can't change hismind.”

"What if the Wizards Guild took our Sde?Then he couldn't hirewizards ..."

"Demonologigts, then. They have no Guild telling them what to do. | don't care to wake up one night to
find adimy horror from the Nethervoid sitting on my chest about to eat my face. No, we need to seitle
thisnow. Azrad's apparently caled out the entire guard, and when that doesn't work, magichas to be

"If the Wizards Guild-" Hanner began.
Faran cut him off. "Hanner, the Guild isn't going to help usin time, if they help usat dl. If they were going
to, Ithiniawould have spoken to me by now. | have the talking talisman in my purse, and it's been silent.

Weé're on our own, and we need to force an agreement from Azradnow."

"l agree, my lord,” Y orn said, Sartling Hanner; he hadn't redlized that severd of the other warlocks had
gathered around Faran and himsdf and were listening intently. "Timing isthe key to control, Lieutenant



Kensher dways said-the best timeto stop afight isbefore it begins.”
"| think thisone's already dtarted,” Faran said, "but theres still timeto keep it from getting worse.™
"But welost Rudhira,”" Kirshasaid, glancing north.

"Another reason to hurry,” Faran said, throwing Varrin aquick look. "Before we lose anyone eseto this
Cdling, whatever itis."

"I ill think it'sfoolish, Uncle" Hanner said. "Twenty or thirty warlocks againgt an entire city?'

"Wework with what we have," Faran replied. "Now, come on!" He turned east, and gestured
dramaticdly. "Onward to the Paace!"

Chapter Thirty-five

The march to the Palace seemed so strange to Hanner as to be dmost unrea-an unruly gang of
warlocks, of dl ages, al sizes, and both sexes, dressed in everything from Lord Faran's best silk tunic
and green velvet cloak to Zarek's ragged homespun, walking down High Street and Center Avenue asif
no one else was present, while afew yards away yellow-tunicked soldiers and assorted civilians stood
screaming and struggling, trying to hold their ground against the steedy advance of thewall of warlockry.
They were al forced back, some staying upright, others tumbling to the ground.

A few soldierstried to get under the invisible barrier, without success.

A few wizardstried to levitateover the barrier, which might have been more successful, but rising out of
the crowd made them immediately visible, and Kirsha or Varrin dapped each one down.

Desset had abandoned her post on the corner of Coronet Street not long after Rudhira's disappearance;
trying to keep the entire route clear was obvioudy impractical. She and afew otherswere still acting asa
rear guard, but were now only about a hundred feet behind Faran and the others. A few guardsmen and

civilians had come around behind and were following the warlocks, just beyond Desset's retresting
barrier.

Hanner walked along in the midst of this bizarre scene, wondering how he had ever cometo this. He
could have stayed at Warlock House. He could have fled to Mavi's house. Why had he come?

It had seemed like the right thing to do-but it certainly wasn't the safest.



When the party reached the mouth of Central Avenue and marched out into the square before the
Pdace, Hanner stopped so suddenly that Zarek, just behind him, bumped into him. The two mumbled
apologies to each other, then walked on.

Both of them were staring at the crowd that had been waiting for them in the square.
The overlord apparently had, indeed, called out the entire guard-and more. A path from Central Avenue
to the bridge across the moat had been cleared, and on either side of it stood a dozen rows of soldiers,

al with pikes a the ready. Behind them stood hundreds, perhaps thousands, of ordinary citizens,
watchingit al.

Faran marched out to the middle of the plaza, then stopped and looked around; the other warlocks
gathered around him. Hanner, struck by an unhappy premonition, hurried to hisuncles side.

"What now?" someone called.
"Why are we stopping?'
"| thought we were going to the Palace.”

Faran did not answer; he stood, waiting silently, until al the warlocks, even Desset, had collected into a
fairly compact group at the center of the square.

"Uncle" Hanner muttered, "what are you doing?'

"A thought struck me, Hanner," Faran muttered back. Then he raised hisvoice and called out, "People
of Ethshar! Men of the city guard! Lisento me!”

"Louder,” Hanner whispered. "Use warlockry.”

"I know," Faran said testily. " Shut up." He raised his arms and spoke again, and thistime hiswords rang
out supernaturally loud and clear.

"People of Ethshar! | am Faran the Warlock, who was once chief advisor to Lord Azrad the Sedentary!
Around me you see other warlocks, your friends and neighbors, your sons and daughters, fathers and
mothers, driven from their homes by mistrust!"

"Notmy son!" an old man cdled from the crowd behind the soldiers to the west-an old man Hanner
recognized as the one who had so often stood at the fence, staring at the house, during the past two days.
"You took him!"

Faran turned to glance at the old man, then announced, " Some of you think we, the warlocks of Ethshar,
were responsible for the disappearances on the Night of Madness. | give you my word, we are not! We
know no more than you do of what happened to them!"

“Liar!" theold man called.
Thistime Faran ignored him and continued, "We have come here today to ask Lord Azrad, and to ask

you, to forgive those of uswho may have committed crimes on the Night of Madness, when this gift of
magic was bestowed upon us by forces unknown. We have come to say that most of ustook no part in



that madness, we didnot sted your children or neighbors, and despite our magic we are ill just people
like yourselves, no more inhuman or evil than wizards or sorcerers. Lord Azrad has ordered usinto exile;
we have refused to go, because we believe that sentence is unjust. We have done nothing to merit exile.
We go now to ask Lord Azrad to reconsider his decision to cast us out, and we sincerely hope that he
will."

Faran'swords rolled out across the square and echoed from the surrounding buildings; no other sound
could be heard while he spoke.

"However," Faran said, "l know Lord Azrad. | worked with him for many years. He can be astubborn
man. He may refuse to hear us. | want you all to know, here and now, that if Lord Azraddoes refuse to
rescind our exile, we are nonetheess staying in Ethshar. Thisis our home. Wewill fight to stay here. We
will try not to harm anyone, but we will do whatever it takesto stay here. | want to make that absolutely
clear. | hopethis can be settled without bloodshed, but we stand ready to fight, and if necessary, to kill."

"Undd" Hanner sad.

"If wefight," Faran continued, "I want you to know that we will welcome anyone who choosesto fight
on our Side, whether he be warlock, or magician, or soldier, or ordinary citizen. Furthermore, we have
learned how to train apprenticesin warlockry, to pass on the gift of magic that we recelved on that night.
Anyone who choosesto join us, and who wishesiit, can become one of us”

"Uncle!" Hanner looked around, horrified. He had thought that the knowledge that they could make
more warlocks was a useful secret, to be held in reserve and perhaps brought out during negotiations.

Theideathat they could make hundredsmore warlocks would probably drive Lord Azrad into an even
greater panic.

Of course, that might be exactly what Uncle Faran wanted, Hanner thought bitterly. Despite what he had
said afew minutes ago, he might actually intend to go ahead and depose the overlord, maybekill him
outright. That statement that they would kill if necessary ... the power of life and death theoretically
bel onged to the overlord and the Wizards Guild, no one else. Faran was usurping it. He might intend to
usurp more. Hanner knew his uncle had aways been ambitious, dways thought the city deserved better
than fat old Azrad asits master-and Faran had clearly been disappointed that no position higher than
Lord Counsdlor was open to him, short of arevolution.

Here, quite possibly, was his attempt at creating such arevolution.

"Now, we go to speak to the overlord!" Faran's arms dropped, and he began walking toward the
Pdace again.

"Now!" someone cried, and hundreds of spears were flung at the warlocks-only to bounce harmlessly
from theinvisible shield their magic till maintained. Soldiers marched forward, closing the path, only to
be swept aside as Varrin and Kirsha advanced on either side of Lord Faran.

Hanner ignored al that; he was sure the warl ocks could handle anything the guards might do. Heran
forward, following hisuncle, and called, "Uncle Faran!"

Lord Faran turned to listen to him, but did not stop walking.

"Uncle," Hanner said, speaking in low tones, "are you planning to take over the city?'



Faran glanced quickly around, then replied, "I might be considering the possibility.”

"I wish you wouldn't,” Hanner said. "I think you could do it well enough, but could youhold the city,
once you took it?!

"Why not?' Faran said. He gestured at the soldiers.”" They can't stop us."

"There are other powersto be considered,” Hanner said. "The Wizards Guild might accept you
peacefully as another sort of magicians, like sorcerers or witches, but asthe city's rulers? Y ou know they
won't alow that."

"Wizards have not been very effective againgt us so far," Faran said asthey reached the bridge across
the moat. The guards who ordinarily stood there were absent; presumably they had either been sent out
with the others or had decided that being swept aside on a bridge was not as acceptable as being swept
addein the plazaand so had fled rather than risk being pinned against the stone railings or flung into the
moat.

"Those?' Hanner snorted. "Those are nothing, and you know it. Those were the ordinary wizardsthe
overlord could hire on short notice. | didn't see Ithiniaor any of the other elder wizards out there on the
dreets.”

"I think we can manage the Guild, dl the same," Faran said. "We might work out some power-sharing
arrangement with them.”

"I doubt it," Hanner said. "'l don't think it's power they want, and it never was. But quite aside from that,
Uncle, | think you're missing something important. All these plans of yoursinvolve usng agrest dedl of
warlockry, don't they?"

"Yes, of course,” Faran said. "It'sal we have."

"And the more you useit, the more powerful you become.”

IIYaII

"And the more powerful you become, the more prone to the nightmares.”

Faran hesitated. He looked at Hanner, instead of staring ahead at the closed doors of the Palace.

"And the more powerful you become,” Hanner continued, "the more you hear the Cdling. And if you
keep on using warlockry, flinging entire companies of guards about like so many rag dolls, sooner or later
you'l reach Rudhirasleve."

Faran stopped-but they were in the shelter of the palace entryway, close enough to the doors that
Hanner wasn't sure whether it was hiswords or the physicd barriersthat were responsible. He frowned
a Hanner.

"Uncle, that could happen toyou, if you go through with this. Y ou saw her today and

yesterday-distracted, confused, and findly unable to stop herself. She flew off. We couldn't stop her.
And | don't think she's coming back."



Faran waved to Varrin. "Open the door,” he said. "Try not to smashit.”

"Uncle, | think that's what happened to al those people who disappeared on the Night of Madness,”
Hanner said desperately. "1 think they were the really powerful warlocks, the people who were more
naturally attuned to it than you were." He gestured at the little crowd that had followed Faran onto the
bridge. "Y ou people arejust the |eftovers, the oneswho only got alittle bit of whatever it was. Whatever
it wasthat did this, it was trying to summon people north, and some of you only got part of the message.
But the more you listen, the more you'll hear, and sooner or later it will get through, and you'll fly off to
the north.”

"You'reguessing,” Faran said.
"Yes, lam guessing," Hanner admitted. "But do you want to risk it?"
Faran started to say something, then stopped. He turned owly to look at the doors.

They were dtill closed.

Heturned to look at VVarrin, and found Varrin standing motionless, staring straight ahead-straight north.
"Varrin!" Faran barked. "The doors!"

"I'll doit," Kirshasaid, and the doors sprang open.

Varrinwas gill saring blankly ahead; Hanner grabbed hisdeeve. "Varrin," he sad, "listen to me!™

"It'scdling,” Varrin said without looking a Hanner.

Hanner threw an angry glance at Faran, then turned his attention back to Varrin. "Varrin,lisen! Turn
away'! And don't use any more magic, no matter what you do. Don't lisen toiit, listen tome!”

Varrin took astep forward, then stopped when Hanner's pull on his deeve held him back. He paused,
blinked, then looked at Hanner.

His eyeswere haunted, dmost glazed.

"Varrin, comeon," Faran said. "We need to get to the audience chamber and talk to Azrad, get himto
cal off hiswar against warlocks. Then we can see whether ahedler can do something about these

dreams.”

"A heder?' Hanner turned to sare at his uncle, but Faran paid no attention; hewaswaving hisarmina
beckoning gesture.

"Comeingde, dl of you!" he caled. Then heturned to Hanner. "If Varrin'singde he can't fly off the way
Rudhiradid, can he?'

"I hope not," Hanner said, unconvinced, as he followed Faran into the P ace.

What sort of ahealer did hisuncle have in mind? He knew that Alladia had said the gods wouldn't heal
warlocks, and Sheilahad said witches couldn't touch the part of awarlock's brain that was presumably
where the nightmares originated.



Faran wasn't thinking clearly, Hanner was sure of it; he was so caught up in the anger and exhilaration of
using hismagic to confront Azrad that he dmost wasn't thinking at all.

Hanner wished he could think of theright thing to say, the words that would dissuade hisuncle from a
course Hanner was sure would end badly-but the words weren't there.

In the halway beyond the doorsthe party of warlocks found Captain Vengar standing with raised spear.
"I'm sorry, my lords," he began.

That was asfar as he got before the spear splintered and fell to the floor in a dozen pieces; the stedl
spearhead bounced ring-ingly on the marble floor while the shattered fragments of the wooden shaft
tumbled and rolled in various directions. Hanner had no idea which warlock had destroyed the weapon;
it might have been ajoint effort.

"Stand back, Captain," Faran said. "We're hereto talk to the overlord.”

Whether Vengar would have stood back voluntarily Hanner never found out; before the soldier could
begin to respond he was picked up by invisible forces and dammed back against the tapestried wall, his
helmet hitting the fabric with aloud, ugly thump. Hanner winced at the sound.

Vengar was adecent man, trying to do hisjob, Hanner thought; he didn't deserve such trestment. He
glanced around, wondering which of the warlocks had donethis.

There was no sign, no indication of whether it had been Varrin, or Kirsha, or Faran himself, or someone
elseinthe group now straggling in.

Faran paid no more attention to Vengar, but marched down the grand halway toward the golden doors
of the main audience chamber with Varrin at hissde and Kirsha on hisheds. Hanner paused long enough
to be sure Vengar was il breething, then hurried after hisuncle.

The other warlocks trailed into the Palace behind him, and Hanner heard someone say, "Wow," & his
first Sght of the interior. He thought the voice might have been Othisen's, but he didn't take thetime to
look back and see.

He was too worried about what was about to happen. Uncle Faran was being overconfident, he was
sure, and far too confrontational. The overlord might not be able to stop a gang of warlocks, but this sort
of behavior was certain to eventually bring down the wrath of the Wizards Guild, and despite what Uncle
Faran said, Hanner did not think the warl ocks were a match for the Guild.

Especidly not when their most powerful members might vanish a any moment-Hanner noticed with
dread that Varrin's sandals were afoot off the floor.

And before Faran could say aword to anyone Varrin spread his arms, and the golden doors did not
merely open, but were smashed down, torn off their hinges, and then sent flying inward. Hanner winced
at the sound of crashing metd; he had never heard anything quite like it. It was the sound of rattling pots
and pans multiplied athousandfold. He ran forward to grab Varrin, to try to calm him down.

It wastoo late; the weaver was flying now, ten feet up, soaring the length of theimmense audience
chamber in amatter of seconds, and smashing out through the great window above the overlord's vacant
throne.



Faran and Hanner had both run forward into the audience chamber, hoping to catch Varrin; now, asthe
last shards of tumbling glass shattered on the stone, they both stopped and stood side by side on the long
red carpet that ran from the door to the foot of the throne.

"May athousand demons dance!" Faran said through gritted teeth.

Hanner managed to avoid saying "I told you 0" only by clenching his own teeth hard.

Then helooked around, and redlized that adthough the throne was empty and Lord Azrad not present,
athough the customary entourage of guards and servants was absent, the room was not totally deserted.
Two figures stood to one Side, cowering against the east wall below a tapestry showing someone
directing the congtruction of acity wall.

Onewas Lord Clurim, one of Azrad's younger brothers.

The other was Lady NerraHanner's Sster.

Chapter Thirty-six

Lord Faran waited impatiently until the entire party of warlocks had gathered in the center of the
audience chamber, glancing now at hisfollowers, now at his niece and Lord Clu-rim, now at the empty
throne and the shattered window where Varrin had soared off into the northern sky. He made no attempt
to address Clurim and Nerra-or for that matter anyone else. He smply waited.

Hanner watched the warlocks and estimated the crowd at about twenty; he studied their faces, trying to
judge their mood. He looked especidly closdly at Desst, clearly the most powerful of them now that
both Rudhiraand Varrin were gone, to see whether she was yet acquiring that haunted look that meant
the Calling was affecting her.

She seemed her usud self, so far. She, like most of the others, was looking around the room with awed
curiogity.

None of them had ever seen the place before, and even Hanner, who had grown up in the Palace and
been in the audience chamber at least a dozen times before, had to admit it wasimpressive. The coffered
and gilded ceiling was amogt thirty feet above the polished stone floor-afloor that had been magicaly
hardened to prevent wear, so that it still appeared new more than two centuries after it waslaid. The
wallswere hung with gigantic, lush tapestries depicting scenes from Ethsharitic history, and between each



pair of tapestries stood a statue. Legend had it that the statues were various criminas or enemies of past
overlords, petrified and put on permanent display here, but Hanner had no ideawhether that wastrue.

Above some statues were bal conies, above others were niches holding more statues.

Down the center of the chamber, for dmost its entire sixty-yard length, was athick carpet el aborately
patterned in shades of red, some five yards across; most of the warlocks now stood on this. To either
sde of the carpet stood rows of fine chairs carved of black oak-though just now, severa of these chairs
had been knocked over or smashed by the massive ruined doors Varrin had flung from his path. Half a
dozen oaken tables were arranged dong the walls, widdly spaced.

Daylight poured in from three windows at the north end of the room, above the great red and gilt throne.
Thetwo smaller windows, one on either Side, wereintact, while Varrin's departure had broken out the
centra portion of the centra window, leaving intact the stained-glass rosettes around the border but
reducing the lead tracery of the main section to twisted wreckage and alowing the salt-scented breeze to
waft gently into the room.

On the east Sde of the room, not far from the south end, and not far from one of the small side doors,
stood Lord Azrad's brother Clurim and Hanner's sister Nerra

Lord Clurim was Lord of the Household, responsible for the smooth operation of the Palace; Lady
Nerrahad no officia position asyet. Hanner had no ideawhy they were herein the audience chamber.
They were not saying anything to the unruly bunch of warlocksthat had just burst in; they were just
ganding there, watching.

"Lord Clurim," Faran said, turning to these two once the warlocks had gathered. He stepped off the red
carpet toward them. "1 seek an audience with your brother.”

"Faran of Ethshar," Clurim said, hisvoice unsteady. "L ord Azrad has ordered you into exile; heisnot
interested in spesking with you.”

Hanner noted Clurim's omission of the honorific in addressing Faran; that was addiberate insult. Hanner
had aways considered Clurim little more than a harmless drudge, but he suddenly redlized that the man
had considerable courage. He knew Uncle Faran, knew histemper, and had just seen what warlocks
could do to aset of doorsweighing hundreds of pounds, but had intentionaly insulted him.

"Y ou mean he'shiding from me," Faran said.

