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Begin Content SECRET OF THE TOWER

What's awizard without magic? Randa broke his promise the vow that dl apprentice wizards must take
never to use aweapon. Now Randd can graduate from the School of Wizardry only on one condition:
that he not use magic until heis pardoned by a master wizard.

Randa must travel to thewizard'sfaraway tower ... ajourney made al the more perilous because he may
use neither sword nor magic for protection.



When Randa finally reaches the mysterious tower, it appears to be abandoned. But he soon discovers
that the building holds adeadly secret....
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l.

SLAP!

RANDAL SWATTED astinging horsefly that had tried to make amedl from his shoulder.

"One down," he counted aloud. Then he looked at the swarm till hovering in the air around him. "Only
about four thousand to go."

The late-afternoon sun beat down on the Basilisk, asmal country inn afew days ride from Tattinham,
near the eastern mountains of Brecdlande. Inside the stable, the air was thick with the stink of manure and
rotting straw, and throbbed with the buzzing of heavy, dow-moving flies. Randal had once been asquire
in hisuncl€e's castle of Doun, and most re cently had been an apprentice wizard at the Schola Sorceriae,
the School of Wizardry, in Tarnsberg on the western sea. Now he heaved another pitchfork load of
manure over his shoulder and wondered why held ever left home.

Randa was about fifteen, with the height and the sturdy build that come of being well-fed from earli et
childhood. At the moment, however, afilm of gray dust covered most of hisface, and sweet plastered his
long, untrimmed brown hair to his head and neck. Soon after apair of merchants departed, Randal had
begun working in the empty stables. The Basilisk's regular hostler-who should have been working with
him-had never arrived.

"It'sno good,” Randa muttered. "1 haveto rest.”

He leaned the pitchfork againgt the wall of the stable and rubbed his hands down the front of histunic.
Hisright pam ached, asit did whenever he performed hard physical work these days. He looked down
at the hand, at the raised, red scar that Stretched acrossit-low on the side away from histhumb, higher
on the other sde-so that it actudly crossed the firgt joint of hisforefinger.

Randal clenched and unclenched hishand, trying to ease the cramp in the scar-stiffened flesh. If only he
hadn't grabbed the sharp-edged blade of Master Laerg's ceremonia sword ... if only he hadn't used the
magica object like aknightly weapon to kill the renegade wizard Laerg before his spells could destroy
not only Randal, but the entire School of Wizardry ... if only ... but if he hadn't done those things, he
would be dead now, and the kingdom of Brecelande would be held fast in Laerg's sorcerous grip.

Even working herefor therest of my life, thought Randal, glancing around thefilthy stable, would be
better than that.

He took up the pitchfork again and returned to mucking out the straw. As he worked, he took some
comfort in knowing that tomorrow or the next day should see him on the road again, well away from the
Basilisk and its stinking stable, and within reach-at |ast-of hisgod.

Magic.

More than anything ese, Randal wanted to be awizard, aworker in spells and enchantments that could
change the texture of redlity-or, more practi caly, make short work of clearing out afilthy stable.

He had spent three years at the Scholain Tarnsberg studying the magical arts before he broke the oldest
law of wizardry-the one that forbade awizard to attack or defend with sted!.

His action had saved the Schola from destruction, and the Regents-the master wizards who con trolled
the School of Wizardry-had not been un-grateful.



They'd made Randal ajourneyman wizard, setting him on the second stage of the long road that led from
apprenticeship to mastery. But they'd adso done something el se.

They'd taken hismagic away from him. Until he could get permission from the wizard Bapesh, oncea
Regent of the Scholaand now ahermit living near Tattinham in the eastern mountains, dl Randa's skill
and training had to remain untouched, no matter how great the need.

Randa dapped at another fly. Back in Tarnsberg, any second-year apprentice could get rid of these
flying nuisances with an dementary spell. He could do it himsdlf right now.

Nothing prevented him except his own will.

The Regents of the Schola hadn't put him under any kind of enchantment or binding spell when they
barred him from the use of magic; they had done something far smpler, and far lesskind. They had
asked for his sworn word, and he had givenit.

A wizard doesnt lie, thought Randal, bending again at hiswork.

Evenif | can't work magic right now, I'm still awizard. The Regents said so.

Randal had wanted to be awizard ever Snce a master wizard named Madoc the Wayfarer visited Castle
Doun. Thetraining that kept Randal true to his promise, however, had begun along time before.

Lord Alyen, who was Randd's uncle and brother of the baron who ruled over Doun, had never spoken
an untruth in Randa's hearing-and Sir Plamon, the castle's master-at-arms, who was in charge of turning
squiresinto knights and clumsy peasantsinto seasoned fighting men, had his own way of dedling with liars
and oath breakers.

Sir Pdamon, reflected Randal, had high standards.

In everything. If he ever saw this stable, held nail the hostler's hide to the wall.

More than once, on hislong journey eastward from Tarnsberg, Randd had caught himself haf wishing he
had never |eft the castle and barony of Doun.

If hed stayed, held have been amost aknight by now; Sir PAlamon himself had said that Randa showed
promise,

But no, | had to be smart. Living at easefor the rest of my life wasn't good enough.

Another forkload of manure went over his shoulder.

| wanted to understand the mysteries of the universe.

Randal gulped a breath through his mouth-the air was too nasty to breathe any other way-and dragged
the back of hisarm across hisforehead in avain attempt to keep the sweet from running into his eyes.
"Mydteries of the universe, hah!" he muttered aoud. "I'm standing knee-deep in the mysteries of the
universeright now."

The thought made Randd laugh. In the dusty stable, the laugh turned into achoke, then acoughing fit. He
staggered out of the open door into the sweet air and sunlight of the inn yard. He was coughing so hard
that he barely heard the ringing of bridles and pounding of hooves as atrio of mounted men swept
through the gate and into the yard.

Helooked up asthe cava cade blocked the light in front of him. Through watering eyeshe got an
impression of bright colors and rich patterns. Asthe coughing fit passed, he heard avoice bellowing in his
ear, "Boy! Say, boy! Take care of the horses, | say!"

Randa turned toward the speaker, and saw ayoung man scarcely ayear or two older than himsalf. The
youth wore the belt, spurs, and chain of aknight, and rested one gloved hand on the hilt of a sword.

So thisiswhat they're making knights out of these days, thought Randa.

Sir Palamon was right about chivary going downhill in agreased handcart.

The young man wasn't amused by Randal's appraising glance. "L ook a me that way again, boy, and I'll
dap your eyes out. Now take the horses and be quick about it, their comfort's worth more than your
misereblelife”

Randal looked away. He took the bridles of the horses as they were given to him and kept his thoughts
to himsdlf. The Basilisk's regular hostler, the one Randal was supposed to be assisting, came running up
to help with the task, al the while bowing to the lordlings and muttering astream of flattering phrases.

In spite of the hostler's show of eagerness, most of the work till fell to Randal. He walked the horses
down, dried them, and curried them. When that task was finished, the hostler had Randd spread new



straw and set out hay. By the time the work in the stable was done, the sun had amost set, and Randal
had to help close the gates of the inn yard.

With its gates closed and barred, the inn resembled asmall fortress more than it did a place where
hospitdity might be found. Nobody inside the walls complained, however-no honest man went abroad in
this country by night. Some folk claimed that in the old days, before the degth of the High King, wild
beasts were never seen outside of the deepest forests, and a man could walk aone from one side of the
realm to the other with a sack of gold tied to his belt, and never fear athief. But if those days had ever
truly existed, they werelong gone. When they could, travel ers spent the night behind locked doors.
After the gates were shut, Randal went to the kitchen behind the main room of the, inn. These days, ashe
made hisway to Tattinham as atraveling laborer, he never got to walk into any place by the front door.
In the kitchen, the cook set Randal to scouring out the pots and pans from dinner. Findly, dmost two
hours|later, Randa got his own share of the evening med: asmall portion of burned meat and soggy
bread.

He retrested with the food to the chimney corner, where he wolfed down the bread and mest in spite of
thetaste. Asusud, the food vanished long before his hunger was satisfied. He thought wistfully of the
mesdls he'd esten at the Schola. Like most other apprentices, he had complained about the school's plain
and somewhat monotonous fare. But there had always been more than enough to fill even the emptiest
somach.

"If I'd known then what | know now ..." Randal muttered. The cook shot him a murderous ook, and he
fdl slent again.

After hismedl, he made hisway acrossthe yard to his deeping place in the stable. Although the afternoon
had been hot, the night breeze blowing through the dark inn yard made Randal shiver. His sscomach
growled a protest againgt the scanty meal, but since he couldn't do anything about the emptinessin his
midsection, heignored it.

He couldn't help remembering what Madoc the Wayfarer had said when Randa was till asquire at his
unclée's cagtle, and becoming awizard had seemed like a bright and wonderful dream: ™Y ou'll be hungry
more often than fed," the master wizard had told him, and you'll spend more time in danger on the road
than safe under aroof.”

Madoc was certainly right about that one, thought Randa. So intent was he on his own thoughts that he
didn't watch the path ahead of him. A moment later, he ran straight into awarm, cloth-covered wall.
"Churl!" said afamiliar and dightly drunken voice. It was the young knight hed encountered in theinn
yard earlier. "Do you redlize you've stepped on the toe of anobleman?’

Wonderful, Randd thought.

Just theway | wanted to end the day.

Hetried to sdestep the young knight and continue on toward the stable. But the nobleman was not
pleased.

"Don't you have atongue, you insolent oaf? I'll teach you to touch aknight."

"I'm ... I'm sorry, my lord,” Randa mumbled. "Y ou certainly are" growled the knight. "And you'd be
even sorrier if | had the schooling of you.”

Randd started to mutter something properly apologetic, but a second voice cut in from behind him and
drowned out hiswords.

"What'sdl this, then?'

"Not much," said thefirst knight. "Just a peasant with no manners.”

"That s0?7" said the other. "Turn around, peasant.”

Randal felt ahard shove between his shoulder blades.

He turned to look at the man who had pushed him.

The move turned out to be a serious mistake.

"Boy!" snarled the one who had spoken first. "Do you dare turn your back on aknight?'

Randd fdt another hard shove, one that spun him around again in spite of his effort to keep hisfedt.
"No mannersat dl," said the second man behind him. "He was warned, and here he's turned his back on
aknight again. Well haveto teach him." As he spoke, he dedlt Randal adap that made the young



wizard's head red!.

Through the buzz in hishead, Randal heard anew voice joining in with the others. "What do we have
here?'

"A dirty little pig that doesn't know how to act before his betters,” said thefirst knight.

"Time he was taught alesson, then," said the new voice. Randal felt another blow, harder than the others.
Thishand worerings.

Laughter echoed in the night. A foot kicked out and snatched Randad's leg from under him. But Randal
knew how to fall, and he rolled quickly back to hisfeet. Hetried to get awvay and fade into the shadows,
but one of his assailants caught him and pushed him into the circle again.

"Don't leave before you're dismissed, boy." Randa wavered to astop in front of the knight who had just
gpoken. His head still spun from the blows he had taken, and he dmost lost his balance.

"That's not the way to bow, foal," said the knight.

Randd kept his head down, but hisfists at his sdeswere clenched tight. If only he had his magic back
agan...

It wouldn't even take alightning bolt, just aflash and abang and these knightswould be running for their
lives. But | gave my word.

A buffet from the clenched fist of hislatest tormentor dmost knocked Randal off hisfeet. He clenched his
own figstighter, fedling the pain in his scarred pam and welcoming it asadigtraction.

One of the other knights dapped Randal so hard the youth's eyes watered, and his ears rang with the
blow.

| could take him, thought Randal through the racket in his head.

I'm not banned from fighting from using stedl. Buit if | knock him down, hisfriendswill probably kill me.
A boot hit Randal in the knee. He collgpsed, and thistime he stayed on the ground. Herolled into a bdll
on the packed dirt, hoping to protect himsdlf from seriousinjury while the group of knights worked off
their bad temper.

The next kick did not land. Instead, a deep and somehow familiar voice called out, "L et him go.”

I've heard that voice somewhere, thought Randal. So, it seemed, had the oneswho'd been bullying him.
He sensed them drawing back away from him, and then heard one of them-the young knight who had
garted the game-ask in asurly tone, "Who dares command me?”

"Sir Walter of Doun," said the newcomer. "Who asks?'

"Sir Regindd de Haul Desert," said thefirgt knight tiffly, like adog backing off from its prey when it sees
the pack leader coming. "I have heard of you, sir.”

And so0 have |, thought Randal miserably, pressing his head into hiskneeswhere helay in the dust of the
inn yard. His cousn Wdter was the last person in Brecelande he wanted to see at the moment. Even
getting kicked senseless by Reginald and his friends would have been preferable.

"And | have heard of you, sir." Walter's voice was courteous, but unyielding.

There was a pause, and then another voice from the circle around Randal said, "Thisoneisn't worth
dirtying my boots on. I'm going back insde.”

From the sounds, Randal knew that the others had | eft with him. Walter spoke again out of the darkness
above Randal.

"Here, now, boy. Areyou hurt?’

Randal stayed curled up on the ground and shook his head. Maybe his cousin would go away. But no ...
Lord Alyen and Sir Palamon had adways taught that atrue knight took the less fortunate under his
protection, and Walter seemed intent on living up to theidedl.

"Let melook at you, boy. Isthisblood on your face?!

Randa shook his head. "It doesn't matter, my lord,” he muttered.

Then he realized that his cousin wasn't going to go away aslong as he lay there on the packed dirt.
Hetried to stand, but the last kick to his knee had been too much for him, and he faltered as he came
upright.

A strong arm caught him before he could fal. Randd felt the limber muscle benegth the heavy chain mall
and alinen surcoat. Walter had grown over thelast three years from agangly boy into ayoung man of



amost twenty. Randal looked away, still hoping not to be recogni zed.

"Here" said Wdter. "Let megive you ahand.”

He dipped an arm under Randd's and began helping the young wizard limp back toward the lighted inn.
Randa muttered something he hoped sounded like thanks; his voice hadn't finished changing when hed
left Doun for the Schola, so maybe Walter wouldn't remember him well enough to recognize hisvoice
and accent.

But Walter had never been stupid. He paused, and the idle kindnessin his voice changed to genuine
curiogity. "What's your name, boy?"

A wizard never tells anything but the truth, thought Randal, despairing. Lies and magic don't work inthe
same mouth.

"Well, answer me," Water said, more sharply thistime. "What's your name?"

"Randd," Randd said, dmost in awhisper. Then, more strongly, "Randa of Doun, cousin.”

[1. SQUIRE RANDAL SAT ON thefloor of the smal room that Water had rented for the night. The
young wizard dabbed at his cut cheek with awet rag and looked up at hiscousin.

"When did you get here, anyway?' Randal asked.

He wrung out the rag into the wooden bowl on the floor in front of him, dampened the scrap of cloth with
fresh water from the pottery jug beside the bowl, and dabbed at his cheek again.

"| camein after dark," Walter said. "They had to open the gatesfor me. I'd barely gotten done seeing to
my horseswhen | heard that racket outside the stable.”

Walter sat on the lumpy pallet that served as the room's only mattress, hislong legs stretched out in front
of him. The smoky light of the tallow candle cast flickering shadows across hisface.

As soon as held latched the door of the room behind Randal and himself, he'd stripped off his surcoat.
Like the surcoats worn by most knights, Walter's outer garment was blazed with his heradic device, the
same design that he bore on his shield. Water had chosen asimple pattern of the family colors of red and
gold, divided dong alinefrom hisright shoulder to hisleft hip, with agreen pinetreein the forefront.
After the surcoat, he removed his chain mail and his arming coat-the quilted tunic he wore undernegth the
mail. Now hewas dressed in just alight linen undertunic, amost as stained by sweat and travel as
Randal'swas.

He's been on the road for quite awhile, too, thought Randal, and Walter's next words confirmed his
guess.

"I'm heading for Tattinham," said Wdter. "I'll befighting in the tourney there."

Randa wasn't surprised. Even before heleft Doun to study wizardry, hed known that Walter would be
following the tournaments as soon as Lord Alyen would let him go. If Water had remained at Doun until
hisfather died, with no work of hisown, he could only have grown restless and possibly troublesome.
Sending him out to fight in the tournaments was dangerous, but in the long run kinder to everybody.
Such acourse wasn't uncommon. Randa himself might have done the sameif he hadn't chosen the path
to wizardry instead.

"Have you been on the road long?' Randa asked.

Walter nodded. "1 was knighted last year. At first | traveled with Sir Palamon, but now I'm on my own.
He paused, and fixed Randal with aknowing gaze. "But what I'm doing here doesn't matter. The
question, cousin, iswhat are you doing here?

Randa dropped the damp rag back into the bowl and shrugged. “It'salong story."

"I didn't think it'd be ashort one," said Walter dryly. "But | don't have anything else to do tonight. How
long have you been living like this?"

"Working my way?" asked Randd. "Since spring. | wasin Tarnsberg before that, studying wizardry.”

"| suppose that traveling magician what's his name took you there."

"Wizard," corrected Randd. "Madoc's awizard, not amagician. Yes, | left with Master Madoc.”
"That'swhat Father said,” Walter told him, smiling alittle. "Sir PAamon and Sir Lohan-now, those two
werein ararefit. They were saddled and bridled and ready to ride after you. The man-at-armswho'd
Seen you go but hadn't stopped you was quaking at the look on their faces.”



"Then what happened?’ Randa asked.

"Not much," said Wdlter. "Father cdled Sr Pdamon and Sir Lohan to him, and after he'd done talking
with them, they sent their mounts back to the stable and never spoke of you again.”

Madoc said hed told Lord Alyen, Randal remembered. It must have been an interesting conversation.
But Wdter's brief amusement had aready died away. "Y ou shouldn't have left without saying goodbyeto
me, at least. Y ou know | wouldn't have told anyone.”

Randa looked away from his cousin, and down at the bowl of water. "I didn't think you'd understand.”
Water didn't say anything. After amoment, aknock on the door broke the uncomfortable silence.
"That'll bethefood," Walter said, sounding relieved at the interruption. " Are you hungry?*

Randa nodded. Walter went to the door and opened it.

Outside lay awooden platter with ameat pie and aloaf of bread. A leather bottle of water rested on the
floor beside the platter.

Walter cut the piein half with his dagger and handed a portion to Randd. The young wizard bit into the
pastry and juicy beef, and felt thankful for the kitchen scraps he'd eaten earlier-without those to take the
edge off his appetite, hed have shamed himself before his cousin by tearing into his dinner like ahungry
animd.

"S0," said Walter, when dl the food was gone. "Tel me about Tarnsberg.”

Randal was slent for amoment. How could he describe the Scholato somebody who'd never studied
there? Wadter would never know an apprentice wizard's bitter frustration when a common charm refused
to work, or understand the heady joy that came from seeing adifficult spell turn out right at last.
"It'sacity on the western coadt,” said Randd findly, without looking up. "I studied magic there.”

"For three years?' Walter asked.

Randa nodded. He could sense his cousin looking a him, and Water's next question came as no
urprise.

"Can you show me some?"

"Y ou mean, do magic?'

"y es"

Randal shook hisheed. "I can't.”

"What do you mean, you can't? Didn't you learn anything in three years?'

"Morethan | wanted to,” said Randa. "I'll tell you al about it someday, but not now."

