The Sword of Aradd
By Alexander Key
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BRIAN, THE PALE-HAIRED STABLEBOY AT St. Martin's Abbey, crawled from hisbed of straw in
the hayloft that morning with an unpleasantly cold fed-ing in the pit of his tomach. Thefedling wasasure
sign of coming trouble, and he knew from unhappy experience there was very little he could do to avoid
it. Unless, of course, he could find the courage to run away.

Ashefdt hisway down the ladder in the predawn darkness, he wondered what his chances
would beif he actudly did leave the abbey and go out into the world. Surely he was old enough to try it
now. And, thanks to the secret instruction of Brother Benedict, he could read and write in the three
languages, and probably hold his own with any of thetitled sudents at the abbey school. Only, where
could he go? What could he do?

Outside in the courtyard he dusted the straw from hisragged jerkin, stopped just long enough at
the watering trough to wash hisface, and then hurried over to the hidden corner between the smithy and
the great outer wall. Brother Benedict had not yet arrived. Turning, he peered through the shrouding
curtain of grapevines at the buildings across the courtyard.

The abbey was like awalled village, complete in itsdf, with workshops and storehouses. Inthe
cen-ter, surrounding the spired cathedra, were cloisters, dormitories, refectories, two kitchens, and a
chapd. At thishour al the buildings were dim silhouettes againgt an uninviting sky that was becoming
streaked with an angry red.

The sght of the sky did nothing to ease Brian's state of mind. Suddenly he hated the abbey and
hislowly gtation, and more than ever he hated the students, dl of them the arrogant sons of noblemen
who thought nothing of kicking him around like aworthless dave. Even some of the monks, who treated
the peasants asif they owned them, were more brutal than pious, and Brian was seldom with-out a bruise
to remind him of thefact.

“But why?' he wondered doud. "Hasit ways been thisway? What right have the high to besat
thelow?'

"Noright," camethe cool and curioudy decisive voice of Brother Benedict. "By my faith, no right
whatever."

Brian soun about and saw the burly form of the monk emerging from the smithy. In the reddening
dawn light he could just make out the broad face with its scars, asfrom old sword cuts, and the tight
mouth asgrim asariver turtles. Asmuch as Brian loved him, he couldn't shake the belief that Brother
Benedict was not entirely the man of God that he appeared to be. Under that gray robe was avery
strange person. WWho would dream that amaster of the sword and quarterstaff would a so be a master of
languages and philosophy? Y et no one seemed aware of these attainments, for Brother Benedict
managed to remain quietly in the background, and was known only as the abbey blacksmith.

"It has not lways been thisway," the monk added. "Nor will it continue for long. But | spesk too
much. Let us get on with our practice before this place awakens."

Brian caught the quarterstaff histeacher flung to him, then crouched, holding the seven-foot length
of oak firmly on either side of the center. It was the poor man's wegpon of defense, and one killed inits
use could down a swordsman. Hetried to parry the blows that were now rained upon him, but this
morning his heart wasnotinit.

Brother Benedict stopped. "What's wrong, son?"

"lt—it'sthat awful feeling again. Something's go-ing to happen. Y ou know how it waslast time."

Histeacher nodded. That last time Brian had been too dow in drawing water for the abbot's



horse, and the prior had had him tied up by the thumbstill dark and given twenty lashes.
Brian added dispiritedly, "I—I just can't take any more of that. I've got to run away.”

Brother Benedict shook his head. "Not yet, son. | know how hard it isfor you. But remember, dl
things change. Y ou must be brave and suffer it awhile longer.”

"l don't seewhy."

“There are reasons.”

“Whét reasons?’

"Youwill learnintime”

“That'swhat you alwaystell mewhen | ask ques-tions. | don't understand why you even bother
withme”

"I bother with you, my son, because | happen to know you are worth it. Y ou are worth a great
ded of bother."

"But—but I'm nobody! Y ou know that."

"Never say you are nobody. Everyoneis aperson, private within himself. That makes everyone
some-body."

The monk reached under the vines and produced a pair of rusty practice swords. “Let uswork
with these a bit, then you'd better see to your chores.”

Brian took one of the wegpons and began aritual cut and thrust under his teacher's direction, but
part of his mind was suddenly asking questions. Why was Brother Benedict lways o secretive? Of
course, these were not the best of times, and if you valued your head, you kept a guard on your tongue.
Y et hewas certain at last that hisfriend wasinvolved in amatter that could be highly dangerous. What
could it be? Not only that, but it was beginning to seem that Brother Benedict knew something about him
that he didn't know himsdlf.

But that was impossible, he thought. He was just another woodcutter's son; hisfather, old Harle,
used to get wood for the abbey. The hut where he was born was hardly aleague away; he could
re-member every ugly detail of it. No, there was noth-ing in the life of Brian, son of poor Harle, that
could be of the least interest to anyone. And yet . ..

Therewasthat strange little strawberry girl.

He had a sudden sharp vison of the smdl cring-ing figure in the ragged dress and shawl who had
been bringing wild strawberriesin to sell to the monks. He had supposed she was some peasant's child,
but yesterday when she stopped at the smithy—she always managed to have atalk with Brother
Benedict when no one was watching—a curious thing had happened. A nightingde had flown down and
alighted on her hand. She had whispered to it, and the bird had sung a quick little song, and then had
flown away.

Brian remembered his surprise, and then the shock that had gone through him asthe nightingade
flew off. For the girl had raised her head, and her shawl had dipped back and exposed her long golden
braids. Nor did she have a peasant's face—it was far too bright and lively and full of mischief. HEd been
carrying water from the well to fill the watering trough, and had stopped and stared. At the same moment
her quick green eyes had caught sight of him, and she had smiled. Then she had jerked the shawl back in
place and turned away, becoming the subdued little peasant figure she had seemed at firs.

Brian's sword was suddenly flicked from his grasp, and Brother Benedict stepped back, shaking
his head.

"No, my son! No! Thefirg rule of salf-defenseisnever to let your attention stray from your
oppo-nent. What were you thinking about, anyway?'

"That—that girl who bringsthe strawberries" he admitted. "Who is she?'

The monk's hard face broke into arare smile. "Y ou are rather young to have girls on your mind.
And she's hardly more than an infant.”

"She—she'snoinfant,” Brian retorted. "1 saw her face yesterday, and she must be nearly asold
asl am. Andthat'snot dl-" He paused suddenly as a startling thought came to him. Y esterday he'd been
close enough to overhear part of what sheld said to Brother Benedict. It wasn't the words he
remem-bered so much as the language she'd used.



"Shewasn't taking to you in theloca French,” he said. "It was Latin—good Latin. The kind we

Brother Benedict raised his eyebrows. "Wdl?' hesaid mildly.

"But—but the peasants hardly know it."

"You'reapeasant. Yet you arefluent in Latin. Y ou have agift for languages—I've taught you
sev-erd. And you forget that Latin is universal—it is spoken by the educated al the way from Rometo
the green idesof Britain."

Brian chewed on hislip amoment, then managed agrin. "Y ou're trying to lead me around by the
nose," he accused. "L et's get back to that strawberry girl. She's no ordinary person. She's pretending to
be what sheisn't. And she knows something about me.”

He paused again, thinking of the quick little smile sheldd given him. A knowing smile. It had
conveyed aworld of information. “ She knows alot about me, he went on. " She practically told me so.
Whoisshe?'

“You are very discerning, my son: I'm sorry.”

"Please. |I—I've got to know about her."

"Sheisoneof us" themonk said quietly. "That isdl | cantell you now.”

Brian started to protest, but Brother Benedict held up his hand. "The less you know of some
meatters, my son, the safer you will be. | don't want you to die before your time, like your father.”

Brian could only stare a him, mouth half open. So it was true. Something was going on. And he,
Brian, son of poor old Harle who had lived in want and died ignobly in the last revolt, wasin some
unknown way concerned in it. Was another peasants revolt being planned?

He was beginning to hear sounds of life around him and was dl at once avare that the ugly red of
dawn had spread entirely acrossthe sky. It was afrightening sight. The chill in the pit of his ssomach had
become a cold clutching, and he was tempted to gather up hisfew possessions and leave in spite of being
urged to remain.

“Y ou'd better get that watering trough filled," Brother Benedict reminded him. "If the prior
happens to come out before breakfast...”

Brian sighed and started around the smithy for the well. But he had taken only afew stepswhen
he was stopped in histracks by the sudden blare of trumpets somewherein the distance. The sound
seemed to come from the edge of the forest where the road from the castle ran past the fields and the
sorawling village.

He had heard the signal of the trumpets often enough to know that it announced the arrival of
visitors of importance who had come from the cas-tle. But trumpets at this hour? It was unheard of. He
had about decided that his ears had tricked him when the trumpets sounded again, nearer, louder,
demanding. It was an order for the drawbridge that spanned the moat to be lowered immediately.

S. Martin's Abbey came abruptly to life. Gray-robed monks and velvet-clad students of the
abbey school, some of them il hastily pulling on their clothing, swarmed into the courtyard. There were
shouts from the lookout tower above the gate, and then Brian could hear the creaking of the blocks as
the drawbridge was lowered.

"What—wheat could have happened?' he asked, dmost in awhisper.

Brother Benedict growled an oath that was decid-edly unmonklike. “ Something devilish,” he
mut-tered. "Y ou may bet onit. And you may bet dl thegold in Aradd that Albericusisbehindit.”

Brian had never seen the hated Albericus, but the very name of that witch-hunting monk brought
achill to his spine. Then he heard the quick clatter of hooves as an advance messenger raced over the
drawbridge. It was a page wearing the green and gold of Araddl.

The page drew rein in the center of the courtyard. He did from the saddle, bregthless, and
managed to gasp, "The dukeisdead!" Then, catching his breath, he cried out, "Long live the duke!™

Therewas amoment of stark silence followed by aquick murmuring. Suddenly wild shouts
broke out among the students as every eye in the courtyard turned toward a gangling youth with along
jaw and athin mouth. Until now, he had been merely Rupert of Cloyne. All had known therewasa
chance—if an evil temper did not bring him to an early end—that he might possibly become the next



duke. But only, of course, if hisuncle, the crown-seeking Frederick, happened to die before having a
son. No one dreamed it would actudly happen thisvery spring.

Beyond the abbey walls came aquick, find flourish of the trumpets. Now horsemen began
pouring across the bridge—men-at-armsin glittering coats of mail, baronsin bright plumes and velvet,
pages and squires bearing pennants and banners; and in their lead, on agreat black mule, atowering
grim-faced monk in ablack robe.

Brian chilled as he stared at the black-robed figure, then al his attention went to the silken
cush-ion the monk carried across his saddle. On the cush-ion, gleaming with jewdls, lay asword. At the
sght of it hiseyeswidened and he felt a curious prickling at the back of his neck. Wasthat the fabled
sword he'd heard so much about? The magical sword of the fairy folk, said to have been forged ages ago
for thefirst ruler of Aradel?

In spite of some of the whispers held heard, it dmost had to be. All the rulers of Aradel had worn
that sword, and al men respected it. There was power in that ancient blade, and a puppet like
Fred-erick couldn't have ruled without it.

Now Frederick was dead, and here was Albericus, who pulled al the strings, bringing the sword
to Rupert. But why at thishour?

"They must have been riding haf the night to get here," he whispered to Brother Benedict.

"Of course. Look at them! They make ashow, but they aretired and hungry. Y et if they were
twice astired, they'd do no tarrying here. Albericus will have them racing back to Rondelaine the moment
he gets Rupert on ahorse.”

"But—but why the haste?'

"So that black-robed Lucifer can keep his claws on the kingdom. He'slost his puppet, and he
must ingtal another in ahurry. If he doesn't, ther€ll be trouble.”

"Y ou mean the peasants might rise againgt the barons again?”'

Histeacher grunted. "Not exactly, but surely they'd rise againgt those you see yonder. They're the
ones Albericus made. And if that happens, another outsider will comein and clam Aradd."

Brian nodded, though he did not entirely under-stand. All he knew of Aradd and the world was
what he had learned here in the abbey, and from the books Brother Benedict secretly brought him from
thelibrary. It seemed he ought to know far more about some things than he did, but hismemory had a
curiousway of failing when hetried to think back beyond a certain time,

Frowning, he peered through the grapevines at the assembly that was drawing up in asemicircle
in the courtyard. The riders dismounted, and now he saw thetal Albericus, who wore a curious headless
crossat hiswast, dowly approach young Rupert with the cushioned sword in his outstretched hands.
Rupert, visbly swelled, stepped forward and grasped the fabled weapon and buckled it about hiswal <.
Findly everyone knelt to show dlegianceto the new ruler.

All a once Brian became aware that severa of the horses, reins dangling, had edged over to the
watering trough and were beginning to drink thirgtily. The trough was fast emptying. Then hewas
hor-rified to see along-nosed monk moving around the edge of the assembly, heading for the stable. It
wastheprior.

"l—I've got tofill that trough!™ he whispered, and started to dip through the vines.

Brother Benedict jerked him back, “No! Not the way you are. Y ou must hide that pale hair—it
could be the degth of you!" The burly monk dipped into the smithy and quickly returned with an old
leather cap in his hands. "Pull this down over your ears" he ordered. "L et no one seewhat liesunder it,"

It was an odd thing for Brother Benedict to ingst on, but there was no time to ask the reason for
it. Then the sudden memory of hislast beating drove dl questions from hismind. He jerked the shapeess
cap over hishead and ran out to the well.

No one noticed him at first. He managed to draw two buckets of water and pour them into the
trough, and was hurrying across the corner of the courtyard with the third when the prior and another
monk came from the stable with young Rupert's horse.

Brian saw the prior and the horse, and he glimpsed the swaggering Rupert moving impa-tiently
forward to take the reins, He veered quickly to avoid Rupert, and failed to note the little move-ment of



one of thetitled students who dyly thrust afoot in his path. It was an old trick, too often used on him.

He tripped and went sprawling. The bucket dammed out of his grasp, and most of its contents
splashed over Rupert's bright hose and pointed boots.

Brian got up cringing, sammering gpologies. He was met ingtantly by afurious blow to the head
that knocked off his cap and sent him regling to the cobblestones.

For brief seconds he was aware of the great, gaunt Albericus staring a him, merciless eyes
regarding him oddly. Then he saw the convulsed face of the advancing Rupert. He could hear Rupert's
curses, and amost fed the vicious kicks that in the next breasth would send him writhing in pain. But in
that tiny moment out of time something turned over in him. Old hates cameto aboail. Evenif it killed him,
he knew he had taken al he would ever take from Rupert or hiskind.

Just before the first kick reached him he rolled aside and sprang up with clenched fists and
smashed Rupert in the mouth. It did little more than bring gasps from the onlookers and send the much
stronger Rupert staggering back in afury, reaching for the fabled sword.

Brian had not counted on this. Fear went through him. The sword wasinvincible. "For shame!™
he cried. “ That sword has never been drawn againgt a peasant of thisland, or an unarmed person. For
shamel”

"That sword isfor destroying enemied™ Al-bericus said harshly. "Useit! Run therasca through!”

Brian leaped back as the shining blade flashed toward him. He looked wildly around for an
avenue of escape, but other swords suddenly barred the way. He was praying for some means of
defense when one came sailing magicaly through the grape-vines. It was a quartersteff.

He caught it expertly and immediately attacked, more in desperation than in hope. How could he
possibly triumph over that incredible wegpon? Y e, even if he was fated to die thismorning, hewas
grimly determined to take his opponent with him.

But after only two quick passes with the staff he realized with a shock that something was wrong.
Either the sword had lost itsmagic, or Rupert had no skill whatever in handlingit.

Hoperosein him. He attacked furioudy with dl his strength, driving Rupert back. Suddenly one
end of thewhirling staff caught the siword on the hilt and sent it flying. Whileit was dtill inthear he
managed to give Rupert aresounding crack on the head that ingtantly crumpled him.

For amoment Brian stood trembling, hardly be-lieving what he had done. Then, in alanguage he
did not know he knew, someone shouted to him to run.

He turned and made a dash through the encir-cling men-at-arms.

2
Mera

ITWASONLY BECAUSE EVERYONE IN THE COURT-YARD was in amomentary state of
shock that Brian was able to reach a corner of the smithy without being stopped. The line of knights and
squires, who had been closing in on him during the fight, could have cut him down essily, for their swords
were dready drawn. But they seemed pardlyzed by hisincredible victory. Not only wastheir new ruler
lying motionless before them, but the invincible sword of Aradel had been vanquished by aragged
stableboy with aquarterstaff.

Brian'sfirst impulse wasto race for the main gate under the drawbridge tower. If he could get
through and make it across the drawbridge, there was a good chance he could reach the fringe of forest
beyond the road.

But he had taken only afew strides when he heard Albericus giving orders. "Close the gate and
rasethe bridge!" the gaunt monk shouted. " Shoot him, you bowmen! Kill the wretch! Don't let him get
avay!"

A whigtling arrow made Brian whirl in histracks. He dodged behind the smithy, saw no one, and
began running asfast as he could along the rear of the stable. There was adoor ahead where a part of



the stable joined the abbey wall. If he could get through it without being seen, he should havetimeto
catch his breath while he planned his next move.

The door opened amost in hisface, and abig hand caught hisarm and jerked him inside. It was
Brother Benedict.

"Follow me," said hisburly friend, and began running with surprising speed past arow of gdls
and across an open storage area beyond. At the rear of it, where the roof met the abbey wall, the monk
did behind a stack of heavy timbers|eaning against the masonry. Here in the shadows Brian made out a
small wooden door,

"Better leave your gaff," hewasadvised. "Y ou will not need it, and it will just bein your way.”

With some reluctance Brian thrust his quarterstaff among the timbers, and followed hisguide.
After the door was secured behind them they werein total darkness.

"We havefifty pacesto go," Brother Benedict said. "Hold to my robe, and keep in step with me.”

Wondering, Brian did as hewastold. They seemed to bein anarrow passageway that ledina
long curve through the wall. He had heard that this portion of the abbey had once been afort, built in
Roman days. Could this possibly be an old escape route?

"Hereweare," Brother Benedict said findly, asadiver of light outlined one arm. Stooping, he
pulled arough wooden cover away from an opening just large enough to crawl through. Brian peered
out at the brightening day.

Hisview of the moat and the world beyond it was partialy obscured by asmadl tangle of willow
shrubsthat screened the spot. The moat, nearly covered with lily pads here, was only afew feet below
him. Directly opposite, alarger thicket amost hid the embankment that bordered asmdll field.

"Now you arein on our little secret,” Brother Benedict said. "Only afew of usknow of thisway
out of the abbey."

"But the moat—how does one crossit?"

His guide chuckled. "On sunken planks below the lilies. Walk them carefully, or you will dip into
thewater as | did one night. When you have crossed and reached the field, keep your head down and
follow the embankment till you cometo the trees. Have no fear of being seen. There's no one on this part
of thewall at thishour, and | doubt if there'saworker in the field, for it's been put to pasture.”

Brother Benedict paused amoment, listening. Brian knew that athorough search was being made
for him on the other side of thewall, but he could make out no sounds of it here,

Carefully the monk drew something from afold of hisrobe. It was the sword Albericus had brought to
Rupert.

Brian gasped. "Where—where did you get it?’

"I picked it up near the smithy, whereit fell. No one saw me. Takeit, son. It may not be dl that it
is supposed to be—but it happensto be the very finest of weapons, and you won it fairly against great
odds. I'm proud of you!"

Brian experienced a sudden thrill as he grasped the jewe ed hilt. Asaweapon, it was too long
and much too heavy for him, but he had no doubt of his ability to useit should the need arise. It suddenly
seemed strange that Rupert, who was far taler and stronger, had been so clumsy withit.

"By doing what you did,” Brother Benedict went on, "you upset many plans, and set something in
motion. But thereisn't timeto explain it to you here. Y ou must be well on your way before Albericus
decides you must have escaped from the abbey. Hell surely send men after you—but do not worry
about them. Merrawill hideyou wdl.”

"Merra? Who—where-"

"In the forest, son, afull three leagues downstream from the Roman crossing, there flows a
crysta spring from the foot of amighty oak. It isa sacred spot, and something in you will know it when
you seeit. You will find Merrawaiting for you there."

"l—I don't understand,” Brian said. "How can anyone possibly know I'm coming?”

"Shewill know. On your way now—and may the merciful God protect you!"

Brian experienced a frightening minute as he waded the moat on the submerged planks. Hewas



exposed to anyone who might have gone to the top of thewall to search, and with every step he dmost
expected to hear the snap of a bowstring and the quick hiss of an arrow. Y et he dared not hurry, for the
planks were so dippery he could only dide aong afoot or two at atime while he carried the sword
carefully over hisshoulder.

Then at last he was across, with the thick growth of willows on the embankment hiding him from
any chance observer. When he glanced back he was re-lieved to see no one, nor could he make out the
opening to the secret passageway.

Ashehurried along the edge of the field behind the embankment, he was astonished to seethe
sun rising above the line of forest ahead. It seemed that hours must have passed since he had first heard
the trumpets. How could so much have happened in the short space between dawn and sunup?

Before the sun was a hand's breadth high, he had gained the Roman crossing—a stone bridge
built by Caesar's men—and was beginning to pick hisway through the tangle along the edge of the
sream.

Three leagues downstream, Brother Benedict had said. That was along, long hike, and he would
do well to make it by midday. But why, he wondered, would anyone want to live in so remote a pot?
Asnearly as he could remember from amap Brother Benedict had at the smithy, that section of the
stream was entirely wild, far from any road or village. A few old trails had been dotted on the map, aong
with a scattering of symbols showing the location of severd ruins and achapd.