Lord Clurim did not deign to reply, but Nerramade awordless squeak of dismay. The warlocks
watched slently. Hanner glanced at them and saw nervous faces-they had come thisfar following their
leader, Lord Faran, but they clearly had not thought about what they expected to find.

They didn't know what they were supposed to do, so they were just watching, waiting for instructions.

"Am | to have no chance to appea my sentence?’ Faran said. "If not to the overlord himself, then at
least to your other brother-Karannin, Lord High Magistrate?”

"You're not being exiled asacrimind, Faran,” Clurim said. "Y ou're being exiled for the good of the city.
The overlord has the power to do that.”

"Of course hedoes," Faran said. "But am | to have no opportunity to convince him that hes making a"



"Lord Faran!" Kirsha shouted, suddenly bursting from her uncertain sllence to interrupt. She pointed-not
at Clurim, or Nerra, or any of the doors, but upward, a an angle.

Hanner and Faran and the otherslooked up to see a gray-robed figure hanging in midair before one of
the bal conies, adozen yards north of Lord Clurim. The figure had ahood pulled up and forward, hiding
itsface, but Hanner had no doubt this was awizard rather than ademon or anything €l se inhuman.

It stretched out ahand, pointing along, bony finger at Faran. Hanner noticed that its other hand held a
crysta goblet.

"Lord Faran of Ethshar!" thewizard said in avoice that rolled out across the hall and echoed from the
walls. "Y ou knew that asan officia in the government of Ethshar of the Spices magic wasforbidden to
you, by the pact made between the Wizards Guild and Lord Azrad the Great two hundred years ago,
yet you gathered to you sorcerous talismans.” His pointing hand dropped to the dagger on hisbdlt. "The
penaty isdeath, and | have been sent to carry out the ordained punishment...”

Lord Faran had not waited to see what the wizard wanted; instead he was levitating himself to confront
the new arrival. He did not fly aseasily or aswell as Rudhiraor Varrin or Desset had, but he was able to
riseto the wizard's height, to face thisintruder eye to eye rather than looking upward like achild facing a

parent.

Then he spoke, his own voice booming out as unnaturaly asthe wizard's, interrupting the wizard's
Speech.

"I amthe Lord of Warlocks," Faran said. "The Wizards Guild has no authority over me!"

"Careful, Uncle..." Hanner said softly, staring up at the two men. He and Faran both knew that a
wizard's dagger held immense magic, and that goblet was surely not just some obscure ceremonia token.

And to dlaim thetitle of Lord of Warlocks-who knew where that might lead?

"Y ou are condemned for crimes committed before the Night of Madness transformed you, Lord Faran,”
thewizard said. "And thus, as commanded, | perform this spell.” He raised the goblet in one hand, drew
his dagger with the other ...

And froze as Faran's magic reached out-Hanner could seeit, with hiswarlock senses. Warlockry
seemed sharp and crisp, asif the air around Faran were impossibly clear; it closed around the wizard.

But the wizard was surrounded by an aura of his own magic, especidly around the tools he held, and
where warl ockry seemed preternaturaly clear, Hanner perceived wizardry as athick haze of distortion.
Faran'swarlockry cut through that haze enough to stop the wizard's hands for amoment, but the
wizardry diss pated the warl ockry, and Hanner could see that Faran's hold was weakening.

And then the wizard seemed to flicker-he vanished, and amost ingtantly reappeared afew inchesto one
sde. Hanner had no ideawhat sort of spell had done this, but it was obviousy some sort of prepared
protection. Faran's magic swirled and shifted, reaching out again, but not fast enough.

The dagger plunged into the stuff in the goblet-Hanner could not see what it was, but there was
something brownish inthe crystd vessd.



"No!" Hanner cried, lashing out with his own magic, desperate to stop whatever spell the wizard had
prepared.

He was unpracticed, untrained, and not much of awarlock to begin with. He tried to focus on
movement, to hat whatever the wizard was doing, but he could not stop the wizard's hands, could not
even touch the goblet or knife through the haze of wizardry that surrounded them.

Instead he reached into the wizard's chest and closed his magic around the wizard's heart. He squeezed,
not to harm the man, but merdly tostop him while Uncle Faran il lived.

Thewizard gasped and convulsed in midair, flopping like a speared fish-but Hanner was no longer
looking at him; he was instead Staring up at hisuncle.

Faran's skin had gone white the instant the tip of the dagger had touched the substance in the goblet; a
second later his clothes, too, were white and stiff. His green cloak was bleached to bone-whitein an
instant, and asrigid as bone. The braided black queue of his hair was aswhite as any old man's, and
frozen in midbounce.

And then it was done. Faran of Ethshar had been turned to stone.

And stone cannot fly. A statue cannot use warlockry to levitate. Faran's petrified remains el to the floor
asif agtring had been cut.

And shattered. Shards of broken marble scattered in all directions, skittering and spinning acrossthe
meagically hardened floor.

"No!" Hanner screamed, running forward, knocking stone fragments aside.

He heard the rustle of fabric and looked up to see the hooded wizard falling aswell. The corpse landed
with asodden thump.

Hanner stopped running. It wastoo late.

For amoment complete silence fdll as the occupants of the room stared in shock. Then Nerra screamed
and collgpsed, sobbing.

Lord Clurim, recovering from his stunned astonishment, hurried to the falen wizard.

"They killed each other," Kirsha said. She spoke quietly, but her voice carried in the tillness, and
everyone present heard her.

Desst looked at the broken marble, at the fallen wizard, at the shattered window, and announced, "'I'm
going home." She turned, trembling, and walked quickly back out of the room.

"The guards!" another warlock called after her. "What about the guards?’

"Whatabout them?' Desset cdled back. "They couldn't stop me on theway in, and they can't stop me

"She'sright,” someone ese said. "We can go. They can't stop us.”



"Why would theywant to?"
There was agenerd muitter of agreement, and the entire group of warl ocks began leaving.
Hanner watched them go, but felt no urge to join them. He stood where he was.

Thiswas his home, after dl. He was back in the Palace where he belonged, and no one here knew he
was awarlock. Under the circumstances, he doubted the overlord would demand he leave again.

And hethought his sster Nerrawould need someoneto look after her, at least until the shock of Uncle
Faran's death had passed.

Heturned and hurried to Nerras side. He put acomforting arm around her, but did not say anything.

Lord Clurim, knedling beside the wizard's corpse, looked up to see the warlocks flee, glanced at Hanner
and Nerra, then told no onein particular, "I don't know who thisis-| never saw him before.

Hanner looked up. "He was from the Wizards Guild, he said. He didn't giveaname.”

"I know," Clurim said. "But he's dead, and the Wizards Guild doesn't like it when wizards die
unexpectedly.”

Hanner hesitated. He didn't liketo lie outright, so he didn't want to say that Faran had killed the wizard
and had dready paid for it, but he certainly wasn't about to admit thathe had stopped the wizard's heart.

"I'd better go tell Azrad,” Clurim said, getting to hisfeet. He hurried out one of the small side doors.

And Hanner and Nerrawere alonein the great audience chamber. Still holding his sister, Manner looked
around the vast space.

The doors were twisted into scrap, adozen chairs broken. The statue that was dl that was left of Lord
Faran was shattered into a hundred pieces, the largest consisting only of the chest and one upper arm; the
robed corpselay acrossafew of the smdler fragments. The gaping hole in the central window was letting
inwarm, damp air that smelled of the sea.

So much, Hanner thought, for the benefits of open confrontation.

"Comeon," Hanner said, getting to hisfeet and taking Nerra'sarm. "Let's go updtairs, away from al this.
I'll send someonefor Alrislater.”

"He'sredly dead,” Nerrasaid-thefirgt intdlligible words Hanner had heard from her in days.
"He'sredly dead,” Hanner confirmed.

"Lord Clurim wanted meto tell him what Uncle Faran was planning,” Nerra said as she sood up, still
somewhat unsteedy. "When | couldn't do that he wanted meto try to talk him into accepting exile. We
were waiting here to meet Lord Azrad to discussit.”

"It wouldn't have worked," Hanner said.

"I know. | could never talk him into anything he didn't want to do." She glanced at the dead wizard. "At



least hetook hiskiller with him."
"l wonder if anyone's ever done that before," Hanner murmured.
Of course, Faran hadn't redlly done it, but it would make a good story.

And the Guild had executed him not for warlockry, but for dl hisyears of accumulating magica
paraphernaliawhen hewas Azrad's chief advisor. Thewizard had said so.

That presumably meant that the Wizards Guild till had not yet decided to wipe out the warlocks-at
leadt, not officidly. Otherwise, why bother explaining the reasoning in killing Uncle Faran?

Someone should talk to them, Hanner thought. Someone should convince them that warlocks meant no
one any harm. At leadt, the surviving warlocks, obvioudy, Uncle Faran had been dangerous, but he was

gone.
Someonehad to talk to them.

It wasthe Guild, after dl, that wasthe red threet to the warlocks; Lord Azrad and the city guard were
not a serious problem. Faran had demonstrated that much before he died. So long as the warlocks
worked together, ordinary people could not harm them- only magic.

But magic could probably daughter them all. Not just wizardry; Hanner had no idea how warlocks
would fare against a horde of demons, or the ancient Northern weapons the sorcerers used.

And it gppeared that their own magic would defeat them, intime, asit had Rudhiraand Varrin.

That, at least, was dow, and could be anticipated and countered. If awarlock took the nightmaresasa
sgn to stop using his magic, Hanner thought that he might live out the rest of anormd lifein relaive
peace. Hanner certainly intended to try.

Of course, that was assuming there were no more surprisesin the nature of warlockry, and Hanner
didn't know whether that was the case.Nobody did.

The Cdling put areal limit on what awarlock could do. Lord Azrad had feared that awarlock might
take over the city, declare himself ruler in the overlord's place-and in fact, Faran might have intended to
dojust that.

But doing that, Hanner saw, would be dow suicide. In order to hold power claimed by magic the
warlock would need to use hismagic regularly, to proveit was still potent, to fight off competing
clamants-and if he did that, then the Calling would take him that much sooner.

If someonewould justexplain that to Azrad . . . and, more importantly, to the Wizards Guild.

But it wasn't Hanner's problem. He had done enough. He had fought againgt the chaos on the Night of
Madness, and been banned from his home for his efforts; he had helped the warl ocks band together, and
seen hisuncle murdered in response. And talking to anyone wasn't his strong point; he dways said the

wrong thing.
He had done enough, and he had had enough.



"Comeon," hetold Nerra, turning away from the wreckage. "L et's go upgtairs.”

Chapter Thirty-seven

Manrin looked out athird-floor window at High Street. It had taken a quarter hour for the watchersto
trickle back after Lord Faran had led his party off toward the Palace, but they had returned, and once
again were flinging bricks and stones at the house.

None of these missles ever struck the building; the warlocks remaining downgtairs deflected them all. It
seemed arather pointless exercise, really, but that didn't stop the attackers.

No one would ever dare throw rocks at wizards that way, Manrin thought. Wizards hadrespect.
Warlocks, at least so far, clearly did not.

Lord Faran would have to change that.

Manrin considered that for amoment-what would it take to change it? What did wizards have that
warlocks didn't?

Wéll, they had been around longer, of course. They often wore distinctive robes. And they had the
Wizards Guild, withits clear-cut rules. They were afamiliar part of the World, while warlocks were il
new and strange. Warlocks |ooked like ordinary people, but they weren't, and that scared people. They
didn't know who the warlockswere.

That was something Lord Faran should fix, once he had taken over the city from Lord Azrad-as Manrin
was sure he would do.

He should give the warlocks some sort of uniform and devise aset of rules, Manrin thought, and then
send someone out to explain the rulesto everyone. Make them consstent and familiar, that's what would
help themfitin.

And convince those people out front that no, the warlocks hadnot stolen their family and friends.

Lord Faran hadn't done any of that yet. He had gathered al the warl ocks together, which was good,
snce there was strength in numbers, and he had given them some leadership and alittle basic
organization, sorting out who could do what, but he had |eft them amoatley, ill-assorted bunch and kept
them hidden away in this mansion, and he hadn't set out solid rules. He hadn't eventried to talk to the
rock-throwers about their missing loved ones.



Manrin decided he would make some suggestions when he next saw Lord Faran.

Then he noticed, out in the street, that the watchers were looking east dong High Street rather than at
the house. He leaned forward and peered off to the lft.

Running figures were approaching-andflying figures, aswell. Warlocks, returning from the Palace!
Manrin started to smile, thinking that this meant the conquest was aready secured, but then he stopped.

Why were theyrunning?
"Oh, no," hesaid.

Hedidn't seelittle Rudhira's distinctive green skirt and red hair, or Varrin's multicolored linen tunic, or
Lord Faran's silks, and he wasn't sure what that meant, but he didn't think it was agood sign.

Then the vanguard of the returning warlocks neared the line of watchers, and the watchers were abruptly
flung back, tumbling down the street asif swept by agigantic hand, clearing the arealin front of the house.

The returning warlocks would be in the house in seconds, and Manrin decided he wanted to be there, to
hear what had happened. He turned and headed for the stairs.

A moment later he trudged panting down the steps-he was redlly too old for al this climbing and wished
that peoplein Eth-shar of the Spices didn't build such tall houses. In Ethshar of the Sands only a handful
of structures had more than two floors-the Palace, the Great Lighthouse, Grandgate-because the ground
wasn't stable enough to support anything higher without either magic or amazing luck. A four-story house
was ogtentatious even here; back homeit would have been completely ridiculous.

By the time he was midway down the second flight the ground floor was siwarming with frightened
people, awash in ababble of voices.

One of them was Ulpen, who looked up the stairs and called, "Magter!"
Manrin stopped.

Other warlocks heard Ulpen call out and looked up the stairs at Manrin. The old wizard could hear them
muttering to one another.

"... hésawizard, he knows about magic ..."

"...cantak tothe Guild ..."

"...usadtorunning things...."

"... hasexperience..."

"Magter," Ulpen said loudly, "Lord Faran is dead. Will you lead us now?"
Manrin frowned. The lad was being ridiculous. And Lord Faran wasdead}

Manrin had not expected that. He had not thought anything would stop Lord Faran, certainly nothing



short of an al-out assault by the Wizards Guild.

"What happened?’ he asked. "How did he die?’

"A wizard turned him to stone," Kirshacalled up to him.
"But hekilled the wizard, too," someone added.

Then the Guildhad intervened. That was bad. Manrin had hoped that the Guild might indeed cometo the
ad of thar flow magiciansin the end.

"We need aleader, Magter," Ulpen said.

Manrin snorted derisively. "I'm an old man, awizard,” he said. "I'm not alord. I'm not even from this
aty."

"We needsomeone, Magter. Y ou were a Guildmaster, even if you weren't alord, and isn't that more
gppropriate for agroup of magicians?”

"It soundsto me asifyou're taking charge, Ulpen!” Manrin triedto make plain in histone and expresson
that he thought thiswas agood thing. If someone was going to face the Guild's wrath, Manrin would be
happy to have it be someone other than himself. And the Guild might well take pity on a mere gpprentice.

"Me?" Ulpen gasped, ahand on hischest. "I'm only sixteen!"

"And I'm ahundred and eleven, which istoo old to be running around fighting soldiers.

"Well fightfor you!" Othisen shouted. There was aragged chorus of agreement.

Manrin sighed. It was clear he wasn't going to get out of this easily-and redly, if someone was going to
have to negotiate with the Guild, he had to admit he was more qualified than anyone esein thismad

asortment.

But he dill didn't want the honor. "Is there no one dse more suitable?' he said. "What about that other
young lord, Lord Han-ner?"

"He's not even awarlock,” Ulpen said.
"And he didn't come back with us" Kirsha added. "He stayed in the Palace with hissigter.”

"Hedid?' Thiswasfrom Lady Alris, on the fringe of the crowd. She had been sitting in the parlor when
the others had returned from the Palace, and now she was standing in the doorway, listening.

Severa voicesreplied, and the gathering dissolved into noisy chaos for amoment. Manrin, looking down
from above, noticed young Shella, the former gpprentice witch, standing in one corner, clearly trying to
say something, but being ignored asthe others al shouted at one another. She appeared to be on the
verge of tears.

That was too much. He could never stand the sight of weeping children, and Sheilareminded him of his
granddaughter Pianette.



"Silencel" he bellowed, hands raised, augmenting his voice with warlockry as Rudhira had taught him.
Silencefél. A dozen worried faces|ooked up at him.

"It would seem lam your new leader, whether | likeit or not,” Manrin said. "Well, if | anto lead you, |
need to know who you al are, what you can do, and what has happened so far-as you may have
noticed, | have spent much of my time upstairs, usng what wizardry | sill haveto study our situation. |
have missed details of events down here, even while| learned things the rest of you don't know. | do
have some ideas-| had intended to speak to Lord Faran about them upon hisreturn, but it appearsthat if
heisindeed dead, | will have to act on them mysdlf. First, though, | need to know just what has really
happened, to Lord Faran and to the rest of you." He pointed at Ulpen. "I'll hear you one at atime,
garting with my apprentice.”

For the next two hours Manrin questioned the other warlocks. He learned about the Calling, and how it
had taken Rudhiraand Varrin; he learned about Lord Faran's ghastly death at the hands of the Wizards
Guild. Hetook aroll call, learning who was till in the group and who had fled, going home or hiding
elsawhere, and he sorted the warlocks out by their level of power, as Faran had.

When that was done he thought he had afairly good understanding of the Situation-and he didn't like it
much. Varrin had done serious damage to the Paace, and Faran had dain a high-ranking member of the
Wizards Guild-executions were never left to anyone of low rank. The party as awhole had further
antagonized the entire city by their march through the streets.

But it might not be too late to make amends, Manrin thought. Lord Faran's degth, while atragic loss,
was also an opportunity. Their dead leader could be made a convenient target for the city's anger and
mistrust. The warlocks could blame Lord Faran for dl the harm they had done, absolving the survivors of

any respongibility.

But, Manrin was convinced, they had to present themsalves asred magicians, alawful part of the city,
not amysterious, lawless, dien force.

He started to explain thisto his new followers, but had not gotten very far before Kirsha demanded,
"How?'

Manrin stopped. "How what?' he asked.

"How can we present ourselves as norma magicians? We're not-we're from al over the city, froma
dozen different backgrounds, not people who served a proper apprenticeship to learn atrade. Just ook
augd"

"You have apoint,” Manrin said, "and I've thought about it. | think we need to do something to make
ourselves|ook more like a coherent group. Perhapsif we all dyed our clothes to one color? Red might
be nice. Isthat man Bern around? He might be ableto help ..."

"He'sin the kitchens somewhere," Shellacdled. "I'll go find him."

"We can't dyeall our clothesred,” Desset said. "Y ou can't dye dark colorsred; the old color will show
through. We'd need to get al new clothes.”

"We could dye everything black," Othisen suggested. "Black will cover anything."



"Then wed look like demonologigts” Alladiasaid.