He gave aquick, involuntary shudder. Just the memory of the last time held worked magic-in Master
Laerg's demon-filled tower room, crowded with scaly horrors seeking to drink hisblood-" enough to
make his mouth go dry. He reached out for the leather bottle of water, and felt hiswrist caught in
Water's muscular grip.

Hedidn't resist as his cousin turned the hand, palm upward. "That's quite ascar,” said Walter, after afew
seconds. "How did you get it?"

"I grabbed the wrong end of asword.”

Water laughed. "Sureyou did. After dl of Sr Pdamon'straining! That'sagood one, Randy ... you
grabbed thewrongend of a..."

Then Randal saw his cousin's amusement start to fade as Walter got acloser look at the red, danting
.

"You're not joking, areyou?' said Walter quietly. "That's recent, too. Do you want to tell me about ..."
"No."

"Randa," said Walter, "whatever happened, youre till family. Isthere somebody I'm going to haveto kil
for this?"

"No," said Randd again. He pulled his hand away and closed hisfist to hide the scar. "He's dready
dead.”

Walter gave him along, consdering look. "I see. And what about you? Are you going somewhere, or are
you just drifting about?'

That, at least, Randa could answer. "I'm heading for Tattinham, and from there about a day'sjourney
into the mountains. There's someone | haveto find up there.”



"That's wonderful!" Walter seemed genuinely pleased. "We can travel together for afew days.”

Randd fingered the cut on his cheek and gave his cousin adoubtful glance. "Will you be going with those
... with the others?'

"Why, yes, | suppose | will. Safety in numbers ... oh, | see your problem.” Walter frowned. "WEell have
to tel them you're my squire. They'll never suspect you were the boy they beat up in the dark.”
"Probably not," said Randd.

Besides, he thought, Reginald and al hisfriends put together probably aren't smart enough to make a
guesslikethat.

"But | won't lie about mysdlf,” hetold hiscousin. "I'm ajourneyman wizard; even if | can't work magic, a
wizard doesn't spesk anything but the truth.”

"I'm not asking you to lie about anything,” said Walter, alittle siffly. "After dl, cousin, I'll be giving my
word on thisaswell. Y ou'll be wearing my colors, riding my spare horse, helping me arm and seeing to
my needs-which meansyou'l beasquirein truth-if you haven't forgotten how."

"l remember,” said Randa with asigh.

"Fine" said Wdlter. He blew out the candle, leaving the room dark except for ascrap of moonlight
dipping through achink in the shutters. "Then good night, and wake mein the morning.”

The roogter in theinn yard started crowing before the sun rose. Randa got up in the pale gray light of
false dawn and dressed himsdlf in his cousin's spare surcoat, and then awakened Walter just asthe sun
came up.

"Well, sguire," said Walter as he belted on his sword, "we're off for the road.” He smiled at Randal. "I tell
you, it'sgood to have afamiliar face besde meagain.”

"Let'shopeit'snot too familiar,” said Randal. "Sir Reginad won't be pleased with you if he recognizes
me"

"Leave Sr Regindd to me," said Walter. "Just do your work and stay out of hisway."

But in spite of Randd's fears, none of the knights who gathered in the common room downdtairs-Sir
Philip, Sir Louis, or Sir Reginad-gave any sgn of recognizing him.

By daylight, the three looked ordinary enough, nothing like the shadowy figureswho had knocked him
about the night before. Sir Philip, the youngest of the three, had alook of reckless enthusiasm about him.
All action, judged Randd, and no thought.

Sir Louiswasthe oldest, round-faced and heavyset; by the time he reached middle age, he would be fat.
Sr Regindd, who'd started the ugly sport, wasthetallest and strongest. In afair fight, Randa thought, he
might come close to being amatch for Walter.

None of the knights paid any attention to Randa's cut cheek or to the bruises dong hisjawbone. Instead,
they greeted Wadter and ignored Randd asquire, like any servant, was just apart of the landscape.

All five members of the little party soon mounted and rode into the early morning. The sun shone out of a
clear summer sky, drying the dew from the grass and from the damp brown dirt of the narrow road. In
thefoothills of the eastern mountains, however, the air never grew too warm for comfort. A cool breeze
blew down from the high ground, ruffling the hair of the riders and making astirring sound among the
trees.

Randa hadn't ridden on horseback for over three years. Hed left Castle Doun on foot, and had traveled
on foot ever snce. He knew that he couldn't have handled the big, heavily muscled warhorse that his
cousin Walter rode.

Fortunately, Walter's other horse was a pafrey-asmaller, gentler-tempered animal, trained for endurance
and smoothness of gait, not for going into battle. Randal found that what his mind had forgotten about
good horsemanship learned in boyhood, his body remembered. He soon accustomed himsdlf to the
pafrey's ambling pace, and settled back to enjoy apleasant morning'sride.

Hetold himsdlf that the sun was bright, that his cousin's company was awel come surprise, that by
traveling on horseback he was certain to reach Ba pesh-and his own magic-that much sooner.

After awhile Walter dropped back from the company of the other three knights and rode beside him.
"You're awfully quiet thismorning," Water said after afew minutes. "'Is something wrong? It's abeautiful

day”



"I know," said Randd. "It'sjugt-I can't explain.”

Water gave him acuriouslook. ™Y ou've been saying that alot recently."”

Randal shrugged. "Life's more complicated than | used to think it was."

"Something ese you learned in Tarnsberg?' The half-teasing question hit harder than Walter had
probably intended. Randal thought of Laerg, who had looked like every apprentice'sided of a master
wizard, but who had nearly brought down the entire Scholawith his wickedness.

Helooked over at hiscousin. "Yes," he said, without smiling. "Y ou could say | learned it there."

Walter gave up trying to jolly him out of hisbad humor after that. Shortly after noon, the party overtook a
solitary knight also heading toward Tattinham. When they had drawn close enough to see the device
emblazoned on the rider's shield, Walter spurred his warhorse forward with ashout.

"Halo, Sr Guillaume!™

The other knight halted and turned toward the outcry.

"Well met, Sr Walter!" he shouted.

He galloped back along theroad to join the little group. There, Walter introduced the newcomer to the
other knights.

"Thisis Sir Guillaume of Hernefeld, whom | think some of you aready know by reputation. I've seen him
fight, and have fought by hissde, and can tell you that heis both valiant and courteous.”

Sir Guillaume was ayoung knight, about Walter's age, with dark hair and athick moustache.

He bowed from the saddle to Sir Reginad and his companions. "It's good to meet friends on the road at
last-1'd begun to fear that | wasthe only fellow going to atournament in this forsaken region.”

The day wore on. About midafternoon, the road began along downhill dope toward aline of treesthat
snaked from horizon to horizon acrosstheir path.

"Lubac River," said Sir Reginad, pointing at aglimmer of water among the trees.

By daylight, among friends of his own rank, the young knight seemed a pleasant fellow-but Randa hadn't
forgotten the man's arrogant tone and hard fist in the dark of theinn yard. "I'm told theresaford here,"
the knight continued, "and an inn aout two hours beyond.”

All the riders urged their horsesforward, Randal aong with therest. The knights arrived in agroup &t the
water's edge, where dender poplars grew aong the riverbank, and ashallow spot in the river alowed
men or cartsto go across. Here at the ford, the river was broad and moved dowly, but Randa could
hear the rushing noise of white water, and saw that alittle farther downstream, the river broke into foam
asit passed over unseen rocks.

Sir Philip urged his horse into the clear blue water to scout the way to the other side. The ford was
shdlow-the water didn't even dampen the knight's stirrups as he rode across. On the opposite bank he
halted, looked at the ground, and then swung down from hishorseto look closer.

Then he stood, faced the others, and gestured for them to hurry.

The other knights put spursto their horses, and came charging across the river. At the top of the bank,
Walter caled out, "What have you got, Sir Philip?!

"A rare mystery,” the knight replied, "and a chance for some sport.” He pointed at the road. "What do
you make of those marks?"

Water scanned the ground with a hunter's keen and experienced eye. Randa could remember him
looking over the tracks of deer and wild boar in much the same way during their boyhood together at
Castle Doun. "Therewas afight here," he said. "Not more than aday ago. Three riders were attacked
from both sides by men on foot.”

The young knight pointed to where the grass at the sides of the road was broken and pressed down.
"See, theré's where the attackers lay in wait. And the tracks of the horses go thisfar along the road, and
no farther-but there they are again, leading off into the woods."

Randd, listening, didn't doubt that Walter was right. The journeyman wizard remembered the merchants
who'd ridden into the Basilisk from the direction of Cingestoun. The merchants had traveled on
horseback, and a man-at-arms accompanied them to help guard the pack train.

They'd |ft at dawn yesterday, heading for the market fair at Tattinham-but it looked asif they hadn't
gotten very far.



"So what do we do now?" asked Sir Reginald.

"Rideon?'

"And turn our backs on a chance for fame and glory?' asked Sir Philip. "Of course not!"

Sir Guillaume was more practical. "How many of them arethere?”

"No more than adozen," said Walter. "And they're on foot."

"Well, let'sgo looking," said Sir Guillaume. "But not for too long. I'd hate to be caught in the woods after
dark."

"If the next inn is no more than two hours down theroad,” said Walter, "well havetime.”

Guillaume nodded briskly. "Then let'sgo.”

Thelittle group of knightsturned their horses heads away from the road they had been following and
rodeinto the forest to their left. The knights strapped their shiddsto their ams and drew their swords,
riding forward as quietly asthey could.

The dark, sturdy oak trees surrounded them, and the branches arching overhead cast a degp shade,
making the forest even cooler in the cool day.

Randd shivered alittle. | don't like this place, he thought. He turned to his cousin. "Walter-" "What isit?'
-l cantexplan. ..

"Nothing," said Randdl.

They rode on. Before long, Randa heard noises ahead: raucous shouts and laughter, the ringing note of
an ax biting into alog, the crackling of abonfire. The knights were at the edge of a sizable encampment,
but till they had not been noticed or chalenged.

"Sounds like somebody's having a party,” Sir Louis observed in alow voice. "Don't they believein
kesping watch?'

A few moments later, Randal understood the reason for the lack of sentries. Between the close-set tree
trunks of the deep forest, he saw aclearing full of rough-looking men. Most of them were drinking froma
huge cask that stood near the center of the camp. Some of the men had aready falen adeep on the leafy
ground, and others sat Snging and joking around aroaring fire.

Randal spotted three horses tethered on the far side of the clearing. Two stood in the shadows, but
dappled sunlight shone on the third. He recognized it as belonging to one of the merchants who had |eft
the Basilisk in the clear light of the previous dawn. The horses kept moving about uneasily, made nervous
by something that hung from atree nearby. At first Randal couldn't make out the details of the hanging
object, but then it twisted in thewind and he saw the thing clearly.

It was the body of the merchants guard.

[11. Night a the Inn

RANDAL TURNED HIS head aside and shut his eyes. Nearby, he heard Sir Guillaume remark, "That
fellow must have given them sometrouble,” and Sir Reginad grunted in agreement.

Randal opened his eyes again. Now that he knew who to look for, he could see the merchants as well.
Thetwo men lay trussed up on the ground, stripped of their fine clothing and covered with dirt and
blood. A large bandit squatted beside them, poking at them with a knife and watching them wiggle.
"Lookslike acouple of captivesthere,” Sir Guillaume went on. "Maybe we can get areward by saving
them.”

Water spoke for thefirst time since they'd seen the camp in the clearing. "Reward or no reward, | can't
see any choice but to help them. Reginald, Louis, you two circle around on horseback and make sure
none of the banditstry to flee:" He paused, and then added as an afterthought, " Squire Randal, stay back
and keep my pafrey out of the fighting-she's no warhorse, and might panic. Philip and Guillaume, charge
when | give theword"

The young wizard felt hislack of magic keenly.

He could imagine casting panic among the outlaws with a sudden firebal or acrash of thunder, and
preventing loss of life on elther Sde. Instead, he had to hang back in the shadows while faint rustlings and
jinglings from the underbrush told him that Water and the other knights were working their way into

position.



Then Walter's deep voice shouted "Charge!™ and the knights burst out of the forest into the clearing. The
outlaws sprang to their feet and grabbed their weapons. Most of them had short swords or pole arms,
but afew had nothing more than knives and wooden clubs to use againgt the five armored and mounted
men.

Sir Philip, till eager for sport and glory, wasriding in the forefront of the charge. One of the outlaws
swung a haberd at the knight, taking him in the side. He fell from his horse and went down in the press of
men.

As Randd watched, his cousin Water sivung down from his horse and headed on foot toward the fallen
man. The young knight strode forward toward where his companion had falen, his shield held before
him, his sword cocked at the ready behind his back. Sir Guillaume joined him, standing on Walter's | ft,
therimsof their shieldsamost touching.

Their long bladesrose and fdll asthey cut their way toward Sir Philip.

The other two knights, Sir Reginald and Sir Louis, circled on horseback around the knot of bandits. The
mounted knights fought with sword in one hand and shidld in the other, guiding their horseswith their
knees. Whenever their blades flashed down, another of the banditsfell.

Sir Philip'sriderless charger broke out of the turmoail in the clearing and headed for the forest. Asthe
wild-eyed anima surged past Randd, the young wizard made a grab for the flying reins, caught them, and
steadied the beast. Then he rode far enough forward to catch up with the abandoned horses of Walter
and Sir Guillaume, and gathered thereins of al three chargers and the palfrey into his hands.

In spite of the danger, Randd found himsdf half-smiling as he restrained the skittish animas. | can't fight,
he thought, and | can't do magic, but | can at least manage to hold the horses.

When he looked back at the clearing, no one except the knights was standing. All around the camp,
bodies lay sprawled on the ground. Sir Reginald rode up to where Walter and Sir Louis knelt beside Sir
Philip. "Stupid fools"

Reginad said, with agesture at the dead men. "They should have scattered and waited for usin the
woods."

"It wouldn't have made any difference,” said Sir Philip from the ground. "Wed have beaten them
anyway." He coughed, and then rolled to the Side.

Walter and Sir Louis helped him get to hisfeet.

"Areyou hurt?' Sir Louis asked.

"A bruiseor two," Sir Philip replied.

"Nothing worse." He bent over with his hands on his knees, breathing heavily. "My chain mail stopped
mogt of it."

Sir Philip straightened, and then walked over to one of the bodies that lay sprawled on the ground
nearby. He turned the body over with the toe of one boot. Randa recognized the outlaw who had been
tormenting the merchants.

"Hepadfor hisfolly," wasdl theknight said.

Walter went to the two bound men on the ground, while the other knights began to search the camp.
Randd stayed where he was on the edge of the clearing, till holding the horses.

Dead men littered the ground. Randal looked up toward the sky. Like everything else over the past few
days, the smdl, brutal skirmish in the woods only served to bring home to Randa how wide the gap had
grown between himsdlf and the life he had once known-the life he had given up for his pursuit of magic.
Once he might havefdt, like Sir Philip, that the outlaws had gotten what they deserved. But nothing was
that smple anymore. Even from where he sood, holding the knights' horses, he could see that most of
the dead men were shabbily clad, and many were gaunt from hunger.

They never had achance, he thought, not againgt knightsin armor.

He shook his head.

If you'd come thisway aone, he reminded himsalf, you'd probably be dead yoursalf by now. Y ou aren't
going to see Walter wasting tears on agang of bandits.

In fact, Wdter was untying the captured merchants and offering them water. The two werein bad shape,
but till dive-possibly the bandits had thought that they were worth some kind of ransom.



Meanwhile, Sr Reginald and Sir Louis came up with aheavy chest between them.

"Thisisal therobbershad," Sir Regindd said. "Timeto be going.”

"No," said Walter. He gave a glance toward the hanging corpse of the merchants guard.

"There's one more thing we have to take care of first."

"We can't afford thetimeto dig agrave," said Sir Reginald. "Not if we want to reach theinn before
dark."

"We can spare amoment for an honest man'slast need,” said Water firmly, and Sr Reginad fell silent.
Asit turned out, the grave was mostly dug by Randa, since the use of toolslike shovel s was benegth the
gtation of knights when a squire was available for the work. After the burid, the knights set out again for
theinn that Sir Regindd had heard was nearby.

By the time the group of knights reached the road, the sun had traveled more than halfway down to the
horizon. Sir Regindd frowned at the western sky. "WEell be riding hard to reach the inn, thanksto you,"
he said to Walter. "There's no safety out Sde of wallsin these parts.”

Water merely looked amused. "Then hard riding it shall be," he said. With that he urged hishorseinto a
canter, and soon dl the group, including the wounded merchants, were riding fast down the highway.

In spite of the pace Walter s, it was nearly nightfal by the time they reached the Headless Man, theinn
on the Tattinham road that wastheir god, and Sir Regindd wasin afoul humor.

The group swept into the courtyard of the inn and dismounted.

Sr Regindd flung thereins of his charger to Randd. "Make yoursdf useful,” he said in aharsh tone.
"Take care of the horses."

I've heard that speech before, thought Randal, but he said nothing as he led the high-spirited warhorse
away to the stable.

Seeing to the animals needs kept him occupied for sometime.

At least we should have good company tonight, he thought, Judging by the number of horsesin the sdls.
Y et later, when the journeyman wizard entered the common room of the inn, he saw only one guest
besides the group of knights and the two merchants they had freed from the bandits.

Strange, thought Randal, for an inn this near atown to have so few guests. And where did dl the horses
comefrom?

Stll, the place seemed pleasant enough. A fire burned in the hearth, and the dinner was hot and plentiful;
meet pies and roast pork, with cider and alein abundance. The landlord, afat, jolly man eager to please
his noble-born guests, beamed cordially at everybody, including Randa, but the young wizard, for dl that
he had been close to starving the day before, found himself lacking in appetite. He Spped at a mug of hot
cider, listened to Sir Philip and Sir Louis arguing about fa conry, and thought about the puzzle presented
by aninnwith afull stable and so few guests.

After dinner the guests went upstairs to bed. The rooms were larger than the ones back at the Basilisk,
had cotsinstead of pdlets on the floor, and the paneling on the walls was of shiny, dark wood. Randal
had lived over a carpenter's shop in Tarnsberg, and had learned enough about woodworking to know
that the fine, polished wood was only a parchment-thin layer covering the cheap boards undernesth.
Thereis dways something hidden under the surface, he thought. 1sn't anything ever what it seemsto be?
Walter stretched out on one of the cotswith asigh of exhaustion. "Well spend tonight in comfort, at
leedt.”

"I hope s0," said Randal. He checked to make certain the door was shut, and then turned to face his
cousin. "Walter, theré's something funny about this place.”

Walter looked at him. "What do you mean, ‘funny' "?

Randd tried to put his suspicionsinto words. "Have you seen the stable? It's full, Walter-by thetime | got
through stabling our horses, there wasn't an empty stal left. So where are the other guests? We only saw
one”

"Maybe he'sahorse trader,” said Walter.

"They go to the market fairs, especially when thereés atourney in the offing.”

"Maybe" said Randd. "But il ..."

"If it makes you fed better,” Walter said, "we can take turns staying awake dl night. I'll stand thefirst



waich."

Randd lay down fully clothed, but deep duded him for along time. He hadn't been aware that heldd
drifted off until Walter was shaking him awake.

"It'smidnight. Y our turn."

Randal got up and stretched.

"Take the watch until moonset,” Walter told him, "then I'll take it to dawn. Do you want my sword?"
"No," said Randd. "l sworethat | would never use aknightly weapon again, regardless of the need.”
Evenin the moonlight, Randal could seethe disbelief on Walter'sface.