Suddenly Brian halted, thinking of those symbols. A cross had marked the location of an early
chapel, but there had been another cross deep in the forest just about three leagues from the Roman
crossing. Only the second cross, unlike the first, had acircle behind it. What did that mean?

And who was Merra?

Puzzled, he hurried on, swinging the sword occa-sionaly to clear away through the growth. It
seemed that he should know the answers to both questions. And there was that curious matter of the
person who had shouted to him right after hed downed Rupert. Had it been Brother Benedict who had
shouted, using a strange language so that no one who had come with Albericus would recognize either
the voice or the words?

Then why had he, Brian, son of Harle the wood-cutter, understood the words when he didn't
even recognize the language?

At that moment a horrible thought came to him. Did he, without redlizing it, know the forbidden
language? The language that meant death if you were caught using it? It was supposed to be the tongue of
the witches, athough heretics used it dso. The pendty for spesking it—just like the penaty for being
caught with a Bible, which was aso forbidden—uwas deeth by burning.

He had never seen ared Bible, and he had once asked Brother Benedict why it was forbidden.
The burly blacksmith had peered around carefully, then said in alow voice, "Watch your tongue on that
subject, lad. Now, to bail it all down, it'sjust a matter of power. Those who haveit are dwaysfighting to
keep it. Those who don't have it are dways oppressed. Y ou see?’

“I'm beginning to. I've heard that the Bibleisfull of magic, which was put in there by the devil. Is
that true, and isthat redlly why it's banned?'

"Itisfull of miraclesand magic, but the devil didn't put them there. That isagrest lie, told by the
righteous rascalsin power. To keep their power, they must destroy those who know the truth.”

"Then—then thereredly ismagic?'

"Thereis, and there are those among us who are able—but no. Y ou are too young to know
more. | have told you enough. For your life's sake, and mine, forget what | have said,”

That had been years ago, Brian remembered, not long after he had come to the abbey. Today he
had fled from it, with more questions than ever unan-swered.

Why, for one thing, had Brother Benedict been so anxious for him to cover his pae hair? What
was there about pale hair that should be hidden?—and why had Albericus stared at him so strangely
when his cap was knocked off?

Then there was the matter of defeating Rupert so easily. Had he redlly handled the quarterstaff so
skillfully—or had someone put aspell on Rupert?



In spite of what Brother Benedict had once told him, he had never redly beieved in spellsand
magic. But now he was beginning to wonder.

As hetrudged deeper into the forest, following agametrail that wound along the stream, the
under-growth gradualy vanished and the trees became immense. Several times herds of deer faded into
the shadows, and once he saw a great wolf regarding him with asort of cold but speculative interest from
the other Side of the stream. It gave him amoment of sharp fright. The sword, which he had been
carry-ing over his shoulder, was swept down ingtantly to aready position. But the wolf did not move,
and he hurried thankfully on hisway.

Having eaten no breskfast, and only abowl of thin grud the night before, he was very hungry by
midmorning. But he knew little of the woods and saw nothing that seemed edible. Even the few
strawberries he found were green.

He stopped at timesto drink hastily from the stream, and as the day grew warmer he was
tempted to shed his ragged and none-too-clean garments and plunge into the cool water, Only the fear of
Al-bericus, who surdly had sent men to hunt him, kept him on the move.

Brian had lost dl sense of time when he sumbled findly into an open glade. The place was
covered with alush growth of wild strawberries. He did not at once notice the wide crystal pool ahead,
and the ancient oak beside it—an 0ak so hugethat it entirely dominated this parklike corner of the forest.
All he saw were the berries. There were thousands of ber-ries, luscioudy red and ripe.

Hefdl eagerly on his knees and began stuffing them into his mouth asfast as his hands could pick
them.

Suddenly amischievous voice somewhere behind him said, "Are you enjoying my strawberries,
Brian of the horse trough?'

He grabbed at his sword and managed to scram-ble to hisfeet. Juice was running from his
mouth, which wasfar too full for speech. He could only gulp and Sare.

A few yards away asmdl dender figure, arms on hips and dressed like a boy in green doubl et
and hose, was watching him with amusement. Thelively face under the green cowled cap wasagirl's,
and it seemed curioudy familiar. But where could he have seen anyone like her? She was dressed entirely
in green—but the greenest things about her, from the bright feather in her cap to her small green boots,
were her eyes. They were as brilliantly green asthe jewelsin the hilt of his sword.

He was wondering about her eyeswhen asmall bird fluttered down and aighted on her shoulder.
It wasanightingde.

“Y ou—yourethat srawberry girl!" he sammered.

Shegaveagay littlelaugh. "Of course! I'm Merra" Suddenly she took a step forward, her nose
crinkling. "Give meyour sword,” she demanded.

Hestantly hehdd it out, hilt firg.

Shetook it firmly in both hands and thrust the point toward him, forcing him backward. "Y ou
gtink,” she said, green eyes dancing. "Brian of the horse trough, you smell of the stable. Back you
go—into the cleansing waters! Whee!" she cried, ashefell with agreat splash into the crysta pool.

He came up gasping, then found hisfooting and shook the water from hisface, and saw her
crouched on the bank in front of him. Eyes bright, she was watching him like an impish kitten.

"Off with your filthy ragd" she ordered imperi-oudy, pointing the sword a him. "Off with thedirt
beneath them! And when you are clean as alamb, you may come forth and don your new clothes. They
are here by theferns.”

Utterly bewildered by her, he watched her turn away and vanish across the glade. Then he drew
off hisrags and began to wash. When he crawled out findly, he found atowel and acomplete outfit in
green amogt exactly like her own. There were even aleathern pouch with coinsin it and asmall sheath
knifeto hang from hisbet.

The moment he was dressed she appeared, sword over her shoulder, and studied him critically.
"What achange!" she exclamed in her gay little voice, "Why, you could dmost passfor one of your
bet-tergl"”



Her sivery laugh tinkled, asif a some private joke. Then abruptly she became very serious.
Draw-ing herself up to her full height, which was hardly to his chin, she ordered in atruly regal manner,
"On your knee, Brian of the horse trough! Kned!"

He submitted, deciding that so strange a person had much better be humored.

She brought the point of the siword down and touched him lightly on the shoulder. "Brian of the
horsetrough,” she went on, switching easly from Latin to English, "by right of my birth and powers, and
because of thy pae hair and vaor, | dub thee Sir Brian the Fair. Arise, Sir Brian, and take thy well won
blade—and amurrain seize our enemies! All those wretched rogues and devil's whel pswho fain would
sop ug!*

“Stop usfromwhat?" he could not hel p asking as he took the sword. For heredlized all a once
that she was deadly serious and meant every word she had said.

"From saving Aradd!" shereplied hotly. "From destroying that horrible Albericus before he burns
al the good people! But most of dl, from succeed-ing in our search—for if wefall in that, then everything
islogt! Everything!"

He could only gape at her, wondering what in-credible sort of creature she was.

"Ohfiel" sheexclamed. "l see you don't under-stand. But of course you don't! | forget. How
could you possibly understand—after the spdll that was put upon you?"

"What spell?'

"The one that changed your memory. It was a powerful spdll, and | don't know how to break it.
So | suppose | must explainit al to you. Y ou see, to begin with-"

"To beginwith," heinterrupted, "there's nothing wrong with my memory. But I'd like to know
how you learned | was coming here. And—and these clothes I'm wearing. How-"

She sighed, rolling her eyes asif fighting for partience. "It'svery smple, Sir Brian. | wastold from
afar what happened this morning at the abbey. How you bested that stupid and unmannered lout of a
Rupert, and escaped-"

"Told from afar?' heinterrupted again. "l—I've never heard of such athing! It'simpossblel™

She stamped her foot. "If it'simpossible, you silly goose, how isit that | know all about you, and
even sent Tancred ahead to watch for you? But | suppose you didn't even notice him.”

"|—I didn't see anybody. Who ishe?’

"Tancred isn't a person—though he's certainly smarter than most people. HEs my nightingae.”

"Oh." She was becoming stranger to him al thetime. "ls—isit Brother Benedict you talk to from
aa?

"Of course. HE's much more than amonk, though few at the abbey know it." She hesitated, then
added, "And he happensto be my uncle."

"Y our—your uncle?"

She nodded. "My father's brother. The family haslong been agreat onein Aradd.”

"Then what are you doing way out here, o far from everything?'

"I livewith my mother's people. And al my friends are here," She flashed him aquick look with
her green eyes, and added quietly, amost hopefully, "They are hard for most mortalsto see, but they are
al around us. Can you not hear them singing?'

He stared at her amoment, then turned quickly and peered about him. For thefirst time he
becamefully aware of the crysta pool in which he had been forced to wash, the stream joining it on the
left, and the tremendous oak on theright, the greatest of all the treesin this ancient grove. Something
gtirred deep within him, and unconscioudy he crossed himsdlf. Did heredly hear snging—or wasit only
the soft music of running water and the wind?

He started to ask Merraabout it, but at that moment the nightingale, which he had not seen since
his bath, swooped down to her shoulder, burbling excitedly.

"What's the matter, Tancred?' she asked. "What isit?’

She listened to it amoment, lip caught between her teeth. Suddenly she said, "I sent him back to
seeif you were being followed. Y ou are. Hunting dogs are on your trail. Some men-at-arms are behind
them, and Albericusisleading them!"



Shock held him rigid amoment. Had he made Albericus so very angry that the gaunt monk
would come after himin person?

Merraclutched hisdeeve. "Hurry! I've got to hide you!
3
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ASMERRA DREW HIM IN THE DIRECTION OF THE great oak, Brian suddenly remembered the
rags he had discarded. "My old clothes," he gasped. "'I'd better get them! If the dogs find them, Albericus
will know I'm somewhere near.”

He ran back along the edge of the pool, caught up the sodden rags, wadded them into abundle,
and hurried to overtake his guide. But she had stopped abruptly at the side of the oak and was|ooking
up a it intently, chanting something in alanguage that was strange to him. Even so, he found he
under-stood the words:

"Oh ancient tree, most nobletree,
Please open wide adoor for me.”

Brian was dmost certain the grest tree had had a smooth trunk when hefirst saw it, but now
there seemed to be ahollow placein front of him. It looked so natural, however, that he wondered if it
hadn't been there dl the time. But before he could make up his mind about it, Merra caught hisdeeve
and drew him through the opening.

When he glanced quickly back over his shoulder, he was somewhat jolted to see the opening
close behind him. Then he forgot it as he glanced around at the cozy circular room with its fireplace on
one side, and astairway carved out of the tree winding upward on the other. No windowswerein
evi-dence, but the room was softly lighted by awarm glow that came from recessesin thewalls.
Curioudy, the room seemed larger than the tree.

"Welcome, Brian," said amusica voice. "l am Nysa, Merras aunt. I've heard so much about
you—"

"Albericusiscoming!” Merrainterrupted. "He's got men-at-arms and dogs! We've got to do
some-thing!"

"Heaven preserve ud" replied the musical voice, whose owner Brian could not see. Thiscdlsfor
ex-treme measures. Merra, speak to Grinder. Ask him to get hisfriends and drive those dogs away. And
| will what | can do about the weather. A storm has been brewing. If | can draw it nearer...”

Brian stood frozen, with his month agape, looking first at Merra, then about the room for the
invisble Nysa. Merra had seated herself on astool by the hearth; eyes closed, smal hands clenched, her
lips began moving soundlessy. Beyond her, unseen, he could hear someone softly chanting. He became
aware of afaint keening of wind in the distance. It grew louder and sharper. Suddenly there was agrest
roaring of wind outside. Then down drummed therain, furioudy asif it would wash the earth away.

Brian shook his head. He had been seeing and hearing things he did not believein. Even now,
with the slorm raging outsde, he could not bring himsdlf to admit that an invisible person—if Nysawasa
person—had brought it about. Then he redlized that Merra had opened her eyes and was|ooking a him
mischievoudy.

"Have we shaken you mightily, Sir Brian?' she asked.

"l—I wish you wouldn't cal methat," he managed to say. "Y ou know I'm not aknight. Why, I'm
not even old enough to beasquire.”

"I knighted you," shesaid tartly. "And if | wishto cdl you Sir Brian the Fair, | will."

"And | think you'd better let her, Sir Brian,” came the voice of Nysa, laughing. "Though very
young, sheisdtill agrest lady in her ownright. And | may aswell tell you that, if she safely reaches her



next birthday, shewill live to bestow knighthood upon many before sheleavesthisream. It isonly fitting
that you should bethefirst." A pause, then she asked, "Merra, what did Grinder tell you?"

"Hal He's calling the packs together. And he promised not only to get rid of the dogs, but to
chase Albericus and his men out of the forest. Oh, 1'd love to see that!"

"Who—who is Grinder?' Brian found himsdf asking.

"Theking of thewolves" Merrasaid promptly. “He's one of my best friends. He told me he saw
you earlier, when you were on your way here."

Brian swalowed and ran histongue over dry lips. “Y ou—you tak to people from afar, and to
birds and wolves. And you have relaives who are invis-ble. Whai—what are you, anyway?"

It was the unseen Nysawho answered. "We are of the Dryads,” she told him softly. "Many of us
liveinthisgrove. We preside over theforests, and the things of the forets.”

"Wood nymphs!" he burst out, “ But—but there are no such creatures! Anyhow, | don't believein
them. I—I just can't!"

“Feonyoul" Merracried. "You babblelikeanidiot! And that isno way to talk to Nysa. You
areaguest in her home—and you have her to thank for the very clothes you are wearing!"

Brian swallowed again. He suddenly fdlt like an unmannered oaf "'I—I'm sorry," he pleaded. "I
didn't mean it the way it sounded. But you see, no one at the abbey—except Brother Benedict—believes
in much of anything, and they laugh a any-one who does. But I'm learning. After dl I've seentoday...”

"l understand,” said Nysa. "Laughter isaterrible wegpon. It destroys dl belief. Not many believe
in us now, and when al people ceaseto believe, wewill ceaseto exist. Even our sacred groves will be
gone..." There wasasigh of sadness, then she asked, "How do your new clothes fed ?*

"Oh, wonderful! I do thank you for them.”

"I pray you will liveto see better. But they are the best my friendsand | could get together on
such short notice. Here—I'll get rid of those old things.”

His sodden rags, which he had been holding dl the time, were suddenly taken from his hand. He
saw them drift away and vanish through a small doorway he had not noticed before.

"Now let me see your sword,” she said.

Ashehdd it out, there was ashimmering in front of him, and adender girl in aflowing dressthat
seemed to be made of petalstook form. She might have been Merras older sster. But her eyeswe gray
ingtead of green, and there was no hint of mischief in them.

"l—I seeyou!" he exclaimed.

"l wanted you to," shetold him. "But | haven't the power of Cerid, Merrals mother. She could
re-main visblefor days. With meit'sjust minutes—but that should be enough to convince you I'm asredl
asanyone.”

Shetook the sword, studied it curioudy, then gave it back. “Beautiful!" she said softly. "It must
have cost Albericus much gold, for it had to fool so many people.”

Brian's eyes widened. "Y ou mean it's not the true sword of Aradel?"

"Of course not, or you might never have defeated Rupert. Or have you guessed that?!

"I did wonder," he admitted. “ But what happened to the true svord?"

“Merras mother hid it to keep Albericus from getting it. Now the time has cometo find it."

Puzzled, Brian glanced from Merrato her aunt. "1 don't understand. If Merras mother hid it, why
can't she-"

"Cerid isno longer with us" came the sad reply. "When her husband died, she renounced
every-thing and went to join him. Only you and Merra, using your abilities and working together, can find
the sword and bring it back."

"But—but whereisit hidden?"

"Inthefuture” Nysasaid quietly.

“The future!”

“Yes. She hid it athousand yearsin the future,”

Brian could only stare at her blankly. What she had told him made no sense whatever. Findly he
managed to repest, " A thousand yearsin the future?"



"Y es. Something like that. The exact number of yearsis unimportant. The sword will remain
where she put it until you arriveto claimit. But let us not discussit now. Y ou aretired and hungry. Later,
after you have had food and rest, we will talk it over and decide what to do.”

They ate at asmall table hidden in an acove he had not noticed before. The place openedinto a
passageway that seemed to curve into the rocky hill behind the grest tree. Brian wondered what mystery
lay at the passageway's other end, then forgot it as he helped himsdlf to the generous dices of black
bread and cheese. It was asmple meal, spliced out with wild greens and hegping bowls of Merras
strawberries, but it was better than anything he had ever had at the abbey. Not that good food wasn't
served there, only that preciouslittle of it ever reached the stable area.

Presently, as the storm outside slackened, Nysa faded and vanished, then her voice was heard
com+-ing from the narrow stairway. "Merra, how is Grinder doing now?"

Merraclosed her eyes amoment, then suddenly burst out laughing. "Grinder is having the time of
hislifel He hasabig pack with him; they've driven off the dogs, and now they're after the men. Oh, it'sa
terrible mess, what with the storm and the horses scared out of their wits, and the men soaked through
and frightened. The only one not afraid is Albericus. He'sin ablack fury!”

"That isnothing to laugh about,” Nysa's voice reminded her. "If Albericus even suspected the
Dryadswere helping Brian, he would never rest till he had destroyed every treein thisgrove.”

"Oh dear! Couldn't we stop him somehow?"

“I’m not sure. That creature has powers of hisown.”

"The true sword would stop him!"

"Of course," said Nysa, her voice receding as she climbed the sairs. "And the sooner you two
can find it, the better. I'm going up now to hunt for that formula.”

Brian, munching on another piece of cheese, asked curioudy, "What formulais shetalking
about?"

"The onethat will take usto the sword, Sr Brian. We dwaystrave by formula™ The green eyes
held amomentary gleam of mischief. "Surely you don't think | use shanks pony to take my strawberries
to the abbey!"

"|—I sort of wondered," be confessed. "But I've been wondering about alot of things. Y ou don't
go to the abbey just to sell strawberries. And it isn't dwaysto see Brother Benedict—you can talk to him
from afar. | know he's mixed up in something, just asyou are. What are you? A kind of messenger?”

"Of course! | take messages all over Aradd.”

"All over Aradd! But that'simpossible!™ He shook his head. Y ou're not abird!"

"No, but | do have Tancred." She glanced over at the nightingale, adeep on aperch. "l don't
know &t I’ d do without him. Anyway, traveling by for-mulais much better than flying."

"|—I don't understand. But | don't understand of this, really.”

"My blessed gtard Didn't that scheming uncle of minetell you anything?" But before he could
answer she gave an exaggerated sigh and said, "No, of course he didn't. To al your questions| can hear
him saying, 'No, Brian, for your own safety it isfar better that you do not know!" And naturdly he was
right—or would have been right if today hadn't happened.”

"He said | had upset alot of plans by downing Rupert. And he dso said I'd set somethingin
mo-tion. What did he mean by that?'

"Exactly what hesaid, Sir Brian.”

"But—»but it doesn't make sense!l”

"But, Sr Brian, you began something by defeat-ing Rupert, for one thing, thus spoiling the plans
of Albericus"

"That was an accident. Either that, or something was wrong with Rupert. Beating him wastoo

"It was no accident,” she retorted. "And there was nothing wrong with Rupert. My uncletold me
all about it. He was so afraid of what might happen that he had a Saracen bow ready to kill both
Al-bericus and Rupert if you had been cut down. Kill-ing them wouldn't have solved anything, would



only have caused fighting al over Aradd for years. So you see-"

“Wait!" heinterrupted. "Y ou've got me more mixed up than ever. Areyou trying to tell methat |
beat Rupert because I'm actudly better at aams?’

"Of course, you silly goose! And why shouldn't you be? Y ou are afair-haired Celt, and you
were trained by the greatest swordsman the world has ever known. Why, if Albericus even suspected
who my uncleis...” Sherolled her green eyestragicaly and shook her head.

He could only stare at her, more confused than ever.

Suddenly she gave one of her gay little laughs. “What has being afair-haired Celt got to do with
it?" shesaid. "And how do | know you are a Cdt?' She paused, then said serioudy, "I'm younger than
you—only alittle girl, realy—but because my mother was of the Dryads, | was born with knowl-edge.
Now, | will tell you something. Most Celts are dark, but thereisafair strain that produces great |eaders
and warriors. My father's people are of that strain. So are you. That iswhy my uncle wanted you to hide
your hair thismorning. But Albericus saw it anyway, and knew you for what you are.”

"But that doesn't explain-"

"I'm not through yet. What I'm trying to tell you isthat al the time you were at the abbey, my
unclewastraining you for avery specia misson.”

"Tofind thetrue sword?"

"Of course! Only, he wasn't expecting you to be strong enough and ready for another year or
more. But what happened today upset everything. Why, just think what's happened: The dukeis
suddenly dead. His only heir—using what was supposed to be the true sword—was beaten and
practicaly dis-graced by a stableboy. Oh, la-de-de! Think what al Aradel will be saying as soon asthe
newsisout!"

He blinked. "W-what?'

"Oh, fiddle! Surely you can see! Why, questionswill fly like arrowsin abattle. Everybody will
know Albericus lied about the sword, that he brought Ru-pert asubstitute. So where isthe true sword?
they'll ask. And what will Albericus do now?What's going to happen in Aradd?"