"Isthat bad?" Desset asked. "Everyone knows demonologists are magicians, and they may not like
them, but nobody throws bricks at their windows.”

"Exactly! Manrin said. "Black it is, then-from now on, warlocks wear black.”
"But they'll think we're dl demonologistd™ Alladia protested.
"Better that than thinking were warlocks, I'd say," Y orn commented.

"Black,” Manrin said. "Y ou chose meto lead you, and as your leader, | tell you to wear black-if Bern
can get usthe dye.”

Desset nodded. "Everyone looks good in black, too."

Manrin didn't think everyone present agreed with that, but he wasn't about to let hisfollowers argue
about trivia. "And well need to advertise," he said. "Ordinary magicians are useful, they earn their living
from their magic. Well, we can dl do thingsthat people will pay for-we can hed wounds aswell as
anyone, we can open locks, we can break things or repair things. We need to let everyone know that.
Right now, thanks to those of uswho did things we shouldn't have on the Night of Madness, they think of
us asthieves and bullies, not honest citizens, and we need to fix that. Some of us should volunteer to help
rebuild the shops and houses that got smashed on the Night of Madness. And people think we
kidnapped al those people who disappeared out of their beds-we need to convince them we didn't.”

"How do we dothat?" Yorn caled. "What are we going to say?"
"WEell jugt tll them thetruth,” Manrin said. "Eventudly maybeit will snkin.”
"But how can we advertise?' Kirshaasked. "We can't just hang out a signboard!”

"Not here, no,"” Manrin agreed. "Well need to rely on word of mouth. Those of uswho have friends and
family should let them know. The word will spreed.”

"Do you redly think anyonewill hire us?' Kirsha asked.

Before Manrin could reply, Zarek asked, "Can we still stay here? If Lord Faran is dead, who ownsthis
house?"

Manrin had been about to answer Kirsha, but now he stopped dead, mouth open.
"l don't know," he said at last. "Did Lord Faran have any children? Or perhaps Lord Hanner's parents?"

"QOur parents are both dead,” Lady Alris said from the parlor door. "If Uncle Faran ever acknowledged
any children, | don't know about it. | think Hanner and Nerraand | were his closest kin."

"Thank you, Lady Alris" Manrin said. "Then unless there's a settlement we don't know about, Lord
Hanner would now own the estate, with an obligation to provide for hissgters.”

"IsBern here?' Alris asked. "He should know."



"Hereheis,” Shellacdled, leading Bern by the hand through the crowd at the dining-hall door.

"Good!" Manrin said. "Bern, Lady Alris, if the three of us could spesk somewhere ..." When neither of
them protested, Manrin smiled and said, "Good! All of you, we have seen that confrontation with the
overlord and hisguardsis not going to get us anywhere. Lord Faran meant well, and he did agood thing
gathering us here and teaching us what we are, but trying to conquer the city is not for us. What we need
to do ismake aplace for ourselves, a place that the rest of the city will accept. While | speak with Lady
Alrisand Bern, | want the rest of you to think about what we can do to fit in, to make oursalves useful
and welcome. For now, it appears we are still welcome here-Lord Hanner has not come and ordered us
to leave-but we have to consider the possibility that we will need to leave and go esewhere. If you have
any suggestions or questions, find me later and well discussthem.”

With that, he beckoned to Alris and Bern, then turned and headed back up the gairs.

The two followed him up to astudy on the third floor, where they settled in for along discussion of
household affairsand Lord Faran'sfamily history.

The news, Manrin thought, was mixed. It did indeed appear that Lord Faran had no family except his
gster's children, and so far as anyone knew none of his many women could claim to carry hischild or
even to have married him. If Lord Manner was Faran's heir that was good-an actua warlock would have
been better, but Lord Manner had certainly appeared sympathetic enough.

The bad news came from Bern. The household supplies were running low. He could get to market only
when one of the more powerful warlocks got him safely past the thugsin the street. And worst of dl, the
household funds were exhausted-he was operating on credit. Lord Faran's credit had aready become
questionable, and when word got out that he was dead it would be cut off completely.

The warlocks needed to find another source of income immediately; that need was rather more urgent
than Manrin had redlized.

Of course, he had his own money, back in Ethshar of the Sands, and some of the other warlocks
presumably had full purses, but even so, they redlly needed to start earning.

There were haf adozen bloodstonesin one of the hundreds of drawers of wizard's suppliesthat Lord
Faran had collected, and those could be enchanted with the Spell of Sustenance so that whoever carried
them would need no food or drink, but even though many of the warl ocks who had accompanied Lord
Faran on the march to the Palace had not returned, there were far more than half adozen peoplein the
house. Besides, the bloodstone spell was not hedlthy if used for too long. A sixnight or two would be no
problem, but if the days turned into months. . .

It was hard to believe how much hislife had changed in just three days. He had been arespected and
wedthy wizard, a Guildmaster, with friends and family, and now he was an outlaw, awarlock, worrying
about paying for hisnext med.

Manrin shook his head at the thought. He redlly wastoo old for this sort of thing.

After several minutes of conversation Bern insisted on leaving to prepare supper-he had been starting on
that when Shellahad fetched him from the kitchens. That left Manrin and Alrisaonein the sudy. Manrin
tried to question Alris about her uncle's plans and what her brother might do, but Alriswas hardly
brimming over with information or enthusiaam.



And after dl, why should she be? She wasn't awarlock, just an ordinary girl, and her uncle had just
died, which had to be a blow even though she hadn't gppeared to like him much. She probably just
wanted to go home to the Palace, to see her shs and resume her former life.

All the same, Manrin kept her there talking until Sheilacame upstairsto cdl them to supper.

At the med Alrissat in sullen silence while the warl ocks talked about what they should do. She should
be taken home to the Palace at the first opportunity, Manrin decided as he pretended to listen to
Othisen's schemes for using warlockry on hisfather'sfarm.

And Othisen should go home, aswell, he thought.

Infact,all the warlocks probably ought to return to their old homes, Manrin thought-at least, those who
had homes. Surely, most people would accept them back. They could claim that Lord Faran had gone
mad and led them astray.

But those who were till in the house did not seem ready to go, and Manrin saw no need to chase them
out hetily.

Some, like Zarek, had no homes to return to.

And Manrin himself-what good would it do him to go home, to awizard's house, when he could no
longer function as a proper wizard? What good would it do Ulpen or Sheilato go back to an
apprenticeship he or she could never complete?

No, there were till reasons for some of them to stay.

The discussion of what they were to do dragged on long after the meal was over, with no signs of ending
anytime soon, until finally Manrin yawned widely, picked up a candle, and announced he was going to
bed.

At thetop of thefirst flight of stairs he hesitated; he and Ulpen had shared aroom, but he was now the
leader in Lord Faran's place; shouldn't he take the master's bed? He walked down the passageway to
the north end and through the double doors into the great bedchamber.

Y es, he thought, as he stood in the doorway and looked wryly at the sculpture and other furnishings, he
redlly ought to spend at least one night here, just so he could someday tell his grandchildren about it. He
et the candle on the nearer nightstand and prepared for bed.

Tired ashewas, he had no trouble falling adegp despite the unfamiliar surroundings.




Chapter Thirty-eight

Manrin had no idea how long he had been ad eep when the dream began. He knew a once it wasa
magica dream, and after al he had heard about the Cdling that afternoon he was relieved to see that it
waswizardly in nature, and not hisfirst warlock's nightmare.

Hefound himsdlf standing in abare stone room he did not recognize, facing Ithiniaof the Ide, senior
Guildmaster of Ethshar of the Spices and rumored member of the Inner Circle of the Wizards Guild. The
clarity of detailsand Ithinials awkward behavior convinced him that thiswas no ordinary nighttime
fantasy, but asending.

"The Spell of Invaded Dreams, en?" he asked when Ithiniaseemed to bein no hurry to speek. “The
Lesser or the Greater? Can you hear me?"

"I can hear you," the dream Ithiniasaid. "Thisisthe Greater Spell of Invaded Dreams, and we can speak
fredy."

That was reassuring. The Greeter Spll took significantly more effort; if the Guild had smply wanted to
send him amessage they would have used the Lesser, which only communicated in one direction, from
wizard to dreamer. The Greater Spdll, which alowed communication in both directions, indicated that
they wanted to talk.

"| takeit that the Guild has something to discusswith me?* Manrin said.

"Indeed,” Ithiniaagreed. "We are aware that you, and the apprentice Ulpen, are now warlocks, asare
somefifty-sx other wizards of varying experience and power throughout the Hegemony of the Three
Ethshars

Manrin's dream-sdlf blinked in surprise. He had had no ideathere were others besides Ul pen and
himsdlf. "Fifty-Sx others?' he sad. "Where?'

"Scattered,” Ithiniatold him. "Fourteen are within the walls of Ethshar of the Spices.”
“In thishouse?'

"No, in their own homes. That doesn't matter. Guildmaster Manrin, | am not here to discuss others; | am
here to discussyou."

"Ah. And what isit you wish to discuss?"

"Guildmeaster, you know the Guild'srules. Wizards are not to meddle in other forms of magic.”

"l didn't meddlein anything,” Manrin said. "l had it thrust upon me, just like dl the others.”

"Y es, we know. Nonetheless, you are now both awarlock and awizard, and the Guild does not permit

this. There are too many unknowns, too many risks. Warlockry and wizardry interfere with each other in
too many ways."



"Sowhat am | to do, then? | can't stop being awarlock, can I? Have you found away to reverse
whatever itisthat did thisto me?"

"No," Ithiniasaid. "Y ou can't fop being awarlock. The change appearsto be irreversble. However, the
power you now wield does not derive from you, but from an outside source. It would be enough if you
were cut off from that source. Y ou would still be awarlock, but you would be completely powerlessto
use your warlockry."

"Can that be done?' Manrin asked, startled.

"Not while you remain in the World. However, the Guild has access to places outside the World. If you
choose, you can be exiled to such aplace.”

Manrin considered that, but only briefly. "I wouldn't accept exile from Lord Azrad,” he said. "Why
should | accept it from you?'

"Y ou did not swear to obey Lord Azrad. Y ou did swear an oath, when you were accepted as an
apprentice, to obey the rules of the Wizards Guild."

That was undeniably true, but Manrin was not ready to yield. "To leave theworld ... | assume that these
places you describe are magical crestions?”’

"Wes"
"Small places, then? Not so much asavillage?'

"Wes"

"l would be choosing to spend the rest of my lifein prison.”

"Wes"

"And you think I'll agreeto this?"

"If you chooseto remain awizard, yes."

"Well, how could | not..."

He stopped, and even in the dream he could fed hisface 'turn pale.

"Oh, no," hesaid.

"Y ou can stop being awizard," Ithiniasaid. She pointed at Manrin's belt.

In the dream his dagger, his athame, did from its sheath and hovered before his eyes, seeming tofill his
field of vison. Theimage of Ithiniaseemed to recede into the distance, though he and she were both il

inasmal soneroom.

"Without the athame you are no longer awizard,” Ithinias voice said, though he could no longer see her
spesk. "Break it, and wewill let you remain divein the World."



"But part of mysoul isinit!" Manrin protested. "1 wouldn't be whole!”
"Nevertheless, you must choose," Ithiniaingsted. "Warlock or wizard."
"If | had achoice, I'd rather be awizard," Manrin said. "But | don't have a choice-I'm both!"

"The Guild cannot permit you to be both and go free,” Ithiniasaid. "Y ou must break your athame, accept
magicd exile, or die”

Manrin stared miserably a the floating knife. "I've lived in the World as awizard, bound to this dagger,
for ninety-eight years" he said.

"And you are forbidden to remain awizard so bound, and living in the World. Y ou swore obedience.”
His dream-sdlf reached up to touch the dagger; it vibrated as his fingers neared it.

"If | break it, you'll let melive and remain free?' he said. "Then the Guild has decided not to exterminate
the warlocks?"

Ithinia hesitated. "If you break it, we will not kill you now," she said.

Manrin closed hiseyeswesarily. "But you might later,” he said. "The Inner Circle has not yet decided on
what to do about the warlocks, then?”

"We have not yet decided,” Ithiniaadmitted.

He opened his eyes again, grabbed the athame, and thrust it back in its sheath on hisbelt.

"l won't doit," hesaid. "l ask you to reconsider.”

"Wehave consdered this," Ithiniasaid. "We have debated it for days, and while we have not yet
decided aboutall warlocks, we have decided to enforce the existing rules. All nobleswho have become
warlocks must renounce their titles or die; dl wizards must destroy their athames, or accept eternd exile
from the World, or die. We leave the other magiciansto their own people, but we know that warlocks
cannot summon either gods or demons, so we have no fear of warlock theurgists or demonologists.”

"l won't doit,” Manrin said. "l won't throw away my freedom, nor a century's experience.”

"Then we have no choice but to kill you."

"You cantry,” Manrin said, "but | am the leader of aband of warlocks, and | ill retain many of my old
protections-not least this athame you want me to destroy! | may not be so easy atarget as you think, and
you may not be pleased with the resultsif you antagonize the warlocks. We aren't asweak as the witches
or sorcerers. Remember that Lord Faran took his executioner with him!*

"We remember," Ithiniasaid.

And then she was gone, and Manrin woke up in Faran's gigantic bed, staring up into the darkness.

"Protections,” he mumbled, pushing the bedclothes aside. "I need protec...”



Then he felt the hands close around his throat-clawed, inhuman hands. Faint light came from the
windows and the crack beneath the doors, but he could see nothing at dl; his attacker wasinvishble.

"Fendel's Assassin," he said. "Good choice. And of course you wouldn't give metimeto prepare; that
would be supid. | should have known."

And then the grip tightened, and he could no longer breathe, | et aone speak.

Chapter Thirty-nine

Lord Manner awoke on the morning of the eighth day of Summerhest in his own familiar bed, in hisown
familiar room in the Paace, and spent severd minuteslying there, smply enjoying the sensation.

Then he remembered how he had come here, and that Uncle Faran was dead, and dl hisjoy in being
home evaporated.

It might not evenbe his home much longer. Helived in this gpartment because Uncle Faran had been
chief advisor to the overlord; now Faran had not merely quit, he had died. Unless Hanner or one of his
gstersfound aposition in the overlord's service, the overlord would probably order them all out
eventudly.

Uncle Faran had died. Hanner had till not fully absorbed that fact. Faran had been turned to stone and
shattered. Petrifaction might be reversible sometimes, depending which spell was used, but nobody could
reassemble a broken statue and then restore it to life intact. Faran was gone.

There could be no funeral, no pyre to send Faran's soul heavenward in the rising smoke; Faran was just
gone. His marble remains could be collected, but there was no point in it-whatever was going to become
of hissoul had dready happened. His ghost might ill be in the Palace somewhere, might even manageto
haunt it; haf adozen other ghosts were dready said to be harmlessy resident, though Hanner had never
encountered any of them. Faran's soul might be trapped forever in the stone or might have freed itsalf
somehow when the stone broke open-those were al possible, and Hanner had no ideawhich had

happened.
Hewould probablynever know. Necromancy was expensive and unreliable.
Hanner sat up in bed and sighed. No matter how much he desired it, hislife could never again bewhat it

had been before the Night of Madness. Uncle Faran was dead. He could no longer be hisuncles aide;
he would need to make anew career.



Uncle Faran was dead.
Abruptly, Hanner broke down in tears.

He couldn't remember atime when Uncle Faran hadn't been there; even when both his parentswere
alive and present, Faran had always been around. After Hanner's father disappeared, Faran helped his
ggter, Hanner's mother, with her three children.

And when their mother died, Faran took them al in and looked after them. He had been dl they had | eft.
Hanner had loved and respected hisuncle. It wasn't the same sort of love he had felt for his mother or
father; Faran hadn't been anywhere near that close, and he had often overridden their desiresin pursuit of
his own ideas of what was best. But still, he had always been there, had always made sure Hanner and
Nerraand Alriswere safe. He had been the center of the family, the core they all revolved around.
Now that center was gone, leaving Hanner the eldest of the family.

Hesat in hisbed crying for several minutes, but at |ast regained control of himself and wiped hiseyes
with the bedsheets. When he felt sufficiently recovered he did out of the bed and got dressed.

Nerrawas dumped on the window seet in the Sitting room, looking eastward over the Old City, and
Hanner was fairly sure she had been crying, too.

"l can't believe hésgone,” she said.
"I know," Hanner said.

Faran was gone-and that meant Hanner, as the eldest, was the head of the family. That meant, he
redlized, that he was responsiblefor the care of hisssters.

Nerrawas eighteen, old enough to care for herself, but Alris was not.

Alriswas il a the house on High Street. At least, Hanner certainly hoped she was, since she wasn't
here. He would have to fetch her back to the Palace. If the overlord was il forbidding people entrance

Well, if hewas, that was foolish. The warlocks had demonstrated beyond question that if they wanted in,
Azrad couldn't keep them out. If those orders were till in effect Hanner would just have to sneak Alrisin
anyway. He thought he could use his own warlockry to do it, if necessary, as he had at the house.

Hewould need to be very, very careful from now on, though, so as not to et anyone know that he was
awarlock. Lord Azrad had sentenced the warlocks to exile, and the Wizards Guild might well intend to
exterminate them; Hanner had no intention of submitting to ether fate.

For one thing, he was head of the family. If he were exiled, how could he look after Alris? There wasno
reasonshe should be exiled.

Hewould definitely need to fetch her home, right after breskfast.

"Have you eaten?' he asked.



Nerraturned up ahand. "I'm not hungry.”

"Nerra, | know you're grieving-so am |-but today may turn out to be extremely busy. It's not impossible
that Lord Azrad will have usthrown out of these gpartments. | redly think you should est something.”

Nerradid not say anything in reply, but she got up from the window seat and trudged toward the door.
Hanner followed.

In the kitchens Hanner watched to make sure Nerra actualy was egting her portion of bread and salt
pork, and wondered whether Uncle Faran had any bloodstonesin those drawers on the third floor, and
whether Manrin might be willing to enchant them. That would keep Nerras strength up while she worked
through her grief. In many ways, while Hanner had been the one who worked as Faran's assstant, it was
Nerrawho had been closest of the three of them to Uncle Faran.

Of course, any dedings with Manrin, awarlock, might be dangerous, Hanner thought; maybe they
should go to the Wizards Quarter to buy the Spell of Sustenance.

It would be far more efficient to have it done when collecting Alris, though. Besides, High Street was s0
much closer.

And if the overlord did decide to throw them out of the Palace they would probably beliving in the
house on High Street for awhile anyway.

For now, though, they would ezt like anyone else. Hanner looked down at his hand and redlized he had
not yet eaten his own breakfast. He took abite of pork and chewed dutifully.

People wandered in and out of the kitchens asthey ate, dl going about their businessin so familiar a
fashion that Hanner's heart ached to seeit. Faran's death had not disrupted anything here, nor had the
warlocks, nor the destruction in the great audience chamber. The only visible change was Hindas
absence-a sixnight ago she would have been dl over the kitchens, running errands for the cooks.