"That wasastupid thing to do,” said hiscousinflatly.

"| didn't haveachoice" Randd told him. ™Y ou can't be awizard and fight with sted.”

Walter shook hishead. "'l can't seethat being awizard's done you much good so far," he said. "Still, if
you swore, there's no room for question. A man who breaks hisword isnothing.”

Helay down on the cot. "Wake meif theréstrouble,”" he said, and closed his eyes. Soon he was snoring
gently, with the long sword lying on the floor closeto his hand.

The night wore on. A patch of moonlight came through a chink in the window. Randal watched it move
across the floor and up onto thewall.

When it'sgone, he thought, I can go back to deep. But then, he heard something out in the passage: a
metdlic clink, like two keys knocking together. He would have thought nothing of it, except thet it
seemed to him that somebody gtifled the noise. Someone sneaking around? he wondered.

A thief, maybe?

He went to the door and unlocked it, then opened it a crack. Outside, he saw nothing but blackness. He
hesitated, wondering if he should wake his cousin, then stepped out into the hall. There, the darknesswas
so thick it could dmost be fdt. He turned to theright, and felt hisway forward, keeping hishand on the
wall. He came to a door-the room where one of the merchants was staying-felt for the latch, and lifted it.
Not locked, he thought. Strange.

He pushed the door gar. The shutters were open, alowing moonlight to flood the room. After the dark
of thehdll, Randa blinked at the sudden brightness. He looked at the room. The man who dept therelay
entirely too till. In the moonlight, Randal could see astrangling cord buried in his neck.

Randd turned and stumbled out of the room. The door to Sir Louiss room, directly acrossthe hall, fell
under hishand. Moonlight lit thisroom aswell. But the deeper did not stir. Blood ran from ahuge gash
on the knight's forehead.

Randal turned back into the hall, and rushed to ward the room he had shared with Walter. The door to
the room was open athough Randa was sure he had closed it behind him. He dashed toward the room,
and saw, through the door, the host of the inn standing above the deeping knight, aclub in hisupraised
hand.

"Walter!" Randa shouted.

The club came down. At the last moment, Walter rolled aside-and the club smashed into the pillow
where his head had lain. Walter rolled to hisfeet with three feet of naked stedl protruding from hisright
fist. Randal had never seen anyone draw a blade that fast.

The man with the club turned to face the knight, and again the bludgeon smashed down. Walter blocked
the blow with his sword, and then swung. The man crumpled.

Randd turned in time to see another man coming up behind him, lunging with aknife. The young wizard
Sdestepped, and caught the arm asiit came past him.

He pulled the man forward into the room, where Walter waited.

"They'rekilling everyone!" Randd shouted.

"Bandits! hisWalter pushed past his squire into the hall. He went up one side of the passageway and
down the other, pounding on the doors with the pomme of his sword.

"Upand arm!™ he shouted. "Outlaws are upon us!"

It was only too true. Armed men were coming up the stairs at each end of the passageway-at least a
dozen of them-some with knives, some with swords, some with clubs. One or two on each side carried
lighted torches.



By theflickering red light, Randa saw that the surge of men would soon overcome Walter.

Magic, whispered the voice of temptation in hisear. A spdll, or weredl dead.

Just asfirmly, he pushed theideaaway.

Walter isright. If | break my word, I'm nothing.

Randd's cousin thrust with the point of his sword, and aman in the front rank of the banditsfell, knocking
into one of the torchbearers behind him. The brand, knocked from the second man's hand, fell to the
floor, whereit rolled up againg the thin paneling of theinside wall.

But Walter was getting pushed back, step by step.

In the narrow confines of the hall, he couldn't fight with the great swinging arcsthat a broadsword
required.

He was thrugting with the point of the blade, and blocking with the edge, but Randa knew that he would
soon be surrounded.

Just then, the door acrossthe hall from Randd's room swung open. Sir Reginald looked out, still wearing
his nightshirt, but with his sword in hand. "What in the name of thunder-" he began.

Then he saw the press of men crowding up the stairs and into the hal. Without hesitation, he stepped out
of the doorway and took his place behind Walter.

Together, the two of them were better off, but still the Situation was desperate. Then Sir Philip wasthere,
sword bared. The third knight had taken the timeto dip hismail coat over hishead before joining the
fray. Now the three young knights were able to push back againgt their attackers.

Randa heard aloud crackling sound starting to rise above the noise of the combat. Flames from the
falen torch had licked up the tinder-dry wood of the pandling, and had run into the thatched roof above.
A red light played over the mass of fighting men, and acrid smoke billowed forth from the burning thaich.
Then, inthe midst of the smoke and glare, the outlaws made afina charge. The weight of their bodies
pushed back the knights, and Randal was crushed against thewall. Hefell, and felt another body fall on
top of him. Squirming out from under the dead weight, he crawled to the nearest open door.

He stood ingde the room, coughing in the smoke, then made hisway to the open window. He climbed
out, and hung by his hands above the dirt of the courtyard. Then he dropped.

Rolling, he cameto hisfeet and looked around him. Sparks from the burning roof scattered acrossthe
sky. Some had fallen on the roof of the stable, and the building was dready starting to burn.

The horses ... thought Randal, and dashed for the stable, dodging from shadow to shadow as heran. He
opened the stable door and ran inside, then stopped. Red flames licked at the bottom of the roof, and the
horses were bucking and neighing in terror. Randal knew that their plunging hooves could kill amaninan
eyeblink-but without horses, the knightswould never get asfar as Tattinham even if they did win free of
theinn.

Better kicked in the head than burned or butchered, Ran da told himself. He opened the stdls and drove
out the maddened beasts, flattening himsdlf againgt the stable wall as they thundered past.

Now for the saddles.

Heforced himsdf farther ingde the burning building. The knights gear was sill where he had put it
earlier; helocated it mostly by fed in the thick smoke and lugged it over, piece by piece, to the nearest
window. Then he started heaving it out into the yard.

Theair in the stable grew hotter as he worked.

Smokefilled hislungs, and he had to pause from time to time to cough and gasp for breath.

Findly, Randa tossed the last piece of tack out the window onto the ground, and clambered after it.
Seconds later, the stable roof collapsed behind him with atremendous roar.

[V. Tatinham

RANDAL SCRAMBLED TO HISfeet and started dragging the saddles and other gear beyond the
reach of the flames. Out in the inn yard, the black night had turned red with the light from the twin fires of
inn and barn. Shadowy figures of outlaws passed in front of the doors and lower windows of the
HeadlessMan, illuminated by the flames. Panicky horses swirled and plunged around the yard. Then out
of theinn'smain door came four men close together, standing in stark outline againgt the orange fire that



shone from the burning building.

From where he stood in the shadows, Randal saw that the four knights were il in danger of being
overpowered. He looked at the yard full of horses. Ashe'd expected, the knights chargers could be
eadly picked out from the rest by their size and quality, and by their lack of fear now that they were out
of the burning stable. The noise and the smdll of fighting, by themsalves, had little power to frighten
creatures bred and trained for war.

Just the same, Randal thought, as he struggled to put saddle and bridle on his cousin's charger, | wish |
could use acaming spdll right now. | don't need to get my ribskicked in this close to finding Master

Ba pesh and getting my magic back.

One by one, he saddled and bridled the other horses.

Over by thedoor of the burning inn, the four knightswere il fighting. Gathering up thereins of the
warhorses, Randd swung onto his palfrey. Right through the band of outlaws he rode, sending them
dodging in dl directions asthe great horses threatened to trample them into the dirt of the yard.

"Mount up! he shouted over the noise of the fighting. "Mount up!™

Walter looked around and up at the sound of Randal's voice. "Well done!" the knight exclaimed,
mounting his charger as he spoke. "I feared you were dead in the fighting upstairs.”

Randa had no time to answer. The other knights had mounted their horses aswell, and now they turned
asagroup and charged the outlaws till remaining in the yard.

Againgt men on foot, a knight on horseback was close to invincible. Even though they were not
completely armed or armored, the four knights scattered the men before them. Soon the gray light of
dawn came through the smoke, and reveaded Walter and his companions to be the sole possessors of the
fidd.

"Nothing left here" Sir Philip said, poking at the charred rubble of theinn. *And no sign of Louis" "He's
dead," said Randd. "Theinnkeeper killed him-or the banditsdid.”

"Not much difference between thetwo,” said Sir Philip. The young knight looked at the ruins of inn and
gable. "Wdll, at least Louis has been avenged.”

"Not that it'sdoing him any good,” Sir Reginald snapped. "Or us, either. Welost everything but our skins
inthet fire"

"Not quite," said Wadlter. "We have our horses, thanksto my squire, and whatever € se was left with them
inthe stable.”

Sir Guillaume strode up in timeto overhear Sir Regindd's complaint. He looked pleased with him sdf in
Spite of the Situation. "And thanks to me, we have our armor-I had achanceto tossdl of it out the
upstairswindows. We may smell of smoke for afew days, but we can il fight at Tattinham.”

"Then we don't have anything to worry about," said Wadlter. "Whatever elseislogt, we can replace with
the help of our winnings™"

The four knights put on their armor, and then rode out into the pale dawn, leaving behind most of their
finery-and agood dedl of their money aswell-in the ashes of theinn.

The next day, they reached Tattinham just as the sun was setting. Tattinham wasawalled town, not as
large as Tarnsberg, the port city on the western seawhere Randal had attended the School of Wiz ardry,
but certainly severd timeslarger than Doun, the village bel ow the castle where Randal and WAl ter had
spent their younger days.

Thetourney fidd itsdf lay outsde the walls of the town. There the companions went their separate ways
amid the scores of tents and pavilions put up by the knightsfighting in the next day's tournament. Walter's
pavilion had been in the stable of the Headless Man, dong with his saddle and other gear; it smelled
heavily of smoke, as Sir Guillaume had predicted, but otherwise had come to no harm.

Like agood squire, Randa set up the pavilion and started asmall campfire. Sir Guillaume, meanwhile, set
up hisown tent near the spot Walter had chosen. Sir Reginald and Sir Philip had gone to camp
elsewhere, at which Randal was quietly pleased, theloss of their friend Sir Louis had not sweetened
Regindd'stemper, and if he ever did connect Walter's squire with the stableboy back at the Basilisk, he
might decide to chalenge Water then and there.

Night was settling fast over the campground. Lanterns and torches and dozens of cooking fires sparkled



gar-like on the hillsde. From somewhere far off, Randa could hear abalad being sung, its melody
drifting over the sounds of men and horses preparing for the night. Fedling weary but content, he began to
cook supper for himself and his cousin. Walter, meanwhile, had stripped off his surcoat and armor. He
sat beside Randa at thefire, wearing only his quilted arming coat, whetstone in hand, and his bare sword
across hisknees.

Then Walter's horses snorted. Walter was on hisfeet in an instant, facing out into the night with hissword
ready before him. In the dark, nearby, an unseen hand stroked a chord on alute, and an ato voice sang:
"l could have married the king's third son, And he would have married me, But | forsook acrown of gold
Andit'sdl for the sake of thee."

Randd felt athrill of recognition. | know that voice, he thought. But | never expected to hear it so far
from Tarnsberg. "Lys" hecdled. "Isthat you?'

"Meand no other," said the voice, and the lute player stepped forward into the circle of firdight.

In spite of her name, the newcomer wore aboy's tunic and hose. Her disguise had never fooled Randal,
and didn't seem to befooling Walter, ether, the young knight had lowered his sword and was Sitting
down again with an amused expresson. The dim, dightly built girl could well be taken for aboy by the
unobservant, which gave her asmall amount of protection on the dangerous roads of Brecelande.

She gave Randa aquick hug, and then stepped back. "I'm glad to see you made it thisfar in one piece,”
shesad. "What happened to your face?'

"Nothing serious," said Randd. "And it's good to see you, too-but what in the world are you doing here?
Thelast time | saw you, it looked like you were planning to stay in Tarnsberg until the searose and the
mountainsfel.”

"What am | doing here?' echoed Lys. She sat down cross-legged on the ground beside the campfire.
"I'm looking for you, that'swhat I'm doing and | gave up agood job singing for my supper at the
Gryphon Tavern in Tarnsberg to do it, too, so you'd better be grateful .”

Randal looked at her suspicioudy. "Thiswasn't Master Madoc's idea, wasit?!

"Asamatter of fact," sad Lys, "it was."

She plucked at the strings of the Iute, alingering chord that hung in the night air like aquestion. "1t was
strange, too ... he came into the Gryphon aday or so after you'd left, and told me to pack up and come
along. Hewouldn't say why, either just that | had to meet you here before you started up into the
mountains”

She shook her head a the memory. "Wetraveled fast, let metell you. My feet are ill sore-and | thought
| was used to life on the road!™

"IsMadoc herein camp now?' Randa asked hopefully. It had been over four months since he'd last seen
the master wizard who'd given him hisfirgt glimpse of the wonders of magic.

"No," Lyssad. "I've been in town for amonth aready, waiting for you. He headed on north.”

Randd's spiritsfell. "Oh, well," he said after amoment. "He's not the sort to stay in one place very long. |
wonder, sometimes, how he managed to stick around Tarnsberg long enough to make it through his
aoprenticeship.”

All thiswhile, Wdter had been ligtening to the conversation with alook of mild amusement. Now he
spokefor thefirst time. "Aren't you going to introduce the fair damsel ?'

Randd fdt hischeeksredden. "ThisisLys," hesad. "Sheisof Occitania, and atruefriend.” He paused,
and added, "I owe my lifeto her friendship.”

Walter rose and bowed. "Then I'm in your debt aswell, Demoisdlle Lys, snce Randa ismy cousin. I'm
Sir Walter of Doun.” The knight sat down again, and said, "A friend of Randa'sfrom Tarnsberg, are
you? Can you do magic?'

"Nomagic," Lysreplied. "But alittle of everything ése. I've been everything from actressto acrobeat in
my time, though mostly | make my way with song."

Walter turned to Randd, and said, laughing, "I think al Tarnsberg folk must be half-mad. | find you, heir
to abarony, wandering the land and mucking out stablesto earn your keep-and now here'salady of the
Southlands, singing for hers"

Walter went back to sharpening his sword. Without looking up from histask, he asked, "Will you be



attending the tourney tomorrow, Demoisdle Lys?!

"I don't know," she said. She glanced over a Randd. "How long are you staying in Tattinham?"

"I'm hereasmy cousin'ssquire,” hetold her. "'l can't leave until thefighting'sover.”

"Then I'll be staying aswell," she said. She stood and dung the lute by its strap over her shoulder. "But |
haveto leave you for now-therésan inn full of travelersin Tattinham who've been promised music with
their supper.”

After shed left, Walter looked acrossthe campfire at Randa. "A gdlant damsd.”

"Yes" said Randd. "Sheis”

Walter looked at him a second longer in silence, and then said, " She knows what happened in Tarnsberg,
doesn't she?'

Randd dropped his gaze to the little tongues of red flame running through the cods of the campfire. He
remembered Master Laerg's tower room at the Schola, and the demon that had tried to lap up the blood
running from his sword-dashed hand. If Lys hadn't brought Master Madoc to his aid, the demons would
have taken him, blood and all.

"Sheknows," he said to Walter. "She wasthere." His cousin put aside the whetstone he'd been using,
and looked down the blade of his sword, turning the blade thisway and that to check for nicks and dull
gpots. The newly sharpened edges gleamed in thefirdight.

"If sheknowsall about it,” Wdter said a last, "can't you trust me with at least apart of the story?'

Randd sighed. His cousin had hel ped him without pressing for more information than he waswilling to
give-he supposed he did owe Walter therest of thetae.

"I was at the Scholain Tarnsberg,” he began. "Learning magic. | wasn't very good at first, but | scraped
through the classes and found a master wizard who took me on as his apprentice.”

"Madoc again?' asked Walter.

"No," said Randa. "l wish it had been ... the master who taught me was aman called Laerg. He was
good at hiswork-1 learned alot from him, and | learned it fast. But it turned out that Laerg had plans of
his own. He wanted to take control of the kingdom, and he'd bargained with demons for the power to do
it

Randa paused and poked at the fire with a splinter of wood before going on. "L aerg had promised the
demonsthe blood of awizard in return for their help. My blood, asit turned out.”

"You look likeyouve dtill got most of it," observed Walter. "Isthat when you cut your hand?"

"Yes," said Randal. "He had asword. Not for aweapon-whatever he was planning to do, he wastoo
much of awizard for that-but asamagical symbol of the spell he was working to cal the demon princes
and control them. But | killed him withiit, instead.”

Water |looked pleased. "Good for you, cousin.”

"The Regents of the Scholadidn't agree with you," said Randd, with acrooked smile. "Asawizard, even
an gpprentice, 1'd forsworn the use of any knightly weapon. So the Regents patted me on the back with
one hand and dapped me hard with the other. First they passed me out of my apprenticeship and made
me a journeyman wizard, and then they made me swear not to use any magic at dl until | got permission.”
"If that'swhy you've been deeping in stables and letting yourself get beaten up by the likes of Sir
Reginad,” Walter told him, "then | say you ought to swallow your pride and come home until those
Regents of yourslift the ban."

"It'snot likethat," Randal said. "'l can't just wait around. | haveto find aparticular wizard, hisname's
Bapesh, and helivesin the mountains close to here-and ask hisleave to do magic again.”

Water snorted. "And if you get yoursdlf killed wandering around without either sword or spell to protect
you, isit not their fault? A fine set of people, these Regents, if you ask me."

Thetwo cousinsfinished their supper in silence, put out the cookfire, and went into the pavilion. Walter
rolled himself in his blankets and soon began to snore. Randd, for his part, lay awake awhile longer,
wondering why Master Madoc had wanted Lysto meet him in Tattinham. Hefell adeep, still mulling over
the possihilities ... and dreamed, and knew that he was dreaming.

He dreamed that he awoke and found the pavilion empty, his cousin's pallet folded up and his clothesand
armor missing. Judging by the daylight outside the pavilion, the hour was amost mid-morning; the tourney



would be starting soon.

Already, Randd could hear the high, yelping notes of trumpets and hunting horns summoning the
combatantsto thefield.

| overdept, he thought in the dream.

Walter isgoing to kill meif | don't find him before the fighting Sarts.

He dressed, pulling on the surcoat he wore as his cousin's squire, and hurried out into the camp. Likethe
pavilion, the camp seemed strangely empty.

A cold breeze stirred the banners and sent the walls of the pavilions billowing in and out, but Randal saw
no human movement anywhere. And no sound came from the camp except for the sighing of thewind.
Once again, the horns sounded from the direction of the tourney field.

Everybody must be over there aready, thought Randal, and started toward the noise.

When he reached the field, he saw that the tourney had amost begun. Knightsin armor strode about
making last-minute checks and adjustments to wegpons and armor, taking practice swings a the air to
loosen muscles stiffened by deep, arguing with squires and grooms about the state of their horses.
Ladiesin degant gowns clustered under an awning on one side of the field. Servants of dl sorts, wearing
the colors of ascore or more different knights and noblemen, ran about on amultitude of errands.
Heradsin bright tabards consulted their scrolls, conferred with each other in loud voices, and consulted
thar scrollsagain.