She paused for bresth, then rushed on. "I'll tell you what's going to happen! Unlesswe can find
the true sword quickly, therell be trouble. Dreadful trouble. The peasants have been in bondage five
years now. They're ready to fight. So they'll follow any wretch of alord who promises freedom. But too
many wretcheswould liketo rule Aradd, so ther€lll befighting al over theland. And burnings! Oh, that
monster Albericusis so furious now hell burn more Celtsthan ever.”

"Cdts?'

"Of course. It'sthe Celts he hates and is afraid of . If we had the true sword now, every Cdtin
theland would rise and follow it. The true sword itself is Cdltic." She pointed to acarved crosswith a
circle about the center that was hanging above Tancred's perch. "See? That isa Cdltic cross. Onejust
likeitison the hilt of thetrue sword."

“Oh!" He remembered the cross with acircle on Brother Benedict's map.

"Thisplace," she said, "the grove and the great spring, is sacred to the Celts. Every true Celt fedls
it when hefirst seesit. Our leaders, my unclein-cluded, have long used the grove for their secret
mestings”

Suddenly alight began to gleam in the back of hismind, "I want to know about the language, he
sad. "Is—isit the onethat isforbidden?’

"Yes"

"Do you speek it?"

Quick mischief shonein her eyes. "Of course | speak it—and so do you!”

"But—>but how could I?I've never learned it!"

Her merry laughter filled the room. "It isyour native tongue, Sir Brian. Y ou have been speaking it
ever snceyou camein here”

He could only gape a her. She laughed again. Findly she said, "Y ou forget, Sir Brian, that you
are under aspell. A very strong one that will lift only when certain deeds are accomplished. For your
own protection, you have been made to forget that you know your native tongue, even though you can



un-dergtand it when you hear it. And you cannot spesk it in public.”

He thought about thisamoment, then asked, "How did you happen to learn dl this about me?
Did you get it from your uncle? And who put the spell on me? It seems very strange that—well, you've
been leading me around by the nose just the way your uncle did. Why don't you—"*

"Something'swrong,” Merrainterrupted suddenly, springing to her feet. "It'sNysa | can fed her
thoughts. Oh desr—she can't find the formula”

She raced out of the alcove and ran up the stairway. Brian followed afew paces and stood at the
foot of the stairs, listening. He could hear Merras voice somewhere above him, quick, anxious and
guestioning, and the quiet but worried tones of Nysa.

After along while he heard them returning. Merraappeared first, carrying atiny box with a
jew-eled top. Behind her, suddenly shimmering into vigibility, came Nysa

"Itsgone!” Merraexclaimed tragicaly. "The formulawas kept locked in this box for years, but
now it'sgone! What in the world are we going to do?'
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BRIAN TOOK THE BOX FROM MERRA'SUNSTEADY hand and looked at it curioudly. It was of
slver, and just smal enough tofit into hispam. A single large amethyst adorned the top. He flipped it
open, saw that it was empty, and dowly closed it.

Helooked questioningly at Nysa. "It—it's been locked for years?' he said,

"Yes. It was Cerid's box. She put the formulain it hersef—it waswritten on alittleroll of
parchment—and locked it and gave it to meto keep. | put it in the cabinet upstairs, with the key beside
it." Nysaheld up atiny silver key on astring.

"Why bother to lock it?" he said, frowning at the key.

"Oh, that was just to keep the parchment from falling out accidentally, so it wouldn't belost or
carried away by mice."

"And thisisthefirst time you've unlocked the box snce you've had it?"

"Y es. There was no reason why | should have opened it. So long asthe box was herewith me, |
was sure the formulawould be safe. Why, I—I sm-ply cannot imagine...”

"Well, someone surely opened the box and took it,” he persisted. “Did anyone around here
know you had it?'

"Everyone herein the grove knew about it," Nysasaid quietly. "We have no secrets from each
other. But the Dryads never take. They only give."

"But—but suppose someone just borrowed the formula and forgot to bring it back?"

Nysa shook her lovely head. "Had one of my sisters wanted to borrow it—and we always share
what we have—she would have come to me and committed the formulato memory. Oh, | wish that had
been the case! We could go to her now and have her write it down for us. Asfor me—"

“Didn't you ever ook at the formulayourself?' Brian asked.

"No. Thefuture repels me. Just being ableto divine bits of the future is almost too much at times.
But Cerid was curious. It took her monthsto work out the formula—they are extremdly difficult, and few
of us can do them—>but she managed to finish it just before theinvasion.”

"What invason?' Brian asked, "Do you mean the peasant uprisng?'

Merraburst out hotly, "There was never apeasant uprising! They fought, but only againgt the
invaders. Theideaof an uprising was an evil lie spread by Albericusto hide thetruth!™

"Then—then what was the truth?' he asked.

"Thetruth," Nysareplied sadly, "isthat Freder-ick, who just died, was formerly the count of



Calabria, that little barony to the north. He not only broke his truce with Gratian, who was king, but
broke the Truce of God and invaded Araddl on a Sunday. Albericus planned it, and it was Albericus
himsalf who helped kill Gratian'sfamily and Cerid's hushand, Gerdd. Theworst of it was they entered
Rondelaine Castle under the pretense of bringing gifts—and dl they brought was death."”

"But the sword!" Brian exclamed. "The true sword—surdly, if the king had it—"

"Gratian wasn't there. Hewasill, and Benedict—whom you’ d know as Brother Benedict at the
abbey—had taken him down to the seaat Celadon for his hedlth. Thank heaven Merrawas with them,
or she might have been daughtered with therest a Rondelaine.”

"Nysahad divined that I'd dieif | stayed at Ron-delaine,” Merrasaid quickly.

"So | did," Nysamurmured. "l wish | could have done as much for the others, but dl | could see
was agreat black cloud hanging over Araddl. | sent awarning to Gratian, but no one knew quite what to
make of it. Anyway, one does not change the future by divining bits of it. What will be, will be. Asit was,
Merraonly barely escaped degth at Celadon.”

"How wastha?' Brian asked.

"Wdl, her mother escaped the butchery a Ron-delaine only because she was of the Dryads.
When poor Cerid saw her husband and the others die, and realized that all was|ost, she made hersalf
invisible and escaped to the tower where she kept her rec-ords. Within minutes, by using aformula, she
was a Cdadon taking to Benedict and the king."

Nysa paused and shook her head. "It wasterrible newsto bring to asick old man. The shock of
it killed Gratian, but not before he had given her the sword, and ordered her to hide it where no man
coudfindit."

"So that's why she hid it inthe futurel” Brian

"That, and the fact that she had just finished aformulathat would take her there. | think the
sword would have been just as safeif sheld hidden it here under the hill. But Cerid wasin a state of
shock herself, and at the moment | suppose dl she wanted wasto get asfar awvay as possible.”

"What happened to Merraat Celadon?' he asked.

"I'm getting to that,” Nysatold him. "Before Cerid | &ft to hide the sword—she had to leave from
here, because this spot isused as abase for al cacu-lation—she put the written formulain that little silver
box for me to keep. When she returned three days later, she couldn't wait to go on to Celadon and see
Merra. But Celadon had been destroyed.”

"Destroyed!" Brian echoed.

"Y es. Within hours of Gratian's death. And ac-cording to the peasants, every soul there
killed—by men-at-arms Albericus had dready sent there before taking Rondelaine.”

"But you escaped,” he said to Merra.

She nodded, biting her lip. "Uncle Benedict managed to get usaway," she said. "No one can
touch him with a sword. We reached the forest, and hid. Then, since there was nowhere else to go at the
time, we started for here. It took us days and days. That wasfive years ago, when | was too young to
use aformula properly. Poor Mather, she thought | was dead...”

"Cerid was heartbroken when she came back | here," Nysa added. "With Gratian and hisentire
family gone, she thought that was the end of Aradel. And without Gerald and Merra, she was through
with life here. So it was only natura that she would want to follow her husband to the next world.”

Brian watched atear roll down Merras pae cheek. He had the curious feding that she, without
redizing it, had said something about her escape that was very important to him, but he could not think
what it was.

Finadly helooked at Nysa, and asked, "Did Cerid say anything about the sword before
she—before sheleft?!

Nysathought amoment. "Why, yes. She was 0 discouraged about Aradel, she said that sSince
there was no one left who had aright to the sword, per-hapsit would be better if it remained hidden
forever."

Brian stared at her. Again he had the feding that he had heard something of great importance. He
sat down on astool, trying to Sift it out. But before the answer came he suddenly saw another truth.



"It was Cerid who took theformulal™ he ex-claimed, springing to hisfeet. “ Can't you see? She
thought Aradel was lost, and that everyone was dead who might have saved it, even Brother Benedict.
So0—s0 she decided the formula had better be de-stroyed.”

Nysaturned stricken eyes upon him. Slowly she nodded. "Of course! It had to be that way. Poor
Cerid . . . shewas so discouraged . . .”

Merra put her hands over her face and sobbed.

Findly she managed to whisper, "What—what are we going to do now?"

Brian swallowed. "I don't know," he muttered. “But if that sword can be found, I'm going to find
it. There must be away.”

For awhile they were held in an unhappy silence. Finally Nysamurmured, "What we need istea
Perhapsit will hep usto think."

Brian watched as she crouched by the hearth and placed twigs and small faggots upon the dark
codsof theold fire. Thelast spark seemed to be out and he wondered how she was going to make it
burn. But she merely waved her dender hands over it, snapped her fingers once, and bright flame rose
from the cod's. Soon the kettle hanging from its crane was sSinging merrily, and she made teafrom a
collection of herbskept in jars on ashelf.

It was aspicy, thought-tirring drink, and Brian's mind was working swiftly before he had finished
haf acup.

"l have anidea," he said abruptly.

"Sohavel," sad Merra "But let us hear yoursfirst, Sir Brian. Mineis complicated, and |I—I'd
rather not try it if yoursiseager.”

"Well, mine shouldn't be too hard. Have you aformulathat will take usto Ronddlaine?"

"Of course. We used it often in the past.”

"What part of the cagtle will it carry usto?”

"The highest part. Thetop of the little watch-tower that rises above the main tower."

"Isthat the same tower where your mother kept her records?”

“Yes | seewhat your ideais. There are only two roomsin the tower, and hers was the upper
one. It'satiny place, just big enough for acabinet, astool, and alittle table where she did her
caculations. She—she liked to work there because it was so hidden away that no one ever disturbed
her."

“Have you been there since—since she-"

Merrashook her head. "Not to the room. But | wasin the tower only afew weeks ago to leave
amessage. |—I may aswdl tell you, Sir Brian—if you haven't dready guessed—we've been organizing
the peasants so welll have an army to follow the sword. If we ever find it...”

"WEell find it. Now tell me: It's been five years since your mother used the room. Do you think
there's a chance her notes and records will still be there?”

"l don't seewhy not. It'san awfully big place, Ronddaine, and the little room isway up high
where hardly anyone ever goes. There are so many gairsto climb that Mother always went there by
formulafrom her gpartment. Anyway, anyone who went into the room wouldn't pay much attention to a
pair of old account books full of figuresand symbols.”

Brian stood frowning, rubbing his bony knuckles againgt the hard line of hisjaw. Because of a
certain grimnessin hisface and histhick shock of unusualy pae hair, helooked at that moment morelike
ayoung Viking marauder than aformer stableboy. Suddenly he said, "What isthe hour?"

Nysa, who was just beginning to dim, closed her eyesfor asecond and replied, "Thesunis
hafway down the sky. Y ou have four hourstill darkness."

"Then there istime enough. Let us go to Ron-delaine.” Helooked at Merra. "How do we
manageit?’

"Wait!" said Nysa, dl at once becoming sharply vishle again. "It will be much safer if | goto
Ronddaneinstead of you two. They can seeyou. But | can go everywhere without anyone even

suspect-ing..."



"No, please," Merrasaid quickly, shaking her head. "WEéll be safe enough. Besides, thisisa
good chance to show Sir Brian how we travel. He should know alittle about it before we start for the
sword."

"Oh, very wdll, | suppose you areright. But he should take his wegpon, just to get used to
carrying it, and it ought to be in a scabbard. Wait aminute." Nysa hurried up the stairway, and returned
pres-ently with avery old and beautiful scabbard, intri-cately engraved, and with aband of grest
amethysts sat in gold around the top.

Atthesght of it, Brian whistled softly. “That must have belonged to aking!™

"It has belonged to many kings," shetold him, "For generations this scabbard has held the true
sword of Aradel. Cerid wasforced to leave it behind because she was too small to wear it. The
scabbard and the sword together would have been too diffi-cult for her to carry.”

Reverently he buckled it about hiswais, as high as he could, and found he wasjust tall enough to
keep the golden tip from dragging on the floor. The new sword fitted into it easily.

"The scabbard has apower of its own, Nysawent on. "It comes from the jewels. Draw the
sword, and you will seewhat | mean.”

Brian's hand went to the hilt. The moment hisfingerstouched it, the sword, in spite of itslength
and weight, seemed to legp from the scabbard asif propelled by a spring. He was even more astounded
when heraised it, for it had entirdly logt itsfedling of heaviness.

"Havenofear of it," Nysasaid. "The lighter it seemsto the hand, the harder the blade will strike.”
Sheturned to Merra. “Take him into the hill and show him how wetravel by formula. And do be
wetchfull”

Merracalled to Tancred, and with the nightingae on her shoulder she led the way into the curving
passage beyond the little alcove. 1t soon widened into a broad cavelike room with a smooth stone floor.
Thefloor was covered with large circles drawn with chalk. These were more than an arrow's length
across, and each wasfilled with adesign made of different geometric figures. Numbers and symbolsfilled
the spaces between the circle and the enclosed design.

"These are departure points,” said Merra, indicat-ing the circles. “Each onewill takeyou to a
different place. From here you can go to the abbey, the vil-lage, Celadon, and any of the main towns and
cadtles of Aradd.” She pointed to acircle enclosng ahexa-gon. 'If we stand in the center of that one,
and repeat the right formula, it will take usto another circlein thetop of thelittle tower a Rondelaine.”

"How do we get back?"

"Well gand in the circlein the tower, I'll say theformulain reverse, and well land in the larger
circle over yonder."

"I see" Hefrowned at the large circle, then stared at a much bigger onein the corner beyondiit,
It wasthelargest of all, containing circleswithin circles, and an intricate design of trianglesin the center.
“What'sthat big one for?"

Merrabit her lip, and said dmost in awhisper, "It isthe one we will use when weleaveto find
the true sword."

At the thought, alittle shiver of uneasinesswent up his spine. He was gtill wondering whét trids
the fates had in store for them when she drew him into the circle with the hexagon. He was ordered to
stand back to back with her and and clasp her handstightly.

"Don't dare let go," she cautioned. "It could break the power that holds us, and only heaven
knows what would happen then. Now, ready?"

"Reely."

"Then close your eyes and don't open themttill | tell you to."

Dutifully he closed his eyes, and she began a curi-ous chant that started with numbers and
finished with arhyme:

“By dl my right, and power bright,
Transgport usto that highest height
Where Cerid fled when dl weredain,



That dreadful day & Rondelaine.”

At thefina word he felt a sudden giddiness, asif he were whirling and flying apart, then aoruptly
he seemed to come down hard on his hedls Ingtinctively he opened his eyes. It was severd seconds
before shetold him he could do so, and hewasin timeto glimpse theinsde of their landing place asif it
were made of things trangparent and not fully formed. Then he heard Merras voice, and the heavy
masonry solidified and he saw they were in the cen-ter of asmall covered tower. The thick wall was
ditted al around for the convenience of archers. Directly in front of him anarrow stairway twisted
downward.

Brian had had a secret fear that the tower would be occupied when they arrived. It was, but only
by dozens of nesting sparrows that flew off in sudden alarm, chirping loudly. The sparrowsworried him,

He said to Merra, " Anyone seeing those birds will wonder what's going on up here. We'd better
oet busy.”

She nodded and sent Tancred down the winding stairs to keep watch. But in spite of the need for
haste, she could not resist a glance through one of thelong arrow dits at the sprawling majesty of
Ron-ddane.

"Oh, it was so wonderful here once," she said softly. "Everyone was happy, even the poorest
peasant. There were parties out on the terrace above the courtyard, and we used to watch the archery
contests and the peasant dances below. In the evenings there would be the minstrelsto play and sing, and
trouba-dours from Lombardy and Aquitaine to recite their poetry and bring us news of theworld...”

Her voice faded, and he was dl at once aware of the dismd tolling of the chapel bell. It reminded
him atyrant was dead, and that thousands of lives would depend upon the finding of Cerid'sformula.

He started to draw her to the stairway, but sud-denly she seized his arm and pointed.

"Look! Look!" shewhispered tensaly. "Coming the courtyard!”

He peered over her head and across another river at the great arched and battlemented entrance
in the outer wall. The draw bridge had been lowered over the moat, and moving dowly into view on
weary horses were adozen men-at-arms and their attendants. In their midst was amotionlessfigureon a
dretcher.

“That can't be Albericusreturning,” he mut-tered. "He couldn't possibly get here before dark. But
I'm sure those are some of the men he had with him at the abbey this morning.”

"And who isthat wounded one they are escort-ing, Sir Brian?"

“How should I know? Anyhow, | can't make out hisface from here."

Thehint of agiggle camefrom her. "Do you redly haveto, Sir Brian?'

"Huh?Y ou—you don't mean that's Rupert! Why, | didn't-"

"But you did, noblesir. You redly clouted the wretch. | talked with Uncle Benedict earlier, and
he said you'd given the upstart such ablow that his head is broken, which will probably keep him ad-dled
for life. And agood thing, | say. Now let usto Cerid'sroom."

Hefollowed her down the narrow stairway to thefirst landing. In front of the small, blackened
door she hesitated, lip caught between her teeth, then gaveit atria push. The door swung inward at
angle, held by asingle hinge.

With the sudden movement alarge flock of nesting birds flew up, making a great racket,
streamed out of the window from which a shutter had burned. The room was a blackened mess.
Everything in it that was burnable had been piled together on the stone floor and set &fire. Bird nests,
feathers, and bits of straw covered most of the wreckage.

For amoment Merrastood stricken, then with alittle cry she darted to the burned pile and began
pawing through it frantically. She stopped abruptly and drew forth atooled and gilded corner of burned
leather that had once been the cover of afine book.

"Oh, nol" she gasped.

"What isit?' Brian asked.

“Cerid's Bible. It—it was specially donefor her by Brother Meritus, who used to be the scribe at
S Martin's. It took him five yearsto copy it and make the illuminations. Oh, it was such a beauttiful



book! And—and she more than treasured it because it was agift from Alain and Andrea, her best
friends”

"Who were Alain and Andrea?'

She turned and looked at him strangely a moment, tears streaming down her face. "Alain was
Gratian's son. He-he wasthe prince of Aradel. Andreawas his princess." Then in abroken whisper she
added, "And Albericuskilled them—and my father, too!"

All a once she jJumped up, her face contorted, and screamed, " That rotten beast! That anima! I'll
claw hiseyesout! I'll bind him to that post by the bridge and burn him and burn him and burn him!*

He did not know what post she meant till he raised his eyes and looked out of the window. It him
aview of part of the drawbridge across the moat, and of agreat iron post set in the ground just beyond
it. All about the post were the hesped bones of the gaunt monk's victims. His hands clenched, and a
terrible rage mounted in him.

"I'll settlewith Albericus," be ground out. "Sword or no sword, I'll settlewith him."

A sudden flutter of wings and abird's quick cry made him turn. Only now did he become avare
that afrantic Tancred must have been trying to gain their attention, and had been forced to fly dl the way
up from below.

"Oh, Tancred," Merrawhtspered. "1-1've been so upset | didn't hear you. What-"

Brian dlenced her with awarning finger, and swung to the doorway. He could make out the soft
scrape of stedlthy footsteps mounting the sairs.

5
A Spell IsCast

ITWASTOO LATE ToRUN AND ATTEMPT TO reach the upper part of the tower without being
seen. Nor wasit possible to fasten and secure the fire-wrecked door. Their only chance, Brian
rea-soned, was to put up abig pretense and act asif they had every right to be here.

He stepped boldly out on the landing, hands on hips, and |ooked arrogantly down at the man on
the stairway. After hisyearsat St. Martin's, the ways of the high and mighty were not hard to imitate.

"Who are you?"' he demanded. "What are you doing up here?"

The fellow halted and looked up at him with little cold, beady eyes. He was redheaded and
thin-lipped, and something about him reminded Brian of the righteous and utterly unfegling prior back at
the abbey. With his plain sword and short hauberk of chain mail he might have been asguire or one of
the castle guards.

The beady eyes narrowed and chilled.” I'll ask the questions,” the man said harshly. " Just what
are you doing here?'

"That isno concern of yours!" Brian snapped, trying hard to hide his growing uneasiness. “Nor is
this any time to be annoying visitorsto Ronddaine. Back to your post—or you'll be reported!”

"Then you would have to report to me," camethe cold retort. "I am captain of the guard.”

Merra, who had come out on the landing, sud-denly stamped her foot and cried, "Fie on you,
you unmannered wretch! That isno way to talk to the son of anobleman! Be gone with you! Be gone!™

The man'sface hardened, "1 don't like the looks or you two. Y ou are not what you seem. Y ou
areevil.” Hepaused, then said gratingly, "If you are not evil, how did you get up there? Answer me
that!" He shook along, crooked finger at them ac-cusingly. "Only days ago thelord Albericus, praise
God, discovered that this part of Rondelaine was ill contaminated, It reeked with therot of those sinful
books we found up there! They belonged to that foul brood we destroyed. So we burned them—and
locked the tower door. We wanted no foot in the placetill it could be properly cleansed in the eyes of
God."