No one spoke to Hanner and Nerra, though; they finished their meal in silence, brushed crumbs from
their clothes, and made their way through the familiar stairways and corridors back to their gpartments...

Where they found Bern, Alris, and two burly guardsmen waiting for them in the corridor.
"What's going on?' Hanner asked as he ambled aong the passage toward them.

Alrisglanced up at one of the guardswho said, "Lady Alrisbrought this person into the Palace with her,
and we didn't want to leave them unattended.”

"He might be awarlock who put aspell on her,” the other guard offered.

"Bern? Bern's not awarlock," Hanner said. "He's my uncle's housekeeper.”

“Itold them that!" Alrissaid angrily.

"Yes, you did, my lady, but we had to be careful, with al thistrouble we've had the past few days.”

The other guard started to spesk, then hesitated. "What isit?" Hanner asked him.



"My lord," the soldier said awkwardly, "isit true your uncleis dead? That's what we heard, but you
know how rumors are.”

"l do know how it is," Hanner agreed, "but thisoneistrue. Lord Faran is dead.”

"Thewizardskilledhim?' "Yes"

"I'm very sorry, my lord." He sounded quite sincere. Hanner could fed histhroat tightening as he replied,
"Thank you." He blinked, just to make sure no tears would escape, and said, "Might | ask you aquestion
inreturn?' "Of course, my lord.”

"Just what isthe Situation here? A couple of days ago the overlord wasn't dlowinganyone into the
Pdace, for fear warlocks would get in, but here you've let Al... Lady Alrisand Bernin. Hasthe order
been rescinded?’

"Yes, it has" theguard said. "Last night. After dl, those warlocks madeit pretty clear yesterday that if
they wanted to get in we couldn't stop them, and if we're going to have workmen in to repair the damage,
and magiciansin to make sure it doesn't happen again, well, we can't keepeveryone out. So we're back
to the old rules-anyone with businessin the Pdace, or who knows the password, isalowed in."

Hanner nodded. "That makes sense," he said. He resisted the temptation to add that that made it dl the
more surprising Lord Azrad had agreed to it. "I you heard about my uncle's death, did you hear anything
about who isto replace him asthe overlord's chief advisor?'

Thetwo soldiers glanced a each other. "Therestalk that Lord Ildirin will be promoted,” one said.

"Or Lord Karannin," the other added.

"Or even Lord Azrad the Younger,” said thefirst.

"S0 heintendsto keep it in the family, then?"

"I don't think he trusts anyone e se anymore.”

"Except us, of course, but we aren't courtiers.”

Hanner grimaced. "Of course," he agreed. "And do you know what Lord Azrad intends to do about the
warlocks?

The soldierslooked at each other again.

"I don't think we can talk about that,” one said. "After dl, you were with those warl ocks, and they might
be ligening in with their magic.”

Hanner smiled. "Warlocks can't do thet,” he said. "Their magic doesn't work that way."

The guardsman turned up apam. "I wouldn't know, my lord. I'm not sureanyone redlly knowswhat a
warlock can and can't do, when they're so new.”

"Better to be safe," the other added.



"Has anyone said anything about me?"

"Not that I've heard, my lord.”

The other didn't answer with words, but raised an empty hand.

"Well, thank you," Hanner said. He could see Alrislooking angrily impeatient, and Bern looking worried.
He pointed at Bern. "I can attest that thisman is Lord Faran's housekeeper, and at least as of yesterday
he wasn't awarlock. Unless someone turned him into one overnight, | assume he il isn't.”

"Thank you, my lord." The guard glanced at his companion. "1 suppose well be going, then.”

"Good enough,” Hanner said. "Thank you for escorting them here.”

The two soldiers both essayed quick little bows, then turned and marched off while Hanner unlocked the
door to the family'srooms.

"Y ou heard about Uncle Faran?' Nerra asked.

"Yes" Alrissad. "It soundshorrible! Poor Uncle Faran!™

"It was quick," Hanner said as he swung the door open and stood aside to let the othersin.
When they were all insde, and the door closed, Hanner said, "I assume you're here, Alris, amply
because you wanted to come home-but, Bern, why areyou here? Are the warl ocks throwing out

everyone who isn't one of them?”

Alrisand Bern exchanged glances. "No, my lord,” Bern said. "I'm afraid we're here with bad news, and
... well, we need your advice."

Hanner's ssomach began to hurt. "More bad news?' he said. "It isn't enough that Uncle Faran and
Rudhiraand Varin aredl gone?"

"It's about the wizard," Alris said as she seitled onto achair.
"Ithinia?"

"No, no," Bern said quickly. "Manrin the Mage."

"What about him?"

"Wefound him dead in his bed thismorning,” Bern said. " That apprentice wizard, Ulpen, saysthat he
was killed by wizardry for refusing an order from the masters of the Wizards Guild."

Hanner considered thisfor amoment, then asked, "And how does Ulpen know this?"
"The Guild sent him adream," Alrissaid. "With the same order. Only he obeyed.”

That more or less made sense; Hanner had heard the Spell of Invaded Dreams described, though he had
never experienced it directly. "What was the order?"



"Hewon't say," Bern replied.

"But he says he's not awizard anymore," Alris added. "Not even an apprentice. He's just awarl ock.”
Hanner's eyes widened. "I didn't know that was possible.”
Alristurned up apam. "That's what hesaid."

Hanner nodded. It made sense. The Wizards Guild was enforcing itsrules, asthey had with Uncle
Faran-no hereditary nobles could use magic, and no one could use more than one kind of magic.

Manrin and Ulpen hadn'tasked for a second kind of magic, so the Guild had offered a choice-give up
one, or die. And there was no way to give up warlockry.

Apparently there was away to give up wizardry. That was interesting, if not particularly useful
informetion.

And while news of Manrin's death was also interesting, and somewhat distressing, Hanner had hardly
known the old man and did not quite see what it had to do withhim. He was about to say so when there

was a knock on the door.
"Il getit," Alrissaid, bouncing up from her chair.
She opened the door, and Hanner heard afamiliar voice say, "Alris? Y ou're home?'
"Mavi!" Nerrasad, risng from the window seet. "Comein!™

Alrisushered Mavi in, where Nerraembraced her. Hanner smiled at the sight of her, but did not touch
her.

"Good morning, Mavi," hesad.

"Hanner!" She smiled abroad, bright smile a him. "It's good to see you back where you belong. | heard
they were letting people into the Palace again, so | came to see how Nerrawas doing-1 should have
realized you'd be here, too!" Then she noticed the other man and looked questioningly at Hanner.

"Bern was about to explain why he came,” Hanner said. He looked at the servant expectantly.

"Oh," Bern said. He glanced at Mavi, then said, "It's smple enough, my lord. With your uncle's degth,
you are now the owner of the house at the corner of High Street and Coronet, and therefore my
employer. | cameto discuss the nature and terms of my further employment there, if any, and your plans

for the property.”

"Lord Faran isdead?' Mavi asked, clapping her handsto her mouth in horror.
"Hedied yesterday," Hanner said. "The Wizards Guild killed him for meddling in magic.”
"But hekilled the wizard they sent,” Alris added. Hanner did not contradict her; the weight of that

unknown wizard's desth was on his own soul, and he thought he might well have to ded with it
eventudly, but for now it would do no one any good to reved the truth.



"That'sterriblel" Mavi sad, faling onto achair. Nerra patted her hand comfortingly.
"Pleaseforgive the interruption, Bern,” Hanner said when Mavi was settled. ™Y ou were saying?"

"l was saying, my lord, that you are the eldest surviving member of Lord Faran'sfamily, and are
therefore his heir-he named you as hisheir in papers he left in my care, to remove any possible question.

It was Hanner's turn to fedl unsteady on hisfeet, but he remained standing. He had not thought Uncle
Faran had thought highly enough of him to have made out such papers.

"Hedid?'

"Yes, my lord. Where his ownership of that house had been kept secret, he wanted to be certain there
would be no confusion on thispoint.”

Manner glanced at hisssters.

"Wdl," hesaid, "at least well have somewhereto liveif Lord Azrad evictsus.”

The legacy meant rather more than that, Manner knew. While he was unsure how much money Uncle
Faran had |eft, he had seen the furnishings of that house, in particular the magical materias and deviceson
the upper floors, and he knew that he could sell them off for enough to live on for along, long time. His
future, and the future of hisssters, was suddenly far less uncertain.

"That's assuming the warlocks et you in," Nerrasaid. "Haven't they taken over that place?’

"Uncle Faran invited them," Alrissaid. "We can uninvite them, if we choose, Besides, most of them have
aready |eft-they got scared by what happened yesterday, with Rudhiraand Varrin being Called, and then

Uncle Faran dying, and then Manrin.”

"They have?' Hanner asked Bern.

"Yes my lord,” Bernsad. "'l believe only eeven warlocks remainin resdence.” He cleared histhroat.
"Which brings me to another reason | have come. We need to know your intentions toward those who

remain and any otherswho may return.”

"My intentions? Well, | don't see any reason to cast them out into the Streets-they're our guests, and
some of them have nowhere else to go but the Hundred-Foot Fied."

"Don't be stupid, Hanner," Alrissaid. "Of course there's areason. They'rewarlocks.”

Hanner glared at her. "I don't see why that makes any difference. "

"I'm afraid it does," Bern said. "Quite aside from the bricks and torches that continue to be flung at the
house, and therisk of damage from experimentation by the warlocks themselves, there isthe question of

what the authoritieswill do."
"The authorities? Y ou mean the overlord?"

"The city guard, yes. And the Wizards Guild. My lord, if they do set out to exterminate the warlocks, it



would be far smpler for them to destroy that house, and everyoneinit, than to kill the eleven of them one

by one"

"Destroy it how?' Hanner asked. "The overlord isn't about to smply burn down amansion in the New
City-what if the fire spreads?"

"I wasn't thinking of the overlord, my lord. | wasthinking of the Wizards Guild."
"Oh," Hanner said.

He could hardly argue with that. Nobody redlly knew just what the Wizards Guild was capable of. They
had a reputation for ruthlessness-though how well deserved it might be Hanner did not know. He could
not think of any instancein hislifetime when the Wizards Guild had destroyed an entire house in the
middle of the city-but he certainly couldn't say they wouldn't do it. They very well might.

One spell would probably be cheaper than eleven, and wizards were always aware of the costs of what
they did.

Some people might argue that destroying amansion full of vauableswasahigh cost initsdlf, but Hanner
knew better. That wasn't how the Guild thought. It wasn'ttheir mansion, and its destruction would
reinforce the Guild's reputation for fearsome-ness.

The Guild wanted to be feared. Hanner had learned that long ago in talking to the magiciansin the
Wizards Quarter. It was much easier to convince people to obey your ordersif they were terrified of
you. Smashing an entire mansion to pebbles and kindling, or burning it to the ground, or smply causing it
to vanish, would provide exactly the sort of example that the Guild wanted- a demonstration that no one,
no matter how wesalthy or powerful, could defy them.

Uncle Faran had aways believed that the Guild wanted power for its own sake, that they were building
up their authority little by little with the god of eventually ruling the World, and he had resented that. He
had told Hanner that the Guild was virtudly ruling the Worldnow, and that soon, when they were sure no
one could oppose them effectively, they would do so openly. He had constantly sought ways to convince
everyone of this, and ways to oppose the Guild's plans.

Hanner had never believed aword of it, and he had tried for years to convince his uncle otherwise. It
was plain to Hanner that Faran's beliefs made no sense. After dl, if the Wizards Guild wanted to rulethe
World openly, they could do it at any time. For al Uncle Faran's theories and studies and bluster, he had
never found anyone who could stand up to the Guild.

The closest he had ever come was the warlocks he led to the Palace, and all that had done was get him
killed.

No, Hanner thought he knew what the Wizards Guild wanted. He had talked to dozens of wizards over
the past few years, from the newest gpprentices up to Guildmaster Ithinia, and they had told him what the
Guild wanted, and he believed them.

Whet the Guild wanted was to avoid trouble.
The Guild had been created by the wizards near the end of the Great War, alittle more than two

centuries earlier, not to rule the World, but toprotect it-from wizards. They had foreseen the possibility
that the great wizards of Ethshar, once the war was over and their common foe wasfindly destroyed,



might fight among themselves. They had al seen, in the course of the fighting, what magic could do when
used without restraint-the eastern portion of Old Ethshar was said to till be alifeless desert, two hundred
years after the war, and the devagtation of the Northern Empire's heartland was rumored to have been
even more complete, though so far as Hanner knew no one had ever gone there to check.

So the wizards had made a pact-any magician who might cause trouble, any magician who became
involved in government or who tried to combine too many skills, would be killed out of hand, before he
could causered trouble.

That was the Guild's whole reason for existence, according to the wizards. Hanner believed it; Faran
never had.

The Guild's entire philosophy was to smash potentid trouble before it became more than mere
potential-take alittle trouble now to prevent far more later.

Hattening ahousefull of warlockswould fit right in with that philosophy.

But the warlocks were Hanner's guests. He had brought them there. No matter how dangerous their
presence might be, he would not smply throw them out into the street.

But he might want to ask them to find another place.

"Who'sin charge there?' he asked. "Who's leading the warl ocks now that Uncle Faran is dead?"

Bern and Alris exchanged glances.

"Youare" Alrissaid. "At leas, that'swhat they want.”

"That's another reason I'm here," Bern said quickly before Hanner could respond. "After Lord Faran
died they chose Manrin astheir new leader, but thenhe died, as well. Some wanted Ulpen next, but he's
still s0 young, just an gpprentice, that the others objected, and he refused. So now they inviteyou to
come lead them. Zarek in particular spoke strongly in favor of theidea-he saysit wasyou, not Lord
Faran, who firgt gathered them together on the Night of Madness.”

"l was hoping no one would remember that," Hanner said.

"ButHanner can't lead them!" Mavi protested. "He's not even awarlock.”

Hanner looked &t her.

He could refuse. He could agree with Mavi that it was absurd for anonwarlock to lead aband of
warlocks. He could evict them from his house and go live there in peace, ayoung man of good birth and
inherited wedlth; he could court Mavi and maybe marry her, and they could live there together. He could
let the warl ocks fend for themsalves, let them be scattered, perhaps forced into exile or killed off by the
city guard or the Wizards Guild.

It redlly wasn't his problem. He hadn't asked for any of this. He hadn't done anything wrong.

But neither had any of the other warlocks.

Someone had to lead them. Someone had to show them what they could do and represent them to the



World. Hanner had gathered them, then abdicated his position to Uncle Faran.

But Faran had gotten himself killed. Ashad Manrin, lessthan aday later. And the warlocks had now
chosen Hanner to lead them, even though none but Sheilaknew he was one of them.

Thejob certainly wasn't safe, but Hanner felt he could avoid it no longer. It wastime to stop delaying,
stop his pretenses that he could ever return to hisold life.

"Il go," hesaid. "Mavi-lam awarlock."

Chapter Forty

For along moment the room was slent as the others stared at him in shock. Then Alris laughed.

"Hal" she said. "I should have known. Y ou acted so strange sometimes! And that girl, Shella-she knew,
didn't she?'

"Yes," Manner admitted. " She knows."
"Youdidn't tdl me" Mavi said, and Manner could hear the hurt in her voice. "Y ou never said aword!"

"Mavi, | didn't know at firgt," Manner said hastily. "And you said ..." Then he stopped, realizing he was
once again about to say the wrong thing.

But he wouldn't. He would say theright thing thistime.

He took a deep breath and continued, "Well, it doesn't matter what you said. Y ou'reright. I'm sorry."
He hegitated. He knew better than to approach her; she would bolt, he was sure. "Y ou stay here and talk
to Nerra," hesaid. "I'll go back with Bern. | hope I'll see you again." He bowed and headed for the door,
beckoning to Bern.

Mavi watched him go, saying nothing.

Bern wasfrozen at firgt, then redized what was happening and hurried after Hanner.

When they were both in the corridor, Hanner closed the door of the apartments and said, "On the way
you can tell me more of what's happened since Uncle Faran's death.”



"Of coursg," Bern said.

By the time they were out of the Palace Bern had described the disorganized remnants of Lord Faran's
little army returning in panicky disarray to the house, and explained how Ulpen and the others had talked
Manrin into assuming leadership of the group.

By the time they reached High Street, Bern had explained Manrin's plan to establish warlocks as just
another sort of magician, with standard attire, apprenticeships, feesfor service, and so on.

"That's sound thinking," Hanner said asthey turned the corner. That would suit the Wizards Guild, he
thought. If warlocks were aknown quantity, bound by accepted rules, they would be lesslikely to stir up
trouble.

Of course, it would a so remove one of the warlocks' current strengths-no one knew who they were, or
how many of them might be out there.

On the other hand, that strength was one reason they were seen as adanger. If the warlocks operated
from shops, in digtinctive costumes, like other magicians, they wouldn't seem anywhere near as
threatening.

And nobody said thatall warlocks had to wear black and hang out Signs, or that awarlock couldn't
change his clothes when the occasion arose.

But if the generdl populationthought they knew who all the warlocks were, that might be enough. The
wizards had created the Guild to protect the World from wizards. Perhapsif warlocks were to create
their own guild ...

But they wouldn't want to call it aguild; imitating the wizards too obvioudy might seem audacious, even
presumptuous. A brotherhood or sisterhood, like the witches, might seem sinister-and besides, Hanner
saw no reason to form two organizations rather than one. Something that would suggest peaceful
discussion and openness, rather than secrecy or authority, would be good.

A council, perhaps.
That sounded right. The Council of Warlocks. Like Sardiron's Council of Barons.

Just giving them aname and public identity wouldn't be enough, of course. Those peoplein the street
had not just been upset because a bunch of strangers had acquired mysterious new magic; they were
frightened and angry because friends and neighbors and relatives had disappeared on the Night of
Madness, and they thought the warl ocks were responsible.

Somehow, the warlocks-theCouncil of Warlocks-would have to convince them otherwise.

And beyond that, even people who didn't think that the warl ocks were responsible for the
disappearances, who didn't think there was some vast conspiracy behind it al thought warlocks were
dangerous. Warlockswere dangerous, as they had demonstrated under Faran's leadership. The Council,
once it existed, would have to convince everyone that danger was under firm control.

At this point, no one would believe anything warl ocks told them. Hanner would need to find someone
theywould believe, and convince that someone to speak up on the warlocks behalf.



The obvious poss bilities were the established powers of the Hegemony-the overlords, the city guard,
the Wizards Guild, the Sisterhood of Witches, the Brotherhood of Witches, and so on. The overlord and
the Guild in particular would be convincing, since both had acted openly against the warlocks. If Hanner
could just convince Lord Azrad ...

He stumbled over hisown feet at the thought and redlized that Bern had continued to talk, explaining
how the warlocks had reacted to Manrin's proposas, while he had been lost in his planning. He listened
for afew seconds, decided that what Bern was saying wasn't important and he could always ask Bern to
repest it later, and resumed his chain of thought.