And dl of them-knight and lady, highborn and lowborn-were animas, though they walked like men.
Here aman took off his helmet and reveded the muzzle and fangs of agray wolf; there, alady turned in
Randd's direction, and he saw the pointed, vicious face of aweasd framed in her linen wimple.

| don't likethis, thought Randal.

"Walter!" he cdled doud. He began looking about for his cousin's pine-tree shidld. "Walter!" he cried
agan.

Then, through the crowd, he spotted his cousin'stall, armored form. Lyswaswith him, dressed as
Randa had never seen her, in the gown of afinelady. To Randd'srelief, they both still had their own
faces, though neither Walter nor Lys appeared to notice that the knight with whom they were speaking
had the bristly snout and small, angry eyes of awild boar.

"Wadlter! Lys" Randa shouted the names asloudly as he could, and started running across the tourney
field toward his cousin and the girl. But neither one seemed to hear him;

instead, they nodded civilly at the boar knight and moved away deeper into the crowd of beadts, out of
Randa'ssght.

He ran after them, threading his way through the throng in the direction they had gone. Always, they
stayed just out of reach, never giving him more than aglimpse of Water'sginger hair or Lyss cap of
black curls before vanishing again. He called out to hisfriends again and again, but the voices of the
beast-men drowned his cries, and hisearswere full of their harsh, growling babble,

Then, suddenly, ahigh, human scream cut through the air, and the crowd before him parted. It was Lys
who had screamed; the [ute player stood motionless as astatue, and Randal's cousin lay beaten and
bleeding at her fedt.

V. Blood Sports

RANDAL CAME AWAKE with the sound of hisown outcry echoing in hisears.

Walter rolled to hisfeet, grasping his sword. He looked dertly around him.

Early sunlight filtered through the materid of the tent and shed apae gray light over hisfesatures. For a
moment, Randa seemed to see his cousin till covered with blood; then the last traces of the nightmare
faded.

Seeing no threat, Walter focused on Randd's face. "What in the name of heaven and earth are you yelling
about?"

Randa drew adeep breath. "I had adream.”

"Wdl, have aquieter one next time, will you?"

"I'm not joking, Walter. | had adream. Thistourney . . . theré's something wrong here. | saw it."



Walter looked at Randd with apuzzled expresson. "Y ou saw what?"

"Trouble," sad Randd. "Decet. They wered| animds. ..."

"What in the world are you babbling about?"

Randd clenched hisfigts. His scarred hand ached in the cold morning air. He forced himsdlf to spesk
dowly, in measured tones. "I'm talking about the future, Walter. It comes to me sometimes, in dreams.”
"Hold on aminute," said Walter, frowning. "Y ou said you couldn't do magic now."

"Thisisn't something | do," Randd told him wearily. "It's something that happensto me whether | want it
or not. Thistime-don't fight today, Walter. Something bad is going to happen. | know it."

"How do you know it, Randy? Y ou never used to go in for prophecies back at Doun.”

"I hadn't spent three years at the Scholathen, ether,” said Randd. "And | tell you, | saw you lying dead,
or the next thing to it. Don't go out on the field today-please.”

Walter shook hishead. "A finefool I'll look, won't I, when the heral ds announce that I'm not fighting
because my squire had abad dream.”

Randal looked at his cousin for amoment in slence. He couldn't tell whether Walter believed him or not.
But the stubborn expression on the young knight's face made it clear that further argument was usdess.
"Marshd'scdl!" came avoice from outsde the pavilion. "Marsha's call in one hour! All those who will
fight today must gather on thefield in one hour!”

The herad moved to another part of the camp, repeating his message as he went. Water wrapped his
quilted arming coat around him. "Help me, will you?| don't have much time."

Silently, Randal asssted his cousin with hisarmor.

Walter strapped on his sword and picked up hishelm and shield. He left the pavilion and strode in the
direction of the tourney field. Randal watched him go.

| tried, thought the young wizard. But the words gave him no comfort.

After awhile, heleft the now-empty camp and made hisway down to thefield. The day was warm, and
the bright sunlight glittered off the stedl of the knights' armor and wegpons. Banners and surcoats made
vivid splashes of color between the blue sky overhead and the green turf underfoot.

Randa 1ooked about, half expecting to see the anima faces from his dream. His cousin was nowherein
sght; instead, he found Lys standing on the siddlines of the field near the spot where Walter had planted
his banner. A cold shiver went through Randal at the sight-she wore the same blue gown that shed worn
in hisdream.

He saw her start to frown as he approached.

"What'swrong?' she asked as soon as he came within earshot. "Y ou look dreadful this morning.”

"l had adream,” he said.

Lyspaled alittle a hiswords. Her reaction didn't surprise him. The lute player remembered the last time
such adream had come to him. He had nearly died, and Master Laerg had nearly destroyed the School
of Wizardry. So now she wet her lipsand asked in alow voice, "What did you see?'

Hetold her. Shelooked around, asif expecting the men and women standing near them to turn to beasts
on the spot, and then said, "What about your cousin? Didn't you warn him?”

"Of course | warned him," said Randd. "But do you have any idea how stubborn Walter is? | might as
well have been talking to mysdlf.”

"So what are you going to do?"

Randa shrugged. "Without my magic, what can | do except hope that thistime I'm wrong?”

As he spoke, a cava cade of mounted men thundered onto the field, armed and armored, their banners
waving.

A herdd addressed the new arrivas. "Duke Thibault, are you and your vassals fighting today ?*

"Not today," said the leader of the group. "We've come to watch the sport, nothing more.”

"I don't likethis" said Randd, under hisbreath. "1 don't know what's wrong, but | dont likeit."
"Neither do1," said Lys, "especidly after what you just told me. Wait, what's that happening?’

Two knights had gone into amarked-off section of the field, and Started cutting and dashing a one
another with broadswords.

"They're beginning the tourney with Sngle combats," said Randd. "Those two will fight until one of them



yidds"

Lysfrowned. "Fight about what?'

"Nothing in particular, most of thetime," avoice cut in before Randal could answer. Sir Guillaume,
wearing hisarmor but not his shild and hemet, strolled over to join the two younger people. The knight
went on, "Sometimes one man or the other will have area grievance. But usudly they just fight for the
practice or for the honor of winning."

Even as Guillaume finished speaking, another voice carried to them across the field, loud and confident. "
chdlengeyou, Sr Water of Doun!"

"Oh, no," said Randd. "Not Srr Reginad.”

Guillaumelooked puzzled. "What's wrong with him?'

Randa chose hiswords carefully. "He beat a stableboy a couple of nights ago, and Walter made him
stop. He's probably till nursing agrudge.™

AsRanda watched, Walter and Sir Reginad went out onto the field. The marshal cried out, "My lords,
do honor to the duke our patron,” and the two knights flourished their swords toward the castle that rose
in the distance above the trees.

"Timewas," sad Sir Guillaume, "that marshasin Brecelande would begin about by caling for honor to
theKing."

"Do you remember those days?' asked Lys.

No king had ruled in Brecelande since the High King had died and hisinfant daughter had vanished years
before.

"Oh, no." Guillaume laughed. "Do | look that old?1 heard the tale from my father."

The marsha cried out, Do honor to your noble opponent.”

The two knights saluted each other by gtriking their swords againgt their shieldswith aringing blow.
"Then for honor and glory, lay on!" the marshd cried.

For amoment, neither man moved. Then Randal, watching, heard Lys gasp as Walter dipped hisshield
off hisleft arm and tossed it away onto the grass.

"Nice," murmured Sir Guillaume in an gppreciative tone as Walter gripped his sword in both hands, with
the blade held at the verticd infront of him. "Very nice."

"I don't undergtand,” said Lys. "Why did he throw away the shidld?"

"He's using the sword two-handed, like agrestsword,” said Sir Guillaume. "That puts more stirength into
his blows, and allows him to attack from more directions. But it's risky--the blade has to be both sword
and shield at once-and only aman confident of his own skill would choose to fight that way in achallenge
Sir Guillaume sounded admiring, but the knight's words only served to renew Randd's fedlings of coming
doom.

Walter'sfighting like that to show the whole world what he thinks of Sir Reginad, the young wizard
redized.

If the stableboy Reginald was roughing up hadn't been me, Water might have just fought him
sword-and-shield and been content. But no, he'sdecided to rub it in...

Out on thefield, the two knights circled, keeping their distance. Then Reginad stepped forward and cut
at Walter's helmet with an overhead blow.

"Itsdl amatter of style" Sir Guillaume explained further. His eyeswere intent on thefidd. "Walter
carries ahand-and-a-half sword-it'slonger and heavier than Sir Reginald's broadsword, but not so long
and heavy that it can't dso be used one-handed by someone strong enough.”

"Andishe?' asked Lys. "Strong enough, | mean.

Randa thought back to the fight against the bandits and how Walter had siwung that sword with one
hand, the long blade arcing through the air in astedly blur.

"Yes" hesad. "Walter is strong enough.”

Meanwhile, Walter had blocked Reginad'sfirst blow easily, but the attack had been nothing more than a
feint. Now Reginad's blade dropped and became a cut aimed at Walter'srib cage.

But Randal's cousin pushed his own blade over and down to block the blow. The swords met, Ssnging,



and then sprung apart.
Water swung into ashield-sde attack on Regindd'sleg. Regindd pivoted his shieddd downward and

blocked, but Walter used the speed of the rebound to come around in ablinding half-circle toward
Reginad's hem on the sword side.

Reginad stepped back and blocked with his own blade, but the superior length and weight of Walter's
sword told againgt him. The strength of the two-handed blow forced the other blade downward to ring
agang Sr Regindd'shelm.

Reginad opened his shield away from his body to punch the metal rim against Walter's armored chest.
But Water pivoted with the swinging shield, and swung his blade with al the strength in his shoulders,
twisting his body to add the power of his hipsto the edge of his sword.

The blow took Sir Reginald in the back of the helm as he stepped forward. Reginald stumbled, hislunge
turning into afdl, and lay face down on thefield.

Stll holding his sword with hisleft hand, Walter reached down, pulled on Sir Regindd's shoulder, and
turned him onto his back. Then he placed the point of hissword & the eyedit in Sr Reginad's helm.
"Yiedyou, Sr knight.”

Sr Reginald's gauntleted hand relaxed, letting go of the hilt of hissword. "l yield.”

Sir Walter helped Sir Reginad to hisfeet. Then the two men walked to the colored ribbon that marked
the edge of the field, ducked under, and vanished amid the other knights, leaving the heralds to mark
down the results of the bout.

"That'sit?" Lysasked, in disbelief.

"It'smore than you seemto think," Sir Guillaume answered. "Sr Walter now owns Reginad'sarmsand
armor. If Reginald wants them after today, hell have to buy them back.”

A short whilelater, Wdter came over to join Randa and the others. The young knight carried his helmet
inthe crook of hisleft arm. Sweat ran down from his hair and |eft stresksin the dust on hisface.
"Water," he said hoarsely to Randal. " That was hot work out there."

Randd hurried to fill agoblet from one of the barrels of drinking water set up around the edges of the
field. Ashe handed the goblet to his cousin, he muttered, "Have you fought enough now?!

"No," said Wadter. He drained the goblet and held it out again. "1'm having agood time, and I'm doing
well. How lseam | going to get the practice that | need to fight well in war when it comes?”

"If it comes, you mean.”

Walter shook his head. "When."

The heralds began to cry the arming for the grand melee, when all the knights at the tourney would take
part in amock battle. Walter drank one final goblet of water, then mounted his horse and rode away to
jointhe others. Thistime hetook his shield.

The afternoon wore on. Shouts and sounds of passages-at-arms came across the field, and sometimes
two knightswould fight within sight, but for Randal and Lys, aone now that Sir Guillaume wasfighting
among the rest, the afternoon went dowly.

From time to time, one knight or another would escort a prisoner back from the field. Walter appeared
once, bringing a prisoner with him, and Randa asked him how it was going.

"Fair enough,” Walter replied. "I've captured this one, and two others. When they ransom their horses
and armor, I'll be ableto replace everything | lost in thefire.”

Suddenly, Randa noticed movement among the spectators on the field-Duke Thibault's troop was
mounting. "1've changed my mind," the duke called to the chief marshd as he and his men spurred their
horses onto thefied. "We tourney today!"

"That'snot far!" protested Lys. "Histroop isfresh, and everybody € se has been fighting sncethis
morning."”

"Who said anything was supposed to befair?' asked Randa bitterly. "I wasright. Thistourney isfull of
animds”

"I could havetold you that,” Walter responded with abrief laugh. "1've seen them before. Nothing that |
haven't handled before, either.”

Randal's cousin turned his horse and rode back into the melee. Not long after, Sir Guillaume came out of



the press, followed by Duke Thibaullt.

The young knight had been captured; he took off hishelm and chain mail and waited with the other
prisonersin the safety zone at the end of the field.

Then, asthe day grew older, Walter regppeared, leading another man's horse by the reins. His captive
was eadly recognized: Duke Thibault himsdlf.

Randd watched as Walter galloped the duke and himsdlf over the plain, fending off rescue attempts by
the duke's men along the way. Randal could see that Walter had the duke's sword tucked into hisown
belt. Walter swung down from hishorse, asdid the duke. A crowd of knights pressed around them.
Severa men shouted at once, and the crowd surged back. Randal started forward, knowing with acold
certainty that he was going to see his cousin Water lying sill on the ground. Asin hisdream, but far
worse-the blood welled out of the back of Walter's right shoulder, painting his surcoat a dark and ugly
red.

| tried to warn him, thought Randdl. Already he was running acrossthe field, with Lys close behind him.
| tried ... what am | going to do now?

"What happened?' he demanded as he sank down to his knees beside his cousin and struggled to
remove Walter'shem.

"Somebody hit him from behind with amace." Randa recognized the voice of Sir Guillaume.

Without bothering to look around, he asked, "Did you see who did this?'

"No. Just themace." Sir Guillaume paused amoment. "But | saw Sir Reginald nearby when it happened.”
Randd lifted his cousin's heavy stedd helm free and laid it asde. Walter'sface looked gray and clammy,
and hislipswere blue.

"Weneed aheder,” Randa said. "Lys?'

"I'll find one," she promised, and ran off.

Randa sat back on his heels and looked about for help in carrying his cousin back to his pavilion.

Duke Thibault was nowhere in sght-it appeared that Walter's noble prisoner had used the confusion to
disappear without paying the ransom for his horse and armor. Randd's lipstightened. | have haf amind
to track him down and ask for it myself, he thought. But with the shape Wadlter'sin, | can't afford the
time

Randal turned and glanced up a Sir Guillaume. The young knight appeared pae and anxious. "Help me
get him back to the pavilion,” Randa said. "If we can get himup onashield ..."

Working together, the knight and the young wizard wrestled a shield under Walter's unconscious body.
They carried him back to the pavilion he and Randa shared. There they began, dowly and carefully, to
remove hisarmor. The heavy coat of chain mail was the hardest-it covered Walter from neck to knees,
and threatened to press his breath out with itsweight. At last it came off, and Randd saw that the
garment underneath it was drenched with blood.

At least he's il breathing, thought Randal. The young wizard didn't want to think about what might lie
under the blood-soaked clothing. The blow had come from amace, Sir Guillaume had said, and amace
was an ugly weapon: aspiked metal club that crushed flesh and splintered the bone beneath.

Randd was till trying to work up enough courage to pedl away the quilted tunic when the headwife
arived.

Lys entered the pavilion close behind her.

"I came back asfast as| could,” said Lysin abreathless voice. "Mother Shipton isthe best hedwifein
town. | found her tending the day's cuts and bruises, and convinced her we had something more serious
here

The hedwife was dready knedling beside Walter. "Y ou shouldn't have moved him," she told Randal and
Guillaume. "A fragment of bone could puncture hislung, or cut ablood vessel inside, and then no skill on
earth could cure him."

But despite her words, she began to examine the wounded man, pulling the quilted tunic away from his
shoulder the better to seethe injury. Randa looked down at the ground, fedlingill, and then forced
himsdf to look back again; behind him, Sr Guillaume turned away.

The hedlwifelooked at Randdl. "Get me some water,” she said, "and somelight. Then leave, sothat | can



weave my spellsin peace.”

Randa obeyed. Then, with Lysand Sir Guillaume, he waited outside the pavilion for the hedwifeto be
done with her work. Night had fallen by the time Mother Shipton emerged from the tent, and when she
did, her shoulders sagged and her footsteps sounded weary.

Randd wet hislips. "Wd|?"'

"I'vedonethe best | could,” shesaid. "But | doubt that helll thank mefor it.”

Randa felt himself grow cold. "Why not? What'swrong?'

"Whoever struck him has apowerful arm," said the hedlwife. "The shoulder blade is shattered beyond my
ability tomend.”

"Will hedie?" asked Lys.

The hedlwife gave atired shrug. "Don't let him move for sx weeks, and helll heal as much as he ever will.
All the pieces of bone are in place-that much, at least, | was ableto do. But it would take a master
wizard to make that shoulder work again.”

VI. Into the Mountains

STILL SHAKING HER head, the hedwife walked away. Randal, Guillaume, and Lys re-entered the
pavilion. Walter lay on his ssomach, the injured arm bound to his side with strips of cloth.

A single candle-lantern gave enough light for Randa to seethat his cousin was awake.

Walter's hazel eyes, dull now with pain, focused on Randal. "I should have listened to you.”

Randa couldn't think of anything to say. Instead, it was Lyswho spoke-and to Randa, not Walter.

"Y ou studied a the Schola, Randd- do something.”

Sr Guillaumelooked startled. "What'sthis? A wizard?'

Randd ignored him. "Y ou know | can't,” hesaidto Lys. "And evenif | could, whet the hedlwife said is
true. Curing awound like thiswould require the services of amaster wizard, and not just any master at
that.”

"Wadll, then," said Lys. "Y ou're going to be seeing a master wizard, aren't you?"

Randd laughed without humor. "I'm hardly in aposition to ask Bapesh for any favors.”

"You'renot," said Wdter dowly. "But there's nothing to stop me from asking on my own." "Y ou need to
gtay here and finish hedling,” Randd told hiscousin.

"Mother Shipton said-"

"I'm not deaf," said Walter. "I heard what she said. I'm going with you."

Randa thought of the mountain path to Balpesh's tower as Master Madoc had described it to him at the
Schola, and shook his head. "Horses can't go where I'm going.”

"Then I'll walk." Walter'sface was set in lines of pain, but hisvoice was firm. More quietly, he added,

"Y ou wouldn't want to leave me alone among the wild beasts, would you? Whoever wanted me down
wanted me dead.”

Randa couldn't argue with him. Sr Guillaume asked quietly, "Did you see who struck you?”'

"No," said Walter. "Just asort of blur. | got my head out of theway, but my shoulder wasn't so lucky.”
He closed his eyes for amoment, then opened them again and looked at Guillaume. " Take my armor and
horses, and hold them for me. If | don't come back, they're yours."

Throughout the night, either Randal or Lys stayed awake by Water's sde. They brought him water to
drink, and eased him into more comfortable postions.

In the graying morning, Randal wrapped along cloak around his cousin's body, over the blood-caked
arming coat. Together, Lysand Randa helped Walter put his boots on, and then, a hisinsistence,
strapped his sword around his hips.

"A knight is never without his sword," Walter said, more to himsdlf than to anyone. Then he stood. He
swayed, caught himsdlf, and stood straighter.