The guard paused. Histhin lips turned down, and again he shook his accusing finger. " So, how
did you get up here? Did you fly, like the birds you fright-ened off? Don't deny it. | know what you are. |



can spot evil aleague away. Evil isfor burning. The stake criesfor it!™

The accusing finger made the sign of the cross, and abruptly the hand it was attached to drew the
heavy sword buckled about the hauberk. Grimly the guard started on up the Stairway. ™Y ou will submit
and come with me peacefully,” he said, "or | will cut you down. The choiceisyours. Either way you will
be burned.”

Only mounting fury prevented Brian from retreating. The guard, obvioudy an experienced fighter,
had the great advantage of strength and weight, aswell asthe protection of acoat of mail. But as Brian's
hand closed over the hilt of hisown sword, causing it to fairly legp from the scabbard, he was determined
to draw blood—as much of it as possible.

"Run!" he said urgently to Merra. "Get back to Nysa. I'll hold this murdering wretch!"

Merravanished behind him. He did not chance taking his eyesfrom the guard to watch her, for
the fellow was only a short distance away, coming up swiftly. He had amomentary urgeto step
backward and give himsalf more room, but redlized just in timethat it would be amistake. Instead he
took aquick step forward to stand braced at the top of the stairway, dominating it and placing the
oncoming fighter at a disadvantage. The sword, which had felt so heavy early in the day, now seemed
light as afeather from the power it had drawn from the scab-bard. He was able to whirl it in front of him
with a speed and ease that the strongest of men would have found impossible to equd.

Brian saw thelittle glittering eyes of the man widen at the sght of the flying blade, and he an-ticipated a
sudden frenzied attack to cut through his guard. When it came he wasready. A deft turn of hiswrist
deflected the other's wegpon. Another quick turn dashed open and wrecked the man's arm and hand,
and sent the sword the hand would never hold again clattering down the stairs. An instant adouble
handful of soot and asheswasflung in the staring and incredul ous eyes. With it went unleashed fury of
Merrastongue. The fellow fled, logt his balance, and went tumbling after the sword.

Brian turned and saw Merra, her small hands d with the ashes of the burned books. "I told you to
get back to Nysal" he said accusingly. "Why didn’t you? If held cut me down, he would have caught
you!"

"Oh, fiddle! Y ou ought to know | wouldn't desert you in trouble! Besides, | knew very well you'd
give the wretch atreatment as sound as you gave that stupid Rupert. | merely thought I'd hasten it with
the ashes—but your sword isfaster than | thought. Why, | could hardly believeit!”

"l could hardly believe it mysdlf,” he admitted. “But of courseit has drawn its power from the
scabbard. Which makes me wonder: If the scabbard can do thisto an ordinary blade, what would it do
to the true sword?"

Her green eyesflashed up at him curioudy. "Sir Brian, you forget one thing—your own ability.”

"I-1 don't understand. All | know iswhat your uncle taught me."

"Oh, don't be so blind! Don't you redlize by now that you were born with a specia power of
your own? Y oung asyou are, if you had the true sword, no one could stop you. Why, my uncletold
me-“ She paused suddenly, listening. From somewhere below Brian could make out, for the firgt time,
the hoarse, agonized voice of the wounded guard, crying for help. And help must be coming, for he could
faintly hear the answering cdls of hurrying men.

"Wed better leavel" he muttered.

Catching Merra by the arm, he drew her swiftly up the stairsto the top of the tower. Quickly he
sheathed his sword, and they stood back to back in one of the faint circles drawn on the floor, her hands
clasped tightly in his. Tancred fluttered down and perched on her shoulder.

"Ready?

"Ready!"

As she began her curious chant he could hear voices growing louder below, then the clink and
clatter of arms as men started upward. Finaly came
Merrasrhyme

"By right of blood and dl my power,
Take us from this blackened tower;



Take usfast asfast can be!
Take ushometo Nysastree!”

Just in time he remembered to close his eyes. On the ingtant came the sudden giddiness, the
feeling of whirling and flying apart, and the aorupt landing on hishedls.

When he opened his eyes—which he was careful not to do too soon—they were back in the
cavdike areathey had started from earlier. He knew they had been away only a matter of minutes,
though it seemed they had been gone for hours.

Asthey stepped from the landing circle, he was startled to hear the voice of theinvisble Nysa
just ahead of him,

“Heaven be praised!” she said thankfully. "As soon as you were gone | had aterrible feding
about Ronddane. Y ou had trouble?’

“Yes” said Merra “But Sr Brian's sword took care of it."

“| prayed that it would. And the formula—you could not find it?"

Merraslip trembled. "It-it was burned. Everything in the room was burned." Suddenly her soiled
hands becamelittle fists beating at the air. "They burned Cerid's Bible! The rotten wretches! Oh, I'll
make them pay! I'll burn them! I'll burn them if it'sthelast thing | do-"

“Now, Merra."

Nysa's voice, softly reproving, brought sudden silence. “1 know how you fed, my dear,” she
went on, shimmering so that al a once she be-came visibleto Brian. "But vengeanceis not the way of
the Dryads. Of course, Albericus and many others must die—it cannot be avoided. Only remember: We
fight not for vengeance, but to save Aradd.”

"Oh, fiel" Merraburst out. "Y ou are right—but how can | help hating? It's awful to be sSo0—s0
help-lessl”

Nysagave asad little sigh. "Then keep your hate. Maybe you will need it for what lies ahead. It
will take more than courage to find the true sword.”

She paused, then said, "Now, you had an idea of of your own about the formula. Isit the same
thought | have—to get Benedict'shdp?'

"Yes. But you'll haveto go and get him, because | haven't the power to bring him. He'stoo big."

"Very well. I'll gofor him. I know Benedict will do hisbest, but | can see certain difficulties. It
may not even work."

Merraswallowed. "It s got to work. It's our only chance.”

"WEell see. Cdl to himand tdl him I'm on way.

While Merraclosed her eyesin concentration, Brian watched the dender Nysamove quickly to
one of the departure circles and begin arapid chant. So soft was her voice that he could not distinguish
the words, and it surprised him when she abruptly vanished without the preliminary shimmering he had
expected.

It was|long minutes before Merra opened her eyes. Afterward she stood frowning and biting her
lip, obvioudy upset about something.

"What'swrong?' he asked.

"Everything! Uncle Benedict isnot at the abbey, and on top of it the peasants-" She shook her
head and looked ruefully at her soiled hands. "L et's clean up and find something to eat, and I'll tell you
about it. It—it's sort of complicated.”

After they had washed outside by the crystal pool, Merramade tea at the fireplace just as Nysa
had, and set out black bread and cheese from the cupboard. It startled Brian to see her start thefire for
the tea, for she merely waved her small hands once over the coa's, snapped her fingers, and the bright
flamerose asquickly asit had for her aunt.

"How do you manage to get afire going the way you and Nysado it?" he asked, after they had
begun to est.

"Oh, it'ssimple enough,” she said with alittle shrug. “Mother was even better &t it than we are.



She could make anything burn. Y ou just have to think a certain way, and sparks fly when you snap your
fingers. | only wish it was as easy to becomeinvisible, like the rest of the Dryads. | know how, but the
best | can doisto fade out for just afew seconds. Then it takes all the strength | have. It makes me so
med!”

"Maybe you're not old enough yet."

"That could be. It doestake |ots of power, especialy for someone like mysdif. | mean, it's natural
for meto bevisble, so | haveto manageit just apposite from the way Nysadoes. Anyway, |—I'd fed a
lot better about going after the true sword if | could vanish easily whenever | wanted to, theway Cerid
could."

"Sure, it would be ahelp,” he admitted. "But the main thing isto get to wherever itis. What |
don't understand iswhy you think Brother Benedict can help us. Y ou need aformula—but what does he
know about it?'

"He knows how to cast aspdll,” she said quietly.

"A—aspdl?' He stared at her.

"Yes. A spdl. Hesvery silled at it,"

"But how is casting aspell going to produce the formula?'

"If he can put Nysaunder a spdll, he can send her mind over to—to where Cerid has gone and
get the formuladirect from her."

He stared at her again, increduloudly. "Why, I—I never heard of such athing!”

“Theres much you haven't heard of," shere-torted, giving afaint sniff. "Uncle Benedict was
rather lax in your education. Anyway," she admitted, "Nysais afraid it won't work. No one has put a
gpell on one of the Dryads. After dl, we have very peculiar minds.”

"You certainly do have," he affirmed. "Now suppose Nysasright, and aspell won't work with
her. What then?'

"Butit's got towork!" shewailed. "It'sjust got to!"

Brian sghed and rubbed hisjaw in doubt, then studied her curioudy out of the corner of hiseye.
With her little-girl looks and grown-up mind, her golden braids and changeable green eyes—danting
green eyesthat could be full of mischief one moment, or brimming with tears or blazing with rage the
next—she was the strangest person he had ever known.

Finaly he asked, "What was this trouble you were going to tell me about?*

With the question, her mood changed on the in-stant. Suddenly she gave one of her gay little
laughs. "The newsis out about you! Sir Brian, how would you like to become anobleman?’

Something in him recoiled at the thought. "1'd rather be mysdlf," he retorted. "Don't forget, my
father was awoodcutter. Only hours ago | was a stableboy, until you knighted me—and | till think you
were having fun a my expense. Anyway, knights earn their rank—but not those born with titles. They're
al so—so worthless. The abbey school wasfull of that sort. Spoiled and rotten! They called themselves
my betters, and | despised them dl!"

"Oh, dear me!" she exclaimed, rolling her eyes. “Then you don't want to become a nobleman?”

“No! | just want to be mysdf.”

She sniffed. "That's redlly too bad. Because a-ready the peasants are going quite wild about you.
All they can talk about isthe stableboy a St. Martin's cracked Rupert’ s pate, and left Arade without
ruler. Lade-de! Their leaders are having a secret meeting right now in the woods behind the village.
They think you've got truly marvel ous powers—aready they're calling you a count or something. They're
willing to march on Ronddaineimmediately if you'l lead them!™

Hisjaw dropped.

"Well?" she said, something devilish glinting in her eyes.

"Isthisthe truth?" he demanded.

"As heaven ismy witness, Sir Brian. | got it straight from Uncle Benedict, who isthere talking to
them now." She shook her head in mock sadness. "And still you don't want to be a nobleman?”

"Never! But tel your uncle I'd lead them thisvery evening if | had the true sword—which we
must have for victory—and that they can count on me the moment | get it."



Her laugh tinkled again. "He's dready told them that, Sir Brian. And he's busy begging them to
hold off for at least two days while they gather more men. By that time you'll have the sword."

"Two days," he muttered. "Can we redly find the sword and be back by then?"

"It didn't take Cerid any timeto hideit." Then she caught her breeth. "We can surdly find it if—if
Nysagetsthe formulafor usthisevening.”

"Whereisshe now?'

"Waiting for him at one of our landing points a the edge of the village. She ought to be ableto
bring him hereinjugt alittlewhile

He grunted and rubbed his knuckles across hisjaw. The hint of deviltry, he noticed, was till in
her eyes.

"What isit about me that amuses you s0?" he asked finally.

"Oh, | wasjust thinking what asilly gooseyou are!”

"A goose, am|?’

"Of course! Imagine a peasant not wanting to be anobleman!” Sherolled her eyes. "For if you
were one—though I'd prefer onetruly born, in spite of what you said about them—you'd be able to
marry mewhen I'm older. But naturdly," she added smugly, "I cannot marry too far benesth my sta-tion.”

"No? And what is your—your gtation?"

She sniffed and lifted one shoulder. "My father was aduke. That makes me a princess.”

"A—aprincess"

"Yes," shesad loftily. "And ahighly ranking one at that. For | am destined, in duetime, to
become queen of Aradd.”

He managed to close hisjaws with a snap to keep from gaping a her. Suddenly he said
accusingly, "Yourejust likeacat withamouse! Always having fun a my expense! Can't you be serious
with me? And—and truthful ?*

Ontheingtant her expression changed. "I'm sorry, Sir Brian, Y ou are very important to me, and if
| didn’t like you, | wouldn't tease you. Look at me! Do you see?’

He gtared at her. All hint of mischief had |eft her face. It startled him to redlize shewas
extraordinarily pretty.

"l-l seea" he began.

"Youseealittlegirl,” sheinterrupted. "But in-deed | am old. | was born with knowledge it will
take you more long yearsto learn. Some of the things | know are hard to live with—especialy now. But
when | tease you and have fun, they—they're easier to bear.”

She paused, and said dowly, "I redly am arank-ing princess, and it isquitetruethat | am
destined to become the queen—~but only if | survive until my next birthday." She raised her green eyes
and looked steadily a him. "Can you guesswhen it is?'

He swdlowed, for it suddenly hit him. "Don't tell meit'stwo days from now!"

"Yes. At thisvery hour. Two daysfrom now, at this hour, either we will return from our search,
bringing the true sword—or—or we will be dead.”

"No!"

"Yes, Sir Brian. We cannot escape our fate, what-ever it is. And your fate, strangeto say, is
closdly bound with mine."

For awhile he could only stare a her, unable to spesk. Findly he sammered, " Then—then you
must know al about me! E-everything!"

"y es"

"E-even my destiny?'

"Asmuch of it as| know of mine"

Heran histongue over suddenly dry lips*“ Thea—then tell me-"

Before he could finish—and it was only one of dozen questions that had been burning for
an-swers—she gave alittle cry of relief and. sprang abruptly to her feet.

"They're here!"

Brian had heard nothing, but when he rose and turned he saw the burly figure of Brother



Benedict gpproaching in the passageway. Nysa, avague shimmering at his side, took form asthey
entered the room.

A big hand clasped Brian fondly on the shoulder. It was abrief touch, for the monk's face was
tired and more than usualy grim. "It isdl arranged,” he said. "We have two days. And becausetimeis o
short, every minuteis precious. But first, before we go to work, let us give thanksto the Almighty for this
moment when the four of us are at |ast together, and ask for Hishelp in what lies ahead.”

They bowed their heads while Brother Benedict gave ashort prayer. Afterward hetold Nysato
gt at the table, and ordered Merrato bring ink, quills, some pieces of vellum to write upon, and acandle.
The candle was placed in the center of the table, and Brian and Merrawere told to sit on one side and
carefully record everything Nysasaid.

When al wasready, the monk glanced a&t Merraand ordered quietly, "Light the candle, my
dear.”

Merrareached across the table, passed a small hand over the candle, and snapped her fingers. A
point of flame rose from the wick.

Now Brother Benedict settled his sturdy bulk on abench and faced Nysa acrossthe table.
"Look directly at the candle,”" hetold her. "Do not take your eyesfromiit or think of athing."

Brian, watching curioudy, wondered what would happen next. Was this how one was placed
under a spdl? Somehow he had expected something quite different.

"You aregoing to deep,” Brother Benedict was laying softly to Nysa, hisvoice as soothing as
Brian hadever heard it. "Y our eyes are getting heavy. Y ou cannot keep them open. Y ou are going to
deep. Sleep . .. Sleep. .~

Nysa's eyes were closed now. Her ddlicate body relaxed, and her breathing became dower and
deeper. She began to fade, dowly

"Y ou are going beyond the candidlight,” Brother Benedict continued. "Into the world where Cerid
went. When you reach it, call to Cerid, and she will cometo you.”

Nysafaded completely. Out of the corner of his eye Brian caught aglimpse of Merrastaut face,
her lower lip caught tightly between her teeth. They waited. The room became so quiet he could hest,
high overhead, the vague movements of the great treg's gnarled old limbsin the evening breeze.

Suddenly from the empty chair across the table came awhisper of sound. All a oncetheinvisble
Nysagavealittle cry.

"Oh, Cerid! You are herel"

6
Journey at Dawn

BRIAN WAS SCARCELY ABLE TO BELIEVE WHAT followed. He heard only Nysasvoice, but it
was a suddenly gay and laughing sound as she talked ra-pidly to asister she had not seenin years. That
Cerid was with her, and speaking just asfast, he had no doubt; but nothing she said was audible.

This curious meeting was interrupted by Brother Benedict. "Theformula” he sad tersdy. "Get it
from her before your connection weekens. Y ou haven't much time!”

AsNysa's voice changed and became question-ing, the monk turned his head and said quickly,
"Have your quillsready, you two. Don't miss aword—here it comes!”

It came abruptly, fast. At least it seemed fast to Brian, for he had had no experience taking
dictartion, and it was only with the greatest difficulty that he was able to jot down the words and numbers
before they escaped him. Severa times Brother Benedict interrupted Nysaand called for acareful
repeat. Then, asthe swift seconds passed, it was evident that the connection between the sisters was
weakening, for now it was Nysawho was asking for repeats
and who seemed to befinding it hard to distinguish Cerid's words.



"Get details on the sword!" Brother Benedict ordered abruptly, when Nysas voice died. "Where
did sheleaveit? With whom? Get the location!™

Nysatried, but little of it seemed intelligible to Brian as he hurriedly wrote it down. Finaly Nysa,
whose voice seemed to be coming from agreat distance, said unhappily, "It isover. Cerid isfading from
meand | can no longer hear her."

"Very well," said Brother Benedict. Y ou may now return from beyond the candlelight. At the
count of five you will become visible again, then you will awaken and remember dl you saw and heard.”

The monk counted dowly. When he reached five, there was a sudden shimmering in the empty
chair, and adeepy Nysa appeared and opened her eyes.

She blinked at them and shook her head asif she had been dreaming, then abruptly sat up
graight. "Oh!" she gasped. "Oh, dear!" Suddenly, asif viv-idly recaling what she had experienced, she
put her dender hands over her face and cried.

"Now, now,” Brother Benedict purred, hurrying over to her and petting her as he would a child.
"I'm sorry, my dear. If it wasn't absolutely necessary for you to help us, | would have blanked out your
mem-ory. | know thisishard . . .”

"It-it'sal right, Benedict,” Nysa answered. "It was such ashock to suddenly be with Cerid and
actually talk to her, then to have asort of curtain come between us. And such agorgeous place! Such
flowerd"

"| didn't expect it to be abog with vipers," the monk said dryly. "Now, heréswhat you must do.
Take Merras quill and some vellum, and write down the formula as you remember it—and every thing
Cerid told you about the sword. While you doing that, well be comparing our two copies.”

Merras copy, Brian saw, wasfar better than his own. Both copies, however, had gapsin them;
though not aways in the same place. Brother Benedict placed the two copies side by side, studied them
carefully, and filled in most of the doubtful spots by substituting words from one copy or the other.
F-ndly, when Nysafinished her version of what Cerid had said, the monk used it for additional
corrections.

"Now we're getting somewhere," he told them. "We cannot be far off."

Merrashook her head. "Uncle Benedict," she began in astrained voice, "thisisn't aformulafor
traveling in Aradd. Onelittle mistake in the figures might not matter too much here—so long aswe didn't
have to worry about heights. But—but—don't you see? When we go after the sword, well be traveling
through time."

"l do understand, Merra," her uncle said. "The formula must be absolutely correct. And I'm
con-vinced that the four of us can come up with acopy that is. It's just amatter of remembering what we
heard, and carefully going over and over-"

"l—I'veanides," Brian interrupted. "Why don't we make the most perfect copy we can, and
then you place Nysa under another spell and—and send her back to Cerid for corrections?!

"Thereisnt time," he wastold. "What you don't redizeisthat it hastaken agreat ded of energy
to contact Cerid thisevening. Not only mine, but Nysa's. She's depleted. It will be another full day before
she can build up reserve enough to try it again. Then it may betoo late.”

" see”

"The thought frightens me, son. We've been working on the peasant groupsfor along time,
getting them secretly organized. What happened today set them off in away that nothing €l se could.
They're suddenly wild to fight. It took al my power of persuasion to get them to hold off for two days. If
wefail to have the sword by then, they'll attack Rondelaine on their own—and they'll be daugh-tered.
They rose againgt Albericus not long after he came, when they had no sword to follow and no leadership.
Many hundreds died.”

"Wasthat when my father, Harle, waskilled?"

"y es"

Brian'sjaw hardened. "I'll make Albericus pay if it'sthelast thing | do. Let's go over these copies

agan.



Hourslater Nysacdled ahdt. "It is past mid-night,” she said. "Weve been through an incredible
day, and thisis much too important for usto struggle over it and risk making mistakes when we aretired,
Let usget somerest, and go over it again in the morning.”

Brother Benedict, his broad scarred face drawn with fatigue, rolled up in one of the blankets
Nysatossed down the airs, and went almost instantly to Seep on the floor near the fireplace. Brian
chose the other side near the curious and undefined door that
seemed to open only to arhyme.

He was awakened long later when someone stepped carefully over him, and he heard the door
rhyme being softly whispered. But before he could sit up and see who it was, the door had opened and
closed again.

Brian rubbed deep from his eyes and frowned at the place where the door had closed. Suddenly
he glanced behind him, but Brother Benedict was still swaddled in ablanket, at peace with the world.
Then he noticed that Tancred's perch was empty.

Brian knew he ought to go back to deep and get al the rest he could. Then he realized deep
would beimpossible Findly, asif drawn by astring he found himsdlf standing before the door area
whis-pering the rhyme. When the door opened he dipped quickly out into the night.

After an uncertain step or two in the blackness he paused, listening to the song of anightingale
while he waited for his eyesto become accustomed to the dark. Was that Tancred snging? It dmost had
to be, for it wasthe only birdsong he could hear, and the singer couldn't be more than a dozen paces
away.