If Uncle Faran hadn't been ableto talk senseto Lord Azrad, Hanner certainly couldn't hopeto. The
Wizards Guild, though- the Guild wanted to minimize trouble. If they thought wiping out the warlocks
was the way to do that, then Hanner and the others were as good as dead-though they'd take severa
wizards with them, hewas sure.

But if they were convinced wiping out the warl ocks would be more troubl e than accommodating them,
then the Guild would be the warlocks natura dly. Faran had talked about appedling to them asfelow
magicians, but hadn't redlly carried through. Hanner knew better than to try to gppeal to their better
nature or fellow fedling, but if he could present them with solid reasons that accommodation with the
warlockswould bein their own best interests ...

He thought he could.

"I need to talk to Ithinia" he said, interrupting Bern's description of how they had dedlt with Desset's
nightmares.

"Now?" Bern asked, startled.

Hanner looked around, suddenly aware that they were nearing Warlock House, and the norma morning
crowds that had surrounded them since leaving the Palace were no longer present.

The people in the street had been pushed back away from them; they were walking down a cleared path
leading directly to the open iron gate. Desset stood in the dooryard, watching them- clearly, the path was
her doing.

"But she'sdready having nightmares!" Hanner said, bresking into arun.
Caught off guard, Bern took a moment to follow.

Hanner did not say anything, but inwardly he was seething. Didn't these people redlize how the Calling
worked? Hadn't they seen what happened to Rudhiraand Varrin? The more magic awarlock used, the
more powerful she became. The more powerful awarlock became, the more powerful the Caling was,
until at last it became irresistible. The nightmareswere awarning. Of the little group Bern had listed as il
at the house Desset was the most powerful warlock remaining who had not been Called, with only
Kirshaand maybe Ulpen coming anywhere close to matching her. That made her the obvious choicefor
big jobslike clearing a street so Hanner and Bern could get inside safey-but it also made her thewor st
choice, because at any moment the Calling might get the better of her and sweep her away.

"Get in herel" Hanner called as he pushed past her into the open doorway.

Startled, Desset and Bern hurried after him. He dammed the door behind them and turned to Dessat.



"What isit?' shesaid breathlessy. "What's the matter?”

"Youdon't use magic anymore,” hetold her, shaking afinger in her face. "Not unless you absolutely
mud!"

"But Bern and Alris needed to get out, and you and Bern needed to get in," Desset protested.

"l don't care," Hanner said. "It's not your job! Get one of the others-or if one can't handlethejob, get
two or three or four. But notyou. Y ou've had the nightmares.”

Desset's mouth opened, then closed.

"Youll hear the Cdlling!" Hanner said. "Like Rudhiraand Varrin. Unless youwant to go flying off
northward in the middle of whatever you're doing, and never come back!"

"Oh," Desset squeaked.
"Oh," Bernsad. "l didn't think ..."

"Obvioudy," Hanner said, turning to Bern-and redlizing that they had an audience. The other warlocks
were wetching them.

Zarek had stayed, of course-he wouldn't be in any hurry to go back to the Hundred-Foot Field.
Kirsha-Hanner didn't know much of anything about her background, but apparently she still preferred the
mansion to her home. Her cousin Ilvin had stayed, aswell. Hindawasn't dlowed back in the Palace.
Alladia, Sheila, Ulpen-their former lives as other sorts of magicianswere gone. Y orn, outcast from the
city guard, remained, aswell as Mavi's friend Pancha, and one other whose name Hanner didn't
remember at first.

Artalda, that wasit. Artaldathe Fair.

Most of them were wearing black now, he noticed-not their own clothes dyed, as Manrin had
suggested, but assorted mismatched garments apparently pilfered from Uncle Faran's wardrobes, most of
themiill-fitting, Snce only Y orn matched thelate Lord Faran's height.

They were not an impressive bunch, but they were what he, and al the warlocks of the World, had to
dart with.

And the time had come to start. If he was going to be their leader, he knew he had to establish his
authority at once,

"Good morning, al of you," Hanner said. "Just to reassure you, you are dl still welcomein thishouse. As
you see, I've chosen to accept your invitation to return and lead you.”

Saying it openly felt oddly pleasant. It fdtright. All hislife he had carefully stayed in the background, in
his uncle's shadow, doing as he was told no matter what he thought of it. He had aways refused to take
on any real authority because he had aways thought there was someone better, someone more qualified.

Now, here, at last, he did not think there was. The time had come to assert himsalf.



"My lord," Yorn said, bowing. The othersfollowed suit with varying degrees of awkwardness.

"Don't cal me'lord,' " Hanner said. Theterm reminded him of hisold life, where it had been amost a
mockery-he had never been lord of anything, despite thetitle. "If I'm leading you, instead of serving the
overlord, then | can no longer bear that title.”

Y orn straightened up. "Then how should we addressyou, uh . . . Sr?”

"'Sir'is perfectly acceptable,” Hanner said. "I believe my actud title ought to be Chairman, though.”

"Chairman?’ Kirsha asked.

"Chairman of the Council of Warlocks" Hanner said.

"There'sa Council of Warlocks?' Zarek asked.

"Thereisnow."

"Where?' Shellaasked.

"Here," Hanner said. "Thetweve of us" He glanced a Bern. "I'm afraid you don't qualify for
membership, Bern, unlessthere's something you haven't told us.”

"No, | donot, my 1... dr," Bern said, stepping back toward the dining hall.

"We could do something about that, if you like," Hanner said. "Shella, here, taught us. We could take
yOu on as an pprentice.”

"No, ar."
"You said earlier that you wanted to discuss the terms of your employment,” Hanner said. "We never
redlly did. | think | should makeit clear that this houseis now the headquarters of the Council of

Warlocks, and if you stay on-which you're quite welcome to do-it will be as an employee of the Council
rather than working for any individud."

“l.... | can accept that, sir, but | do not wish tobe awarlock."

"l don't blame you," Hanner said. "We have formidable enemies, several wesknesses.... it'shardly alife
you'd choose, en?"

"Exactly, dr," Bern sad, visbly relieved.

"Well, | hopeto improvethat,” Hanner said. "And when | have, perhapsyoull reconsider.”

"Or perhaps not. Please, air ..."

"Well leaveit for now, Bern. Thank you for staying on." Hanner turned back to the others. "Now, as
I've just said, we are the Council of Warlocks. We are going to be the organization that warlocks answer

to, as wizards answer to their Guild. We are going to make rules and enforce them, and establish just
who and what a proper warlock is. If thisisn't what you want, then leave now."



The warlocks glanced at one another. Then llvin said, "Excuse me, Sir-perhaps I've misunderstood
something, but if Bern doesn't qualify for membership, how canyou, appoint yoursdf as Chairman?”

Hanner smiled. He had expected that question. He pointed, and alamp lifted from atable.

"I'm qudified,” hesaid. "1 didn't mention it before because my uncle was running things, but now that he's
gonethetimeto hideispast.”

"Iknew he was awarlock!" Sheilasaid proudly.

"Yes, you did," Hanner agreed. "Now, we will begin with rules on attire and deportment, then discuss
the nature of the nightmares and the Calling, and how this affects us. | want to get through this quickly.”

"Why?" Shellaasked.

"Because we have severd thingsto do, and we don't know how much time we have to do them. The
guard could make another assault, or the Wizards Guild might reach adecision and attempt to act oniit,”
Hanner said. "'l want to get afew bas cs established and learn exactly what the Situation is here-for
example, what's been done with Manrin's body?*

"It's4till upstairs,” Bern said.

"Wl it must be dedlt with eventudly. At any rate, once the essentiads here are sttled, I'll go talk to the
Wizards Guild."

"About Manrin?' Ulpen asked.
Hanner amiled.

"Among other things," he said. "There are al'so afew things | need to explain to them about warlocks."

Chapter Forty-one

Demonologists usudly wore black robes astheir forma garb and trimmed them with red. Therefore, to
prevent confusion, warlocks would never wear robes-they would wear black tunics, but not full
robes-and they would avoid red trim. Gold or white trim would be acceptable, to make their appearance
lessforbidding.



Warlockswould be polite but aoof in public, as befitted respected magicians.

The most powerful warlocks were most susceptible to the Calling. Therefore, they would use their magic

as sparingly as possible. For any specific task, the weakest warlock who could handle it safely would be
given that duty.

Warlocks would obey the law, so that the overlord would have no valid grounds for exiling or killing
them. Any Council warlock who found another warlock bresking the law must stop him immediately, by
any means necessary, up to and including stopping his heart. If the crimina was more powerful than the
Council member, then aid should be caled in a once-Hanner's group had demongtrated, on the Night of

Madness, that warlocks working together could overcome a single warlock more powerful than any of
them.

If any of them came across damage done by awarlock, they would offer to help repair it, but they
would not force their aid on anyone who did not want it.

Those were the rules Manner set forth. He had gathered the entire group in the dining hall; though Ulpen
was posted at afront window, ready to ward off anything thrown at the house, the rest were seated
around thetable.

Hanner aso explained everything he knew about the Cdling, including histheory that it was responsble
for the disappearances on the Night of Madness.

And when that was done, he said, "Now | need to talk to the wizards. Ulpen, how can | contact the
Guild?'

"Uh ..." Ulpen had not been expecting the question; he stared stupidly across the dining table at Hanner
for amoment before callecting hiswits.

"l don't know," he said at last.

Hanner frowned. "Y ou don't have any idea?"

"I'm afrad not."

"Then well haveto improvise." Hanner thought for aminute, then looked around at the others.

Desset was there, looking oddly distracted; she glanced northward. Hanner was not about to ask her to
doanything. He wondered if sending her farther south, farther from whatever was caling her, might help.
The peninsulathat separated the Gulf of the East from the Ocean only extended for afew leagues south
of the city, though. Perhapsif she went to the Small Kingdoms...

But it wasn't urgent yet, and speaking to the wizards before they made their decison was vital.

[lvinand Y orn weren't powerful enough to be any use; he wasn't sure about some of the others. Ulpen
was apossibility, but redly, the best choice was obvious.

"Kirsha," hesaid, "can you fly me up abovethe city?'

Sheblinked at him. "'l think 90," she said. "Whereto? How far?'



"l don't know yet." He frowned dightly and asked, "Have you had any nightmares sincethat first night?'
She heditated, then said, "No." He was not happy about the hesitation, but he was not going to choose
someone e se now; hedidn't want Kirshato think he didn't trust her. She would probably think it was
because of her crimes on the Night of Madness.

"Good," he said. He glanced at awindow; the sunlight was danting from the west, the afternoon well
advanced. They had spent most of the day establishing and explaining the Council rules.

He didn't want to waste any more time. He pushed back his chair and got to hisfeet.

"Comeon," hesaid. "Therest of you stay here. Y ou might want to consider how the succession for the
chairmanship will work."

The moment the words |eft his mouth he knew he had reverted to his old ways and said the wrong thing,
reminded them all that he was about to attempt something dangerous, possibly fatal-but it wastoo late to
take the words back, and he had business to attend to.

He hoped that he wouldn't have any such lgpses while speaking to the wizards.

Together, he and Kirshamade their way out through the back of the house into the walled garden. There
Hanner pointed upward.

"Hy," hesad. "And take me with you."

Together they rose upward. When they cleared the rooftop of the mansion Kirsha paused. "Where to?
she asked.

"Up higher," Hanner said. "Until we can seethe entire city."
Shelooked uncertain, but turned up apalm. "All right,” she said, and they began risng again.

Hanner looked down and watched the World drop away benegth hisfeet. The surrounding buildings
turned until only the roofs were visible, and then shrank down to the size of floor tiles. The peoplein the
sreets dwindled to insects. The sunlight grew brighter, uncomfortably so-Hanner could not look to the
southwest.

Theair grew cooler, despite the summer sun, and the breeze began to tear a him, flgpping hisdeeves.
He felt a sudden rush of panic.

"Here," hesaid. "Thisis high enough.” He looked north and saw the Gulf; to the west he could seethe
towers of Westgate and the shipyard light. The city still reached the horizon to the southeast, but thiswas

enough.

Their ascent stopped abruptly, and Kirsha shivered. "What are we doing up here?' she said.

"Cadling theWizards Guild," Hanner said. He cleared histhroat and reached out with hismagic to fed
the air around him. Then he shouted, "Hear me!*

He could fed the sound moving outward through the air, and he stretched out his warlock's power to
drengthenit.



"Should | help?' Kirsha asked.

"You just keep us up here," Hanner said, speaking normally. Then he called out again, putting his magic
behind it more strongly.

"Hear me, wizards of Ethshar! | must speak to your leaders at oncel™

The city below showed no sign that anyone had heard him.

"Take usthat way," he said, pointing southeast, toward the Wizards Quarter. "And down alittle.”
"Yes, gr," Kirshasad.

They descended gently, moving across the city; sunlight blazed from the surfaces below. Asthey moved,
Hanner took a deep breath and shouted again, "Hear me, wizards of Ethshar! | must speak with you!™

They drifted on; at Hanner's direction Kirshaleveled off, still at least ahundred feet up. He repesated his
cal.

The sun made its way down the western sky; an hour passed, and till they drifted, Hanner caling
occasondly.

"You aren't getting tired, are you?' he asked Kirshaat one point.

"No," shesad. "If anything, | fed stronger than ever.”

"That could be bad,” Hanner said.

"Should | go back, then?"

"No. We need to give them time to arrange matters. Y ou should be dl right.”

They passed over the Arena, and Hanner called again.

And then Kirshacalled, "Look!" She pointed to the south.

Something was rising toward them, something brightly colored and larger than aman.

"Stop here," Hanner said, and Kirsha hated their southward drift.

The rising shape became clear, and Hanner redized it was aman sitting cross-legged on a carpet-aflying

carpet, perhaps eight feet by twelve. The man wore red and gold robes, and the carpet was dark blue
patterned in gold.

The carpet was coming toward them, swooping gracefully through an upward spiral. Hanner waited.

A moment later the carpet reached their own level and stopped a dozen feet away. The seated man-the
wizard, certainly-was no one Hanner had ever seen before; he was short, stocky, and going gray. Hanner
sensed an odd wrongness about him, but could not say what it was. He frowned. He hoped that this
redly was awizard and not some sort of illusion.



"Hai!" the seated man said. "What do you want with us, warlock?'

Hanner ignored the fedling of wrongness and replied, "I need to speak to whomever it isthat's going to
decide what the Wizards Guild does about warlocks."

"If the Guild wishesto hear from you, they'll summon you," the red-robed man said.

"My uncle Faran waited to be summoned," Hanner said. "That didn't work out well. The Guild would
summon meif they knew what "was best for usal, themsdvesincluded. They don't know that yet,
because they haven't heard what | haveto say. Surdly, you don't maintain that even the Guild knows
everything. Ithinianever thought it necessary to speak to Lord Faran, and see howthat turned out.”

"Don' threaten me, warlock,” the wizard said warningly. "I think you'll find me harder to kill than Lord
Faran's executioner.”

"I was not making threets," Hanner said. "'l merely speak the truth.”

The mention of Faran's executioner, however, gave him the clue he needed to recognize the nature of the
wrongness he had felt.

Thewizard had no heartbest. In fact, he had no heart in his chest. Hanner could fed only amagicd
darkness where a heart should be. Stopping his heart, as Hanner had done to Faran's dayer, would not
be possible.

Hanner had heard of wizards doing this, hiding their hearts before undertaking some particularly perilous
task; they could still be hurt, but the heart would keep begting, wherever it was stored, and the wizard
would not die of injuriesthat would ordinarily beingtantly fatd. Hewould be harder to kill, Hanner
thought-but probably not impossible.

If thewizard had taken such a precaution before coming to speak to him-well, it would seem that the
Wizards Guild did accept that warlocks could pose ared threat.

That was promising, in away.

And that they had prepared this messenger to speak to him, rather than sending some magica n
after him, was even more promising.

While Hanner considered this, the wizard had considered Han-ner's words. Now he responded.

"Very wel," hesad. "I'll bring you to them."

Hanner turned to Kirsha. ""Put me down on the carpet,” he said.

"Sir, areyou sure-"

"I'm sure," Hanner said, cutting her off. "1've dedt with wizardsfor years. Put me on the carpet, then go
back to the house and wait for me. And don't use any more magic until tomorrow. If you have nightmares

tonight, don‘tever use any more."

"Asyou say." Hanner felt himsdf pushed forward, and amoment later hisfeet touched the thick pile of
the carpet. He stepped forward cautioudly.



It was like walking across a featherbed; he sat down quickly, and the wizard moved aside to make
room.

Hanner turned to see Kirsha still hanging unsupported in midair, staring at him.
"Goon," hesad, waving to her. "I'll befine. Weadl will."
She waved back, then turned and flew away.

Then Hanner turned to the wizard. "'l am Hanner the Warlock, Chairman of the Council of Warlocks,"
he sad.

Thewizard looked a him slently for amoment, then said, "I'm awizard. Y ou don't need my name.”

Names had power, Hanner remembered-some spells required the name of the person the spell would
affect. The wizard was not smply being rude.

"Please yoursdlf," Hanner started to say, but the final syllable stretched out and vanished asthe carpet
abruptly turned and swooped downward. Wind rushed past him, yanking hiswords away. He closed his
eyes againgt the drying wind, and when he opened them again the carpet was salling into agreat dark
opening in an upper floor of abuilding he did not recognize.

Onceinsde, the carpet settled to the floor, and abruptly became asflat and lifdless as any ordinary rug.
Hanner looked around at alarge rough chamber where most of one wall was open to the outside. There
were no furnishings, no windows other than the open wall; overhead were the bare rafters of a peaked
roof.

The wizard got to hisfeet, then turned and watched, not offering his hand, as Hanner rose. "Thisway,"
he said, pointing to asmall, perfectly ordinary wooden door.

Hanner followed the wizard through the door into asmall, bare, wooden room, where assorted cloaks
and hoods hung on arow of pegs on onewall. The wizard selected a blue velvet hood, one with no
eyeholes, and handed it to Hanner.

"Facethat door," he said, pointing at another ordinary wooden door. "Then put thison."

Hanner obeyed and found himsdlf blinded-but he was awarl ock; he could sense his surroundings with
his magic, even through the opague hood. The wizard stepped forward and opened the door, then
stepped aside.

"Walk forward,” thewizard said.

Hanner started forward, then hesitated a step from the open door. He could sense nothing beyond it-not
empty space, but nothing a al. Something there blocked hiswarlock sight completely.

Some sort of wizardry, presumably-warlockry and wizardry did not work well together, he
remembered.

"Go on," thewizard urged him. " Straight ahead, another step or two.”



The Wizards Guild would hardly have gone to this much trouble to kill him, but Manner still
hesitated-something deep inside him did notlike that blank emptiness. He reached out to touch it...