Thethree walked out of the deeping camp. Low fog, mixed with smoke from the campfires, shrouded
the ground. Most of the combatants at the tourney had been to afeast the night before, and the camp
dept deeply. Without a sound, the three friends were away.

Before the morning was half gone, Randd felt certain that bringing Walter along had been abad mistake.



Aslong asthe way remained clear, Wadter was able to match the dow pace Randal set, although the
wounded knight's face was pae, and his mouth set hard.

But alittle before mid-morning, the way to Balpesh's tower split off from the main road to follow the
course of aswift-flowing stream that ran down the mountains.

Randd followed the directions Madoc had given him at the Schola, traveling parald to the watercourse
on anarrow path that led uphill aong the bottom of a deep ravine forested with birch and aspen.

Their pace dowed as the path climbed upward, and Walter grew till more pale and tightlipped. But they
made steady progress, nonethel ess, until they rounded a bend in the path and saw arockfal blocking the
way. The pile of dirt and boulders stretched from the steep dope on their right to the white water rushing
by on their left, covering the path completely.

They halted. Walter sank to the ground and leaned with his good shoulder against the support of the rock
face.

Hiseyeswere closed, and Randal could hear hislong, shaking breaths. Lys stood over him with her
hands on her hips, and looked from Randal to Walter and back again.

"Now what?' she asked. "We can't climb that pile of boulders-not with one of usaready hurt.”

Randal shook his head and considered Lys for amoment. Once again, the young entertainer had worn
the boy's clothing she preferred for traveling, and carried her lute dung over her shoulder in aleather
case. Of the three of them, he had to admit, she knew the most about life on the road-if she said the
rockdide couldn't be climbed, it couldntt.

"Then we haveto clear theway," he said. "Walter, lend me your sword for afew minutes.”

His cousin's eyes snapped open. "Y ou're not going to use my blade for acrowbar!™

"No," said Randd. "I'm going to useit for an ax. One of those saplings will make agood lever if | can cut
it down."

"Anax," sad Walter. He shook hishead. "Theréswizardry for you-making aknight's wegpon into a
woodcutter's tool."

Randal drew adeep breath. "There are adozen magica waysto get acrossthat rockfal," he said, "from
levitating us over it to summoning an earth dementa to throwing al those rocksto the other sde of the
gream. Asitis, | haveto do thisthe hard way. Will you please give me the sword?"

He paused and saw with atouch of shame that Wdlter was aready trying to draw the heavy blade
left-handed.

"Sorry," Randal muttered as he took the offered weapon. The scar on his pam ached as he curled his
hand into atighter grip. The blade was heavy-far heavier than held expected-but just grasping the hilt
brought memories. He could see therich velvet of Master Laerg's ceremonia robe, smell the pungent
reek of incense, and hear the frightful echo of the chant that opened the gate to the demonic plane.
Thrusting theimages aside, he strode over to one of the saplings near the water's edge and swung the
sword against the treg's dender trunk.

The shock of the blow made his hand sting, and he heard Wadter's voice from behind him. "It'll work
better if you use both hands."

Randd put hisleft hand around the bottom of the sword's hilt, and swung again with al hisforce. A chip
flew from the tree. Heignored the ache in hisright hand, the swest rolling down his back under his
tunic-everything-as he cut again and again into the growing notch.

Soon the smdll treefdl to the ground, and Randa stripped off the branches. Then he and Lystogether
began to lever rocks off the path and into the stream. Asthey worked, they talked. "Areyou surethisis
theright road?" Lysasked. "I'd hateto do al thiswork and then find out we were going the wrong way.
"It matchesthe directions | got back at the Schola," said Randal. "But thisrockdide ... how long do you
think it's been here?'

They put their weight onto the lever, and more stones rolled off the pile and down into the water. "It
looksrecent to me," said Lys.

Randd nodded. "That'swhat | thought.”

"Do you think it means anything?' Lys asked.

"Everything means something," Randal answered. "Thetrick isfiguring out what."



He straightened and looked about. Rubble still covered the path, but the newly made gap reveded the
way continuing on the far sde. Where the rockfal had been, asmaller pile of loose rock, uneven but
passable, remained. At least their efforts had opened away that could be scrambled over, rather than
climbed.

"That'sasgood asit'sgoing to get,” Randal said. "Let'sgo.”

He helped Walter to hisfeet, and then aided him in resheathing the sword. Randa and Lystook up
positions on ether side of the wounded knight to brace him over the uncertain ground, and al three
strode through the newly cleared gap. The going was dow, with smaler rocks shifting under their feet as
they crossed the loose hegp of stones and dirt, but nobody stumbled or fell.

Then they were past the rockfall and walking more easily. Randal 1ooked at his cousin. Walter'sface was
ash-colored under the tan and dirt.

"Canyou go on?" Randa asked.

Walter nodded, but Randal saw with achill of foreboding that his eyes were fever bright. Small beads of
perspiration stood out on Walter'sfore head, and the young knight's jaw was s¢t, asif he held back acry
of pain by strength of will done.

The path continued upward. Soon it turned away from the stream, and cut sharply uphill to the right,
making one switchback after another asit climbed up the side of a steep cliff. On one side of the path,
the cliffstowered up to the sky; on the other, the rock fell away in a sheer drop to the stream below.
Asthetrail climbed upward, it broke into aseries of carved stairs. Randal remembered the stairsfrom
the directions heldd been given;

Ba pesh's hermitage wasn't far away. Even now, he thought that he could see a stone tower inthe
distance ahead, framed in a gap between two mountain pesks.

But isit close enough? he wondered. Walter was lurching from side to side with each step, and Lys had
moved to support him with a shoulder under hisleft arm. And the air was growing chilly. Even though it
was only mid-afternoon, the tal pesks cut off much of the sun, and the breeze coming down the
snow-capped mountains made Randd shiver.

Walter never complained, but Randal knew the cold wind had to be cutting through him without mercy.
"Let'stakearest,” Randd said. "We could dl useone." Lys gave him aquick, grateful glance, and helped
Walter lower himsdlf to the ground. Then she came forward to join Randal. "'Are we going to makeit to
that tower before dark?' she asked in an undertone.

"Wereclose," Randd told her. "But if | remember right, we haveto crossthe stream firg."

"How?"

"There should be abridge," he said. "Up where the gorge starts to narrow again.”

"I hopeyou'reright,” Lyssaid. She glanced over where Walter sat huddled inside his cloak, then turned
back to Randal with a grave expression.

"Because | don't think your cousin can last through anight out in the open.”

They went on climbing the cliff path step by painful step. Then, abruptly, they turned a corner, and saw
that the path continued on the far side of the stream.

The two paths were connected by pieces of what had once been astone bridge. The central span had
collapsed, leaving agap of somethirty feet between the broken ends still standing. A tall, lightning-struck
fir tree stood beside the bridge on the far bank of the ravine. Nothing stood on the near side but a broken
sump.

"That'sit,” Walter said. "We're sopped.”

Randal looked down. Two thousand feet below, the threadlike current tumbled in white water over sharp
rocks. He dropped a stone. It vanished from sight asit fell, and he never saw a splash nor heard a sound.
He looked back at the wreckage of the bridge.

"No," hesaid. "That dead treeistdler than the gap iswide. If we can get it down, welll have our bridge.”
"In case you hadn't noticed,” Lys pointed out, "the treeis on thewrong side.”

"I know," said Randdl. "I'll haveto jump across.”

Lysshook her heed. "Wrong," shesad. "I'll jump.”

Randal stared at her. "You?"'



"Me" shesaid. Shelooked pale and frightened, but her eyeswere serious. "I'm lighter, and I've worked
asan acrobat. If you jump and miss, it'll al be over. No magic, no hedling, nothing. If | miss. . . what's
another lute player, more or less?’

She undung her lute and thrugt it into Randd's hands. "Here, hold this.”

Without further discussion, she went off the path, past the ruined bridge, heading for the place where the
gap between the two cliffswas narrowest. She clung to the rock face at placesto do it, but she soon
reached a point where nothing separated the cliffs except five yards of empty air.

"Shelll never makeit,” muttered Waelter.

"Yes, shewill,” said Randal. | hope, he added to himsdlf. Lyswas surefooted and stronger than she
looked, but the jump was longer than any he himsdlf had ever tried, with along drop to the water and
stone below.

Biting hislip, helooked again at the shattered remnants of the bridge. The edge of the broken stone
showed unwesathered rock and fresh dirt on the line of the break. The wood of the broken tree stump to
his right was fresh and white. He shook his head. This bridge hadn't failed more than three days earlier;
probably at the sametime asthe rockdide on the trail behind them.

A shiver, brought on not just by the wind, moved up his spine. He was getting a bad feeling about what
he might find if they ever reached the wizard's tower.

He turned away from the bridge and saw that up ahead, Lys had arrived at the narrowest part of the gap.
Shewaved at him, then curled into aball and flung hersalf over the empty space.

She missed the path by inches. Randal watched helplesdy as she scrabbled at the loose rock with her
outstretched hands. | should have tried the jump mysdlf, he thought. No matter what she said.

Her fingers caught asmal ledge just before the cliff turned verticd, and she cameto ahdt amid dust and
rolling stones. Pulling hersalf up inch by inch, she got afoot into a crack and began to crawl up the steep
dope. At last shethrew aleg over the edge of the carved path, rolled to the top, and lay full length on the
ground for amoment. Then she stood, and ran down the path to the far end of the bridge.

She pushed againgt the lightning-struck tree. It swayed alittle. "Theroots aren't deep,” shecdled. "I'm
going to pushit over."

Lys put her back to it, and began rocking the dead tree in place. With a crackle and a crash, it toppled
over. With itstop branches caught on the cliff where Randal and Walter waited, it stuck, its base
narrowly wedged among the rockson Lyssside.

"Theresour bridge," Randa said. "Let'sgo."

Randa helped Wadlter to hisfeet. They walked to the tree. Walter looked at the makeshift bridge and
shook his head.

"Thismay not hold,” hesaid. "I'll crossfird. If thetree breakswith you onit, I'm likely to die before | can
get back to Tattinham alone. If it breskswhen I'monit, I'll only go alittle sooner. And better | should die
than you anyway.”

Randal started to protest, and then stopped. If Ba pesh couldn't-or wouldn't-heal Walter, the young
knight would never be able to use asword again.

No wonder he's taking such chances, Randd thought. He doesn't redlly care whether thisjourney kills
him or not.

In slence, Randd watched as Walter made his dow, painful way acrossthe gap. Unableto use hisarms
to balance himsdlf, the young knight stepped carefully around the protruding branches, while the ends of
the tree shifted and worked against the stones on either side.

Thewind blowing up from the gorge fluttered the bottom of hisarming coat, and blew his hair acrosshis
face. He reached the far end and collgpsed against Lys. Gently, she helped him st again.

Randal dung Lyssute across his own shoulder and stepped out onto the tree. He could fed it vibrate
under him, and hear the the rocks grating under the branches. The cold wind flowed past him. He looked
down once, then hurriedly fixed his gaze on the far bank.

Even as Randa reached the far Side, the tree began to wobble. The roots pulled al the way out of the
earth with a snapping sound, and the trunk fell into the gorge. Randa sat down hard, and didn't dare look
to follow its progress.



"That'sit, then,” said Lys. "No going back." From this side of the bridge, the way to Bapesh'stower was
smooth and easy. The path led away from the edge of the cliff and became a steep set of steps carved
into the rock. The three reached therise at the top of the stairs, and found themselves looking down at a
small pocket of fertile ground set in the midst of the harsh mountain landscape.

A stream flowed through the valley, past awattle fenced farmyard containing abarn and a henhouse and
avegetable garden. In the center of the farm yard, a stone tower stood out stark black againgt the
gray-and-white mountain that rose behind it. Even now, the sun was dropping behind that peak, and long
purple shadows lay acrossthelittle valey.

"Well, herewe are," Randa said.

And not amoment too soon, he added silently. Walter was swaying where he stood. Randd and Lys
exchanged glances, and moved to support him on either side.

They waked down the gentle dope toward the fence.

A smple gate, designed to keep animasin, rather than people out, blocked the path. Randa opened it
and stepped through. He looked around the farmyard, and saw a pair of nanny goats, their udders heavy,
waiting on their milking stands and bleating unhappily. In the pigsty, asow rooted in an empty dop
trough.

| don't likethe looks of this, Randa thought. But thisis Bapesh'stower, dl right.

It hasto be.

His uneasiness grew as they walked up the flagstone path toward the front door of the tower. The
tower's windows were shuttered, and the door was closed. No latch showed on the outside. Randal
pounded on the door with hisfigt.

"Hello!" he shouted. " Open the door!"

Nobody answered. Lys helped Walter sit down, and then picked up a stone beside the path. She
pounded on the door with the stone, and added her voice to Randal's.

Randal looked at her hands. They were red with blood.

"Why didn't you tell meyou hurt yoursdlf climbing that rock back there?"

"Shedidnt," came Wadter'sfaint voice from behind them. "The blood is mine. The wound opened again
when | crossed the bridge.

Randa and Lys hammered on the door with even greater force. "Bapesh!" Randd shouted. "Let usin!
We have awounded man here! Help us!”

Only the echoes answered from the cold and empty hills.

VII. The Tower

"NOW WHAT?" asked Lys.

Randal shook hishead. "I don't know. Stay here, and I'll take alook around.”

He st out to explore the farmyard. First he circled the base of the tower, but found no other doors and
no windows lower than what would be the second level insde. He looked into dl the outbuildings and
again found nothing.

Nothing | can put anameto, hetold himself. But three years at the School of Wizardry had strengthened
in him senses that most people never used. Long before he finished his survey of thelittlefarm, hisskin
had risen in gooseflesh, and the hair bristled on the back of his neck.

Something magica isgoing on here. | canfed it.

He came back around to the tower door, and saw Walter haf lying on the threshold, leaning with his
good shoulder againgt the closed door.

A few feet away, Lys prowled up and down the flagstone path like a nervous cat. She jerked around at
the sound of hisfootsteps. "Oh, it'syou,” she said. "Did you find anything?'

"Nothing," he said. "There's no way in except that door.”

Walter gaveafaint laugh. "l suppose abattering ram isout of the question.”

Randa looked at him. "Take it from me, cousin, you don't break down amaster wizard's front door and
expect him to think kind thoughts about you afterward. And besides, this place has more spellson it than
adog hasfleas"



"Spellsor no spells,” said Lys, "if we don't get insde before dark, well be deeping in the barn with the
goats. Unlessyou prefer the chicken coop.” Her voice waslight, but Randd didn't missthe meaningful
glance she sent in Walter's direction.

We haveto get himinside, Randd thought. The outbuildings aren't going to be warm enough oncethe sun
goes down and the night wind starts blowing.

"I've dept in enough stables on my way here,” Randdl said. "But | draw theline at goats and chickens. If
you know away to getin, I'm dl for it."

"Theresaproverb in Occitania," said Lys. was"If the door's locked, try awindow. Give me aboost up
to the top of the door, and I'll see what | can do about those shutters.”

Randa made a stirrup with his clasped hands; Lys stepped into it, and he lifted her upward. Thelute
player put her fingers on the top of the lintel above the door and pulled hersalf up. She balanced
sdeways on the lintel, then swung herself over to a crack between two stonesin the tower wall. From
there, she worked her way up to the nearest window, and balanced precarioudy on the narrow sill.

"I think I can lift the shutters out of place,”" she called down to Randd.

"Doit," hetold her, "and let's not think about what spells Balpesh might have cast on them." But nothing
untoward happened as Lys worked the shutters free and dropped them to the ground. The window
opening revealed wastall and narrow, and so small that even the dender Iute player had to turn Sidewise
to wiggle through. Once through, she vanished. For long moments, there was no sound from the tower.
Then the front door grated open, and Lys stood in the gap.

"Comeonin," shesad.

They went in. Thefirst floor of the tower was clearly reserved for storage, though now it stood empty
except for afew barrelsand a couple of chests. A well opened in the center of the floor, and a bucket
hung suspended from arope over it. A circular sairway led up to the next leve.

On thefloor above, they cameto alarge, high-ceilinged kitchen with a generous fireplace. One window
stood open, showing where Lys had gained her entry. A high-backed bench stood near the fireplace;
Water sank down onto it.

"It'sdark in here," he muttered, "and cold." The young knight was shivering inside histhick woolen cloak,
and histeeth chattered. Randal and Lys exchanged glances. Then Lys moved quickly to throw open
more of the kitchen shutters, and Randal knelt in front of the hearth. Thefire had burned down to white
ashes. Randal touched them.

"It'sout,” he murmured. "Thishasn't been lit for days.”

Lys came away from the windows. "L ook at the table," she said, and pointed. "Whatever happened, it
came suddenly.”

Randal looked, and saw that the kitchen table had been laid for amea-but the food had congedled
untouched on the plates. Again, the cold finger of warning stroked down his spine.

This placeisthick with magic, he thought. Serious magic, not just the guards every wizard putsup asa
matter of course.

"Let'sget afiregoing,” hesaid. "And look for blankets.”

Hetook some firewood from a pile next to the fireplace, and laid the sticks on the hearthstone.
Ashedid so, he noticed without surprise that the iron pot hanging above the fire had boiled dry, and the
contents had burned thick in the bottom of the vessdl.

Hetook out histinderbox and struck aspark to ignite the kindling. "Being the dowest apprentice at the
Schola had its advantages,” he commented to Walter as hefed divers of wood to the flame. "It wastwo
years, at least, before | had enough power to light so much asacandle. In the meantime, | got good at
doing it the hard way."

By the time he had a blaze going, Lys returned with an armload of bedding. She and Randall made a
pallet for Wadter in front of the fire, and helped him to lie down. Randa flinched at the sight of the fresh
blood, dark and dick, aong the right Sde of Walter's dready blood-encrusted arming coat, but he said
nothing.

Water knew he was courting death when he started out this morning, the young wizard thought. There's
nothing you can tell him that he doesn't dready know.



He covered his cousin with one of the blankets Lys had brought. *Did you find any candles?' he asked
her. "We may need some later.”

"Therearen't any downdtairs," shesad. "That'sasfar as| looked. | don't mind telling you, Randdl, this
place makes me jumpy.”

"I'm not surprised,” said Randdl, with acrooked smile. "But we're going to need light before long.”

He stood up from where he'd been knedling in front of the hearth, and brushed the dust off his knees.
"Why don't you keep an eye on thefire for awhile? | have to search this place anyway, so | might aswell
look for candleswhileI'm doingit."

Lysdidn't say anything for amoment. Then she shook her head and drew the smdll egting knife she
carried in asheath at her belt. "If you're going to be poking around upgtairs,” she said, "then I'm coming
with you. Y ou may be forbidden to use weapons, but I'm not.”

Then Walter spoke from where he lay on the palet by thefire. "Neither amn |. And this place istoo quiet
for my liking. Cousin, could you put my sword by my left hand?!

Randal did as Walter asked, without comment, even though he doubted that the wounded knight had
enough strength left to even lift the blade, let donefight with it. Then Randa and Lys set out to explore
the tower.

Firg they went downstairs to the storage room below and barred the tower door from the inside. Then
they headed back up the spiral staircase, bypassing the kitchen and climbing asfar up asthey could. It
was dark there, in the center of the tower, and Randa went by feel most of the way. At the top, he found
the end of the Saircase by hitting his head againgt the ceiling above.

He backed down afew steps and felt for adoor.