When he could make out the dim trunks of the trees, he began moving cautioudy around the
edge of the spring. Dawn was much closer than held thought, for little patches of graying sky were
show-ing through the black canopy of |eaves overhead.

All a once he stopped, shaken by the discovery that he was hearing far more than anightingae's
song. For behind it, joining in, rose a soft and lovely chorus that seemed to come from many slvery
voicessnging dl through the ancient grove. He stood listening, hardly believing hisears.

"lan't it beautiful, Sr Brian?"

He could not see Merra, and before his fumbling tongue could form areply, she went on gaily, "I
willed for you to come out. If you hadn't, | would have awakened you. All my friends are Snging to us
while Tancred leads. For the Dryads know we are leaving with the dawn and they are wishing uswell.”

"But—but—the formulal How-"

"| stayed awake thinking of it, and sent my thoughts to the Dryads. They hel ped, and now the
right numbers have al come together in my mind. Only the last few words are confusing, but they are
names of some kind that should help us locate the sword after we arrive. But we will not worry about
that now. It isyour turn to bathe in the sacred spring.”

"Huh? Bathein it? But—but I've washed in it twice aready!"

"Oh, fiddie! That wasfor the outsde. Thisisfor theinsde. Y ou slly goose, don't you know there
ismagic in these waters? Heaven preserve usl But right now we need al the magic we can get. Quickly!
Off with your handsome new clothes, and in you go!"

He had no choice but to obey. He stripped off his clothes, crossed himself, and stepped out into
the great oring while Tancred and the invisible chorus continued to pour forth their melody in the grove.

Maybe he was just imagining it, but when he turned at last and crawled up on the bank, it seemed
that something had brushed al the cobwebs from hisbrain and that his body had gained the strength of
ten.

A towd wasflung to him, and Merracdled, "Has-ten, Sr Brian. Dawn is near!"

The moment he was dressed she gppeared from behind atree, till toweling her golden braids,
which she had alowed to become soaked. The darkness had faded dightly and the vague patches of sky
overhead were more distinct.

Asthey hurried toward the great oak, she asked, "Did you wet your head, Sir Brian?"

"y es"

"So did I. It sharpens the senses better than Nysa'stea” Then, lapsing into English, which shedid



on occasion: "Thou fearest not what dreadful pass lieth ahead of usthisfateful morn?

“It-it'sonly norma to fear the unknown. But I've awakened to fear so many times at the abbey
that I've become used to it."

"I know. Y ou've been beaten, cut and jabbed with swords, flogged... |—I used to cry
sometimes when Uncle Benedict told me what they'd done to you. He—helived in fear that you would
be killed, and he watched over you dl thetime. Y et hetold usthat what you were going through was for
the best. That it would make you tough and strong.”

Merra stopped and caught her lip between her teeth. They had reached Nysastree. Now she
looked up, and in avoice that did not sound quite steady, repeated the rhyme for entrance. As she did
30, Tancred flew down and dighted on her shoul-der. Before Brian could pull hiswits together and begin
asking questions, they wereinsde.

Brother Benedict, up but not quite awvake, was sitting on abench frowning uncertainly at Nysa,
who was putting food on the table. At the sight of them the monk’ s frown deepened, and Nysa began
pouring tea

"Y ou have only afew minutes," she said. "Sit down and eet. Y ou should eat dl you can, for it
may be impossibleto obtain food until you return.”

"What isall this?' Brother Benedict asked, sud-denly coming awake. "Where are they going a
thishour, Nysa? What about the formula?’

"The formula has been solved, Benedict. That is, as much asit can be solved until they try it out.
Merrawas awvake most of the night, going over it with our Ssters of the grove. It will take her dmost to
the sword. And it has been decided by everyone that the best time to leaveis at dawn, which isamost
here"

"Merciful God!" the monk whispered. He shook his head. " Sit down, you two™ he added. "Eat.
And while you are replenishing yoursalves, | will pray. He bowed his head and began to mumblea
prayer. It was surprising to see him do this, for he was not a devout man.

Brian sat down near Merra. He drank some of histea, then looked at the food and shook his
head. "'I-I'm not hungry..”

"I'm not ether,” Merrasaid. "It would make me sick if | ate anything now."

Brother Benedict finished his prayer and said qui-etly, "I have seen men on the eve of battle who
could not egt. It isonly natural, and perhaps best. But, Nysa, they will need something later. Put bread
and cheesein those pouches at their belts’ Nysadid so. Merrafed Tancred some crumbs then the
nightingale flew up and alighted on shoulder.

"Areyou taking him with you?' Nysa asked.

"Of course! I—I wouldn't think of going without him."

Therefollowed alittle silence. Suddenly Nysa closed her eyes and said, "'l can see crimson
showingintheeadt. Itistime." Tears stained her cheeks as she quickly embraced Merra.

Brian, hagtily buckling on hissword, was dl a once enclosed in abear hug by Merrasuncle.

"Teke care of her, son!"

"l willl"

"God blessyou both!" The monk thrust them into the passageway that led under the hill. "Wewill
wait heretill you return.”

Silently Brian followed Merraand Tancred into the cavelike room with the circle-covered floor.
A chill went up his spine as his eyes siwung to the corner where, years ago, Cerid had drawn the larg-est
crceof al.

Merra, without faltering, moved straight to it and stood near the center with itsintricate design of
triangles. Brian swallowed and took his place with hisback to hers. It was not until he clasped her smdll
cold hands, and fdt the tremor in them, that he realized how frightened she was.

"Don't worry," he managed to say. "Everything will bedl right. | know it!"

"|—l—you are very brave, Sir Brian. Thank you.”

"Y ou are the brave one, your grace.”

"Please, | wish you wouldn't address me that way.



"But itisyour right! And aslong asyou cal me Sir Brian-"

"That istheway | want it. Later, when we—but the dawn is here. Take along breath.”

Hedid so.

“Ready, Sir Brian?"

“Reacly!"

He closed his eyes and waited. In alow voice she began the curious chant with its many
numbers, far more numbers than he had heard her use before. At last shefinished with arhyme:

"By dl my right, and power bright,

Please take us through the dawning light—
A thousand years of day and night;

Please take usto that rellm unknown
Where Cerid fled when hope had flown,
And hid so well that none can tell

Where hangs the sword of Araddl.”

There camethe familiar giddiness, asif he were whirling and flying gpart, only it was far worse
now than he ever would have dreamed it could be. Abruptly he came down hard on his hedls, so hard
that he crumpled.

When he opened his eyes he gasped in disbelief.

Merra screamed.

7
Nightmare

FOR TERRIFYING SECONDSBRIAN'SONLY impressions were of noise and blinding lights, of
hordes of hurrying humans, strangely dressed, who were swirling about them, and of impossible
mechanisms on whedlsthat seemed to be charging madly upon them from dl directions.

He and Merrahad falen in atangle on the edge of hard pavement, and for a dazed and
bewildered moment he was unable to move or even think. Then the blare of horns and the sudden sharp
awareness of the hurtling things on wheels brought him to his senses. He managed to stand up and jerk
Merrato her feet, then he pulled her through the moving press of people to what appeared to be the
entrance of an incredible building made of glass. It took them out of the human tide and gavethem a
chance to take stock of this monstrous caldron of another erainto which they had tumbled.

Gradudly Brian's shock wore off. The size of the place awed him, but everything about it
repelled him. He stared blankly at the endless streams of people, wondering where they came from,
where they were going. So many, many people! Why did they build their buildings so impossibly high?
Why did they jam their streets with those frightening machines? And the lights—he couldn't get over
them. It was night here, but the lights made it bright asday. Lights uncounted, garish, flashing, constantly
changing color and pattern. And under it al was something hed never heard before: the sound of a
mongter city. It was humming, grinding, blaring...

"It—it'slikeahorrid dream," Merrawhispered, her hand clinging tightly to hisarm.

"Yes. | can't understand why Cerid ever chose such aplace asthis.”

"Shedidnt. It wasthe formula. All she knew wasthat it would take her safely into the future.”

"Do you suppose she landed here, in this spot?”

"She mugt have. Or aplacevery close”

Brian shook his head. "What a chance shetook! She might have been killed.”

"Yes, but she hardly cared. Y ou mustn't forget that she was nearly out of her mind with grief.
|—I would have run too—just asfast and asfar as| could. The Dryads are that way. Bringing the sword



and hiding it here was amost—well, | mean she wouldn't have dreamed of doing it ordinarily."

"But—but where around here would she have hidden it?" His eyesfollowed the soaring lines of
the impossible sky-reaching structures that made a deep valey of the street. "Don't tell me sheleftitin
one of those placed”

"|—I hope not—and | redlly don't think so. Re-member those words she gave after the formula?
Therewas docteur e grande, which we must have heard wrong-*

"I remember. Docteur isteacher, and why she refer to agreat teacher? It doesn't fit. Besides, it's
French."

"W, mouseion isn't French, and we dl agreed it was what Cerid said and meant. It hasto be
right, for mouseion isaplace for the muses—which naturaly iswhere people go to Sng or recite poetry,
or maybe hear the minstrels and troubadours.”

Brian looked doubtful. "This doesn't seem to me like acity that cared much for poetry. Asfor
min-strels and troubadours . . .

He stopped suddenly and peered around. "What's happened to Tancred?

"Don't worry about him. He flew up when we fél, and he's off somewhere looking things over.
Oh—here he comes!"

The nightingale appeared as she spoke and settled again on her shoulder, making harsh little
twitter-ings asif he did not care for what he had seen. At the same moment a group of oddly dressed
youthsin deeveless brown jackets drifted around the corner at the edge of the crowd. There wasthe hint
of aswagger in their movements, but they proceeded warily, their restless eyes seemingly taking in
everything around them. Brian, ever watchful, caught sight of them first. Uneasiness shot through him as
one of the youths paused abruptly and pointed at Merra,

"Hey, dig the chick wit' th" boid!"

Instantly the group crowded close, staring at Tan-cred while one of them asked questionsin a
sharp, nasd voice. "What kindaboid'sthat? Y ou got 'im trained, huh?*

“Phooey, | don't dig feathers," said another.

“Lookit the sword thisfancy cat'swearing! It'sgot rocksonit!"

“Yeah? An' who saysthey'refor red?'

"They'rered enough, Dippy. That thing'sworth bread!”

"Well, whaddaya know!" said the lean one called Dippy. He jabbed afinger a Brian. "Takeit
off, Givel"

Brian stared at him, only half comprehending. Anther brown-jacketed youth said, "Wake up,
fancy boy! When Dippy says give, you better give, and fast! You dig?’

Brian shook his head, more in confusion than understanding, and was rewarded by aviciousdap
followed by the prick of aknife at histhroat. It astounded him to redlize that he and Merrawere actualy
being attacked by thieves on abusy Street, in plain view of scores of people who were passing only afew
feet away. No one paid any attention to what was happening; or, if they saw it, they pre-ferred to turn
their heads and hurry on.

Even so, his astonishment did not delay hisamost instant response to the prick of the knife. He
had been drilled in it so many times by Brother Benedict that his reaction was automatic. His head jerked
back and to the | eft as hisleft hand shot up to knock the weapon aside. At the same moment he kicked
his opponent in the somach with dl his strength. Dippy and the knife were prope led backward into the
crowd. In perfect timing with thekick, hisright hand reached for his sword.

These swift and practiced motions gave him al the room he needed to draw his sword and useit. But just
before hisfingers touched the hilt, someingtinct made him stop. One of the youths abruptly cried, "Here
comesapig!" and the brown jackets scattered and melted away in the crowd.

Now Brian glimpsed a heavily built man in avisored cap who had just come around the corner.
An officid or aguard, he guessed, noting the club at the man's belt and the badge on the blue jacket.
Was looking for the thieves who had just disappeared?

Apparently he was, for he stopped and stood scowling at the packed crowd moving past. Finaly
he shrugged and turned. Merramet his suddenly surprised stare with one of her efin smiles.



The man grinned. "All dolled up for a party, en? Some ouitfitd" Then his eyeswidened a the sght
of Tancred. "A pet bird! What is he? Somekind of athrush?”

Brian nodded, mainly to avoid having to speak. He had dready decided that the language here
was apeculiar form of English. The brown jackets had been amost impossible to understand, but the
guard—which he surely must be—wasfar easer to make out. He wished, though, that the man would go
on and not ask questions. Questions could be danger-ous.

"A pet thrush!" the guard exclaimed. "Does he sing?'

When she nodded, he asked, " And where would the two of you be going with a pet thrush?"

"To—to the mouseion, good sir,” shereplied, in her English of another age.

"Eh? What did you say?"'

"Mousaion. Cangt thou direct uswhither it lieth?"

“Huh?Y ou must be Quakers. And this mu-mu—Oh you must mean museum! Sure, the Tate
Museum is down that way, just across the park.” He jerked his thumb toward the intersection acrossthe
gStreet. Better be careful in the park. Stay on the main walk. It's patrolled.”

Merrathanked him with anod and a smile, then gave Brian's deeve a quick tug and whispered,
"Let usgo! Thelight isgreen.”

He had no ideawhat she meant and immediately balked when she started across the broad street
di-rectly infront of thethingson wheds. "It is safeto wak on green,” she explained hurriedly. "Haven't
you been watching thelights at the corners?’

He muttered that there were too many lights, and that thousands of them were congtantly
changing color. But he had to admire her for her quick think-ing, and for noticing what he had missed.

"That place he called amuseum,” he said, after they had safely reached the far corner and could
seetreesin the distance. "It couldn't possibly be Cerid's mouseion, could it?"

"l don't know. WEll just haveto find it and see. Everything is so strange here. And time has
turned the English we know into something that hardly makes sense. Anyway, I'm just ascertain as| can
bethat Cerid camein thisdirection.”

"What makes you so sure?’

“Oh, fiddle, you ought to know by now that none of the Dryads would have stayed an instant
longer than necessary on that horrid street behind us. If she arrived here in daylight, she would have been
ableto seethe park first thing—and that’ s where would go. To be among trees.”

"Of course! That makes sense. Do you think she might have hidden the sword in the park?"

"I-I cannot tell yet, Sir Brian. But of this| am sure: Cerid would never, never leave thetrue
sword of Aradel in a place where harm could cometo it. It was much too preciousto her. Wherever she
hid it, it would be in a safe spot.”

At the end of their narrow street they waited un-easily for the green light to show, then raced
across a busy avenue to the edge of the park. Here awide graveled path stretched away under the trees.
Sinceit wasthe only onein sight, and well lighted with the curious globes that seemed to glow as
magicaly astheinterior of Nysasoak, they followed it.

They were not done, for groups of young people were continually passing them, hurrying toward
some unknown attraction ahead. The attraction soon came into view asther path merged with other
paths, and suddenly opened upon abrightly lighted area of low buildings besde asmdl lake. A blare of
raucous music drew their attention to an odd, shell-shaped structure at the edge of the treesfar to the | eft.
It wasfilled with musicians. The young people were converging on it, and hundreds more were sprawled
onthe grass near it.

Brian paused beside thefirst low building, listen-ing to the weird, tuneless beet of the music. An
enticing smell of food came from an open window near him, and through the glass sides of the building he
could see people of dl ages sitting at tables, eat-ing, and others standing before a counter being served
The unexpected smell and sight of food brought back an appetite that had failed him earlier, but he
ingtantly forgot it as Merra clutched his arm and pointed.

In the distance across the lake, aglow with light, was a beautiful building unlike anything he had
seeninthe city. It reminded him of adrawing of a Roman temple Brother Benedict had shown him once



inthe Abbey.

"That'sit!" Merrawhispered. "That'swhere Ce-rid hid the sword. I'm sure of it!"

"How can you be so sure? We haven't been in the place yet. We don't even know what it is.”

"I don't haveto know. | fed it. | am Cerid's daughter, and | know how she felt and thought about
everything. The Dryads are that way. The moment she saw that building-"

"Y ou think she knew it was the sort of place she was looking for?*

"Of course! It isatemple of somekind, and afitting place to hide the sword.”

"Then—then let's get over there and have alook at it. If luck iswith us...”

"Wewill need luck," she said uneasily, giving hisdeeve atug. " Something tells mewed better
hurry."

It took them much longer than Brian had thought to go around the end of the lake, and then cross
another avenue that lay between the park and their destination.

Thetemple—for he could not help thinking of it as such—was larger than it had seemed from a
dis-tance, and it was reached by a broad series of stepsthat led to the great marble columns at the
entrance. Asthey started hastily up the steps, afew people were coming down and getting into deek,
wheeled machines at the curb. They were dressed much better than anyone Brian had seen earlier, but he
hard glanced at them. For suddenly the lights behind the columns dimmed, and he redlized the place must
be closing.

They raced on to the entrance.

Between the columns at the top, two uniformed guards were busy rolling up along strip of red
carpet. Another guard, whose jacket was covered with gold braid, stood haughtily by the door.

Gold Braid looked down hisnose at Brian, and said coldly, "The lectureis over."

"But, good sSir, cannot we-"

"Vidting hoursfor the generd public are from nineto five. Y ou will haveto come back inthe
morming."

Brian turned dowly away. He mumbled to Merra, and they started to go back down the steps,
then he noticed amarble bench over in the shadow of the balustrade. He drew her to it, and they sat
down wearily.

For awhile neither spoke“Oh, fiddie!" Merrasaid finaly. "Those wretched guards act asif they
own thetemple! But if we are forced to wait, then wait we will." She opened the pouch at her belt and
took out her bread and cheese, which Nysa had wrapped negtly in abit of linen.

Seeing her do this, Brian found his own food and started to unwrap it. "How much time do we
have before—before your birthday?"

"Thirty-four hoursand nearly thirty minutes" shereplied ingantly. "Do not worry. Thereistime
enough for-"

Shewasinterrupted by aquick little cry from Tancred. Her hand, raising the bread and cheeseto
her mouth, suddenly froze. Her eyeswidened in dishelief “ No!" she gasped. "No! It cannot be!™

Brian looked down the long series of stepsin the direction she was saring. On the edge of the
sdewalk, peering up at the temple, stood atowering figurein ablack robe. Thefacewaslostin the
shadow of the hood that covered the head, but even without the features there was no mistaking the
menacing stance of the figure, the taloned hook of thelong hands asif they belonged to some maig-nant
bird of the nether world, or the curioudy shaped cross that hung from the golden chain about the waist.
By that headless cross done, shining brightly in the glow of the streetlights, Brian would have known he
was looking once more at Albericus.

For long seconds shock held him incgpable of movement. How had Albericus managed to get
here? How had he learned where the true sword was hidden? As he realized the probable answers—and
the awful consequences—his shock changed to arising fury. Suddenly he sprang to hisfeet and drew his
sword.

But before he could take astep, Merrahad legped in front of him, "No!" she cried. "Leave him
aone Y ou cannot afford-"



"Let meat him!" he said hoarsdly. "He's got to die to save Aradel! Better it happen here-"

"No! No! No!" Shefought againgt him fiercely, holding him back. ™Y ou are babbling like anidiot.
That creature is a sorcerer—he has powers you know nothing. Not only that, but heis a grest
swordsman, second only to my uncle. Has no onetold you?"

"| don't carewhat heis! I-"

She shook him. "Listen to me! Can you not see that he wears a sword under that black robe?
Without the true sword, he is bound to cut you down. Then wherewill Aradd be?"

Reluctantly he did his sword back into his scabbard. When he looked down again at the spot
where Albericus had been standing, he was shaken to discover that the black-robed monk had vanished.

"What happened to him?' he asked uneasily. "Where did he go?'

She scanned the sireet. 1 don't know. He's nowhere in sight now. He must-" She broke off with
alittlecry of dismay.

Brian turned and gaped. A big gray dog was hast-ily gobbling up the last of their bread and
cheese, The dog was on along leash, the other end of which was dragging, but he was obvioudy in the
charge of atemple guard, who was approaching rapidly.

"Get dong, you two!" the guard ordered sharply, as he caught up the end of theleash. "Can't you
read Sgns? Y ou've no business up here after dark! Get along!”

"A murrain seize thee, and aplague of warts" Merracried angrily. "Thy greedy beast hath stolen
our food!"

Before the astonished guard could find hiswits, she caught Brian's hand and they hurried down
the steps, then raced across the avenue, which was blessedly without traffic at the moment.

In the park they dowed, and when she spoke again she seemed on the verge of tears. "That
horri-ble dog! And | was practicdly starving! What are we going to do?"

"Buy our supper at that place around thelake. Y ou forget | have the coins Nysa gave me with
my clothes™

"Of course! Let usgo at once—but | will send Tancred ahead to keep watch for that fiend
Al-bericus. | don't know whether he saw us or not, but | don't want to risk meeting him."

"If he saw us, hell know he's cometo the right place. I'm sure he found Cerid's notes and
deci-phered them. But even with the formula, how did he manageto useit?'

" told you he has powers.”

At the place where food was sold, Tancred was left outside to keep watch. The enticing smell of
food sent Brian's appetite soaring; but insde, stand-ing in line waiting to be served at the counter, his
confidence momentarily deserted him. One chose the food one wanted, he quickly learned, from arow
of incredibly redigtic pictureson thewadl. A burger, he soon decided, was some kind of mesat in abun,
but what were chips, fries, cokes, shakes, coffee, and some of the other offerings?

By listening carefully to those ahead of him, he was able to place an understandable order for
burg-ers, fries, and shakes, but ran into trouble when he tried to pay for it dl with one of Nysas coins.

Theworldly young woman behind the counter glanced once a his offering and thrust it back.
"Y ou trying to be funny, buster?'Y ou owe four forty seven with the tax. Either you fork it over, or-"

“But—but | have given thee gold!" Brian protested. “Dost thou not know the vaue of gold?’