And suddenly he was genuindly, completdly blind; hiswarlock sight had vanished as completely asthe
light from a snuffed candle. Panicked, he reached up and snatched off the hood.

He wasn't in thelittle wooden room anymore. There was no open door before him, no wall, no sunlight
spilling in through the open side of the room behind him where the carpet had landed. Instead he stood
on rough date pavement in avag, torchlit hal. Ahead of him stretched two pardld rows of gray stone
pillars, each pillar asbig around as a century-old oak, with twenty feet between the rows and each pillar
eight or ninefeet from the next. For the nearest part of each row, each pillar bore apair of torches set in
black iron brackets dightly abovethe level of atall man'shead.

He could not see the end of the hal; the torches stopped some dozen pillars, perhapsthirty yards,
before him, but the pillars continued on into the darkness beyond. He could not see the side walls clearly,
but they were perhaps twenty feet beyond the pillars on either side.

In the torchlit stretch before him stood agreat dark wooden table, strewn with papers and objects. He
could see cups and bowls and staves and jewels and books and a hundred other things, mixed together
seemingly a random.

And around this table stood a score of wizards, male and female, al apparent ages, in robes that ranged
from unadorned gray to the most el aborate embroidered polychrome fancywork he had ever seen.

"Hanner, Chairman of the Council of Warlocks," awoman said, and Hanner recognized her asIthinia of

thelde, senior Guild-master of Ethshar of the Spices. "No longer Lord Hanner of Eth-shar. Y ou wished
to speak to the masters of the Wizards Guild." Shewaved an arm at her companions.

"Speak,” she said.

Chapter Forty-two

Where arewe?" Hanner asked as he struggled to regain his composure.

"I quiteliterally cannot answer that completely, evenif | wanted to,” Ithiniasaid. "Y ou arein amesting
placethat is accessble only to the Wizards Guild; that'sal you need to know."



Hanner tried to reach out with hismagic, and felt nothing at all. He was as powerless asiif the Night of
Madness had never happened.

"Y ou've removed my warlockry,” he said. "I didn't know that was possible.”

That changed everything. If warlocks could be turned back to ordinary people, then the Caling could be
averted, and Lord Azrad's fears assuaged, and order restored ...

Ithinias next words dashed that hope. "Itisn't possible, so far aswe know," she said. "Warlockry
doesn't work here, but when you return to the World it will return, and you will be awarlock once again,
a thesameleve asbefore”

llm.ll

That was different, and less encouraging-but till interesting. Perhaps the wizards could provide arefuge
for warlocks who had reached the nightmare threshold and begun to hear the Calling.

"Haveyoutried to turn warlocks back?' Hanner asked.

"Of coursewe have," Ithiniasaid, visbly annoyed. "Weve been doing intensive research on that question
sncethe Night of Madnessitsaf. Wetried the Spell of Reversal, Javan's Restorétive, the Etheredl
Entrapment, hedling spdlls, hypnotic spells, cleansings, holdings, rectifications, instrumenta, extractives,
transformations, and regressions-multipletrials of each, some of them in dowed or stopped time. Weve
consulted with other magicians, herbalists and theurgists and sorcerers and demonol ogists couldn't even
do aswell aswe did. Witches seem to have come nearest to success, and the Brotherhood's experiments
aredill continuing, but so far, it gppears that once someone becomes awarl ock, nothing will change him
back. A large part of the difficulty liesin the way warlockry interferes with other magic. We thought we
had the answer when we discovered that if awarlock istransformed into something else, such asan ape
or cat, heisno longer awarlock- but we discovered that when returned to human form heis as powerful
amagician asever; we can't transform him into ahuman who isnot awarlock by any method weve tried.
Reversible petrifaction did no better. We thought of using Fenddl's Lesser Transformation to turn a
warlock into ahuman being who isidentical save for not being awarlock, but we discovered that the
spell did not affect the one portion that mattered-the core of warlockry in the subject's brain. Wizardry
samply can't affect it-not to transform it, nor removeit, nor ater it in any way. Theonly reason a
transformed warlock can't use hismagic isthat whatever causesit only operatesin human beings, the
core always remains present, dormant but as untouchable as ever, in the subject of atransformation. In
short, if you've come here hoping we can return you and your fellow warlocksto your former state,
you've wasted your time and ours.”

Hanner waved that ideaaway. "No, that wasn't my intent,” he said. He had, as usud, said the wrong
thing.

He couldn't afford to do that again. The time had come to say theright thing. Hislife, and thelivesof dl
the other warl ocks, might well depend upon it.

"I was distracted by the loss of my magic, that'sdl,” he said. "I came for two reasons. Firdly, to ask
what arrangements, if any, the Guild would like made regarding the remains of Manrin the Mage, and
secondly, far more importantly, to offer information that | hope will help you decide the Guild's ttitude
toward warlocks." He looked over the assembled wizards, awaiting some comment.

A red-robed wizard at the far end of the table said, "We will seethat Manrin's remains are transported



to hisfamily in Ethshar of the Sandsfor aproper funera. Y ou need not worry about that further.”
That wasasmdl relief. " And the information about warlocks?' he said.
None of them moved or spoke but Ithinia. "What information might that be?" she asked.

"I don't know how much you have dready learned,” he said. "Forgive meif | repeat what you aready
knew."

"Goon."
"Do you know about the Calling?"

"The summons to the source-point of warlockry, in southeastern Aldagmor? We are aware of it. We
saw Varrin the Weaver and Rudhira of Camptown drawn away, and have observed dozens of others
departing, though usudly under |less drameatic circumstances.”

"Southeastern Aldagmor?”'
Ithiniasighed. "It would seem thatwe are the ones providing information, not you!

"An exchangeis certainly welcome,” Hanner said, smiling- he desperately needed to keep thisdiscussion
on friendly terms. "We only knew that they were going north; we didn't know their destination.”

"Aldagmor. The phenomenon that began on the Night of Madnessis centered there, and the closer one
goesto that point, the more powerful itis, even now. Most of the Barony of Aldagmor has been
depopulated, in fact-themajority of the population there vanished on the Night of Madness, and another
large percentage has become warlocks, many of whom have since been summoned. That land isin
chaos, and the only comfort we find in the Situation there isthat it was thinly populated to begin with. We
do not wish to see anywhere else smilarly transformed.”

Hanner shuddered. "Neither do we," he said. "We have ereated a Council of Warlocks, and one
purpose of our Council isto control the spread of warlockry and to stave off any further Callings.” He
hesitated, then asked, "Do you know where these warlocks are going? | mean, what'sin Aldagmor that's
atracting them?"

"No, we don't know," Ithiniasaid. "The Aldagmor sourceislike the corein awarlock's brain-wizardry
cannot affect it, cannot seeinto it. Anyone who ventures too close-anyone, wizard, warlock, or
otherwise-isdrawn into it, and does not emerge.”

Hanner nodded. He had pessmistically assumed as much. This confirmation was no surprise.

"Y ou presumably came hereto convince us not to destroy you al,” Ithiniasaid. "'l think you might do
well to stop asking questions and start making your case.”

"Yes, | know." Hanner took a deep bresth, then said, "Y ou're concerned with warl ocks because you
fear we're going to cause trouble. Y ou think we might disrupt everything. The Guild existsto prevent
magic from spreading chaos-you created it to keep yoursaves from doing that." He suddenly reslized
that snce wizardry could extend life or restore youth, that "you" might be more literal than he had
thought-the very wizards who had created the Guild two hundred years before might well ill bedive
and seated before him. The idea staggered him for amoment, and he paused in his speech.



"Goon," Ithiniasad.

"Y ou had to put an artificid limit on your own power," Hanner said, "because thereis no natura
limit-wizards can live forever, learning more and more magic. If two of your mightiest members went to
war, you could probably lay waste to the entire World."

"Asthe demons did to the eastern provinces, and the gods did to the Northern Empir€'s heartland,” a
gray-robed man said, sartling Hanner. "They, too, have bound themselves now."

"Yes" Hanner said. "Yes, exactly. So you want warlocks removed, lest we become equally dangerous.
But wecan't. Wedo haveanaturd limit."

"The Cdling, asyouvenamedit,” Ithiniasaid.
"Yes," Hanner said. "Exactly."

A white-haired man stirred in his seat and said, "We do not bother ourselves about witches, whose
magic islimited to the energy of their own bodies, nor with sorcerers, whose talismans are not sufficiently
powerful or long-lasting to serioudy concern us. Y ou warlocks, though, can reach afrightening level of
power before the Calling takes you. Y our Rudhira demonstrated that."

"Frightening, yes," Hanner admitted. "But il limited, and your own people can wresk considerable
havoc before drawing the Guild's attention. | don't know whether the legendary Tower of Hameinthe
Smdl Kingdomsisred-"

"Itis" thewhite-haired man interrupted. "1t till burns.”

"Y ou see? The World isfull of dangerous magic, yet it survives. And a powerful warlock who goes
rogue can easily be handled.”

Some of the wizards exchanged glances.

"Not 0 easlly,” Ithiniasaid. "Warlocksresist wizardry. It'sasif you al bear powerful protective spellsat
al times. We have had some unfortunate incidents aready. Y ou know of one of them; the spell we used
on your uncle, Lord Faran, was the strongest petrifaction spell we know, and should be utterly
instantaneous, yet it took a second or two to work, and he had time to retaliate. And Lord Faran was not
aterribly powerful warlock, nowhere near Rudhirasleve.”

"It was not Faran who stopped hiskiller's heart,” Hanner said. "1 was able to see that, usng awarlock's
added senses. | hope you'll understand if | don't tell you who did perform the deed.”

That created agtir, but before anyone could spesk Hanner continued, "But that wasn't what | meant, in
any case. Y es, you could destroy powerful warlocks with your spells, a somerisk to yoursalf-but you
could dso dit their throats while they deep.Manrin knew you far better than my uncle did, yet he didn't
manage to take anyone with him."

Hanner paused for bresth and heard someone mutter, "Elken, too."

Heignored that, and continued. "Even that isn't what | meant, though. Don't you see? Y ou can use the
Cadling to do your work for you!"



Again, hiswordstriggered unrest; the wizards shifted in their seats and looked at one another.

"If you keep throwing things at a dangerous warlock, it doesn't matter whether any of your atacks
succeed,” Manner said. "Helll use hismagic to defend himself. The more magic he uses, the more
powerful he becomes. And the more powerful he becomes, the stronger the Calling becomes. Rudhira
destroyed hersdf by lifting those ships-after she did that, the Calling was dways there for her, growing
Seadily stronger.”

For amoment the place was sllent; then Ithiniasaid, "An interesting point.”

Hanner knew he had said theright thing, findly. He was swaying them.

"That'sone sde," he continued. "Warlocks cannot cause the same level of destruction you fear, so
there's no red need to destroy us. But there's another side. Wecan make any attempt to destroy us very
codly.”

"Goon," Ithinlasad.

Hanner knew he had to phrase this carefully. He did not want to anger these people by seeming
disrespectful or by threatening them openly. "Y ou know we can kill you without touching you. Y ou've
seen us be obvious, smashing doors and so on, but we can be subtle. We can hide. We don't need to
look like anything but ordinary people-did you know! was awarlock before this morning?

"No," Ithiniasaid, "but we do have ways of finding out.”

"And if awizard's heart suddenly stopsin the street one day, can you find out which of the dozens of
peopleinthe areais respongble?’

Ithiniafrowned and glanced around at the others. "Go on," she said.

Hanner thought he heard someone whisper something faintly. He ignored that, as he had the earlier
muttering, and went on. ™Y ou may think that there are only so many warlocks, and that once you've
disposed of usdl you'rerid of the problem-but we can make othersinto warlocks. It'svery easy, very
subtle-the person atered wouldn't necessarily even know it at first."

"Wait aminute," the white-haired wizard said. He drew a dagger and placed it on the table, then fumbled
with apouch on hisbdlt.

"What are you doing?' Ithinia asked.
"The Spell of Truth," the other replied. He mumbled something, gestured with the dagger, and did
something Hanner couldn't see with his other hand. Then he pointed the knife at Hanner and said,

"Repest what you just told us."

"| said that we can make more warlocks. We can makeanyone awarlock, easily, with or without their
permission or knowledge."

"Areyousure of that?' the white-haired man demanded.

Hanner hesitated. He wanted to say yes, but he couldn't honestly. He admitted, "No, I'm not sure. We



believe so, but there might be people we can't change. We can certainly change most people.”

The wizard nodded. "Good enough,” he said. "Then whyhaven't you? Why not turn al the World to
warlocks?

"I'm not eager to do something irreversible when we don't know wheat the resultswill be," Hanner said.
"Beddes, it'snot asif most of us have found warlockry an unmixed blessing.”

"But if you turned your enemiesto warlocks"
"They might till be our enemies-and they might be more powerful than us.”
"But you have more experience.”

"And we're closer to the Caling. We aren't in any hurry to go seewhat'sin Aldagmor. If wedid turn
everyone to warlocks, and the Calling took us all, we might destroy the entire World. We don't want that
any more than you do."

"Goon," Ithiniasad.
Hanner sghed.

"That'smogt of it," he said. "If you do declare war upon us, we will fight, and we will fight with any
means at our disposal. Wizardswill die of heart failure, diein their deep, die asthey wak down the
sreet. Wizards will find themsdves transformed into warlocks, their familiar magic suddenly unrdligble.
Warlockswill gppear throughout the city, throughout theWorld, anywhere we can get within afew yards
of some unsuspecting innocent for amoment. Y ou might win in the end, you might exterminate us or drive
usdl to the Cdling, but would it be worth the cost?"

"What dternative do you offer?' the white-haired wizard asked.

"The Council of Warlocks," Hanner said eagerly. "We propose to organize al the warlocks, asthey're
discovered, and bind them by our rules. The warlocks who accept the Council's authority will obey the
laws of whatever land they livein-herein Ethshar-"

"You arent in Ethshar here," abeautiful woman who had not previoudy spoken interrupted. "In fact, you
arent evenintheWorld."

"I'm sorry,” Hanner said. "In Ethshar, then, they will obey the laws of the Hegemony and the commands
of the three overlords. In the Small Kingdomsthey will obey the laws of the various kings and queens. In
Sardiron they will obey the barons. Whatever the law is, warlockswill be bound by it, and other
warlockswill cooperate, free of charge, in bringing to trial any warlock who does not. Council warlocks
will operate openly, not in secret-we will distinguish oursalves by wearing black tunics, asyou wizards
wear your traditional robes. We will transform others to warlocks only as properly sworn apprentices, as
other magicians do. We will regulate our members, like any guild-and two or more warlocks working
together can overcome a single more powerful warlock, where other magic might encounter that
interference you've noticed. We will require that no warlock use any other magic.”

"And what do you expect in return?' the white-haired wizard asked.

"Very little," Hanner asked. "We ask that we be treated as magicians, not monsters. We ask that the



Wizards Guild not kill us, nor drive usinto exile, nor aid othersin doing so. And one morething.” He had
amost forgotten it and shuddered at the possibility. Convincing the Wizards Guild to leave warlocks
aonewas important, but it would hardly solveall their problemswhile warlocks were blamed for other
crimes.

Thewizards were waiting in expectant silence. He swallowed, then continued.

"All those people who vanished on the Night of Madness," Hanner said. " They were warlockswho
heard the Cdling, were sure of it."

"So arewe," the white-haired wizard said.
That statement was a pleasant surprise, and Hanner struggled not to react toit.

"But most people thinkwe made them disappear,” he said. "'If the Wizards Guild, and perhapsthe other
magicians, could tell everyone that we aren't responsible, that Uncle Kelder or Aunt Sarai was not
kidnapped or eaten by warlocks, butwas awarlock- that would be what we need to fit in peacefully,
whichisal wewant."

"Warlocksdid loot and burn and kill on the Night of Madness,” Ithiniapointed ot.

"Yes, they did,” Hanner admitted. "And were very sorry about that and will be glad to turn over for tria
anyindividual who can be shown to have committed any such crimes. We've dready done that, where
we could-I personaly delivered four warlocksto the Lord Magistrate of the Old Merchants Quarter,
who had them flogged.”

"He speaksthetruth,” the white-haired wizard said. "The pdll isill in effect.”

"We can seethat,”" the woman who had corrected Hanner's reference to Ethshar snapped.
"Isthat it?" Ithiniaasked. "Have you finished your speech?'

"Almog," Hanner said. "Just one morething.”

"Didn't he say that before?" awizard muttered. Hanner ignored it.

"I've told you what we want of the Guild," he said. "To beleft in peace and to have the truth about the
disappearancestold. I've told you what we offer in exchange-warlockswill be kept in order by the
Council of Warlocks. I've explained why warlocks are not the threat someinitialy believed, in that the
Cdling limitsus, and I've explained that neither are we harmless and easily obliterated, so that the peace
we offer isreasonable. Ther€'s just one more thing to add. It's not afact, but only apossibility, a
consequence thatmight happen if you do refuse my offer and try to slamp us out.”

"What isit?" Ithinia.asked.

"Y ou know that hundreds, maybe thousands of people flew off to Aldagmor on the Night of Madness.
Y ou know the most powerful warl ocks have followed them. But there are things wedon't know about
warlockry. We don't know what causesit, how long it will last, or any of dozens of other things. So ask
yoursalves, when you consider declaring warlocks to be amenace to be stopped-what happensif the
Cdlingstops?" He looked at the wizards and spread hisarms dramaticaly.



"What happensif dl those warlocks come back from Aldag-mor and find out you've daughtered their
fellows?' he asked.

He knew that was something they hadn't considered; he knew he'd said the right thing. He looked at
them, trying not to grin.

Thewizards stared at him in slence.

Chapter Forty-three

The sound of achair'slegs grating on stone broke the silence. 1 think I'll send you home now,” Ithinia
said assherose.

Hanner bowed. "Asyou please," hesaid. "I've said what | cameto say."

"And wéll congder it al carefully,” Ithiniareplied as she walked up and took hisarm. She stooped and
picked up the velvet hood Hanner had dropped. "Put thison,” she said, holding it out.

Reuctantly Hanner obeyed, plunging himself into darkness,

Someone-probably Ithinia, though he had no way to be certain-took hold of hisarm, turned him to the
left, and led him away. He walked for what seemed a goodly distance, perhapsthirty or forty yards, with
the grip on hisarm guiding him.

Then his guide stopped.

"Put out your hand," she said-Ithinias voice, as he had expected. He obediently raised one arm and held
it out before him.

"Now step forward,” she said, releasing her hold.

He stepped forward-and sensation flooded over him.

Light was seeping up beneath the mask; he was somewhere brighter than that gloomy pillared hal. He
could hear the distant buzz of acity. And hiswarlockry had returned; he could sense his surroundings,

fed the structure and patterns of the air and space around him.

He snatched off the hood again.



Hewas standing in apleasant little room, one he didn't recogni ze-definitelynot the bare little chamber the
carpet had delivered him to. Thisroom had broad windows on two sides, hung with lace curtains, steeply
danting sunlight was pouring in. The walls were plastered and painted white, brightening the room even
more. A wicker divan stood to one Side, and half adozen little tables were scattered about. There were
two doors-onein awindowed wall, presumably leading outsde, and onein asolid wall, presumably
leading to another room.