Finding one, he pushed it open. By thefaint light that came from around the edges of a shuttered window,
Randd saw asmall room containing abed and asmall trunk. The bed hadn't been dept in. Randdl
opened the window, and found himself looking down at the farmstead from a considerable height.
"Nothing here," hesaid to Lys. "Let'swork our way down."

They made their way back down the stairway, checking each room asthey cameto it. In one of the
rooms, Randal found what appeared to be the wizard's study. A tall bookcase stood against the outer
wall, between two windows. A magic circle, asmall one, covered a portion of the floor. Burned out
candles, set around the circle, marked the four main directions. A wooden box filled with gtill more
candleslay on the table, holding open abook written in thin, spidery handwriting.

"Light for the night,” said Lys. She reached out a hand, and then paused. "Isit safe to touch them?"
Randal shrugged. "Without casting aspell mysdlf, | can't be sure.” He dipped into the box and took out a
double handful. "Theré's no enchantment on themthat | can fed, anyway."

He paused for asecond, his hand halting in midair above the wooden box. The handwriting in the book
beneath wasin the language of Brecelande, not in the Old Tongue that wizards used for most of their
gpellsand scholarly writings.

'Itisworsethan | thought,’ read thefirst line, before the words disappeared under the box of candles.
'We must takeimmediate ...

The box obscured the rest, except for part of another line at the bottom of the right-hand page.

"... here. But time does not remain to call together ..."

Lys spoke from close to Randd's side. "Have you found something?"

"Maybe," hesaid. "I'll come back and read it later. But first we have to check out the other rooms."

By thetime Randa and Lys returned to the kitchen, night had fallen outside the tower. They lit one of the
candles, and made aplain but filling supper out of sausage and hard cheese from the pantry shelf.
Randa brought Walter's share over to him, but the wounded knight only shook his head weskly.

"I'm sorry, Randd, | don't think | could get it down.”

"Don't worry about it," said Randa. He put a hand on Walter's forehead as he spoke; the skin felt cold
and clammy to histouch. "Just rest. | have to go back upstairs and see to something.”

Randa took two candles from Lys, lit one from the fire, and headed back upstairs to the workroom.
Thefew lines he had read in the open book had convinced him that the volume held akey to the
mysteries of Bapesh's tower. Insde the workroom, he plunked the candle down onto the desk in a



puddle of wax, moved the empty candle box to one side, and began reading the book from the
beginning.

As he had suspected, the book was Master Balpesh's magicd journa. Thefirst half of the book dealt
with magical researches so advanced that Randal hardly understood what they were about. Interspersed
with the magica records he found accounts of the farm and smilar mundane things.

Sometime during hisreading, alight rain started outside. The wind blew clouds across the sky, blotting
out the stars. The wind veered and set the candle flame wavering. Randa stood, closed the shutter, then
sat and continued to read.

Then, toward the middle of the book, alinejolted Randal awake.

‘A great heavinessfillsme. Troubleisbrewing at the Schola | canfed it, but dl attemptsat scrying are
blocked, and the future is confused.'

'| seeatreegrowing inthelibrary of Tarnsberg, but what fruit it bears, | cannot guess:”

Again the ghostly fingers raised the hair on the back of Randd's neck. The date of the entry wasthe same
asthe day that Laerg had taken Randal as his apprentice-the day when Laerg's magic had aided Randal
in cregting atreein thelibrary of the Schola; the day when Randa had first begun to use his magica
abilitiesto their full extent.

Randal read on.

'My choice was correct,’ said an entry from six months before. "The unpromising apprentice that Master
Madoc presented has borne out my predictions. Now he has been barred from wizardry as punishment
for daring to wield asword.'

Randd put hishead in his hands.

Then there's no hope, he thought.

Bapesh knows everything, and | was condemned before | even set out.

From the sound, the rain seemed to be pouring down outside. Randa could hear it lashing at the closed
shutters of the room. A fedling of despair swept over him. Suddenly, reading further seemed usdless.
He stood up and waked back downgtairs, taking the candle with him. When he entered the kitchen, he
found Lyssinging, her clear dto voicefloating over the silvery ripple of the lute strings:

"If you will forsake your house-carpenter And come along with me, I'll take you to where the grass
grows green On the banks of the deep north sea.”

She broke off the song as he entered, and turned an eager face in his direction. "What have you found?"
He sat down heavily on the chair by the kitchen table. "That we don't have achance," he said, "and we
never did have one. Balpesh aready knows what happened back at Tarnsberg. And he agrees with the
Regentsthat | should be banned from wizardry. We came dl thisway for nothing.”

For awnhile, adeep slencefilled the kitchen.

Outside, the wind gusted around the tower. Somewhere in another room, one of the opened shutters
banged againgt thewall.

"Maybeyourewrong,” said Lys. "You can't give up now." In the candldlit darkness she made asmal,
fragile-looking figure, holding alute dmost as big as hersdlf. Randa had to remind himsdlf that without
any magic of her own, she had once dared aroom full of demonsto help pull him to safety. “"Not now,"
she repested, and Randdl said nothing.

Far above, thewind wailed across the chimney of the tower, and the noise echoed down into the kitchen
with a sound that resembled words, or the voices of acrowd of men. The fire on the hearth burned low;
the draft down the chimney had pushed it down to apae blue flame.

Randd shivered with sudden cold. He could see hisbreath in the chill air. "Magic," he whispered.
"Magic," whispered back another voice out of the dark.

Randal twisted to look in the direction of the sound. That side of the room was empty. Out of the corner
of hiseye Randal could see hiscousin Walter lying on his pallet by the hearth. The long sword that lay
beside the wounded man's | eft hand glowed with a pale blue light of itsown.

Reflections, Randal thought, without conviction. Helooked at the hearth: the fire was dmost out. Then
smoke billowed up. Sparks and flames made an e ongated, wavering face-eyes, anose, an open mouth.
Then the mouth moved, and spoke.



"Find me." Lightning crackled around the tower, and thunder boomed so loud that it seemed to shake the
sonesthemselves.

Intheringing of his ears Randal thought he heard the door bel ow-the one he him salf had bolted
shut-open and dam closed again. Then came the sound of footsteps mounting the Sairs.

Randal looked over at Lys. The lute player, her eyeswide with fear, had risen to face the spird stair way
leading down into darkness. As Randa watched, she flung up one hand in awarding gesture. The words
she cdled out were only achild's smple charm againgt nightmares, but they seemed to echo through the
stone-waled room. "Unless you come in the name of the powers of light, then in the name of the powers
of light, be gone!™

The footsteps stopped.

Abruptly, Walter sat up. His eyes snapped open and stared before him. Heraised. hisarm and pointed
at Randd. "Helpme" he said.

The voice wasn't his cousin's. And the arm with which Walter had gestured was hisright arm, the one
with the shattered shoulder blade. The one that couldn't move.

"Randa," Lys hissed in a desperate whisper, "isthisred ?"

Randal nodded, hisface pale.

Asquickly as Walter had sat up, helay back, his eyes closed again. Randad's throat had gone dry. He
filled a cup with water from the pitcher on the table, and drank. After the first swalow, he threw the cup
away from him onto the floor, and spat the fluid out of his mouth-it was not cold, sweet water, but
something thick, warm, and sdty. Something like blood.

Dark liquid from the cup ran out across the floor, and asit ran it seemed to form aword in a shaky script:
Read.

"What should | read?' Randa cried adoud.

But he already knew the answer. Sowly and reluctantly, he picked up his candle again, and started up
the spird gtairs. As he climbed, drafts from nowhere plucked at his candle flame. The storm outside
increasedin fury.

Something has awakened, Randal thought. Someone knowsthat I'm here.

He sat at the master wizard's desk and returned to reading the journa. He read of how his old teacher,
Master Laerg, had opened the gate to the demonic plane in an attempt to gain power by killing al the
wizardsin the world. But now Randal understood that the plan had not al been of Laerg's own making:
thefirgt idea had come from the demonic plane, in order to bring one of the demon princesinto the world
under no control except itsown.

Severd of the entriesin Balpesh'sjournd discussed this possibility. At one time the wizard would dismiss
theideaas unlikdly at best, and a another would give new evidence initsfavor. Then, in an entry dated
only three days before, the journal stated positively, 'There is no doubt. The demon Eram has escaped
from the demonic plane, and now walks abroad in our world. It must be found and returned to its own
place before it does true damage.’

Randa turned the page. The entry continued. 'The Situation isworse than | thought. We must teke
immediate action. | had hoped to gather the most powerful of the master wizardsto aid mein thetask,
but thisthreat will not wait. Eram hopesto bring others of its kind across the void between worlds, and
then thetimefor cureswill be past. | must find away to draw the demon to me, and then fight it myself.
Surprisewill be my only advantage. Anything other than swift victory will be defeet. | wish that | could
bring even one other wizard here, but time does not remain for oneto come. | alone will congtruct atrap
in my secret workroom, and await Eram there. The day after tomorrow | believe the demon will come,
but | must begin my preparationstonight.'

There were no further entries.

Randal closed the journa and stood up. The candle on the table was guttering out in a puddle of wax,
and the storm had eased somewhat. A watery gray dawn outlined the shuttersin the study windows.
Sowly, he went back down the stairs and into the kitchen. Lys had been dozing on the bench by thefire;
shesat up with ajerk ashe camein.

"Bapesh issomewherein thistower,” Randd said, without waiting for her to speek, "and ademon iswith



hm"

VIII Searches

"BALPESH ISIN hisworkroom, and | haveto find him," Randal said. He sank down on astool next to
the kitchen hearth. "The room upstairs where we found the candlesisjust asort of library. Balpesh did
his reading there, and it's where he stored his books and papers, but | don't think he ever used it for
anything more than minor magic."

Lys shook her head. She had dark circles under her eyes, like smudges of ink on her pale face.

Looking at her, Randd felt renewed awareness of his own exhaugtion. It's been two nights since either
one of ushad any deep, he thought.

"Wewent dl through thisplace" Lyssaid. "And we didn't find any workroom." A sudden gust of wind,
stronger than the rest, rattled the kitchen shutters as she spoke.

"Therés one hidden in the tower somewhere," Randa inssted. "There hasto be. And Ba pesh must be
trapped insde." Randa sank down onto the bench next to Lys and rested hishead in hishands. "1 don't
know what to do."

"Randd," said Lys quietly, "that business of your not doing magic. That'sjust arule, isn't it? Last timeyou
broke therules, it was for agreater good. Couldn't you break the rules for agreater good again?'
Helooked up. "And use magic to find the hidden room?"

She nodded.

Randa sighed. "I gave my sworn word. If | break that, then I'm no wizard, and I've proved it out of my
own mouth. When you're dealing with wizardry, stepping off the path even alittle getsyou hurt. | learned.
Every timel dench my fis, I'm reminded.”

Lyslooked at Randa's right hand. Slowly he opened hisfist and turned his hand pam up, showing her
the puckered red scar where he had cut himsdlf to the bone, saving himsdlf from Laerg's spdlls. "So what
do we do?' sheasked at last.

Randd pushed himsdlf to hisfeet. "We find the secret room. Let's Sart tapping on walls."

The morning passed in fruitless tappings and trampings, while the scorm raged outside.

By noon, both Randal and Lys were exhausted, and the secret workroom, if indeed there was one, till
remained hidden.

On the pdlet by the hearth, Walter dept-but not the quiet deep of hedling. Instead, he dternately shook
with chillsand burned with fever, a onetime kicking off his blankets, and at another shivering
uncontrollably. Water's eyes were deeply sunk in hollows, and his face appeared pale and waxy. Randal
or Lys gave him water to drink whenever he awvakened and complained of thirst, but they both knew that
the young knight was dipping away in spite of their efforts.

About noon, Lys put the cup of water back onto the table beside the pitcher. "Thisisn't working," she
said to Randd. "Weve got to get something better than water into him."

Randd leaned his aching forehead againgt the sonewall.

"We haven't got anything," he said. "Except for stale bread, dry cheese, and tough sausage. And | don't
think | can take another med of those mysdf.”

"Theresfresh milk and eggsoutside,” said Lys. "'l can go out.”

Randa shook hishead. "Not by yoursdf in astor m likethat. I'll go with you.”

"Y ou need to keep looking for that hidden room."

"WEell only be gonealittlewhile," hetold her. "And maybe the wind and rain will clear my head alittle.
Besdes, thisisfor Walter."

They put on their cloaks and made ready to go outside. Randal crossed over to where Walter lay by the
hearth, and went down on one knee beside the pdlet. His cousin's eydids dowly lifted, and the hazel
eyesfocused on Randal.

"Randd?'

"It'sme," Randa reassured him.

"Good," murmured Walter. "I've had some strange dreams.... Have you found your wizard yet?'

"Not yet," said Randa. "But I'm looking. Right now, Lysand | are going outsde to get you something



better to eat. Just rest easy until we come back.”

Together, Randd and Lys went downgtairsinto the storeroom. Randa unbolted the massive, iron bound
oak door on the ground floor, and put his shoulder against it. He could hear the wind howling outside. He
swung the door open, and the two stepped outside. They stepped into a sunlit garden under ablue sky
dotted with high, fluffy clouds.

Lys gasped.

"lllusion,” said Randd quietly. "Something is playing with our minds.”

"Yes," sad Lys, in the same careful tone. "But which istheillusion-the sunshine, or the sorm?”

Randd shrugged. "Without magic, who can tell? But we came out to do something. Let's get it done.”
They collected the eggs and milked the goats as quickly asthey could. Asthey worked, the sunlit day
took on abrittle stillness. The silence of the air made the sounds of birds and insects seem even louder.
Randa was glad when the work was finished and he could return with Lysto the tower.

As soon asthey stepped over the tower threshold, the storm resumed outside with full force. Randal
closed the door against the raging wind, and did the heavy bar into place. Then he and Lyswent up the
garsand into the kitchen.

Randal carried the bucket of goat's milk over to the kitchen table. "We're back, Walter," he called out, as
he reached for the cup and arted tofill it. "Well have something better than dry cheesefor youina
minute."

Therewas amoment of slence, and then Lys said, in atight voice, "Randd. Water isn't here.”
Carefully, Randa st the cup of milk down on the table, and turned toward the hearth. Lys had spoken
the truth: Walter's pallet was empty, and thelong sword no longer lay on thefloor besideiit.
"Hewasfeverish," said Lys. "Maybe he wandered off."

"Maybe," said Randd. A fedling of guilt swept over him for leaving his cousin. He didn't want to think
about what else might have happened to somebody |eft aone and unwatched in the stronghold of a
measter wizard. Especidly not after what they had seen last night. "Let's Sart looking.”

They found Wadter upstairsin Bapesh's study. The young knight lay blue-lipped and shivering where he
had collapsed in front of the tall bookcase that stood between two shuttered windows. Walter'sleft hand
was gtill clenched around the hilt of his heavy sword.

Randal hurried forward and went down to his knees on the floor beside his cousin.

"What are you doing up here?' he demanded, dmost angrily. "Y ou could have killed yoursdlf just
climbing those dars.”

"l heard someone caling my name," said Walter. His voice sounded faint and tired, but clear. "I thought it
wasyou. And therewas alight, floating intheair.... | followed it in here, but the room was empty."
Randal looked at his cousn. Last night something spoke through Walter. If he followed something up
here maybe it's happened again.

"No," Randd said dowly, "I don't think the room isempty."

"What do you mean?" asked Lys.

"| should have known that the workroom wouldn't be far from thelibrary,” said Randa. He pointed at the
bookcase. "L ook there. What do you, see?"

Shefollowed thelineof hisfinger. "A bookcase."

Randa nodded. "The only floor-to-ceiling bookcase in the whole tower."

"But it's standing againgt the outside of the tower," Lys objected. "Thewadl| isn't thick enoughtofitina
secret room!”

"A detal likethat isn't likely to stop amaster wizard,” Randa explained. "He could have a
permanent-illusion spell cast on thisroom o that it lookslike that's an outsde wall. Or he could have a
portd there leading to aroom that's buried fifty feet below the foundation of the tower. Therearea
hundred waysto hide aroom. | don't know which one Balpesh used. But I'm certain the room is here.
All I havetodoisfindit."

Randd got to hisfeet and began pulling books off the shelves, dropping volume after volume onto the
floor with no regard for delicate illuminated illustrations or fine leather bindings. Soon he stood
ankle-deep in drifted books, with the entire inside of the bookcase lying barein front of him.



One spot in the wooden paneling looked darker than the rest, with an oily sheentoit, asthough it had
been touched many times. "That'll be the catch,” he said. He reached out a hand toward the worn spaot,
then paused and drew back.

"Lys," hesaid, turning around to face her as he spoke. "Take Walter. Go down to the kitchen and wait
for methere

"What sort of friend do you think | am?' she said hotly. "I'm going to help you. Y ou don't know what
might be on the other side of that wall.”

| don't know what's there, Randal thought. But | can guess, and | wish it were dmost anything el se but
what | think itis,

Aloud, hesaid, "I do know it's nothing you can hep me with. Please, Lys. | want you and Walter safely
out of theway before| open that door."

Walter pushed himsdf up to a hdf-sitting position with his good arm. Hisface was pae and haggard, with
abright flush of fever high up on his cheekbones, but his expression was stubborn. "1 can't let you face
trouble aone, Randy. What could | possibly say to my father afterward-or to yours?'

Randd bit hislip. Don't worry, he thought. Unless Ba pesh hedls you, you won't live long enough to carry
thetale to anyone.

"Tdl them | sent you away," hetold his cousin. "Neither one of you can help me with this-and if what |
suspect istrue, somebody will haveto get word to Master Madoc and the Regents of the Schola."
"What are you talking about?' Lys demanded. "A demon isloose in the world, and Balpesh is trapped
where he can't fight it." He looked at histwo friends. "Lys," he said, "I haveto free Bapesh. If | can't-if
anything goes wrong-you'll haveto carry the tae to someone who can fight the demon and win."

"Il tell Master Madoc," shesaid. "If | can."

"Swear it, Lys," heinssted. "Swear that if you get abad feding-if you get nervous or scared-you'll forget
about me. Just get Walter out of hereand run.”

Walter gave abreathlesslaugh. "If things get that bad, Randd, I'll have to stay behind. | couldn't run as
far asthefront gate."

Lyslooked from Randal to Walter and back again.

"Hesright," shesaid to Randal. "If | go, I'll haveto leave him."

"I know," said Randa . His voice sounded tired and far away in hisown ears. "Swear to it just the same.”
"I swear I'll carry the newsto Madoc,” she said.

There's something sheisn't saying, Randa thought, but he wastoo tired, and too weighed down by his
own fear, to press her any further.

"Then go," he said. "Take Wadlter, and wait for me downdairs."

He stood watching as she helped his cousin to hisfeet. Sowly, Lys and Water made their way across
the book-strewn room and out the door. Randal, standing immoabile next to the bookcase, felt asif their
departure had drained dl the warmth from his body.

He shivered and leaned hisforehead againgt the empty shdf in front of him. Then he straightened up
again, and pressed his hand against the worn spot at the rear of the empty bookcase. He pushed, and the
paneling sagged inward. He heard afaint but distinct click. He pressed again, harder, and the secret door
swung open.

Right through what should have been the outsde wall of the tower, it swung. The moving bookcase
reveded aroom far larger than any room Randa had yet seen in the tower. Thiswas surely the secret
workroom that he had been seeking in vain for so long. Randd stepped through the open door.