"Gold, my eye! | know abrass dug when | seeit. Whaddayatrying to pull? Charlie, come over
here and do something about this kook!"

Shewas replaced by abland young man with a heavy mustache who looked at Brian and the
coin with raised eyebrows. He shook his head. "If thisis supposed to be ared gold coin, it'safake. If
you haven't any folding money to pay for your order, you'd better scram.”

By thistimeasmall crowd had collected at the counter. Suddenly alean, bal d-headed man
pressed close and picked up the coin. He studied it with narrowed eyes, then said quietly, "I'll giveyou
twenty dollarsfor it, son."

Brian had no ideawhat twenty dollars amounted to, but at aquick nod from Merrathe
transaction was made He paid for their order with five of the pieces of paper, received some inferior
coinsin change, and was given two bags containing their food. It had been hisintention to eat at atable,



but Merratugged urgently at his deeve and he followed her outside.

"We must get away from here, Sir Brian," shesaid inarush. "It isn't just the man who bought the
gold—he knowsit's worth many timeswhat he paid, and he's planning to follow usin the hope of buying
more—but it'sthe others, | can pick up their thoughts. Tancred tells me two of the thieves who tried to
take your sword came in behind usto buy food. | did not see them, but Tancred did, and he saysthey
are coming out now to watch where we go. We'd better run!™

They ran. Brian led on atwisting course that took them away from the lighted paths and into the
shad-ows under the trees. Long later, when he was sure no one was close enough to see them, they
crept behind amass of shrubbery and dumped to the grass, breathless and exhausted. The burgerswere
no longer hot, nor were the shakes very cold, but it hardly mattered. Ambrosia could not have tasted
better, and they consumed every scrap.

Merrasighed wearily when she had finished. "I-I didn't know | was so tired. I'm afraid if | close
my eyes..."

"Go ahead and close them,” hetold her. "It'stime you rested, for you didn't get much deep
be-fore we came here. Tancred and | will keep watch."

She curled up on the grass and was sound aslegp almost on the instant. Brian had every intention
of remaining awake, but he did not redlize how badly he needed rest himself. When his head began to
nod he fought to stay awake. The food he had eaten made it difficult. Findly he made the mistake of
closng hiseyes.

He was abruptly wakened by the frantic beating of Tancred'swings againg hisface. Because of
the hard and uncertain life he had been forced to lead, he was wide awake and on hisfeet in seconds,
stand-ing at a crouch while his eyesraked the gloom. It took only seconds more to spot the dim figures
closing in upon him, and to plan a defense against three knives and a club, and something smdl in the
hand of one that might or might not be aweapon. Then he drew adeep bresth, whipped out his sword,
and charged.

The whirling blade caught the attacking figures by surprise. There were sudden screams of pain
and fright. The knives and the club went flying. A fury -of cursing wasfollowed by quick explosions, and
something stung his upper arm. Then he saw the cause of it, the last thief on hisfeet, and he quickly cut
him down.

Brian paused, then froze at the sharp sound of whistles. He heard shouits, followed by the pound
of gpproaching feet. Were more thieves coming to help those he'd bested? Now he fdlt the first stab of
fear. But he had Merrato protect, and he clenched histeeth and prepared to charge the new group.

Lightsflashed in hisface. A man shouted, "Put down that sword, you fool! Werethe police!”

Even then he might have charged, for the word meant nothing to him. But Merras urgent cry
stopped him in time, and he made no res stance when the men with badges closed in on him.

8
Prisoners

BRIAN PROTESTED HOTLY WHEN THEY TOOK HIS sword and equipment away, then became
grimly silent when he redlized the usalessness of argument. He and Merrawere herded to aroadway in
the park and forced into the rear of awhedled machine. After abewildering ride into the city, they
stopped at atowering building and were taken upstairsto alarge untidy room full of noise and hurrying
people.

His anger broke out anew when aman at adesk began questioning him over and over, and
refused to accept hisreplies. The man was an impatient per-son with a broad, red face who was called
Sergeant Sykes, and he spoke akind of English so different from his own that understanding was
anything but easy.

"Well start dl over again,” Sergeant Sykesrapped out. “Now listen carefully. | want your full



name, your age, and your father's name and address. Isthat clear?’

“But—but | have given thee my name—not once but thrice! It isBrian. Hast thou not earsto
hear?'

The broad face of Sergeant Sykes became adarker red. "Cut out that silly lingo and give mea
sraight answer! | asked for your full name and your address. How long isit going to take you to giveit to
me?'

Brian glanced at Merra. Her face had tightened with worry and fury. His hands clenched. "What
right hast thou to question us and hold us prisoner? We are not thine enemies! Whereismy sword and
our belongings? | demand that thou returnest them and release ugl”

"Shut up!” The chill eye of their questioner turned icy. ™Y ou'll be lucky to be released in the next
ten yearsif you don't get wise and cooperate. Do you have any idea of the spot you'rein?"

"Spot?"

"Yes, spot! You'reinred trouble! Joe" he spoke to the uniformed man who had been slently
watch-ing the questioning, "'bring me that junk you found on these kids"

The man—it was one of the guards who had cap-tured them—stepped through a door and
returned presently with the sword and scabbard, the knives and pouches they had worn at their belts,
and a curious meta object on the order of the ones some of the men in the room were wearing.

"Youwon't beievethis," said the guard named Joe, "'but the boys have checked out this stuff, and
itsreal. The sword and scabbard are museum pieces! Lord knows what they're worth, but Brady
figuresthe jewels done would bring fifty grand on today's market.”

Sergeant Sykeswhistled softly. A smal crowd be-gan to collect around them.

“And that'snot all,” Joe hastened on. "L ook at thisl" He opened the pouches and dumped their
golden contents upon the desk. "We've no way of knowing if the coins are authentic, but they are pure
gold, and Brady saysthey might be athousand years old. If so, they're collector'sitems and worth
plenty.”

Men fingered the sword and the gold, then looked at Brian and Merra. Sergeant Sykes said,
“And the pistol, Joe. What about it?"

We picked it up at the girl'sfeet," the guard replied " Dippy's boys—the two that were able to
talk before the ambulance came—say the pistol be-longsto the girl and that she was shooting at them
withit." He shrugged. " Could be. The tough chicks are coming young these days. Anyway, we can't
proveit by thefingerprints. They're smudged.”

"H'm. Any word from the hospita 7'

"Not yet. But I'll tell you this, sarge. All five of that bunch were badly cut, and the interne on the
second ambulance said he doubted one would live.”

"So!" The thin mouth in the broad face became even thinner. Sergeant Sykes looked a Brian,
then a Merra. "What anice pair you are! |llegal posses-sion of afirearm. Assault with deadly wespons.
Attempted murder—and it'll be murder if that punk dies. And on top of it dl, this" His hand touched the
sword and the glittering coins. "Probably grand theft." Abruptly the hand dapped the desk, so hard that
the coinsjumped. "Let'shaveit! Whered you sted this stuff?!

It was several seconds before Brian could de-cipher enough of what he had heard to understand
the accusations.

"Thou callest usthieves?' hesaid dowly.

"If you didn't edl it, then how did you get it?"

Brian fought to control himself This cold, un-believing, unfeding world was dmost worsein its
way than Aradd under Albericus. In avoice that shook alittle from hisrising fury, he managed to "The
sword, ‘tismine by right of combat, and fairly won! The gold, agift from the Dryadsto help in our quest!”

"Huh? Dry—what? Y ou sureyou didn't find it dl in agarbage can?' Thethin mouth curledina
sneer. “Phooey! | don't know where you got those trick costumes and that phony talk, but you're nothing
but a pair of thieving punks and worse, in my opin-ion, than that bunch you cut up." Suddenly he glared
at Merra. Y ou! Where did you get that pistol ?*

"Explain thysdlf!" she cried back. "I know not what apistol bel”



"Nutd You'realying little witch. The weapon was found at your feet, and you were seen using it.
Any kid your age who runs around nights packing a pistol-"

"Enough!" Brian exploded. " Shetdleth no fasehood!”

Before anyone could even guess what he was about to do, his hand had stresked out faster than
the eye could follow and closed on his sword. The sword flashed from the scabbard and he leaped
quickly back, giving himsdf roomto useit.

"Now hear ye!" heyelled, hisvoice drowning out the sudden shouts and exclamations as men fell
away from him, most of them instantly producing weap-onslike thething called apistol. Fury made him
obliviousto any possible danger. "Hear ye, and hear ye well! We speak truth, yet ye mind us not! What
manner of men be ye? We come as strangers, seeking athing long lost; and are at once beset by thieves.
Wefind refuge in the park, but they follow and attack. Verily, we are forced to fight for our lives! Yet ye
swallow the tale of those scoundrels and thieves, and hear not the truth! What manner of men-"

“Put down that sword, you jackass!" Sergeant Sykesroared, kicking his chair aside.

"Give methy word that we may go in peace, and | will put it away.

"I'll put you away, you thieving punk! I'll put you away for good!"

Brian saw the man's hand swing up, pointing the pistol thing a him. His blade, flicking quickly
from side to sdeto hold ahalf dozen men at a distance, became asudden blur. The pistol thing exploded
and flew off across the room. Sergeant Sykes, now white of face, fell back holding his hand.

"l don't believeit!" someone whispered. "The way that young idiot handlesasword! If we don't
sop him-"

Brian was momentarily startled by the weapon's explosion, for it was much louder than the other
explosonsin the park had been. For thefirst time he thought of the burning sting in hisleft arm, then
ingtantly forgot it as more men erupted into the room. They approached him warily, then suddenly rushed
him when an opened blanket wasflung in hisface.

The sword was caught in the blanket like afish in a net, and before he could free it they were
upon him. Helost the sword but squirmed out of their grasp, kicking, fighting, hurling anything he could
get hishands on. A few feet away Merra screamed her hate and laid about her with aheavy stick she
had snatched from a desk. "Rotten wretched " sheyelled shrilly. "Rogues! Dogs! Whelps! A maedic-tion
ontheedl!!"

A woman'svoice, high and clear and sharp as arazor, brought al action to an abrupt end. Brian,
breathing rapidly, turned with the others and stared open-mouthed at the commanding Amazon who had
comeinto theroom. Tal and muscular, she was the sort, he knew ingtinctively, who would have definite
opinionsthat might turn out to be troublesome.

"Brawling with minors, areyou?' shesad icily. "Sergeant Sykes, what isthe meaning of this?'

Sergeant Sykes did not reply. He was leaning againgt the wall, eyes closed, holding a bloody
hand-kerchief about awounded hand. It was the guard named Joe who spoke.

"Mrs. Mayfidd," he began, "there was agang fight in the park-"

“ Lieutenant Mayfield,” she corrected him, "And | will remind you again that | am in complete
charge of juvenile offenders. They are to be brought to my office as soon as you have their names.”

"Y es, maam. |—we thought you were off duty thisevening.”

"l was at night court. What's wrong with Sergeant Sykes?"

"That young rascal yonder cut him with asword. | should warn you, maam; he's aferocious
devil—he ought to be handcuffed. The sergeant was just trying to get the facts about him when he went
berserk. He's aready cut up Dippy Scarri's gang and put them in the hospital. Three are in bad shape.
Onemay die"

"H'm. Seethat the sergeant gets medicd atten-tion. And bring that pair into my office along with
the sword and al the other exhibits. But no hand-cuffs—unless the kids cause more trouble.”

Brian was propedlled down ahdl with Merraand thrust into amuch smaller room containing a
desk piled with papers and records, severd chairs and alittered table, and some cabinets against awall.
He and Merrawere given chairs a the table, facing the stern Amazon on the other sde. The guard
named Joe made room on the table for the sword and the other things, then gave a careful account of all



that had happened, and took his seat near the door.

For aminute the big woman studied the objects curioudy. She examined the sword, touched the
gold and the paper money received at the eating place, and suddenly picked up alarge piece of chalk
from Merras pouch.

"A drange assortment, this. A rare sword studded with vauable gems. Old gold, modern money,
and apiece of what looks like natural chalk. I've heard they have it around Dover.” Abruptly she looked
up, and in her clear, cold voice demanded, "What are you doing with a piece of natural chalk?'

Brian glanced a Merra. For thefirst time since they had arrived in this unknown land, there was
ahint of mischief in her eyes.

"The chak, good lady? Wetravel withit. And 'tisfrom the valey of the Loire, not Dover."

Lieutenant Mayfield stiffened dightly. Obvioudy it was an answer she neither expected nor
wanted.

"l will have no nonsense from either of you," bit out icily. "Nor will | stand for liesor evasions.
She paused, then said, "The chak isvery curious, though unimportant. But the sword and the gold must
be accounted for. Where did you get them?’

Merragave one of her fin smiles. It was such amarked change from her screaming fury during
the fight that Brian looked at her in surprise. She' s up to something, he told himsdif.

"Thegold, dear lady," Merrasaid swestly, “agift it be from the Dryads. The sword, ‘twaswonin
combat, even as Sir Brian hath related.”

Again the Amazon diffened. "Sr Brian, isit?’

"Indeed, yes. | knighted him with mine own hand for hisvaor. Twas unfitting that heremain a
mere stableboy.”

"l see Lieutenant Mayfidd's smilewas chilling, "And where did dl thistake place?"

"In Araddl, dear lady, whence we came.”

"Aradd? Whereisthat?'

“Tisafar kingdom, near Aquitaine."

"l see," the Amazon said again, her chisdled face quite blank. "Y ou came from Arade, where you
knighted this Brian and were given gold by the Dryads. Do you know what the Dryads were?"

Merrasmiled. "Of course. But dost thou?”'

"The Dryads," Lieutenant Mayfield snapped, her voicerisng, "were mythica cregtures of the
past. They never existed except in the minds of silly girlslikeyou! How old are you, Merra?"

"Asold asthou art insde, dear lady, and mayhap older, if ignorance be asign of youth. It doth
pain meto hear thee declare the nonexistence of mine own kind, for al things die with the death of belief.
But if the Dryads exist not, then | be not here—for | be of that strain myself.”

Sheturned gaily, her green eyes dancing with mischief, “Sir Brian, wilt thou pinch me?1 am
begin-ning to have doubts of mine own redity.”

Obligingly Brian pinched her. "Ouch!" she squedled. "Verily, | amred!"

“And verily," the Amazon snapped, bringing her big hand down hard on thetable, "I have had
enough of thisnonsense! | don't know whether you are playacting or suffering from delusions, but from
now on you will give me proper answersin proper English. If you are so sick in the head that you cannot
do that, well haveto put you in an indtitution. In either case, your parents must be informed. Who are
they? What istheir telephone number?!

Merrashook her head. "We be orphans. Asfor thisthing thou callest a telephone—what be
thet?'

"Don't pretend you don't know what a phoneisl” the big woman retorted in disgust.

The guard named Joe said, "She'strying to put you on, lieutenant. They gave usthe sameyarn
about the pistol—pretended they'd never seen one before."

"If thou wantest not lies, why scornest truth?' Merrasaid sweetly. "L ook you, Sir Brian hath a
holein hisdeeve! And bethat not astain of blood around it? Prithee, what strange manner of wegpon-"

Brian had noticed neither the hole nor the dark stain on the green fabric, but now he hurriedly
rolled up his deeve and saw thelong mark on his skin, with drying blood around it. At the sight of it the



guard legped up to examinethe arm.”

"That'sabullet burn," he muttered, scowling, "But it doesn't prove anything—except that there
may be another pistol we haven't found. These crazy kids are putting on somekind of an act. Now, dl
thissuff they stole...”

"They lifted it from acollection,” Lieutenant Mayfield bit out with sudden decison. "It hasto be
that. Joe, check thefiles and see if anyone has re-ported the loss of ava uable sword and some old gold
coins. And while you are about it, call the Tate Museum and find out if anything ismissing from their ams
exhibit. That old doctor what's his name could tell you."

"Y ou mean that kooky guy they were laughing about afew years ago because he believed intime
trave?'

"That's the one. | remember now. His name's Legrande.”

A smdll light flickered a the back of Brian's mind, but before it could illuminate a recent corner of
memory, severa things happened within seconds. A stack of papers, that had been thrust aside to make
room for the sword and the gold, abruptly fell to the floor. Brian did not see how Merramanaged to get
them off the table, but he glimpsed her small hands darting over them asthey fell, and he heard the quick
snap of her fingers.

Asflame shot up from under the edge of the table, the Amazon screamed and Merra vanished.

It was only because he had been expecting some-thing to happen that Brian was able to keep his
presence of mind and act swiftly. A hurried movement of his hand swept most of the smal objectson the
tableinto apouch. As Lieutenant Mayfied, sur-prisingly disorganized, legped up shrilling "Fire! Firel" he
grabbed his sword and scabbard with one hand and all their possessions he could carry with the other,
and darted for the door. He barely managed to dip out before the uniformed Joe, who had started down
the hall, whirled and rushed back. Joe amost collided with him, but actudly failed to notice himin the
excitement. Ingtinctively Brian turned left, for the hall to the right was suddenly full of people attracted by
the cries. But he had taken less than a dozen steps when he redlized that he and Merracould never leave
the building from any point ahead. This section of the hal was adead end.

He stopped and glanced quickly back, wondering where Merrawas, but the sight of two
uniformed men rushing toward him drove him through the nearest open door. It dammed shut behind him,
and he whirled as Merra abruptly becamevishble. She didn't manage it easly, shimmering asNysadid,
but appeared dl at once asif the power that kept her invisible had failed.

"Whew!" she gasped, struggling weakly to lock the door. "That'sthe longest I've ever hed it . . .
thirty-six seconds—Oops! She sank down on the floor in evident exhaustion.

Brian dropped the things he was carrying and legped back to the door as someonein the hall
banged againgt it and rattled the knob. The smal locking mechanism was unfamiliar, but Merramust have
given it the correct turn for the door held.

"Open up!" agtern voice ordered. "Y ou can't go anywhere—thisisthe only way out!"

Merrafound the strength to cry, "Fie on thee! And aplague of wartd”

Her response was cause for astonishment, for there were exclamationsin the hall and aman said,
"But that'simpossiblel She can't beinthere! | wasjust coming out of the lab mysdf when | heard the
lieutenant cry fire, and | grabbed the extinguisher off the wall here and ran across and put it out. | sat
everything that happened. The girl wasin the lieutenant's office when the fire started and she couldn't
possibly-"

"l don't get it," camethe voice of the guard named Joe. "'l saw it dl mysdlf. The only person that
ran into the lab wasthat crazy fool with the sword,"

"And not so crazy, if you ask me," said thefirst man. "After what |'ve seen-"

“No one asked your opinion," snapped theicicle voice of Lieutenant Mayfield. "I that rotten little
devil dipped in there under your noses, it was be-cause you were not minding your business! Merra,
open thisdoor immediately, or I'll bresk it down!"

"Thou needest not breek it,” Merracalled sweetly. "Verily, | be sure ‘twould fal if thou wouldst
but only leen againg it!"

The only reply was afurious banging on the outer panel that caused Brian to wonder how long



the door would hold, even though it seemed to be made of stedl. This place was entirely unlike the other
offices, which had glass partitions and wooden doors. What mysteries were conducted in here he could

not guess, for there were many pictures of unpleasant-looking people clipped to wires, and on one side

was ablack acove where ared light burned.

Hurriedly he buckled on his sword, then stood scowling at the door, wondering what to do. They
seemed to be trapped.

“Do not worry, Sir Brian," Merrasaid in their own tongue. "As soon as | regain my strength, well
leavethishorrid place.”

"B-but how?| don't see-"

“My chak will take usaway. Surdly you were ableto bring it with the other thingd"

"Chak?' He dropped to his knees and emptied both pouches on the floor. The chalk was not
with the gold and paper money.

"Oh, dear!" Merrds voice was unsteady.

"But—but why do you need chak?"

"Todraw adesign for aformula, you goose! But perhaps| can find a subgtitute. Something tells
me that while | search, you had better barricade the door. I'm sure that horse will soon be leaning al over
it

Brian dragged a heavy desk againgt the door. Af-ter looking quickly through the drawers for
something resembling chalk, he thrust an equally heavy cabinet againgt the desk. From the sounds, much
was going on out in the hal, and he had no doubt that very soon the lock would be broken or the door
forced from its hinges. How long would his barri-cade hold?

Asthe door began to shake under the blows now being given it, Brian searched franticaly
through shelves, drawers, and boxes. Suddenly Merragave alittle cry and held up alarge white crayon.

"Thisshould do! Clear thefloor for me!"

Hadtily he flung chairs aside, and then scooped up the gold as she began drawing alarge circle on
floor. Her smal hands moved fast, but the design she commenced to make within the circle was
extremely intricate. He stood watching, hands clenched tightly. How could she possibly finish it before the
door was broken open?

There was a sharp crack, and he saw the door move dightly. He put hisweight against the
cabinet, trying to resst the thrust of those on the other side.

Abruptly Merracried, "It isdone, Sir Brian! Take your place—and pray that | have the strength
| need!"

Quickly he looped the pouchesto his belt and stood with his back against hers, holding her
hands.

“Ready?"

"Ready!"

There was another sharp crack as Merrabegan her curious chant made up of numbers. The
barri-cade was giving way as she started her rhyme:

"By my power, by my right,

Take us back through time tonight;
Take usquickly, take usfast,

Take us deep into the past,

Take usto that sacred tree

Where Nysa made ahome for me!™

The barricade gave way entirely and men were coming into the room as shefinished. But at that
ingant he felt the familiar giddiness, and everything around them vanished. ..