Hanner stepped over to awindow and looked out, and saw alush garden. Chrysanthemumslined a
brick walk that wound between flowerbeds and neetly trimmed hedges.

Hedidn't recognizeit.

He could be dmost anywhere, he thought. This might be in Ethshar, or at some wizard's country estate,
or acastle garden in the Small Kingdoms. He wasn't sure what was expected of him, or why he had been
sent here-hadn't Ithinia said she was sending him home?

Thiswasn't any room he recognized in Uncle Faran's house, nor did the visible portion of the garden
look familiar, but wizardry was capable of infinite surprises. Hetried the interior door and found it
locked.

He could have opened it-he was awarlock again, after al- but he decided to try the other door fird.

The door to the garden opened readily, and he stepped outside, blinking in the bright sun. It waslow in
the west, just bardly clearing walls and rooftopsto hisright.

He heard a creak and looked up to see a gargoyle looking down at him.

"Who areyou?' the gargoyle demanded in avoice like sones grating together-which was probably
produced, Hanner redlized, by stones grating together.

Hanner glanced aong the stone facade of the house from which he had just emerged and saw hdf a
dozen other gargoyles, most of which appeared to be animate.

"I'm Hanner the Warlock," Hanner said. "Wheream 17"

"You'reinthe garden of Ithiniaof thelde," the gargoyle replied. It had trouble pronouncing the name,
saying something resembling "Ishinia”

Suddenly his presence here made sense to Hanner; naturdly, Ithiniawould have some means of getting
home quickly from that mysterious place where he had spoken to her. It was most likely a Transporting
Tapestry, he guessed, which would aways ddiver aperson to the exact samelocation, no matter who it
was or where he started. She had directed it to the little room on the back of her house.

"The house on Lower Street, in Ethshar of the Spices?' he asked the gargoyle.

"Yes"itsad.

"Ah! Y our mistress said she would send me home, and she amost has-| live quite near here. Could you
direct meto the street?'



"Toyour right,” the gargoyle said-it had no handsto point with, just claws and wings unsuited to the
task. "There's a path to the front of the house. Latch the gate behind you."

"Thank you," Hanner said. He started to bow, then stopped, fedling foolish; bowing to a chunk of
magically animated stone seemed Slly. To cover his confusion he turned as directed and hurried away.

A moment later he was on Lower Street. Twenty minutes later he was at the front door of Warlock
House, on High Street; Kirshahad been waiting at awindow and had provided him with magica
protection from the watchersin the street so that he could enter safely.

"What happened?’ she said as he stepped inside. "What did the wizards say?'

"That's alittle hard to explain," Hanner said as haf adozen of the others appeared to hear what he had
to report. "They haven't made afind decison yet, but I'm optimistic that they'll see our point of view and
decideto let usremain.”

"Is there anything we should do to help?' Y orn asked from the parlor doorway.

"Yes," Hanner said. "l said that the Council of Warlocks would take responsbility forall the warlocksin
Ethshar. That means we need to find them al and convince them to accept our authority. | want al of you
who fedl ableto go out and find warlocks. We know who some of them are, since they were here

before, but there must be others. Find them and tell them that the Council of Warlocks requiresthem to
agreeto abide by our rules"

"Could it wait until after supper?' Bern asked from the door of the dining room.

Hanner suddenly redlized he wasindeed hungry.

"l think s0," he said.

Infact, it waited until morning. The evening was spent reviewing just what Hanner had committed his
Council to and planning out who would go where. Hanner had hoped that word would come quickly of

the Guild's decision, but that didn't happen.

However, there was a sudden disturbance upstairs midway through the evening; Hanner hurried to see
what was respons ble for the thumping and rushing he heard.

The sound came from the master bedroom; Hanner flung the door wide.

The windows overlooking the garden were open, and awarm wind was rustling the bed curtains.
Manrin's body, along with the bedcl othes that had been wrapped around it, was gone.

That was one less thing to worry about-and it meant that the Guild was acting on one part of Hanner's
requests, a any rate. Hanner closed the windows carefully, then went back downstairs to continue the
planning session.

Hanner did not deep in Faran's bed that night; the memory of Manrin's corpse was too fresh. Instead he
dept in one of the other rooms, where his deep was interrupted twice by Desset's nightmares.

After the second, asthey stood in the hdlway outside her room, he told her sternly, "No more magic!
Not even littlethings. Y ou're very closeto being Caled.”



"I know," Desset said, and even as she did sheidly sent acandlestick drifting through the air. Hanner
snatched it away from her.

"Maybe you should go farther south,” he said. "The Calling should be weeker if you're farther from
Aldagmor.”

"But weredlhere' Desset protested.

A thought struck Hanner. "Y ou know," he said, "there's a place where warlockry wouldn't reach you at
al, and the Caling would never bother you. But | don't think you'd want to live there.”

"Where?' Dessat asked, astonished.

Hanner redlized he couldn't answer that. "Y ou can't get there anyway," he said. "Only wizards go there."
But he thought that the possibility of awizardly refuge from the Calling was one that might be worth
pursuing further.

After that incident they returned to their beds, and the remainder of the night passed without further
disturbance.

In the morning half of the dozen warlocks ventured out into the city, seeking out more of their kind.
Amogt immediately they met with modest success, which they reported back to Hanner before heading
out again. A warlock's specia perceptions, as Sheilataught them, could be used to spot other warlocks.

When they found these otherstheir officid presentation was smple enough. "We represent the Council
of Warlocks. Weve been negotiating terms with the Wizards Guild, and we need the support of every
warlock we can find." Beyond that they answered whatever questions they could and generally exhorted
the other warlocks on the virtues of solidarity.

Every warlock they spoke to had encountered hotility. The oneswho had previoudy stayed at Warlock
House but had gone home after Lord Faran's death, or Manrin's, had not found themsalves made
welcome in those homes. Severa had left again and goneinto hiding in various places; one group had
gathered in the Hundred-Foot Field, where Zarek found them.

All of them listened to the news of the Council's formation with interest. Some agreed to join; others
preferred to wait and see what devel oped.

Only ahandful actualy wanted to return to Warlock House, but that suited Hanner well enough; he
didn't see any reason to give Lord Azrad any more convenient atarget than necessary, should the
overlord decide to continue his attempts to exile the warlocks.

Hedidn't redly think Azrad would bother, though.

It was dightly after midday when he discovered he waswrong.




Chapter Forty-four

Hanner was on the third floor, going through the drawers of magica parapherndiaFaran had
accumulated, trying to decide whether he should try to sall the entire collection asalot or piecemed,
when he heard shouting.

He hurried to afront window and looked out &t the street.

"Blagt," hesad.

Soldierswere marching up High Street toward the house, for the third time since the Night of Madness.

"Doen't helearnt" Hanner muttered. Then he turned and headed for the stairs.

When he reached the parlor he found Sheila, Ulpen, Hinda, and Desset crowded at the front windows,
watching the guards advance. "What's happening?' he asked. " Are you pushing them back?'

"No," Ulpen said. "How can we? There arehundreds of them!"

"lcould,” Desset said uncertainly.

'Wo," Hanner immediately replied. Helooked at the others.

Ul pen was the most powerful of them, Sheilanext, then himsalf, and findly poor little Hinda-and none of
them were especidly powerful; of the five warlocksin the room only Ulpen and Desset could fly reliably,
and letting Desset fly might mean watching her fly off northward, toward Aldagmor. Hanner and Shella
could get themselves off the ground, rather unsteadily; Hinda couldn't even manage that.

"Who dseisin the house?' Hanner asked.

"Bern,” Shellasad.

"That'sam”

"The othersare out recruiting,” Ulpen said. "Y ou told them to go.”

Hanner could not deny that. He redlized that he might have made afatd error in alowing the group'slittle
remaining strength to be so spread out.

But he hadn't thought Azrad would try again! Hadn't he hadenough, having his doors smashed in?

And as he thought that, he looked out the window and saw the battering ram being brought into position.



"Thisisstupid,” he said. "Theres no point in letting them wreck the house!" He hurried back into the
hallway and opened the front door.

"Hai!" he caled, using hismagic to amplify hisvoice. "What do you think you're doing?*

The soldiers stopped what they were doing and turned to look at him.

"Who'sin charge here?' Hanner bellowed.

Captain Nara stepped forward, up to the iron gate; Hanner waved a hand, and the gate swung open.

Naral watched this display of magica power expressionlessly, then stepped into the gateway and said, "I
am in command of this party, Lord Hanner."

"I'mnotLord Hanner," Hanner replied, exasperated. "I am Hanner, Chairman of the Council of
Warlocks"

"The overlord does not recognize any such title, Nard replied. "In fact, he now rgects the very word
‘warlock.' He has ordered that al the madmen wielding power given them by the spell that struck the
World on the Night of Madness be removed from the city immediately, and from the Hegemony of
Ethshar as soon as practical. Any who resist this order will be summarily executed.”

"If anyone's gone mad around here, it'sLord Azrad," Hanner replied. "I knew he could be reluctant to
faceredity, but thisis absurd!"

Nard'srigid expression softened dightly.
"| think your uncle's betrayd and death struck him hard, my lord.”

"l amnot your lord!" Hanner said. "'l know you mean well, Captain, but | cannot allow you to call me by
that title. The Wizards Guild does not alow magiciansto hold high office, and that includes warlocks."

"The Wizards Guild has been notably silent on the subject of warlocks,” Nara replied. "The overlord
has been trying to communicate with the Guild since the Night of Madness, and has received nothing but
slence and vague promises of alater agreement. It hasn't helped histemper, my .. . Sr."

"It hasn't helpedmine, ether,” Hanner said. "'l am trying to control it, Captain, but thisisthe third time
Lord Azrad has sent troops to remove loya citizens of Ethshar from this house. | would think he would
have learned better by now."

"Lor...um, Hanner ..."

"Address me as Chairman, if you need atitle,” Hanner said. He had not been using atitle, but clearly
Captain Nara would be happier with one.

"Chairman, then,” Nara said. "Lord Azrad is not thefool you seem to think him. We know that Lord
Faran is dead, and that your most powerful magicians have flown off northward-though we don't know
why. We know that most of the others have scattered through the city, trying to recruit more people into
your outlaw band.”

"Outlaw?'



Nara refused to be interrupted; he continued, ™Y ou have only a handful of people here a present. | have
three hundred men and a dozen assorted magicianswith me. | believe that we can take you by force, if
necessary. My orders are to destroy this center of insurrection once and for al, burn the house and
smash thewalls- the overlord seesit as acenter of rebellion and demands that it be removed.”

"Rebdlion?' Hanner said. "Y ou clearly have people watching us-magicians, presumably. Y ou know
we've been recruiting warlocksto join us. Has anyone told you what terms we've been offering those
recruits?'

He waited a second or two, but Nard plainly did not intend to answer.
"We're requiring them to swear to obey the overlord's laws, Captain! What sort of rebellion isthat?'

"I have my orders, Chairman Hanner," Nara said. "l amto removeyou if possible, kill you if not, and
then destroy this house.”

Hanner's temper got the better of him; he reached for the captain's throat, not with his hands, but with
warlockry, and squeezed gently.

Nard's breath stopped, and his eyeswidened. His hands flew to histhroat. Behind him, adozen soldiers
raised their wegpons.

"I could kill you before you could touch me, Captain,” Hanner said. Then he released hishold.
Nara gasped, swallowed, then said, "And thisis how you obey the law, Chairman?'
Hanner started to respond, then stopped.

Naral wasright. Hanner had said that warlocks would obey the city's laws, and the overlord made those
laws. The whole point of his Council of Warlocks was to convince everyone that warlocks would be
law-abiding citizens.

But if they wereto be exiled anyway, what wasthe use of it dl?
Still, he saw no ethical way out. He had said they would obey the law, and obey it they would.
Perhaps, if they were obedient enough, even Azrad would be ashamed and revoke his sentence of exile.

"Captain,” Hanner said, "you're right. We will accept the overlord's judgment. However, | want to make
afew thingsclear first." Heraised hisvoice, putting hismagic behind it.

"If we choseto fight,” Hanner said, "you might defeat us, but many of you would diein the process. We
have the same right to defend ourselves and our home as any other citizens of Ethshar. Be grateful that
we donot choose to fight-and tell the overlord so. We have sworn to behave as peaceful citizens, and we
will abide by that oath-tell the overlordthat, aswell. We will accept the overlord's commands-but we
ask him to reconsider. And we ask for afew moments to gather our belongings from our home before
you destroy it. | would point out that my uncle spent much of hisfortunein furnishing this house, and the
overlord now proposesto smply throw away thiswedth in hisfoolish fear of warlocks. Furthermore, he
isacting againgt his own best interests-with the Council driven from the city, the warlockswho remainin
hiding will befreeto kill and sted, unhindered by any oaths or the oversight of their fellow warlocks. May



he enjoy this unjust and wholly avoidable disaster he has brought on himsdif!"
Captain Nard hesitated. Then hesaid, "Y ou'll come peacefully?!

"Wewill," Hanner said-though he could fed amenta pressure that he knew was the other warl ocks,
watching him and disagreeing. "May we fetch our belongings?

"Y ou have aquarter of an hour,” Nara said.

"Thank you." Hanner bowed dightly, then turned and marched back into the house.

The others met him in the halway.

"Hanner, have you gone mad?' Desset demanded.

"We sworeto obey thelaw," Hanner said. "Thisisthe ultimate test of that oath. If wefail thetest, then

theyllnever trust us. If weyidld, Lord Azrad may reconsider-or some warlock who never agreed to the
Council'stermsin thefirst place may stop his heart one night, and his son may think better of driving us

away."
"I could send them al running back to the Palacel” Desset said.

"And you'd be flying northward to Aldagmor ten minutes later,” Hanner retorted. “"Now, we need to
grab whatever we want to take with us. Someonetell Bern to bring the household funds, if there are any
|eft. Everyone get your own belongings ready by the door, then come upstairs-we're warl ocks, so we
should be able to carry agoodly portion of Uncle Faran's collection of magic, and | expect well be able
to sl that anywhere.”

"l don't likethis" Hindasaid.
"None of usdo," Hanner told her. "Now, go on-we only have afew minutes!”

They were hauling their bundles out into the dooryard, ignoring the taunts of the watching civilians, when
Hinda burgt into tears. Shella hurried to comfort her.

"I've never been out of the city!" Hindawailed. "I don't want to go!"*

"None of usdo," Sheilatold her as she wrapped her arms around the younger girl. Ulpen and Desset
watched the two girls silently. The scene reminded Hanner of something; he turned to Captain Nardl.

"| il havefamily inthe Palace," he said. "My two sisters are there. Could someone take them word of
what's happened?’

"I think .. ." Naral began.
He didn't finish the sentence; as he spoke the earth suddenly shook, and atremendous roaring rilled the
air. Soldiers tumbled to the ground. Hanner watched in astonishment as the surface of the street rose up

into amound, sending guardsmen rolling away to every side.

The disturbance was contained in asmall area, though-Hanner could see that while Warlock House and
itsimmediate neighbor to the east were shaking, as was the house directly across High Street, the



buildings on the far side of Coronet Street or farther dong High Street were il and solid.

Thiswas not, then, anatural earthquake.

The mound rose higher and grew wider until it stood perhaps eight feet high and twenty feet across,
filling the street from theiron fencein front of the dooryard of Warlock House dmost to the front of the
house across the street; then it split open. A fissure began near the top on the side facing Hanner, quickly
dretched verticaly, and then widened. The two haves of the mound fell away, crumbling to dust and
sinking back into the street.

And where the mound had been stood half adozen wizards, in their finest robes, each with agleaming
dagger in hisor her right hand, and asix-foot staff in the lft.

The rumbling stopped and the dust settled, leaving the wizards standing silently in acleared circle of
Street, scattered guardsmen lying strewn about them.

Hanner recognized dl the wizards faces from the meeting in that mysterious columned hall. He smiled
wryly. He till didn't know why the wizards had appeared, here and now, but he was impressed.

"They certainly know how to make an entrance," he said, to no onein particular.

Captain Nara had caught himself against the gatepost and stayed on hisfeet; now he turned to face the
wizards and demanded, "What are you people doing here?

Hanner couldn't fault the captain's courage; not many men would shout like that at agroup of wizards
who had just manifested themsalves so spectacularly.

"We have cometo prevent Lord Azrad from making amistake,” Ithinia of the I9de announced, raising her
gaff. "The Wizards Guild recognizes the Council of Warlocks as our equa in rights and privileges under
the ancient laws of Ethshar, and astherightful governing body of al warlocks. The overlord has no more
authority to exile the Council from this city, nor to destroy its headquarters, than to exileus, or destroy
our homes™"

Captain Nara looked quickly at Hanner, then back at the wizards.

"Oh," hesad.

Hanner cleared histhroat. "In light of this new development, Captain,” he said, "perhaps you might take
it upon yoursdlf to return to the Palace and ask Lord Azrad to reconsider your orders.”

"| think that's an excellent suggestion, my lord,” Nara replied.
Hanner didn't bother correcting him thistime.

AsNard turned to go an old man shouted at the wizards, "Are you al mad? The warlocks stole my
son!*

One of the wizards raised her staff and gestured, then spoke.

"Kennan of the Crooked Smile," she said, "your son Aken was not taken by warlocks. Aken wasa
warlock himself, and was drawn to hisdoom in Aldagmor by the same power that draws all warlocks.



Go home and tend to your son'sfamily, not to some misdirected vengeance.”

Kennan's jaw dropped, then snapped shut. He blinked, backed away a step, then turned without
another word and began marching away.

Hanner watched him go and saw that the other watchers who had haunted High Street were starting to
scatter aswell.

"Thank you," he said to the party of wizards. "As one magician to another, from the bottom of my heart,
| thank you."

Chapter Forty-five

Negotiations with wizards were dways a challenge, but in the end Hanner thought he got afair pricefor
thefortunein wizardly supplies and artifacts that Uncle Faran had stored away. That turned out to be the

easy part.

Finding sorcerers who would pay decently for the talismans on the fourth floor took afew sixnights. The
various shrines, atars, and pentacles turned out to have no inherent magic at al-Alladiaexplained to
Hanner that shrinesnever did, that wasn't how the gods worked, and demons presumably operated on
amilar principles-so they brought relaivdy little, and as many of them wound up going to wedthy
neighborsto decorate their homes as went to theurgists or demonologists for serious use.

Hanner didn't get so much asabrass bit for the stores of herbs; the herbalists he talked to weren't
interested, since many of the plants hadn't been stored properly or were smply too old to be trusted.
One old woman finally agreed to clean out the entire store in exchange for whatever she found useful.