The wizard's workroom glowed with a blue and eerie light. The illumination came from not one but two
overlapping magic circles, laid out on the workroom floor like apair of linked rings. Tal candles spaced
around them were lit with smd| orange flames. Bitter-smelling incense burned in little copper pots, and
the blue-gray smoke made dow, lazy curlsinthe dill air.

In the center of each circle stood awizard.

"Help me!” caled the wizard in the left-hand circle--atall, gray-bearded man in ceremonial robes of
black velvet embroidered with magical symbolsin gold and silver. "Break the circle so that | can destroy
the demon!”



"No!" shouted the other wizard-aso tall, also gray-bearded, also clad in ceremonia robes of black velvet
trimmed in gold and slver. "No! Help me! | an Magter Bapesh-he isthe demon Eram!”

Randal looked from one wizard to the other. Each one stood imprisoned insde amagic circle, and each
one held the other prisoner. Just as the circles themsalves were intertwined, the wizard and the demon
werelocked in adeadly stalemate.

"Hurry!" commanded the wizard on theright. "Break the circle around me and set mefree!”

"No, no!" cried thewizard on the I €eft. "Free me from this circle, and we can fight the demon together.”
"Dont lisgen to him!" cried the other wizard. "Hell destroy you!"

With every exchange, the two circles pulsed and glowed asthe wizards tested their strength againgt the
boundariesthat held them prisoner. Randd looked from one wizard to the other, and saw that the two
were entirely identical: every wrinkle on the face of one was matched on the face of the other. He could
seeno differencesat dl.

Why doesit have to be me? Randa thought. Thelast time | walked into awizard's private workroom, |
amos didn't comeout again. Thistime.... if | guesswrong, | might turn loose something far, far worse
than Master Laerg could have ever been.

Then, with alaugh that was dmaost a sob, the journeyman lifted his head and straightened his shoulders.
Why am | worried? If | guesswrong, I'll be dead. Eveniif | guessright, the demon may kill us both. And
there's no other way to get my magic back . . . No other way at al.

He walked farther into the room, taking care not to touch the circles. Whichever one he chose, breaking
it would be easy-aphysica act. Anyone could do it, just by crossing the circle from the outside.

It was obviousto Randal that the wizard and the demon were evenly matched. Even the dightest
advantage given to one would alow victory. | have to choose, he thought.

But | don't dare choose wrong.

The storm till raged outside. From the open door to the library, Randal could hear the sounds of wind
andran.

Hewalked dl around the two wizards, in order to seeif one of them looked different from another angle.
Neither onedid.

So thisiswhat hgppens, Randal thought, when you get amagica duel going on.

Theillusory storm outside reflected the eventsins de those two interlocking magic circles, just as
everything that had happened for the past week-the bandits on the road, the betrayd at the tourney, even
the obstacles on the way to Bal pesh's tower-had been caused by the presence of the demon.

The demon warps everything toward evil, heredized, just by being here. If it getsfree of thecircle....
He knew that he had to do something. The human wizard would have to eat and deep sometime, but the
demon, no matter how human it chose to ook, had no such disadvantage. If the contest continued, then
in thelong run the demon would win.

And | can't dlow that, thought Randd. | survived aroomful of demons once, but that was by luck, not
kill. Luck, and some help from three of the greatest wizardsin the realm.

The storm outside grew fiercer, and Randal knew that the two in the circles had begun attacking each
other again.

| could free one of them, and trust to luck, Randa thought. But with only one chance in two of guessing
right ... luck isn't something I can count on. Powerful magics are being cast here. Y ou can't trust luck
wheremagic isinvolved.

He knew that more than hisown lifewas at stake. True, awrong choice would mean his death, and a
painful one at that. But the demon wouldn't stop with him. It would go on to kill Balpesh and Walter and
Lys, aswell. Then more, and more, throughout the kingdom.

Randa couldn't guesswherethekilling would end.

Maybe Lys has dready run for it, thought Randal. Maybe someone will bring help. He shook his head.
Y ou're dithering, he told himself. Not choosing isthe same as making achoice.

Very wel, then. I'll free the one on theright.

Hewaked up to just outsde the right-hand circle.

"Yes, yed" cdled thewizard insde. "Free me, so together we can destroy this demon!™



Or maybe | should free the one on the left.

Randal stepped closer to the intersection of the glowing boundaries. All that he needed to do wasto put
his hand through one circle or the other, and that circle would bresk.

He paused for amoment, turned to his right, and stretched out his hand.

IX.

Wizard and Demon "NO!"

Randd froze, hisfingers still ahair's breadth away from the flickering boundary of the magic circle.

The outcry had come from the entrance to the secret room.

Randa turned, and saw two figures moving forward into the blue light that filled the chamber. One of
them was Lys, and the other was his cousin Walter. The young knight carried his naked sword before
him, and its edges gleamed in the magicd light. Walter's eyes were fever bright, and he moved tiffly, but
step by step he came forward until he faced the wizard in the right-hand circle.

"Demon,” hesaid hoarsdly, "if sted can harm you, my sted shdl harm you!™

Randa drew in asharp breath. If Walter'sright, | amost freed Eram instead of the wizard.

"Don't touch the circlel" he shouted at his cousin. In the same bresth Randd turned, and thrust his hand
through the glittering boundary of the left- hand circle. The spell collapsed, and the wizard stepped free.

| hopel got it right thistime, thought Randd.

"Help me now," the newly freed wizard said. "With your sirength and mine together, we may-" On the
other side of theroom, Lys cried out in horror. Randa looked in the direction of her shout, and saw the
second wizard begin to twist and change, hisbody writhing, stretching into a man shaped thing seven feet
tall. Its hide was dead white, scarred and scabbed. The short white hair of its head grew down its spine
like amane. Wet fangs protruded from its mouth, and glittering claws stud ded its hands and feet. The
demon Eram pressed againgt the bounds of the magic circle.

But Bal pesh wastired and distracted from histask by the new arrivas. The circlein which he had
imprisoned hisfoeflickered. As Randa watched, the demon raised itslong arms, pushed againgt the
circle that surrounded it, and broke through.

Thewizard Bapesh lifted hishand and shot off afireball that set the demon's hair &fire.

Smoke billowed upward toward the ceiling of the secret chamber.

The demon roared and thrust its paw at Balpesh.

The wizard countered with amagical gesture of his own, but neverthel ess staggered back a pace from the
impact of whatever Eram had thrown a him. The demon surged forward, howling, toward Randal and
the master wizard.

Behind the unearthly shape, Walter raised his sword left-handed. " Creature of evil!" he shouted. Do you
dare turn your back on aknight?'

He brought the sword forward and down. The heavy blade took Eram in the back of the skull, and cut
downward through the scaly body dl the way to the demon's belly. Eram laughed and turned around,
ripping the blade from Walter's hand with the motion. The demon reached for the now-wegponless
knight.

Razor-tipped claws spread wide, ready to rip Walter's heart from his body.

A candlestick came sailing out of the corner to smash againgt the back of the demon's skull. Eram turned.
Lysstood in thefar corner of the workroom, her upraised hand now empty. The demon shook its head,
snarled, and turned its attention back to the knight.

"Youreawizard!" Bapesh shouted at Randal. " Join your strength to mine and we can stop the demon!”
"l can't do magic!" Randal shouted back. "Not without-" He never got a chance to finish the sentence.
Ba pesh turned on him with afuriousyell. ™Y ou fool, you had better do magic! Come on now--alightning
bolt, both of ustogether, one, two, three, go!"

Randa threw alightning bolt, the most powerful he had ever summoned, putting into it al the frustration
and anger of the past magicless months. Bal pesh did the same, in adisplay of dazzling fire, so that the
master and the journeyman wizard formed the base of atriangle of brilliant white light, with the demon
prince at its gpex. The lightning surrounded the demon, but did not touch it. The thing laughed and took



another step toward the two wizards. Ba pesh saw what was happening. "The demon has shielded itself!"
he cried out. "Cast your spell at the sword instead!"

Together, Randal and Balpesh spoke the words.

Lightning played over the sword protruding from the demon's guts. A violet glow surrounded the weapon
from point to pommel asthe stedl blade carried magical fire past the demon's shield-spell and deep into
itsbody.

The demon writhed and twisted toward the two wizards, blue-white fire crackling around it.

Thunder roared in the air, shaking the stones.

A smdl of burnt hair filled the room. The demon began to scorch and shrivel. Balpesh called out the spell
of portal opening, to create a gate through which the demon could be forced back to its own world.

But the master wizard was amost exhausted by hislong ordedl in the secret room-the portal wavered,
and started to fail. Hastily, Randal invoked the spell of steadying, and gave his strength to the exhausted
older man. The demon fell away from them, into a place between worlds, back to the demonic plane.
The crack in redlity remained for amoment in the stinking air. Then the gatefell in on itself and closed.
Bapesh ssumbled over to achair, and sat down heavily. "That was anear thing," he said, "the nearest
thing that I've seenin along time. It could have been bad, if al of you hadn't shown up." He looked at
Randd. "Now, then-what's al this about not being able to do magic?"

Before Randa could answer, ashriek from Lys cut through the air in the secret room.

"Walter!" Randa spun around, and froze in shock. The young knight lay unmoving on the floor of the
secret workroom. Frothy red blood trickled from his mouth, and his head lay in apool of bright red
foam.

All Balpesh's weariness seemed to vanish in an instant. He rose and strode over to the falen knight.
"Help him," Randd said quietly asthe master wizard knelt and touched Walter's neck. "Please.”

"It may betoo late dready," Bapesh replied. He stood up again, hisrobes swirling around him. "But if it
isnot-you, girl, fetch water. And you-" he pointed at Randd, "take that chest there in the corner. Follow
me"

Thewizard turned back to Walter's till form.

Bubbles were forming outside the young fighter's mouth, but there were no other signs of life. Balpesh
held one hand out, pam up, and said "Veni!" in avoice of command.

Lys had aready headed downgtairsto the well.

Randal, bending to pick up the chest of supplies, saw his cousin's body rise from the floor whereit had
been lying and begin to float from the room, face up and feet first. Balpesh followed behind, one hand
resting lightly on the young man's forehead, chanting something too low for Randd to hear.

Thelittle procession went out of the workroom, through the study, and up the stairway. Before, Randd
had needed acandleto climb the spird stairs. Now he was able to walk swiftly and surely upward,
following the golden glow that surrounded the master wizard. Lys came behind Randd, lugging a heavy
bucket of water. All of them made their way to the topmost chamber, where Randal and Lys had begun
their search only the day before.

Ba pesh brought the wounded knight hovering above the wide bed and, till chanting, lowered him down
onto the quilted coverlet. Walter was deathly till and pale.

"Heisnearly done" said the master wizard. "If thisman isto have achance at al, one of you will haveto
give him some of your lifeforce. It will be dangerous, for if he dies, then whoever islinked with him will
dieaswdl."

Randa drew adeep breath. There was no question, he knew, about what his cousin would have done if
their positions had been reversed. "I'll doit," he said. In the same instant, he heard Lys's voice saying,
"Takeme"

"Well, well, such loydty," said Balpesh, sounding both weary and amused at the sametime. He looked
first at Lysand then at Randal.

"I'll take you," he said at last to the journeyman wizard. "Y ou are of hisblood, | think. That should make
matterseasier. Lie beside him on the bed"

Randa stretched out next to Walter on the coverlet. Lying there, Randdl felt calm and very, very tired.



Helooked at Walter. The young knight, although bloodstained and pale, aso looked peaceful, and the
sgnsof pain were gone from hisface.

Somewhere across the room, Randa heard the lid of the chest being opened. Balpesh began to chant
again, alow, monotonous sound. Randal listened closdly.

The wordswere in the Old Tongue, the language of conjuration. Randal had learned to spesk it at the
Schola, and now he listened with growing concern to exactly what Bal pesh was saying. The charm was
oneto take the blood from Randa's body and giveit to his cousin.

He'sgoing to stedl my blood! Randa thought in panic-even though it was Ba pesh working the spell, the
intent came too close to what Laerg had amost done to him. Hetried to rise, but hislimbs were too
heavy. He couldn't move. His eyeswouldn't open.

No! hethought. | can't let mysdlf go to deep. | have to see what's happening to ...

He struggled to stay awake, but the darkness of deep closed around him.

Something hummed near hisface and head alarge fly, Randa supposed, like the onesin the stable of the
Bagilisk Inn. Thefly touched Randad's nose, and he swatted at it without opening his eyes. But the sun
was bright againgt his closed lids, and the air waswarm. | might aswell get up, Randa thought, and have
alook around.

Hefound himself wrapped in his cloak, lying under a hedgerow. He stood and stretched, and walked out
into the road. Two men rode toward him, leading athird horse by its bridle. One of the fellows was short
and fat, and dressed like a merchant. The other was a burly man, armed and armored.

The men rode without looking either right or |eft. Asthey came closer, Randa recognized their faces.
One was the young knight, Sir Louis, who had died in the assault a the inn, and the other wasthe
murdered merchant, whose name Randal had never known. Dark blood clotted on thewound in Sir
Louissforehead, and the merchant till wore the strangler's cord embedded in the plump flesh of his
neck.

I'm dreaming, thought Randal. This hasto be adream.

The horses drew abreast of him and passed on. The dead men sat unmoving, asif they had been carved
from wood. The riderless horse paced between them.

The empty saddleisfor me, Randa thought. 11All | haveto doisclimbon, and | canride.

Randa fought against the urge to mount the horse. He stood and watched the men go. Before long the
horsemen passed from sight as the road entered some woods.

Randa began to walk down the road in the direction they had gone.

Abruptly, he looked up. The road ended twenty feet ahead in unmarked forest. Randal |ooked behind
him. The road extended no more than twenty feet in that direction before it, too, ended in forest. Randal
turned forward again. The road ended fifteen feet ahead of him, not twenty as he had thought.

Randal felt achill race down his spine. A glance behind showed that the forest had gpproached to within
ten feet of hisback while he wasn't looking.

Randa closed his eyes and counted to five. When he looked around again, the road had vanished. He
was deep in the trackless woods.

A sudden wind blew through the treetops high above, tossing the upper branches, but sending no draft of
ar down into the dappled shadows where Randd waited. He looked in the direction from which the
wind had come, and saw a strange, twisted tree growing alittle apart from the rest.

Hefdt agreat longing in hisheart. Thetree cdled to him, pulling him closer dmost againgt hiswill.
Ashedrew near, he saw that the tree was strange indeed. Three different kinds of leaves grew fromiits
twisted limbs. Randd redlized that three trees had grown up here in the same spot, intertwining so that
they merged into asingle trunk: an oak, arowan, and an ash.

Randal walked around the interwoven trunk. On the far side, he found proof that he had not been the first
to pass thisway. The wood of the rowan tree bore the unmistakable signs of an ax. The ax's edge had
bitten deep, cutting large chips from the trunk, but that had been long ago, because the bark had started
to grow again over the wound.

Thewind rustled again in the trees, and a beautiful, mel odious voice spoke from behind Randd. "Y ou
fought mein your world. Now fight mein mine."



Randa turned. The demon Eram stood before him, atall figure gleaming brilliant white in the sun light that
pierced the forest.

For amoment, time froze.

Beautiful, Randa kept thinking, in something like despair. In its own world, ademon princeis beautiful
beyond belief.

Then the demon leapt at Randa, seized him, and the two fell to the forest floor.

Randd hit the ground full on his back, and kept on faling, passing through the ground into adark place,
with the demon clawing at histhroat.

Dream! hethought. Thisisadream!

But dreams don't hurt, the answer came, and this one does. It hurts bad.

Randd cdled up light in the dark place, using the spellsthat had lain unpracticed for half ayear.

A light cameto him-not ablinding glare, but afitful glimmer, and what he saw amost made him wish for
the dark. The demon was on him, tearing at his chest, and white fangs gleamed likeivory needlesonly
inchesfrom hisface.

Only the trained reflexes held carried away from the practice yard of Castle Doun saved him from having
those fangs buried in his skull. When the demon attacked, Randal blocked with hisleft arm, and now his
forearm was jammed up under the demon's jaw, keeping that living nightmare from putting an end to him.
| can't hold of ademon bare-handed, thought Randal. | have to do something, or I'm going to die.
Hethrew alightning bolt. It sputtered and fizzled when it hit the demon's body. Eram laughed-amusica,
bell-toned sound-and raked at the young wizard's back and belly with knife-edged claws.

If you diein adream, do you diefor real?

And in the demon'sworld, does it make any difference?

Randa was gill faling, faling with the demon on top of him, sngpping at him. Eram's mouth opened
impossibly wide, and along, crimson tongue flicked ouit.

| can't let it get me, thought Randal. A demon prince, fed with awizard's blood ... who knows what it
might do?

Therewas only onething left to try. Drawing on al hisreserves of sirength, Randdl called up a
fireball-not on the invulnerable body of the demon prince, but on himself.

The flames came, with pain worse than he had ever experienced, worse than the pain of the clawsraking
his back, worse than grasping asword blade, worse than anything, until the flame red was replaced with
black, and he avoke.

Randa lay on the bed in the top chamber of Balpesh'stower. Lys sat cross-legged on the coverlet at the
foot of the bed, her lute in her hands, playing a soft, sad tune. And as she played, she sang: "Hishound is
to the hunting gone, His hawk to fetch the wild fowl home, Hislady's taken another mate, So we may
make our breskfast sweet.”

Outsde the tower, dawn was breaking, and light from the rising sun caught the lute strings, turning them
red-gold in the shadows. Lyslooked up from her playing.

"Youreawake," shesad.

"Yes," said Randd. "And hungry, too. Whereis everybody?'

"It'snot surprising that you're hungry,” Lystold him. ™Y ou've been adegp since before thistime
yesterday. Asfor Walter and Bapesh, they're down in the kitchen, making breakfast.”

Randal turned toward the, edge of the bed. He ached dl over. "Can you tell me what happened?’
"Besideswhat you dready know?' asked Lys. "I didn't understand much.”

"Tdl mewhat you saw."

Lysput asdethelute. "W, Balpesh put you and Walter here, and he chanted until way past dark. | lit
candles when the sun went down. All thetime, Walter kept 1ooking better, and you kept looking worse.
Then all thewater in the bucket | brought vanished, and Walter woke up. | took him downstairs and got
him dressed, and when | got back, Bapesh was working over you. After awhile, he said you'd get
better, and to feed you when you got up. So | stayed, and you woke up, and here we are. Let's go see
about getting you something to eat.”

Randal stood. He felt weak and light-headed. Lys saw that he was swaying, and came to support him.



They waked down the stairs together and entered the kitchen, where bunches of dried herbs hung from
the celling beams and afire burned in the hearth. Two fresh loaves of bread lay cooling on the sideboard,
and Wdlter sat at the large table, dressed in aclean tunic, digging into alarge plate of scrambled eggs.
Helooked up as Randal entered the room. "Y our friend isagood cook, I'll give him that.”

"That'swhat you need more than anything else," Bad pesh said from his seet at the firesde. "Good food for
good hedling. For both of you."

Randd sat down at the table, and Lys brought him a plate of eggs and a cup of milk. He ate hungrily for
several minutes, then took along drink of the milk and set the cup aside. "I'm glad it'sdl over,” he said.
"For awhilethere, | didn't think any of uswere going to come out aive-even last night, my dreamswere
dtill full of deeth and disaster.”