9



Journey at Dusk

ONCE AGAIN BRIAN CAME DOWN WITH SUCH A jolt that he crumpled. But thistime when he
opened hiseyeshe was relieved to see that they were back in the safety of the cavelike place adjoining
the great oak. It was such acomfort, in fact, that for awhile afterward he made no attempt to rise. What
they had just been through seemed like an evil dream. Inaway it was adream, for in thisfamiliar present
the incredible place where they had been didn't even exigt.

Suddenly, remembering their mission, he felt an overpowering sense of failure. They'd failed
misera-bly—and time was swiftly passng.

Besde him Merragot dowly to her knees. Findly she managed to stand, but only for amoment.
With alittle sgh she sank back to the floor. "Poor me,” she said weekly. "1 am al but used up, Sir Brian.
Thirty-six seconds of invisibility nearly did for me. How we ever got here afterward...” Then shegavea
quick gasp of dismay. "Oh, dear!"

"What'swrong?'

"Tancred! Weleft him behind!”

"I know. But it couldn't be helped. Were you ableto talk to him from afar before we left?’

"Y es—it was after those guards captured usin the park, | told him to stay theretill we got back.
B-but | didn't redize-"

"Oh, I'msure hell be safe)”

"How can you say that! Heaven knowswhat un-hallowed horrors may be lurking in that awful
city, ready to gobble an innocent bird! Well haveto go right back this minute and-"

"No! Don't be agoose!”

"I'll not be caled agoose! I'm much too mature mentally-"

"Then don't act like alittle girl who'sjust lost her doll, Y ou know you're not able to take us
back-"

"Feonyou!" sheflashed, "Tancred'sfar more than adall! Why, hesamember of the family and
practically human! | couldn't possibly leave him-"

"Youll haveto leave him till we get somerest,” hetold her firmly. "Anyway, that place—the
temple or whatever it is—will not be open for many hours, We'd be foolish to go there too early and risk
being caught again.”

She sniffed. "Oh, very well," she said, suddenly forgetting her temper and giving hima
mischievous |ook, ™Y ou do speak wisdom in spite of being a mere woodcutter's son."”

With an effort she stood up again. "I hate to tell Nysa and Uncle Benedict what happened, but of
course well haveto. Then we can rest for awnhile.”

They went through the passageway to the main room with the fireplace. No one was there, nor
was there an answer to Merras call. She hurried up the carved stairway, then came down, shaking her
head.

"I-1 can't understand it! They said they wouldn't leavetill we got back. What could have taken
them away?"

"Y ou can talk to them from afar. Why don't you do it and find out?"

"I haven't the strength. | mean, such—such adreadful lot depends on us, don't you see? | must
hoard my powers, since well be going right back into al that troublein alittle while." She shook her head
amogt tearfully and started dowly up the stair-way. "I'll throw you a blanket. And—and remem-ber:
Theres adifference of fifteen hoursin the time between there and here, so we mustn't dare deep more
than six hours. My birthday istomorrow, so we've Smply got to be at that temple when it opens.”

He was trying without success to reason out the time difference when thought faded from him.
Hardly asecond later, it seemed, Merrawas shaking him awake.

"Get up, Sir Brian! Hurry! Weve overdept—it's amost dark outside. We should have been on
our way two hours ago!"
He thrust the blanket away, then bounced to his feet and buckled on his sword. "Has Nysa returned?’



"No," shesaid worriedly. "I can't understand it—unless something unexpected came up with the
peasant leaders. Maybe she had to take Uncle Bene-dict to another meeting. Oh, if I'd just had Tancred
to wake me! I'm perishing for tea—but we haven't time. Quick—outside we must go to splash our faces
from the sacred spring. Then welll take bread cheese to et later.”

The spring refreshed him. Back ingde, he hastily crammed the food she gave him into his pouch,
and followed her through the passageway to the cavelike room. Grimly hetook his placein the great
circleand clasped her hands. With the touch he could fed the fear in her.

Suddenly she exclaimed, "It'sjust come to what must have happened. |—I made alittle mistake."

"Inwhat?'

"Intime. It's so confusing. But | can easily make an adjustment. Ready?"

"Reedy!"

As she gtarted her curious chant with the num-bers, he was aware again of that hateful, cold
feeling in the pit of his stomach. The coldness had been there ever Snce she had first chanted those
numbers many hours ago, but now it was worse. It so dis-turbed him that he heard only the last few
words of her rhyme:

... horth or south or east or west,
P ease take us safely on our quest.”

Then camethe giddiness, the terrible feding of whirling and flying apart, and ingtinctively hetried
to prepare himself for the jolt he knew would fol-low. It came, but instead of the hard pavement he had
expected, he was flung down with Merra upon a carpet of soft grass.

It was several seconds before he could collect hiswits and redize they had landed somewherein
the park. How strange, he thought, to see the morning sun streaming through the trees! Back in the grove,
only minutes ago, it had been nearly dark.

"Praise bethat wefdl in the park instead of that street!” he muttered thankfully. "But why did it
happen thisway?"

"Oh, I'm sure it's because we have no established landing point here. I—I hateto confessit, Sir
Brian, but | was horribly afraid we'd find oursel ves returning to that utterly senseless place where that
horse of afemale-" Merrabroke off with alittle squeal of ddight. "Tancred! Oh, Tancred! How | missed
you!"

She caught the nightingae gently in her hands and held it to her cheek, cooing to it. "Now,
pre-ciousone,” shewent on findly, "we must go speedily to that white temple across the lake yonder.
Insde we surely will need you—but | have afedling those haughty guards do not carefor birds. So you
must hidein the cowl of my cap until we are sefely ingde.”

Tancred rode on her shoulder until they neared the temple steps, then he crept under the cowl so
that he was hidden by one of her thick golden braids. On the steps Brian paused briefly, making sure
Tancred could not be seen, then his eye was caught by the Roman letters carved in the marble above the
columns. TATE MUSEUM. Time, he redized suddenly, had turned mouseion into museum, and even
changed the meaning of the word. But what about docteur Le grande?

Something stirred in hismemory, but was quickly forgotten as he mounted the steps. For the
coldness within him was growing. Almost at the entrance he | stopped abruptly, staring at the small line of
people waiting to pay admission at the counter just within the door. A tal figurein black was moving
away insde. He glimpsed it only briefly, but it was enough to turn the coldnessin his somach into ahard
ball of ice. Maybe it wasn't Albericus hed caught sght of ; though it made no difference. The monk was
near, and might even be watching for them somewherein thetemple.

At the counter he managed the problem of the admission fee by giving the collector of it one of
the pieces of paper money that seemed, by its marking, to have more value than the others. It worked,
and he received more paper money in exchange. As he turned away, however, he was stopped by a
stern-faced guard who had been standing by watching them.

“That sword, young man," the guard began coldly. “Y ou cannot wear it in here. It must be left at



the check room.”

"But—but | may need it," Brian protested.

"Need it for what? Check it, or I'll have to put you out.”

He was seeking desperately for something elusive in his memory when Merra cameto hisrescue.
"He needeth it to show to Docteur Legrande,” she said quickly.

The guard looked blank, but the gray-haired woman behind the counter said, "I'm sureit'sall
right. Dr. Legrandeis curator of the medievd col-lection. | understand he's been getting together some
costumesfor the art school.”

Brian was s0 relieved to get away from the watchful guard that he forgot to ask where Dr.
Legrande could be found. But the information was easily ob-tained from a student in the next hal whose
class was busy making drawings of the old Greek statuary on exhibit there.

"Youll find him downgtairsin the east wing," the student explained. It'sal underground there. His
officeisat thevery end of that long hall." The student paused, sudying them interestedly. " Say, those are
great outfits you two are wearing! How about posing for me a couple minutes?!

Brian shook his head. "We bein great haste. But our thanks for thy help.”

They hurried away, finaly located the east wing and the Sairs, and came at |ast to along, empty
hall where alight gleamed through the large open door at the end. Merrawhispered softly to Tancred.
The nightingde left his hiding place, flew up, and dighted on a broken stone cross, intricately carved, that
decorated the corner near the bottom step.

"Keep watch, good friend,” Merrasaid uneasily. "I know that black-robed Lucifer is somewhere
near. | can just fed it. But you mustn't let him find ustill Sir Brian hasthe true sword in hishand.”

Asthey started quickly down the hall, she added in alow voice, "I wouldn't have dreamed Cerid
wastrying to tell usthe name of the person she left the sword with. | thought Nysa had misunderstood
her. It sounded so French.”

"But | don't understand. How could she get in here without trouble, and find the right person-"

“Oh, don't be agoose! Cerid could remaininvis-ble for aslong as she wanted, which means she
could go anywhere. Asfor finding the right person, you forget she was of the Dryads. Why, even| can
sense the worth of aman afull league away-* Her voice died, for they were dmost at the door.

"Oh, dear,' she whispered worriedly. “We are nearly at the end of our search, yet | know dl is
not well. Do you not fed it, Sir Brian?"

"Thisisno timeto be plagued by fedings," he muttered, and strode determinedly through the
doorway .

It was a strange room he suddenly found himsdlf in. From floor to celling on dl sidesit wasfilled
with shelves and cabinets, dl jammed with old books, manuscripts, hel mets, weapons, tools, and
assorted odds and ends that might have been found in any village at home. Two desks piled with papers
occu-pied the space in the center, directly under a sky-light. A young woman with hair cut like apage
boy's and with huge round grasses sat a one of the desks examining ayellowed sheet of vellumwith a
large magnifying glass. Asthey entered she glanced up with lively dark eyesthat were ingantly full of
inter-est, and smiled.

"Wel!" shesad in asoftly musica voice. "How very nice! Y ou two are so authentic you are like
abreath of fresh air from the past. I'm Mary Day. What can | do for you?'

"If it pleaseth thee, good lady," Brian began, “We—we seek the Doctor Legrande.”

"It pleaseth me, but thou seekest invain," Mary Day replied, her smile broadening. " The good
doc-tor isaway. And that is regrettable, for I'm sure he would enjoy your costumes as well as your
English. Hewould like it better if you spoke in Latin—but who today can even read it save afew
scholarsand the clergy?'

"It is our common tongue at home," Brian told her, speaking in Latin. "Do you know it?"

"Of course | know it!" she exclaimed in the same language. "'l would hardly be Dr. Legrande's
assgant if | didn't-" She stopped, her mouth open in astonishment. Then carefully she set down the
mag-nifying glass and the vellum. "Who are you, and where are you from that you can spesk so eadily in
atonguelong dead?'



"HeisSir Brianthe Fair,” Merrasaid quickly. "And | am cadled Merra. We are from Aradd.”

"Aradd?' Mary Day repeated. "Aradd? Where have | heard that name?' All at once she
gasped. "'l don't believeit! It'simpossible! How did you get here?!

"The same way my mother did, five years ago. We of the Dryads have certain powers. We can
trave by formula”

"Through time?"

"If youwishto cdl it that,” said Merra, her green eyestwinkling. 'Y esterday, today, and
tomorrow are dl one, and are separated mainly in our minds. The Dryads know these things, for they are
born with knowledge. But Sr Brian isamere mortal, and woefully ignorant.”

"Evenasl," Mary Day murmured, still speaking in Latin. Her face had paed, and her dark eyes
behind the huge spectacles now seemed enormous. "Buit -1 still cannot believe any of this. It hasto bea
hoax. What—what was your mother's name?"

"Cerid.”

"Cerid! Ohmy lord! And why did she come here?'

"To hidethe sword of Aradd in aplace of safety. But now the time has come to take it home, for
only with it can atyrant be destroyed and a kingdom be regained.”

Mary Day stared at them, momentarily speech-less. Then she took off her glasses and buried her
facein her hands. "Hetold me about Cerid, but | couldn't believe him!" she sobbed. "It isimposs-ble!”
Suddenly she looked up and shook her heed. "1 il say itisimpossble. | am intelligent enough to know
what is possible, and what isn't. | am aPhi Beta Kappa. | have three degrees and a doctorate, and |
speak five languages. So | know very wdll that the Dryads are only mythical creatures. | know it is
impossibleto travel through time, And | know it isequally impossible for anyone to gppear and
disap-pear a will, asthisimaginary Cerid is supposed to have done. Poor Dr. Legrande was Ssmply
having hallucinations over an old sword held found." She said thislast dmost defiantly while shewiped
her eyes.

Merrasmiled. "And if | vanished and reappeared before you this very minute, you would know
better than to bdlieveit, would you not?'

Mary Day blinked and opened her mouth, but before she could speak, Merravanished. Five
sec-onds later Merragave one of her gay little laughs and took form again on the other side of the room.

Mary Day sprang to her feet, staring, and abruptly sat down again. She rubbed her eyesand
stared once more. When she finally spoke, her voice was hardly more than awhisper. "Were—were you
two the pair that were caught fighting in the park last night, and—and later disappeared from a closed
room at the police gation?'

"Yes. How did you learn about it?"

"Therewas alot about you in the morning news. I—I didn't connect you with it at first, because,
well—they said you were young criminds working in costume, and that you'd stolen some vauable things
from acollection.”

Mary Day paused, her dark eyes swinging from Merrato Brian. "I'm sure the police have
misunder-stood you completely,” shewent on. They're hardly equipped to believe anything you might tell
them. It'sdifficult enough for me. Y ou see, you've upset agreat many basic things I've been taught, and
it's been ashock. Now, why don't you sit down and tell me about Aradel, and dl that has happened to
you here."

Brian told her, showing her the coinsin his pouch and his sword. "The scabbard,” he explained,
"be-longs to the true sword, but Cerid was unable to bring it when she came.

"And thissword,” said Mary Day, looking at it wonderingly, "isthe substitute Albericus had
made? Oh, it isabeautiful thing . . . and extremely valu-able. No wonder the police couldn't believeiit
belonged to you! Y ou say you won it in combet with-"

"He beet that rotten Rupert and broke hispate!” Merraput in. "And with aquarterstaff, no less.
Nat-urdly, | knighted him."

"Y ou have the power to—to create knights?"

"l do. Young as| am, | am the ranking princess of Aradel, and destined to become queen—that



is, if | am alivetomorrow, and we are able to return with the true sword.” Merra paused, then said, "But
our time grows short, good lady. Where is the true sword?"

Mary Day wet her lips. "Dr. Legrande hasit,” she said dowly. "He left yesterday for London,
and hetook the sword with him."

"To London!" Brian exclaimed. "But-but-"

"Let meexplain,” she said. "People here have given Dr. Legrande a bad time about the sword. In
fact, he calsourstheland of non-belief. | hate to admit it, but I'm just as guilty asthe others. Butin
England there are those who il believe in éves and such things. So naturaly-"

"But the sword!" Merracried. "A kingdom de-pends upon it—and many lives!"

"I'm beginning to redize that,” Mary Day said, clenching her hands. "I'm trying to think how | can
reech him."

"Canyou tak to him from afar?' Brian asked quickly. "There arethosein Aradd-"

"l can manageit with this" Mary Day answered, reaching for a curious instrument on her desk.
"The problemisto locate him. Hell fly back immediately when | tell him about you. He wouldn't miss-"

"He--he flies?"

"Today wetravel in machinesthat fly. Janice" she said into the instrument she was holding, "this
isMary Day, Dr. Legrande's assistant. We've an emergency, and | must locate Dr. Legrande
immedi-atdy. Will you placeacdl to him at Claridge'sin London? If heian't there, seeif they can find
him. Hemay be at the British Museum, conferring with Dr. Harlowe."

She replaced the ingrument on her desk, then said; "We can only wait, my friends. But | should
warn you: even if they find him right away, he couldn't possibly get back here before tomorrow evening.
Morelikely it will be the next morning.”

Brian looked & Merra. Her face was stricken. "That will betoo late!l" she whispered. "Unless"

"Unlesswhat?"

"Unlesswe can prevent Albericusfrom returning to Aradd.”

Mary Day gasped. "Do you mean to say that crea-tureis here somewhere?’

"Yes" sad Brian. "We saw him last evening, outside. | don't think he saw us—at least | hope
not. But I'm sure he's here now, looking for the sword.”

"Does he know about Dr. Legrande?"

"| doubt it. He wouldn't be here now if he hadn't found Cerid's notes for the formula”

"Don't underestimate him!" Merraburst out. "He's as skilled a sorcery asheisat
swordsmanship. That black-robed devil can find out anything he wantsto know. Oh, dear," shewailed,
"why did Dr. Legrande haveto go to London at atimelike this?'

There was asudden, unhappy sllence. Brian sat rubbing his knuckles againgt his jaw, wondering
how long it would take Albericusto find out about Merraand himsdlf, aswell as about Dr. Legrande. He
was artled by asharp ringing from the instru-ment on the desk.

"That can't be London so soon,” Mary Day said in English, as she caught up thething. “ Y es?' she
gookeintoit. "ThisisDr. Day. Yes, Mr. Lawson, | saw them. Two young people in costume, onewith a
sword. .. Oh, very well. If they insst on seeing me, I'll haveto talk to them.”

Frowning, she replaced the thing on her desk:

"Trouble seemsto be piling up on us," she said, obvioudy upset. " The police have been searching
for you. The guard at the entrance saysthey are on their way here."

Abruptly she stood up. "Thisway, quick! I've got to hide you!™
10

Dud

BRIAN WAS SURPRISED WHEN MARY DAY LED them to a cabinet at the back of the room and
gaveit adight tug. The entire cabinet swung outward, disclosing anarrow passageway and adimly
lighted flight of stairsleading upward.

"Thisisn't supposed to be a secret doorway,” she said. "It'sjust a space saver until the new wing



isfinished. Y ou can see it from the top of the stairs—but don't open the outer door unless you're forced
to. Hurry, getinsde-"

"Wait!" said Merra. "Here comes Tancred.”

"Dont tdl methere are three of you!"

"He'smy nightingde. He kegps watch for us”

Tancred swooped into the room and settled on her shoulder. They dipped through the opening,
and Mary Day swung the cabinet back in place be-hind them.

Brian climbed the stairsto asmall cubicle with abarred door on one side. The place was arough
wooden structure, obvioudy temporary; beyond it there were sounds of a giant machine and men
working. He was tempted to open the door, but partidly satisfied his curiosity by peering through cracks
inthewal and the doorframe.

A short distance away from the door a degp exca-vation was being made by amonstrous digger
that reminded him of a hugeinsect. The temple, he remembered, was on alow hill, and as nearly ashe
could tell it was the hill that was being scooped out to make space for more underground rooms.

Hisingpection wasinterrupted by Merra. "Tan-cred hasjust seen Albericus!™ she whispered.
"Tan-cred says Albericusisfollowing those guards--po-lice, they cal them—who are coming to question
Mary Day about us.”

Brian sat down on the steps, suddenly icy insgde. "That devil is catching up with us" he muttered,
“He knows we are here now. It won't take him long to find out about the sword. If Dr. Legrande
happens to send his message--*

Merrasat down near him. Her green eyes were clouded with worry. "The fates seem to be
againg us" shesad. "We-well just have to accept what is, and go on from there. It'simpossible for usto
keep Albericus from learning the truth—and it seemsjust asimpossible to get the sword in time for the
attack."

"How soon isyour birthday? Or birth hour, rather?*

"It would be eighteen hours from now—if wewerein Aradd."

"Y ou say theresfifteen hours difference?’

"| thought there was, but now | suspect it'sdl in how I repesat the formula—there are certain
adjust-ments that have to be made, and it's so easy to forget them. It's very confusing, but I'll soon have it
draightened out. Anyway, it will be at least thirty hours before Dr. Legrande can arrive. We—weve got
to think of something."

"Y ou've dready thought of it. Y ou'reright, we must keep Albericus here.”

"That's no problem, Sir Brian—at least for awhile. He certainly won't leave without the sword.”

"Of course not. He wouldn't dare. But hel's bound to learn Dr. Legrande will be bringingit. You
seewhat's going to happen?’

She nodded. "HEl be watching for Dr. Le-grande. And helll take the siword away from
him-unlesswe stop him."

"I'll dothe stopping,” hetold her. "Y ou keep away from him."

"I'll do no suchthing! Y oulll need my help! And you've got to promise not to fight him—unless
you havethe true sword."

"I'll dowhat | haveto do," he muttered, his jaws knotting.

They fdl slent, waiting. Brian remembered the food they had brought, then forgot it, gppetite lost
in the uncertainty of the hours ahead. What was Mary Day saying to the police? And where wasthe
black-robed Albericus? Was he sanding in the halway, listening?

Suddenly hesaid, "I know now | must be under aspdll. Thereis so much | cannot remember.
But who cast the spell? Wasit your uncle?’

"Of course

"Then wherewas it done? At the hut of Harle, my father? And was it Harle who gave you shelter
when you escaped from Celadon?!

"Yes, Sr Brian."

"Then why was aspdll cast upon the son of Harle? And why did your uncletrain him as| was



trained?’

“Oh, don't beaslly goose! Don't you redize by now that my uncle knew from thefirst that he
could turn you into amaster swordsman? And naturally the Dryads knew your destiny. It wasto help me
find the sword and save Aradd.”

"But why the spdll, and dl the secrecy? Don't tell me again it was for my own good!" He made a
growling noisein histhroat.

"But of course it was for your own good, you goose! It had to be kept from Albericus, or he
would have had you killed. He's dready divined that afair-haired Celt might be hisundoing.”