And then there were the things that Hanner couldn't identify- dozens of assorted statues, a collection of
notched gticks, severa ordinary bricks marked with numberswritten in black wax, un-labeled jars of
brown goo, stones carved into unrecognizable shapes, lumps of dried fungus, various machines built of
gears and springs that didn't appear to do anything, and so on. Faran had |abel ed and organized most of
his collection, but severd items had remained completely anonymous, and some of the labels on others
were hopelessly cryptic; Manner had no idea, for example, why Faran had tagged a chunk of rock
"Under G. 4996," or written "Red Glow" on ajar of seawater. A glance through his uncl€'s notebooks
convinced Hanner that Faran had been trying to find aunifying theory forall schools of magic and had
collected objects he thought might have magica properties not yet recognized by any of the existing
schoals, but how he had made some of his seections remained amystery.



In the end Hanner gave up the idea of being able to use the entire house and shoved al this unsold
detritusinto four rooms at the back of the top floor. He hoped that someday some scholar more gifted
than himsalf might want to sort through it al and continue Faran's research.

That left three and a hdf floors for the use of the Council of Warlocks, and for Hanner's own home.

The proceeds from sdlling the collection were enough to furnish the upper stories and to commission a
generous supply of black clothing from the weaversin the Old Merchants Quarter, with agoodly sum
left over. Hanner offered this surplus as loans to warlocks who wanted to set up shop-preferably in the
Wizards Quarter, with the other magicians. There were afew shops available for sdle and rent-some of
them shops vacated by magicians or other tradesmen who had vanished on the Night of Madness.

Hanner accompanied Ul pen and Sheilain negotiating the purchase of one such shop, to provide an adult
presence, and was pleased to see how cooperdtive the sallerswere. He knew that a sixnight earlier they
would never have been willing to sdll to warlocks, but the Wizards Guild had been effective-and
surprisingly enthusiastic-in spreading the word that the hundreds who vanished had been warlocks, not
the victims of warlocks.

The existence of the Council of Warlocks, and its assurance that its member warl ocks were bound by
the same laws as everyone el se, dso helped. That the Council had sent warlocksto help in rebuilding
homes and shops wrecked on the Night of Madness helped even more.

This activity made the Council visible, and new warl ocks appeared steadily in response, eager to Sign
up, transforming Manner's cregtion from theory to redity. Three rooms on the ground floor of Warlock
House had been converted into a school and office where these newly arrived warlocks were taught the
Council's rules and questioned about any crimes they might have committed. Those who were deemed
acceptable then swore the Council's oath and were given ablack tunic and adocument recording their
admission to the Council.

Those who were not found acceptable were turned over to the city magistrates or ordered into exile-and
in some casesforcibly flown over the city wall.

Asyet, the Council had not had to kill anyone. Hanner suspected that couldn't last forever, especidly
since the triumvirate had agreed that the sngle Council of Warlocks would, when it was able, have
authority over the entire Hegemony of the Three Eth-shars, and not merely Ethshar of the Spices. He had
aready approved subchairmen to organize the Council's offices in Ethshar of the Rocks and Ethshar of
the Sands.

Hefound it odd to redlize that he, useless Hanner, the lordling who had never found a proper placefor
himsdf in the overlord's service, was on hisway to becoming master of perhaps the third most powerful
organization inthe World, after the Wizards Guild and the Hegemony itsdlf.

All indl, by theend of the month of Summerhesat matters seemed to have settled down and turned out
about aswell as he could have expected.

Hanner's confidence had not yet grown to the point, however, that the summonsto the Palace failed to
worry him.

Helooked at the message thoughtfully. It was politely written, but very definite-the presence of Hanner,
Chairman of the Council of Warlocks, was requested in the Great Hall of Audiencein the Palace of the
Overlord of Ethshar of the Spices at four hours after noon on thefirst day of Summersend, in the Five



Thousand Two Hundred and Second Y ear of Human Speech.

Hanner knew wel| that the overlord would never have sent Ithinia such amessage, naming an exact time
and date; he would have requested her to arrange for an audience at her earliest convenience. To accept
this directive without quibble would mean acknowledging that he was not Ithinias equd in rank, and she
was merely the senior wizard in the city, while he was theoreticaly the senior warlockanywhere.

But redligtically, arguing with it would be stupid and arrogant.

"Tell the messenger to tell Lord Azrad | will bethere," he said, dropping the message on hiswriting
table.

"Yes, dr," llvin said, raising a spread-fingered hand to his chest in the odd salute some of the warlocks
seemed to have picked up asamark of respect. He turned and hurried out of the room.

Hanner stared after him. llvin was till not at al apowerful warlock, but he had proven to have ataent
for getting things done around the Council's headquarters;, Bern was till in charge of the kitchens, but
[Ivin had taken over most of the other household administration. He was very useful indeed.

Desset, meanwhile, who remained the most powerful warlock in the city, was virtudly usdess-she
struggled congtantly to not use her magic, and even so frequently had various smal objectsfloating
around her. Her nightmares grew steadily worse, and she had begun to spend long stretches of the day
stting in the garden staring northward.

Hanner had hoped that inaction might cause warlockry to atrophy and the danger of the Calling to
recede, but apparently it didn't work that way. He repeatedly advised Desset to pack up afew things
and move south, out of the city and farther from Al-dagmor, but she was unable to bring hersdlf to do so.
He even spoketo Ithiniaabout the possibility of providing some sort of magica refuge, like that meeting
hal, but while Ithinia promised to mention it to the Inner Circle, she dso told him he would have a better
chance of convincing them to spend the next hundred years standing on their heads. The Guild did not do
favorsfor anyone, not even wizards, without an ulterior motive.

"Could webuy arefuge, then?' Hanner asked her.

"That might be possible," she admitted. "Y ou wouldn't need to trouble the Guild about that; just find a
wizard who knows appropriate spells and hire him to do the job. Y ou can expect to pay an obscene
amount for it, though."

"l see," Hanner said, and he pushed it to the back of his head, to be attended to when other matters
were under better control. The Council had money, but not an obscene amount of it asyet.

He might mention to Lord Azrad the ideathat it would be worthwhile for the city to finance such a
purchase, 0 asto have areserve of powerful warlocksin the triumvirate's debt who could be called
upon in an emergency.

That assumed, of course, that Lord Azrad had any interest in Manner's desires, and didn't intend to
order the Council out of the city. For the past three sixnights Hanner and his representatives had been
desling peacefully with the city government, but always through intermediaries-usudly Azrad's brothers,
Clurim, Karan-nin, and Ildirin-and never directly with the overlord. Thisaudience-if itwas redly an
audience with Lord Azrad, as Hanner noticed that the message did not actualy say Azrad would bein
the audience chamber-might indicate that the overlord had changed his mind again.



Hanner certainly hoped not, and did not intend to do anything to antagonize Lord Azrad.

Accordingly he arrived in the entrance hall of the Palace exactly at the gppointed hour and was greeted
and escorted through the great velvet curtains that were serving as atemporary replacement for the

not-yet-repaired golden doors.

The room was more populated than it had been on that dreadful occasion when Faran had led in ahorde

of angry warlocks, but gtill far from crowded; perhaps a hundred guards, servants, and courtiers were
arranged here and there, standing, seated, or going about various errands. Hanner noticed his ssters

standing in aknot of nobles near the east wall.

He had not heard from them in atwelvenight, and he had been too busy with Council businessto worry
about that slence; he hoped they were well.

He hadn't heard from Mavi, ether, but he firmly pushed that thought out of his mind and concentrated on
his surroundings.

As expected, Azrad was indeed present, sprawled heavily on the throne, sitting motionless as Hanner
was led in and presented.

"Hanner the Warlock, Chairman of the Council of Warlocks!" the herald announced, and Hanner bowed
deeply.
"It'sgood to see you again, Hanner," Azrad said when Hanner straightened up.

"And of course, it isaways a pleasure to see you, my lord," Hanner replied.

That said, the two men stared Slently at each other for amoment. Then Azrad said, "Y ou're here
because | wanted to see you in person, rather than doing everything through my brothers. | wanted to see

how you'd changed.”

Hanner bowed again, thistime with arms spread. "I am asyou see me, my lord," he said.
"Y ou'rewearing black."

"I'm awarlock, my lord."

"You look well. Have you logt alittle weight?"

"I might have, my lord; I'm not sure. I've kept very busy of late.”

"Y ou've been eating well 7"

"Oh, yes. My housekeeper seesto that.”

Azrad nodded. "That's good. We should have met somewhere lessformal, perhaps-the private audience
chamber or my gpartments-but | wasn't sure of the protocol, given your new status.”

Hanner smiled. "I'm gill me, Lord Azrad. | would be pleased to meet with you wherever you might
choose. As Chairman of the Council, | am still subject to the laws of Ethshar-treat me as you would any



other magician.”

"Y es, well-you shouldn't be amagician.” Azrad frowned. "Y ou never served an apprenticeship. | don't
gpprove of this mysteriousthing that happened, not at al-but | do accept that it happened, now, and I'll
livewithit. I cant fight youand thewizards."

"We have no desireto fight anyone, my lord. We just want to live in peace. The madness of the Night of
Madness ended long ago."

"Yes, | accept that," Azrad said irritably. "I said s0. And that'swhy you're here. If you warlocks are
going to be magicianslike dl the others, then you're responsible for any damage you do with your magic.”
He gestured at the far end of the room. "Are you going to pay for those doors? And the chairs? The
artisans are askingthree hundred rounds of gold to repair just the doors!"

Hanner blinked, then turned to look thoughtfully at the velvet curtains.

"We can't afford that much at present, my lord," he said, turning back, "but | believe we can repair the
doors ourselves. War-lockry can repair aswell as destroy. Surely you've heard that we have been aiding
inrepairsesawhere”

It was Azrad's turn to be surprised. "Y es, but.. . those doors are huge!™

"I believe we can handlethem.” In fact, heknew hiswarlocks could handle the job; thiswas exactly the
sort of thing warlockry did well.

"Canyou redly? Excdlent!”

Hanner could not resist asmdll jab. "We have not done so previoudy, my lord, because you have
maintained strong restrictions on admitting warlocksto the Palace.”

"WEell... yes. Fine. Theregtrictions won't be applied to anyone who comes to make repairs.”
"Then I'll send somewarlocks as soon as| get home," Hanner said.

"Good!" Azrad smiled. "I hate those curtains. It's drafty in here, even with the window repaired.”
"We could have done that as well, had you asked," Hanner said.

"Don't worry about it," Azrad said, waving away the subject- which Hanner assumed meant it had been
done by the paace staff, or by workmen who charged far less than goldsmiths. "But the chairs...."

"I'm not sure about those," Hanner said. "My warlocks will look at them and let you know."

"Good, good.” The smilefaded. "That brings us to persona meatters, the other reasons | insisted thatyou
come, rather than one of your underlings.”

"Yes my lord?
"We till have your unclésremains,” Azrad explained. "I'm redlly not sure what to do with them-an intact

statue would join the others, and an ordinary corpse would be properly burned or otherwise dedlt with,
but a shattered statue ..." He turned up a pam. "Perhaps you could reassemble the pieces somehow,



maybe even bring him back to life.”

Hanner considered that for amoment. He wasfairly certain that warlockry could indeed reassemble the
pieces and fuse them back together, but restore Faran to life? Warlockry couldn't do that; only wizardry
could, if it waspossibleat all.

And since Faran had been killed by the Wizards Guild, Hanner doubted any wizard would dare attempt
arevivdl.

But it would be a proper and respectful thing to reassembl e the pieces and set the statue somewhere.
"Thank you, my lord," he said. "I would be pleased to take Lord Faran'sremains.”

"Good," Azrad said, clearly relieved. He looked up and beckoned. " Clurim, it's your turn!™

Startled, Hanner turned to see Lord Clurim emerge from the little cluster of noblesto the east.

"We understand that you're now the head of your family," Azrad said. "As such, Lord Clurim hasa
request to make."

Anything that called for the head of hisfamily must involve hisssters, Hanner redlized. Nerrawas of
marriageable age, but Clurim adready had awife. ..

It was Alriswho was following Clurim out of the crowd.

"It'sabout your sigter," Lord Clurim said. "Alris has asked to become my agpprentice. Ordinarily ... well,
she'samonth past thirteen, which isayear older than she should be, and you've foresworn your title, and

Hanner held up ahand. "My lord,” he said, "I have no objection if my sister wantsto be your apprentice;
infact, it would remove one of my worries.” Heamiled a Alris.

"Wl that's good,” Clurim said. He turned to Alris. "Come on, then." He marched toward one of the
sSdedoors.

Alriswaved quickly to Hanner, then hurried after her master. Hanner watched them go.

That redlywas ardief-he had wondered what would become of his sisters. Neither wasinterested in
becoming awarlock; Nerra had been repulsed by the very idea. Alris, who afew months before had
been desperate to learn some sort of magic, had given it some serious consideration before regjecting the

offer.
"I've seen quite enough of warlocks dready,” shesaid. "Y ou aren't what | want to be."

Hewould have thought she had seen enough of the Palace, aswdll, but apparently not. As apprentice to
the Lord of the Household she would see every bit of it, and could expect to someday become Lady of
the Household, responsible for running the place.

"That'sdl, then," Lord Azrad said, startling Hanner anew. He quickly turned back to face the overlord,
but Azrad waswaving adismisa.



"It was good to see you, Hanner," he said. "'I'll have my people bring out your uncle's remains, and don't
forget to send those warlocks to fix the doors."

Hanner bowed an acknowledgement and stepped backward, away from the throne. He found a servant
ready to lead him out of the audience chamber through one of the small sde doors, a delegation of
merchants was waiting at the drapes for their turn to speak to the overlord.

Hanner let himsalf be led and found Nerrafollowing him. A moment later the two of themwereina
stone corridor, walking side by sidein silence.

Hanner broke that slence by remarking, "So Alrisfound hersalf an apprenticeship after dl.”

"And about time she did,” Nerrasaid. " She spent most of the last year Sitting around complaining how
bored sheis"

"1 wonder why Uncle Faran didn't make it a point to look for an apprenticeship for her, then. | mean, |
know she wanted to be amagician, and of course he wouldn't allow that, but surely he could have asked
the other lords or found her a respectable trade somewhere.”

Nerralooked up a him, sartled. "Y ou realy don't know why she wouldn't take an apprenticeship in the
Paace?'

Hanner's puzzlement was obvious. "Should 17!

"Y es, you should. Sometimes, Hanner, you can be blind. She didn't want to stay that closeto Uncle
Faran for therest of her life, where he would try to run everything shedid.”

"Oh," Hanner said. "But then, couldn't he have found her arespectabl e apprenticeship somewhere se?

"Uncle Faran didn't want the distraction,” Nerrasaid. "And he wanted to keep her around so he could
marry her off to Lord Ederd's son, so she'd wind up the mother of an overlord.”

"I heard him suggest that,” Hanner admitted. "In fact, | knew he wanted to arrange good marriages for
both of you, but | didn't redlize he was that determined-or that you didn't like the idea." He frowned.
"Ederd the Y ounger isonly ayear younger than | am." He glanced a Nerra. "Why didn't he try to marry
you off tohim?"

"Hedid," Nerrasaid. "Remember when we sailed to Ethshar of the Sands last year? But so far we
weren't cooperating, Ederd and |, so he wanted Alrisas hislast resort.”

"Then what did he plan for you, if Alrismarried Ederd?’

"l wasto marry ahigh-ranking wizard, so | could be hisspy in the Guild." She grimaced. "I hate
wizards."

That sounded very like Uncle Faran.

"So what do you plan to do now?" Hanner asked. "Alris found an apprenticeship, but you're aready
eghteen-youcan't do that."

"Oh, I expect I'll marry someone," shereplied. "I don't have anyonein mind yet, but | have someone



playing matchmaker." They had reached the end of the corridor; Nerra opened the door at the end, and
they stepped through it, out into the central hallway.

"Who's your matchmaker?' Hanner asked. "Perhaps| could help "Sheis" Nerrasaid, pointing.
Hanner turned and saw Mavi standing near the entryway, silhouetted in the light.

She was more beautiful than he remembered. He ingtantly forgot about Nerraand hurried toward her,
leaving hissigter laughing at his back.

Mavi heard his gpproaching footsteps and turned; she recognized Hanner, and her facelitin ashy smile.
Hanner was overwhelmed by the sight of that smile; he had feared she would frown or turn away.
"Helo," shesad.

"Hello," Hanner replied, stopping arespectful distance away, unsure of hisreception. She seemed happy
to see him, but he still remembered the look on her face when he admitted that he was awarlock.

Mavi's next words dispelled some of hisremaining concern. "I missed you,” she said.
Hanner made a happy, wordless noise of agreement.

Mavi stepped toward him. ™Y ou know, Hanner, | think I'm getting over my aversion to warlocks," she
sad. "You and your Council have redlly done an amazing job of making them respectable.”

Hanner smiled broadly and took her hand; she did not pull away.

"We could makeyou awarlock," he said. She laughed. "I'm notthat fond of warlockd" Then she
stepped into hisarms and added, "Y et.”

Epilogue

It waslater established, by a commission of scholars gppointed jointly by the overlords of the Hegemony
of the Three Eth-shars, that the creation of the warl ocks began four hours and eighteen minutes after
sunset on the fourth day of Summerhest inthe Y ear of Human Speech 5202. This seemed to hold true
throughout the inhabited World; the nightmares did not arrive any sooner in Aldagmor than in the farthest
corners of the Small Kingdoms, nor did those who later became powerful warlocks receivethem a



moment earlier or later than those who never again showed any sengtivity to this new sort of magic.
Everywhere, and for everyone, the dreams and the magic came a the same instant.

In Ethshar of the Spicesthe final count of persons reported missing on or immediately after the Night of
Madness was 1,108. Forty-one people died in the confusion; how many of the 41 were warlocks or
other magicianswas never religbly determined.

In Ethshar of the Sands there were 983 missing, 38 dead.

In Ethshar of the Rocks there were only 622 missing, but due largdly to the actions of one particularly
dangerous warlock, Shemder Parl's son, who was eventualy removed by the Wizards Guild, the death
toll ill reached 42.

No adequate counts were ever made for the rest of the Hegemony, or for any of the lands outside the
Hegemony. The number of disappearances for the Baronies of Sardiron unquestionably ran well into the
thousands, and the deaths and acts of destruction were numerous and widespread there, while the more
southerly Small Kingdoms were barely affected-for Sardiron the Night of Madnesswasamgjor crigs,
yet in Semmaand Ophkar it went completely unnoticed. Reactions by those governmentswerein
proportion; however, the decree of a death sentence for performing warlockry in the Baronies of
Sardiron was rescinded in the month of Leafcolor after several unpleasant incidentsinvolving Called
warlocks on their way to Aldagmor.

By the Festival of the Y ear of Human Speech 5203 the Council of Warlocks under the direction of
Chairman Hanner reported atota membership of 7,976 acknowledged warlocks, counting apprentices.

The ruling triumvirate of the Hegemony found this entirely acceptable.