Walter glanced up from hisown medl. "Dreaming again?' he asked, looking concerned. "I hope it wasn't
anything likethe last nightmare you hed."

"I don't know," said Randal dowly. "It was very strange. And my dreams usudly do mean something.”
Seeing that Walter continued to regard him with aworried expression, he went on to tell everything that
he had seen. "It was dl sored," hesaid findly. "I don't understand how thefirebdl | cast on mysdf could
hurt so much and till not kill me.”

Ba pesh spoke up again for thefirgt timein several minutes. " Sometimes adream isonly adream,” he
said. "You never cast afirebal, you only dreamed of it. Y ou were safely at rest through it all. Had you
truly been fighting a demon, you would not have come out of the struggle unscathed. What you
experienced was just adisturbing nightmare, no more.”

Master Madoc said al dreams have meaning, Randa thought, but he decided to let the matter pass. He
ate hisfill of eggsand fresh bread and cool milk, and soon found himsdlf feding better, and full of more
energy than he had had in months.

When Randa had finished his breskfast, Master Ba pesh rose from the bench by the hearth and
beckoned to him. "Now," said the master wizard, you and | have some work to do-repairing the bridge
and clearing the rest of the path back to town. Can you work alevitation spell?'

"I know how," said Randd, "but I've never done aredly big one.”

Ba pesh nodded. "Then thisis an excedllent time to practice. Come with me.”

Randal rose from the table, and walked out with Master Ba pesh through the silent farmstead and down
the path to the ravine. The morning sun coming over the mountains cast aclear yellow light on the jagged
ends of the broken bridge.

"Thefirst warning that the demon was near was when this bridge collapsed,” Bapesh said. "Now we
haveto raiseit agan."

The day was beautiful, and the air was warm. One by one, the master wizard called the broken pieces of
stone out of the gorge so far below. Randa found that he wasn't able to reach that far with hismagic, and
contented himsalf with smoothing the spiderweb of cracks on the bridge's surface.

The sun stood at high noon by the time the last stone settled into place. Then, as Randa and Balpesh
stood together on the center of the span, the wizard spoke again. " There's one more thing you ought to
know," hesaid.

"Whet'sthat?'

"Y our friends are dead. Y ou freed the wrong wizard."

X. Journeyman and Wizard

| FREED THE wrong wizard.

Randa stood on the center span of the bridge and stared at Balpesh. The master wizard was smiling at
him, but his eyes were wrong-dead black and fathomless, with no white showing.

Demon eyes.

The old man's skin split and fell away, and Eram emerged like some foul butterfly from its human cocoon.
The demon prince started forward across the stones of the bridge, an evil presence that seemed to suck
all the good out of theworld asit came.

And theres no oneleft to stop it, thought Randal.

No one but me. Wasthiswhat my dream meant, after al?



Balpesh had said that the dream had no meaning-but Bal pesh had died in the secret workroom, and the
demon had worn his face theresfter.

And he wanted me to forget the dream. Something in the dream was important, but | can't remember . . .
Eram laughed, enjoying Randal's fear, and stretched out itsivory claws. "Now, little wizard, I'll have your
blood.”

Randal stood asif rooted to the spot. | have to remember, he thought, or I'm going to die.

Then he did remember, as the razor-edged claws made their first delicate nick in the flesh of histhroat.
That was the answer Eram wanted meto forget. | haveto dieto kill him.

And he cast aspell, using the samefirebdl that had served him in his nightmare-throwing it not at the
demon, but at the bridge beneath Eram's feet. The stone cracked with the heat, and split gpart dong the
cracks. Randal felt the center span of the bridge tilt under hisfeet. Eram howled and sprang back, but
Randa held on to him with hisarms. Then the whole world seemed to fal awvay from under themwith a
noise like thunder, and the bridge collapsed into the chasm, taking Randa and the demon with it asit
went.

Randd clasped Eram close while he chanted the spell of negation, so neither he nor the demon could
work magic to save themselves.

And Randd fdll, at last, out of the dream and back into redlity.

Helay once again in Bapesh's bedchamber.

Dark night filled the room, broken by the yellow light of candles. Faces|ooked down a him: Lys, his
cousin Walter, and Bal pesh.

The master wizard looked near done in with exhaugtion. "We admost lost you," he said. "But you're
back."

"The demon," said Randd. "Eram. | saw himin my dream...." Hdtingly, for hisvoice wasweak and his
chest and ribs hurt him whenever he drew abreath, Randd told Ba pesh everything that had happened
sncethe hedling spell began. Hefinished, findly, by saying, "1 sill don't know if the demon in my dream
wasred."

Thewizard nodded. "All too real. The spdll we used in the workroom to send the demon back to its own
plane of existence wasn't quite powerful enough. Eram had time to prepare a gateway back to thisworld.
If you hadn't met the demon on its own plane of existence and stopped it there, it might well have come
back into our world and after all.”

"So it wasn't redly adream, after al,” said Randd.

"Not in the way most people know dreams," Balpesh told him. ™Y ou appear to have anatural talent for
dipping between the various planes of existence, and in this case it served you-in fact, it served al of
uswell. I'minyour debt for my rescue. Let your wounds finish heding. Then we can talk about what
happened here.”

Randa frowned, not certain held heard the wizard right. "Wounds? What wounds?"

It was Wadter who answered. The young knight was still pale, but hisface was no longer marred by fever
and pain. The only outward reminder of hisinjury wasthe white linen ding that supported hisright arm.
"Right now, cousin," Walter said to Randal, "you're wearing more bandages than | am.”

"That explainswhy | hurt al over," Randal murmured. "What happened?'

Water shook hishead. "I don't know. Thelast thing | remember islooking into the door of that secret
room and seeing you reach out toward the ugliest creature I've ever seen, and it was laughing. | struck it,
and then | woke up in here with a clear head while something we couldn't see was clawing you to
pieces."

"Y ou never went downgtairslike | asked you to," said Randal. He laughed in spite of the fact that
laughter tore at the claw marks on his bandaged chest. "Seeif | try to keep you out of trouble anymore.
But I'll forgive you thistime, sinceif you hadn't picked out the demon ..."

He let the sentence hang.

Bapesh smiled at Randdl. "It'sdl very well to speak of awizard's keen and subtle powers of
observation," he said. "But theilluson the demon cast was meant to decelve awizard. That sameillusion
had no effect on aman like your cousin.”



"Lucky for methat it didn't,” said Randa, with asigh.

"You dl did extremely well," said Bapesh. "Without Water's blade insde the demon's defenses, or the
candlestick which Lysthrew, distracting its attention at acrucia moment, | doubt that any of uswould be
here. But especially you, Randal. Y our magic, added to mine, iswhat sent that foul creature back to its
home."

"I'm ill confused,” Lyssaid. The elder wizard turned to face her, his expression inviting her to continue.
"For example, how wasit that | was able to climb into the tower through awindow? Randal said thet this
place would have protection spellsall over it. If | were amaster wizard, I'd guard my home so that
drangerscouldn't get in.”

"And thistower is guarded, with spells powerful and deadly,” Balpesh replied. "But they are triggered by
evil intent. Had you come meaning to steal my spoons, | daresay you wouldn't have found the entry so
easy. But ingtead,” he continued, "your motives couldn't have been better. Y ou sought help for another.
But come, we should let Randd rest so that my healing spells can work on him. There will be much time
for talk tomorrow."

"One morething,"” Randal said from the bed. "In my dream, | saw a strange tree-an oak, an ash, and a
rowan, al growing together as one. What does that mean?”

"If | were going to make aguess, I'd say that you were looking at the friendship among you, Lysand
Water. Walter, strong and reliable, isthe oak; Lys, dender and resilient, isthe ash; and you are the
rowan, atree of magic."

"Someone tried to cut down the rowan,”

Randal said. "l saw the ax marks. What doesit mean?"

"That's because Laerg nearly cut you down," Bapesh said, "athough you have recovered nicely. What
the vision means, now, is something else again. Clearly the three of you are destined to play some part
together, but what that part might be, | can't even guess.” The wizard paused. "And those are enough
questionsfor tonight. Seep now, and we will talk more in the morning.”

Randal |eaned back in the bed, and fell adeep.

Thistime, he had no dreams.

The next few days went by quickly as Randa recovered from his combat with the demon prince. The
marks of the demon's claws soon faded from Randa's chest and shoulders, leaving no scars behind-a
tribute to Balpesh's hedling skills. The master wizard aso took the opportunity to instruct Randd in the
basics of the hedler's art, teaching him the spells to stop bleeding and close wounds, to lower fevers and
ease pain.

"Hedling isthe greatest of the arts of the wizard," said Bapesh one day as he guided Randd through a
practice session in the healing spells, "even though not many of the Schola-trained choseto follow it.”
The master wizard looked at the scar on Randal's pam. "Do you want me to do away with that?' he
asked. "It'squitesmple, redly.”

"No," Randd replied after amoment'sthought. "It'sugly, and it hurts, but | want to keep it. To remind me
that choices aways have their consequences.”

The older wizard smiled at the answer, asif Randal had passed a secret test. "Comethen. It'stimeto
repair my broken bridge and set you and your friends back on your way."

Randd and Bd pesh |eft the workroom, going out through the wizard's study and down the spirdl
staircase to the storeroom at the bottom of the tower. The door to the outside stood open, and Lys sat
on the doorstep, playing her lute and Snging.

" 'Well met, well met, my own truelove, Well met, well met, said he."

"'I'vejust returned from the sdlt, salt sea, And it'sdl for the sake of thee." "

Beyond Lys, out in the farmyard, Randa saw his cousin Walter practicing with the heavy sword,
swinging it one-handed through a series of blows at an invisible opponent. The shoulder that had once
been broken beyond repair moved fredy and easily, and the young knight looked well on theway to
regaining al hisold strength and speed.

Ba pesh turned to Randal. "One more thing, be fore we start to work on the bridge." The master wizard
pointed at a stack of chests and boxes hud dled against onewall. "Go look in that small box on the top



there-the locking spell isn't aparticularly difficult one.”

Randal went over to the boxes and tried the lock on the one Ba pesh had indicated. Asthe master wizard
had said, the spell holding the chest closed was a smple one; no more complex than the charms most
gpprentices in the Schola used to keep their persona belongings safe from casual tampering.

Randd undid the spell after only afew moments' concentration, and thelid of the chest rose up to reved
afolded robe made of plain black cloth.

"Putiton,” said Balpesh.

Randal dipped the robe on over histunic and hose. The wide-deeved black garment hung down to
mid-calf, and had deep pockets on either side, much like the robes apprentice wizards wore back at the
Schola. Thisrobe, however, was made of much heavier cloth, and had ahood that could be pulled up
over thewearer's head for protection against cold or rain.

Thisisajourneyman'srobe, Randa thought. He looked into the chest again, and saw something more: a
smdll, leatherbound book that had lain hidden under the black cloth of the robe. He picked the book up
and opened it. The handwriting inside was his own.

"My spdl-book," hesaid. "I Ieft it at the Schola." He looked over at Balpesh. "How did these things
cometo be here?’

"On the day when | put on master'srobes,”" said the older wizard, "I put aside my journeyman's clothing.

| put my old robe away and locked the chest with asmple charm. Then | spoke aspell over it so that on
the day the box was opened again, | would find not only my old robe, but a so the one other object most
needed by the journeyman who would wear it. For fifty years and more, that box has lain unopened,
waliting for the day when the robe would be needed again. At last, the day has come.”

"Then I'm truly ajourneyman?’ asked Randd. "When | saw what you wrotein your journd, | thought
that you didn't intend to let me use magic again.”

The master wizard looked at him gravely. "Asyou suspected, | knew of your troubles and watched your
progress asyou traveled. But | was gtill uncertain, when the demon came, whether or not | should give
you permission. It was never so much the matter of the sword that concerned me, asafear that learning
so much from Magter Laerg might have corrupted you. But you kept your vow not to use magic, and you
fought the demon at grest risk to yoursdf on our plane and on itsown.”

He smiled at Randd. "And now, journeyman, we have abridge to repair.”

Randa dipped the spell-book into the pocket of hisrobe and followed Ba pesh out into the farmyard.
Lys stopped singing as they stepped past her onto the doorstep, and Walter abandoned his sword
practice to come up for acloser ook at his cousin.

Randal stood patiently as Walter gave him athorough inspection. Findly the young knight smiled.

"I think I'velost my squire," hesaid. "I'm glad for you, Randa, but I'm going to missyou out on the
road."

"I'd liketo stick with you for awhile," said Randd, "but there's not much magic to be learned following
the tourneys. And before we go anywhere, | have to help Master Bapesh rebuild the bridge.”

Water sheathed his sword. "I think | want to watch this," he said. "Ever since | heard that you went off to
be awizard, I've wanted to see you do some magic, and thisis my first chance.”

"I'm coming, too,” said Lys. "Every time| let you out of my sght something terrible happens.”

Magter Bapesh laughed gently. "Then together it is," he said. Together they walked down the path to the
ravine, going over the gap in the high hills around the farm and down the stone steps cut into the face of
therock. In the clear light of midmorning, the ruined bridge over the mountain gorge made alonely and
forsaken sight. Master Balpesh frowned at the wreckage. "Tell me, Randal, have you ever watched
stonemasons build a bridge?!

"No," Randd admitted.

"Then let thisbe your first lesson as ajourneyman,” said the master wizard. ""On your travels, take note of
everything-not just the odd bits and pieces of magic you may encounter. If you understand how athingis
done without magic, then you will know how to do it with magic, aswell.”

Ba pesh pointed toward the ravine and the ruined hegps of stone on either sde. "Consider bridges,” he
went on. "When stonemasons make bridges, first they build awooden platform below the span to hold



the stones until the work is done. Now | want you to make amagica platform for me, using your
levitation spdll to hold each stone in place until the keystoneisin. Oncethat oneisin place, theworld,
and not magic, will support the bridge.”

Randa nodded, and checked his spell-book. Y es, the words of the levitation spell werethere, just ashe
had copied them down during-Master Tarn's lecture.

He tucked the spell-book back into his pocket, and strode up to the edge of the ravine. After taking a
moment to calm his mind, he spoke the words, made the gestures, and thought the thoughts that would
bend theworld to hiswill.

"Fat!" he concluded, and felt the gratifying mental warmth of aspell that had gone right. He nodded to
Master Bapesh, and then stood at the gap, watching as the master wizard used magic to cut sonesfrom
the cliff face below. Blocks of stone floated free and rose to the level of the bridge. The blocks settled
into place one by one, lying smoothly together on the invisible framework that Randal had constructed.
At last Bapesh fitted the keystone into the arch and pronounced, "It isfinished.”

Randa ended hislevitation spell, and sat down heavily on the ground. He bowed his head down on his
knees for amoment, breathing heavily-the spell had taken more out of him than he'd expected.
"You'reout of practice,”" said Bapesh kindly, "and your struggles with the demon left you drained as well.
Y our strength and magica reserves will grow as you work more magic and gain experience.”

The master wizard looked at Walter. "Have you seen your cousin do enough magic now?' heaskedina
mild tone, and then shook his head without waiting for an answer. "Ah, but you didn't see what he did.

Y ou believe that the bridge could not have been built in this fashion without his help-but you believe with
your mind, not your heart."

Balpesh turned to Randd. "Hereisaspell that | am sure you know. Take these”-he pulled two acorns
from the pocket of his robe-"and regrow my trees."

Randa took the acorns, weighing them in his hands. Then he walked over to where the pine tree had
once stood. He put the acorn in the little patch of bare dirt that nestled in the rocks.

Then hewaked acrossthe bridge, feding its steadiness and rgoicing in the sense of accomplishment that
the cregtion of something so practical gave him.

Onthefar side of the bridge, where only a stump remained, he placed the second acornin acrack in the
broken wood. Then he retreated to the center of the span and spoke the words of growth and life that
Master Laerg had first shown himin thelibrary of the Schola. While he watched, agreen shoot appeared
from each of the acorns, and then-as twenty years of growth passed in a single minute the shoots became
saplings, and then young trees full of leaves, their roots firmly bound to the crev icesin therocks. The
twin oak trees were pleasant and green, and their leaves whispered in the cool breeze that rose from the
river so far below.

Randa walked back to hisfriends on the road to Bal pesh's tower.

"Well done, Randd," the master wizard said.

Randa smiled, even though working this spell so soon after helping rebuild the bridge had left him amost
exhausted. But far more gratifying to him than Balpesh's praise was the look of wonder in Walter's eyes,
and Lyss proud smile.

A few dayslater, Randal stood once more with Lysand Walter on the near side of the bridge.

All three of the young people were dressed again for travel "1'm heading for Cingestoun,” said Randal.
"Therésauniversty there, and alibrary where | can spend arestful week or so poking around the scrolls
and manuscripts.”

"And I'm going with you," Lys said. "Y ou need someone to keep you out of trouble.”

Randa smiled. "I don't suppose | have any choicein the matter." He turned to hiscousin.

"How about you, Walter?' he asked. "We can go asfar as Tattinham together, at least. Before you go
anywhere dse, you haveto find out where Sir Guillaume I eft your horses and armor.”

"And maybe you can find out where Sr Reginald went, aswell," said Lys. "Because if he wasthe one
who tried to kill you-"

"I have businessto settle with Reginad,” agreed Walter, "but my debt to Master Balpesh comesfirst.”
Theyoung knight laughed. "I made the mistake of asking him if there was anything that | could do to



repay him for healing me. Therewas. 'A littlefavor," hecdled it.”

"What did Balpesh ask you to do?' Randa asked.

"l have to return abook that he borrowed from the Hermit of the Western Ides,” said Walter. He shook
his head. "Mingtrels sing of quests that were smpler-no one's traveled from Brecelande to the Western
Idesin over ahundred years, and | thought the Hermit was only alegend.”

Randa thought of his dream and the magical tree that had been three trees twined into one. "Do you need
awizard dong?' he asked.

"No," said Walter. "Thisis something that | have to finish on my own."

"Youll dowdl, I know it,"” Randd told him. "And well travel together again someday-until then, we dl
have our own roadsto follow."

His heart waslight as he stepped out onto the broad stone bridge. | have my magic back, he thought
happily, Walter has the healing he risked so much for, and the whole world is open for usto explore.
Together they started down out of the mountainsinto the bright new day.

Read thefirgt exciting book in the series by Debra Doyle and James D. Macdonal d.

Randa thought he wanted to be awizard .. . Asayoung squire, Randal seems assured of afutureasa
knight until amysterious wizard entersthe castle gates.

To hisastonishment, Randal discoversthat he himsalf possesses specia powers. He leaves the security of
life asasquire to become astudent at the School of Wizardry. Once histraining in the mystic arts has
begun, however, Randa soon learnsthat there are many perils-and one deadly enemy-to be overcome
before he can advance from sorcerer's apprentice to journeyman wizard....

ISBN 0-8167-6936-2 Available wherever you buy books.

Read the next exciting book in the series by Debra Doyle and James D. Macdonald

Isthis magic worth dying for?

Randa begins adangerous adventure when adying man gives him amysterious statue. The man'slast
request isthat Randa give the statue to amercenary named Dagon.

Randal soon discoversthat the statue possesses great power, and that Dagon is not to be trusted.

But the mercenary is not the only one who wants the statue. A warlord, awizard, and many othersin the
strange walled city of Widsegard are after Randa and hisfriends. What's more, the statue's power seems
to be growing. Can Randa find a safe place for it, before its magic destroys him?