Her small hand reached forth and clasped hisarm. "And please, please,”" she added earnestly,
"be ever watchful and do not let Albericusfind you until you have the true sword. Y ou must not fight him
without it. Heistwice your size, and hisreach isincredible. Hisarms are like stedl, and heis the second
greatest swordsman on earth. Please, promise me-"

“I'll promise nothing,” he ground ot.

Again they were slent, waiting. At long last there came aguarded voice from below, and they
hurried down to the cabinet that Mary Day was holding open.

"Whew! The session I've had!" she said. "The police can't get it through their heads that you're
not a pair of dangerous young criminas-" She stopped and went swiftly across the room to the corridor
door, which was aready closed, and did something to the lock. Returning, she said, "That Albericus
gives methe cregps. He-"

"He-he camein here and talked to you?"

"Youjust bet he did! And while the police were herel Oh, you should have heard him—he spoke
to mein Latin and French, very old French, and was as pious as you please. But he demanded that | tell
the police in English you had stolen your sword from his private collection, | had to tell them, for I'm
certain he understood English too. And right in the middle of it Dr. Legrande caled from London!"

"No!"

"Yes! Hecdled, and | wasa my wit's end to make him understand. For | had to use Gadlic,
which he doesn't knéw too well, and which | pray Albericus doesn't know. Greek would have been
better, but | would stake my lifethat Albericusiswell versed init. Anyway, Dr. Legrande finaly
un-derstood, and he expectsto arrive tomorrow eve-ning. He can hardly wait to meet you. And since the
museum will be closed when he arrives, | promised to let him in through his old side entrance—the one
you just saw up those steps. The museum staff doesn't likeit, but they can't say anything. Dr. Le-grande
isavery wedlthy man, and he's building the new addition at his own expense.” She paused, then said,
"What's the matter, Sir Brian?"

"Gadic," hesaid dowly, "isour native tongue in Aradd. It isforbidden, and one risksthe stake to
be heard speaking it. | don't know if Albericus under-standsit, but I've afedling he does.”

"Oh, dear God! We can only pray he doesn't. Anyway, we dare not take a chance. If he wants
the sword, | haven't the least doubt that he would kill Dr. Legrandeto get it." She closed her eyesand
shuddered. “Honestly, I've never met ahuman that | so loathed on sight, and that so filled me with fear.
He'samonger!”

"Heisthat!" Merrawhispered. "If you could see the piled bones of those he'sburned . . .”

"Then we must have some protection,” Mary Day went on, speaking in her easy Latin with
occasiond words from other languages for clarity. "We cannot cdll in the police. They'd arrest you on
sght. But | know anight guard here | can trust, so maybe | can get him to stand by and keep watch
tomorrow evening.”

She sat down, frowning, and began tapping her nervous fingers on the desk. "Now, we have
another little problem. The police and the day guards are searching the museum for you, and every
police-man in the city is on the watch for you." Sheamost amiled. "They'll never forgive you for escaping
theway you did! So you'll haveto stay right herein hiding until Dr. Legrande arrives.”

She studied each of them, and sighed. "Honestly, I'd give an arm and aleg to be able to stay here
with you and talk! There are so many things | want to ask about. But tonight I'm being specialy honored
at my university, and I'm forced to go. It's out of town, and it will be impossible for meto get back until



late tomorrow morning. But I'm sure you'll be dl right if you'll keep the door locked. If anyone knocks,
don't answer. And don't answer the phone. Just stay locked up, and don’t leave the room.

She stopped amoment, then said, "Back of that swinging cabinet where the steps are, theré'sa
washroom to theright, and a cubbyholeto the left with acot iniit. Dr. Legrandeisold, and he dways
rests there when he'stired. Sir Brian will have to deep on the floor, but there's an extra blanket he can
use. Now, you'll need food-"

"We brought dlong some bread and cheese," Brian told her.

Mary Day ingsted upon seeing it. Then shetasted it. "Black bread and goat's cheese!l" she said,
de-lighted. "Made in afabled land centuries ago! It's better than any bread or cheese that can be bought
today—»but thereisn't enough of it to hold you till tomorrow night. I'll go out now and get some thingsfor
you."

Making sure the corridor was empty, she went out, carefully locking the door behind her. When
shereturned long later, she carried alarge paper sack full of burgers and fruit.

Before her find departure, she glanced up at the skylight, frowning. "I'm sure no one can break in
there," she said. "But I'd suggest you keep the lights off, and stay behind the cabinet after dark.
That—that creature may go prowling, and theré's no use advertising your hiding place."

When shewas gone, Brian felt adistinct sense of loss. Shewasther only friend in this strange
and unfriendly world.

He checked the door and went up the long flight of stairs behind the cabinet to test the other
door in the cubicle. The huge insect of adigging machine had stopped working, and from the deep pit
below it came astrong smdll of oil. He sniffed it curioudy, wondering what could have happened, then
forgot it when he returned to the room and found Merra exploring the contents of the food sack.

There were six big burgers, agenerous supply of chips, and two kinds of fruit. He had never
eaten either kind, but he knew they were oranges and bananas, for the Iberian traders had occasionally
brought them up from the coast for the abbot'sta-ble. Merra, hungrily sniffing the warm burgers,
sug-gested that they eat two of thosefirst, with some of the fruit, and save their bread and cheesetill
leter.

Thefood satisfied their hunger, but did nothing to lessen the uncertainty hanging over them. Many
long hours of waiting stretched ahead. They were practically prisoners while they waited; for beyond this
room, surely somewhere near, was Albericus.

Why, Brian asked himsdlf over and over, should thefate of Araddl rest in such lowly handsashis
own, amere woodcutter's son? Still, if he could save Araddl, what did it matter? Anyway, he didn't fed
lowly anymore. Thetruly lowly ones were the worthless ones, like those arrogant students at the abbey.

The skylight grayed, and gradually the room darkened. Merrafindly retrested to acot in the
acove. Brian, with the extra blanket, stretched out on the floor at the foot of the stairs. Thelast thing he
was conscious of wasthefaint but rank smell of oil coming from the pit that had been dug by the huge
mechine

He was quietly awakened by the soft beating of Tancred'swingson hisface,

Brian fdt for the sword beside him. Drawing it stedlthily from its scabbard, he roseto hisfeet.
Some ingtinct warned him to be absolutely silent. For sev-era seconds he stood motionless, listening.
Then heinched over to the heavy cabinet whose back closed the opening to the narrow passageway
where he stood.

Suddenly he was aware of movement on the other side of the cabinet. Someone wasin the
room!

Cold fingers of fear crept down his spine. He felt dong the cabinet, searching for asmal crack he
could peer through, and was horrified to discover that he had failed to closeit tightly before he went to
deep. In spite of itsweight, the cabinet was so well balanced that only adight pressure of the hand was
needed to moveit.

The glow of the outer lights around the museum, coming through the skylight, would have outlined
the prowler in the room, but Brian wasted no time trying to see who it was. Nor did be wonder how the



person had gained entry. With the unknown powers Albericus had at his disposd, the stoutest of locks
would not have held him for long. It had to be Albericus, and there was only one reason for his presence
intheroom.

The monk knew Gadlic and had understood ev-erything Mary Day had said to Dr. Legrande.
Now Albericuswas trying to locate the private entrance by which Dr. Legrande would arrive.

Brian found the knob at the back of the cabinet and very dowly eased it shut. Then cautioudy,
care-fully, he pressed the point of his sword between the wal and the wood, pried it tight, and used the
sword asalever to hold it that way.

By the sounds, the man on the other sde was moving aong the wal, testing the shelves and
tapping the spaces in between. Presently he reached the cabinet. Brian chilled asthe tapping increased.
Suddenly a powerful hand seized the cabinet and gaveit ajerk that nearly toreit away from the point of
the sword. All Brian's strength was needed to hold it in place.

Findly, senang Merranear, he turned his head and saw her standing in the vague light of the
dtairs, one clenched hand pressed to her mouth. In the other hand was the small dagger she awayswore
at her belt.

"He'sgone," shewhigpered at last, as the room beyond them grew quiet. "l can tell.”

Even 5o, they waited till the risng hum of the city told them dawn had come, then they swung the
cabinet asde and entered.

Nothing seemed to be changed in the room. The door was locked as securely asit had been the eve-ning
before, and the sack containing the remainder of their food was still on the desk where they had I€ft it.

"I'd fed better if held taken our burgers,”" Brian muttered. "At least it would show he's human!™

"He'shuman,” Merrasaid, lips compressed. "But | told you he has powers.”

"Will those powers open alocked door?

"Yes, andlock it again.”

"But what about food? If he's human-"

"One such as he needslittle food, and he can carry that under hisrobe." She paused. "Sir
Brian..."

v

"If you areforced by the fates to cross swords with him, beware of hiseyes. Like my uncle, heis
skilled & cagting aspdll.”

It was an unsettling beginning for an unpleasant day. The ingrument caled a phonerang
continu-aly. Severa times there was aknocking &t the door. Finaly, after someone impatiently tried the
knob, they thought it wiser to hide beyond the cabinet until Mary Day arrived. But Mary Day did not
re-turn that morning. By late afternoon, when therewas till no sign of her, Brian redlized something must
have happened.

Far more worried than he wanted to admit, he climbed the stairs to the cubicle and peered
through a crack, wondering from what direction Dr. Le-grande would arrive. His attention was
momentarily taken by savera workmen near the excavation, dis-cussing the giant machine, From thefew
words of their speech he could understand, he gathered that the digging arm had broken, smashing atank
of oil which had run down into the pit. Then he noticed the line of shrubbery that shielded the areafrom
the street, and the curving stepswinding to the strip of park below. It would be up those steps, surely,
that Dr. Legrande would come.

The workmen |eft. Twilight came, and he watched the steps with increasing uneasiness. Merra
climbed to the cubicle, bringing the remainder of their food. "“We ought to eat while we have the chance,”
shesad. "Wemay not be ableto later."

He scowled at the graying steps. ™Y ou sound asiif the world is ending shortly.”

"It could befor us. Thefates haven't decided yet." She spokelightly, but in the near-dark of the
cubicle her green eyesweretroubled. "Y ou see, Sir Brian, thetime of my birth was many hoursago. | am
gtill dive—but in the wrong world. In our world I'm afraid the peasants are aready attacking
Ron-ddlane.

Hisjaws knotted helplessly. He sat down and tried to eat one of the burgers, but could not.



Think-ing of Mary Day and what he should do in her absence, he got up and tested the bar on the door,
then tried out the lock so he would be able to open it quickly when Dr. Legrande came. As he did thishe
began worrying again about Albericus. The monk would be watching too. But where was he?

Suddenly he crouched, trying to see through other tiny openings, but al he could make out were
some of the skylights marking upderground rooms. Would Albericus be hiding near one of those?

Though night had come, the lights around the museum cast aglow over the area, making
every-thing visible except the steps. These were shadowed by the shrubbery. As he stared at them, he
began to have the fedling that something was wrong—or wasit just theicein his tomach? Theice was
colder, and it seemed to have become permanent.

But something was wrong. All a once, he redized it was histhinking. Thiswasthe worst
possible place to wait for Dr. Legrande.

With unsteady fingers he unlocked the door and threw back the bar.

“No!” Merragasped. "Y ou're not going outside! Albericus"

"A plagueon him! | haveto go—just pray I'm not too latel”

"But-but-"

"I must be nearer the avenue. Stay here—watch for Mary Day!"

"But the guards—the police—if they see you-*

Hedid not take time to reply, but rushed across the gravel toward the steps.

He was almost there when he made out move-ment in the shadow. Someone was coming up. He
stopped short. Thefigure emerged into the glow of the museum lights, and now he saw afrail man with
bushing white hair who carried a package under his arm. The package was the Size of asword,

"Dr. Legrande?’

The man looked up with asmile. "Y es?"

Brian'srelief was quickly ended as atowering shadow detached itself from the blackness of the
great machine and swooped like ahawk upon Dr. Legrande. The package was jerked from thefrail
man's grasp, and the black-robed shadow whirled for the steps.

Somehow Brian managed to get therefirst. As he spun to face Albericus, hissword wasin his
hand, swinging with dl the force and fury he could put into it. Againgt such an adversary, he knew, his
only chance was speed. So swift and sudden was the at-tack that he might have done for his enemy then.
But the long package wasin the way.

Albericus dropped the thing, stepped quickly back, and whipped out agleaming blade from the
folds of hisrobe. "Scum of Aradd!" he spat hoarsdly. "Y ou should have been burned with the rest of
your rotten breed! But | will have your head tonight—that | will take back and burn! Look at me, you
whep! Look at me!"

Beware of his eyes, Merrahad cautioned, but under that compelling voiceit was hard not to
look at them. Brian forced his attention first on the sword, and then on the headless cross the monk wore
on achain about hiswaist. That polished cross caught the light from the museum, and flashed with every
movement of the sword arm.

With hiseye on that telltale cross, which told him in advance where to be or not to be, he darted
in and legped aside, trying to use speed to make up for his enemy's reach, and hoping the power of the
sword itsdf would nullify the other's strength and skill.

"Look at me!" Albericusdemanded again. "Look at me!"

So ingstent was the demand that it was suddenly impossible not to look. He stared into those
merci-less eyes, and was suddenly caught and held by them. Aniicy chill shot through him, for he knew
he was looking at death. As stedl clashed againgt stedl, his hand went numb with the force of his
adversary's blows. Hetried desperately to cling to hiswegpon, and dmost lost it when hisfoot dipped
on the gravel. He managed to roll away from the next great blow, his head saved only by his quickness.
But the terrible eyes held him, and he might have died amoment later had not Merrarushed forth,
scream-mg her hate and flinging gravel into that deadly face under the hood.

"Ghoul!" shecried. "Murderer! Killer of chil-dren! Cut him down, Sr Brian! Hefightswith his
eyes—not hissword!"



Albericus cursed and threw up an arm to shield his eyesfrom the gravdl. It was dl the diversion
Brian needed. He attacked with a greater fury, and the point of his sword made agash in the robe and
cut through the heavy chain. The headless crossfell to the ground. Aninstant later the blade flashed
again, and thelong sword in the monk's hand was sent flying.

Albericusroared in pain and hate. His sword arm dangled, but he managed to raise the other and
shake a clenched fist at his advancing victor. He stepped back and began a dreadful imprecation, but
before he could voice it the ground beneath him crumbled. He tumbled downward with afina curseand
vanished in the pit.

Merraran close and passed her trembling hands over the edge of it, snapping her fingers. Flame
shot up from the ail, agreat mounting pillar of flame. "Burn!” she cried. “Burn! Burn! Burn!" Then she
turned away, hands over her face, and began to sob.

With the roaring flame came sounds of confusion in the distance. There were excited cries, and
then the sudden scream of sirens. Brian was hardly aware of it. For long seconds he stood mute and half
in shock, conscious only of achange within him. He wondered if he could have defested Albericus more
eadly with the true sword, but he doubted it. After dl, the true sword was really asymbol, and itsredl
power must come from the hand that held it. Cer-tainly it wouldn't have given him thisfedling of
confidence, this surenessthat he was findly ready for whatever purpose Brother Benedict had trained
him. It had been avery hard and Spartan training, and surely only a part of the reason for it had been the
recovery of the true sword.

Hewas groping for it when he saw the headless cross at hisfeet. A tau cross, he remembered it
was called. He picked it up and carefully tucked the chain in his belt, then al a once became aware that
Mary Day was there. She was holding the sword Albericus had fought with.

"l saw it!" shemanaged to say. “1 got hereintimeto seeit al. I-1 can hardly believeit, but | saw
it," Suddenly she shook her head. "What strange worldswe livein! Though which isthe strangest, yours
or mine, | hardly know. All | know isthat my world has no right to question you or yours, which it surely
will be doing soon if the police catch ushere." Sheraised her head quickly, listening. “ Oh, dear—there's
apolice car now! Hurry, everyone—we must get below!"

"But no lights!" Dr. Legrande cautioned, as they tumbled down the stairway and pushed through
the swinging cabinet. "It is better that no one know we are here—for what could we say that anyone
would believe?'

The firé's glow came through the skylight, enough of it so they could see each other's faces, but
not enough to make out the detail s of the fabled sword Dr. Legrande was hurrying to draw from the torn
package. "For five years | have been trying to decipher thisinscription near the hilt," he said in his soft
Latin, hisvoice eager asachild's. "But it isin arareform of Gaglic, and so worn that it has baffled
everyone. Would ether of you know what it means?'

"Sir Brian cantel you," Merrasad, her green eyes suddenly full of mischief.

"But how could I?" Brian protested. "I've never seeniit!”

Shegaveagay littlelaugh. "Let him hold it, good Sir."

Brian swallowed. Hestantly, reverently, he reached for the wegpon that only the kings of Aradel
had owned. His hand closed over the hilt.

Shock like athunderclap went through him.

"God help mel" hewhispered hoarsdly.

"What isthe matter?' Dr. Legrande asked quickly.

Merrasaid quietly, "For five years he has been under a spell. Now that he has touched the
sword, the spdll is broken. He rememberswho heis. And indeed he will need God's help.”

Mary Day blinked. "Then who—who ishe?'

"Therightful heir to the sword he holds" Merrawhispered. "Heis Brian the Fair of Rondelaine,
ranking prince of Aradd, grandson of Gratian, who wasking."

She peered up a him shyly. "Brian the Fair, tell them the meaning of the inscription on the
sword."



For amoment he bardly heard her. Hewas till in shock, hardly believing thetruth. Y et truth it
was, for memory was flooding through him: athousand happy scenes of Ronddaneinitsglory...thenthe
dreadful ending. Sharply helived again the bitter flight from Cedladon with Merraand her uncle, years ago
when they were fleeing the butchers of Al-bericus, and again hefdt therelief of finding sanctu-ary inthe
hut of Harle, the woodcutter. It was much easier, he realized, to be awoodcutter's son than heir to the
sword he held.

Finaly he sasw Mary Day and Dr. Legrande watch-ing him, the first with tears of understanding in
her eyes, the other with the eagerness of achild for knowledge. His hand tightened on the hilt. "The
inscription,” he said, "has dways been trandated into Latin like this.

'If strong the hand that wields me be,
And ever good aswell,

Thenlong shdl bethereign of he
Who rulesfair Aradd.™

He swallowed, then added firmly, "If | am to rule Aradd, | first must set her free. Though
Albericusis dead, thereisfighting to be done, and aready it has Sarted. We are late-"

"Wearenot late," Merrasaid quickly. “1 thought we were at first, but thisismy first experience
with timeand | quite forgot the nature of it. It isimpossible to be late if one makes alowances. It was
veay slly of me"

"|-I don't understand,” said Brian.

"l don't expect you to. It is confusing. We were in such haste when we fled from the police and
returned through time, that | failed to make an alow-ance in the formula. Which was fortunate in away,
for we arrived home two days before we left." Her laugh tinkled. " That's why no one was there.”

"But-but that'simpossiblel” he exclamed.

"No, itisn't. Oh fie, haven't | told you theré's no such thing astime?' Sherolled her eyesin
despair. "But of course you can never understand, being a mere mortal, even though soon to be aking.”

She gavealittle sigh, then said, "But have no fear of being late. If we leave three hours from now,
we will arrive on the hour of my birth, just as planned.”

"Oh, wonderful!" Mary Day exclaimed " Those three hourswilt be the most precious of my life,
and of Dr. Legrande'saswell. Y our erais such afabulous one, and we've so many questionsto ask. .."

"But first the swords," Brian told her. "'l came with but one, and | can return with but two. Will
you accept the weapon Albericus used? It isalmost aduplicate of the onel fought him with.”

"But—but it isatreasure! It must be worth afortune!”

"All the more reason it should be yours. Y ou—you've been afriend. Well never forget you!™

It seemed that only minutes had passed instead of hours before he was standing with Merrain the
circle she had drawn on the floor, adrowsy Tancred on her shoulder. The true sword hung at hisside,
the other, won in hisfirst combat, was thrust through his belt. As Merrabegan her curious chant with its
many numbers, he glimpsed Mary Day and Dr. Legrande watching them, breathless and en-thralled.
Then he closed his eyeswith the gart of the rhyme:

"By my power, by my right,
Take usback through timetonight...”

He missed the rest, for again memory intruded—only now for amoment he was a stableboy
again, and dl thiswas a dream. Then the dream was shat-tered in the giddiness and the terrible feding of
whirling and flying apart, and abruptly he was back in the redlity of the cavelike room adjoining the grest
oak. Thistime, miraculoudly, he and Merrawere on their fedt.

Thefirst person he saw was Brother Benedict, who rushed upon him and enclosed him in abear
hug. "God be praised!" the burly monk said fer-vently. ™Y ou are both safe, and you have the sword!™



"He has something e'se" camethe voice of Nysa, as she shimmered into vighility. "He hasthe
crossof Albericusin hisbet! Don't tell me-"

"Yes!" said Merra. "The creature met hismatch.” Shetold of the fight, and Brother Benedict said,
"Y our army awaits you in the grove, my son. They aready know who you are, and they arewild to have
you lead them. Come, show them the sword and the cross!”

Merratouched hisarm. "Thisisthe hour of my birth, so | am surethat al will go well. But—but
please promise me one thing.”

"What isthat?"

"We cannot change our destiny. | know that soon you will be king, even as| know | will be your
queen. But when Rondelaineis ours, will you please bring back the troubadours, and make dl of Aradd
aland of song and laughter?"

"Of course, Merra. | promise. For that isthe way life should be."

She smiled happily and caused the oaken portal to open for him. He drew a deep breath and
went dowly outside, the trophy crossin one hand and the true sword in the other.



