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A Frightening Discovery Randa opened the door and stepped into hisroom-only to come to a sudden
halt on the other de of the threshold. Magic! But this magic was strange, like nothing he had known
before. Randa looked around the room, which waslit by an eerie, blue-white glow.

"Wizard . . ." Thefaint whisper came from his bed, over in the corner. Randa looked and saw aman
lying there, hisfeatures drawn and ashen in the cold blue light. Randal forced himself to go over to the cot
and grasp the man by the shoulder. The young wizard pulled his hand back quickly. HE's dying, he
redized. Hes dying of magic.
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| Old Friends Mesting

RANDAL OF DOUN, asturdy brown-haired youth of about fifteen, pulled up the hood of his dark
robe and hurried through the narrow streets of the Woodworkers Didtrict. Here in Cingestoun the
afternoons were cool, even though the season was not yet autumn. The River Donchess flowed through
the middle of town, and the wind brought damp air off the water. He paused at the corner and looked



quickly up the next street. A man held spoken with earlier had told him that Alured Carpenter had a

hel per named Nicolas. That could mean only one thing: Randd's friend Nick, from the Schola
Sorceriae-the School of Wizardry in Tarnsberg-was still working here. In the old days, when Randdl had
despaired of completing his own apprenticeship, Nick's help and advice had sometimes been the only
things that kept him going. But in the middle of Randa's second year, Nick had startled everybody by
leaving both the Schola and the practice of wizardry. Nick had traveled north, to Cingestoun, towork in
acarpenter's shop. This street, Carpenters Lane, was the place. Randal 1ooked into the open front of
each shop ashecameto it. Then, at last, Randa spotted his friend-a young man with acurly brown
beard, |eather-gproned, with ahammer in his hand and atrickle of sweet rolling down his forehead.
"Nick!" Randa shouted. The young man looked up. "Who ... Randy!" The journeyman carpenter put
down his hammer and hurried to the front of the shop. "Comein, comein. | never expected to see you
again after | left Tarnsberg, but | should have known someday you'd come walking in the door!" Nick
clasped Randdl around the shoulders, nearly squeezing the life out of him with afriendly bear hug.

"Let metakealook at you." Nick stepped back and gave Randal an appraising glance. "And wesaring a
journeyman's robes, too. So you madeit. | knew that no one would ever beat my record asthe
apprentice wizard who went the longest without becoming ajourneyman.” He steered Randd insde the
shop and over to abench.

"Sit down and tell me the news. Cingestoun may be a big town, but not much word from the outside
world comes through the gates." Randal sat, accepted the cool drink that Nick offered, and began to tell
what he'd seen and heard on the road. "Times are hard,” he said.

"Crops arefailing from one sde of Brecelande to the other, and robbers are everywhere."

"Then nothing much has changed since | last |ft the city,” Nick said. "Now, tell methe newsfrom
Tarnsberg. Whatever hgppened to Lys? Is she dtill playing the lute and singing at the Grinning Gryphon
Inn?'

"Y ou can seefor yoursdf,” Randal replied. "Weve been traveling together, and she's here in Cingestoun,
singing at the Green Bough." Nick'sfacelit up. "Sheis? That'swonderful! | have to watch the shop
tonight for Alured, but tomorrow, | promiseyou, I'll stop by and see her again.” Randa smiled. Lysand
Nick were histwo best friends from hisdaysin Tarnsberg. In fact, asde from his cousn Walter, who'd
shared Randd's boyhood at Castle Doun, they were the best friends he had in the world.

"And how is everyone at the Schola?’ Nick asked. "Migtress Pullen and dl the rest?!

"Well enough,” Randa replied. "Pieter's amaster now."

"That'sgood news," said Nick. The former gpprentice looked wistful for amoment. " Sometimes|
wonder what might have happened if 1'd stayed ... but never mind the might-have-beens. Tl mewhat's
become of Master Laerg-head of the Regents and running the whole Schola by now, | shouldn't
wonder." Randa looked down, suddenly unable to speak. He flexed hisright hand, where araised scar
ran acrossthe pam.

"No," Randal said quietly. "No, Master Laerg doesn't run the Schola." Helooked up, directly into Nick's
eyes.

"You might aswell hear it dl," hesaid. "Master Laergisdead, and | killed him. With asword."
"Youwhat?' Nick asked in dishdief. Of al thelaws and traditions binding wizards, the rule againgt usng
stedl for attack or defense was the oldest and most revered. Randa |ooked down at hislap. "I didn't
have achoice" he said. "Laerg was summoning up demons ... he wanted to destroy the Schola, and then
ruledl of Brecdande with the demons help. Hed promised them asacrificeand | wasit.”

"But touseasword ..." Randa clenched hisfist. The scar ached with the movement, asit awaysdid-a
reminder of the choice hed made, when held cut himsdlf to the bone grasping the blade of Laerg's
ceremonid sword.

"| pad for it," Randa said quietly. "The Regents made me give my sworn word not to use magic until I'd
gone on aquest for forgivenessto Master Bapesh off in the eastern mountains. But Balpesh let me use
magic again, and taught me afew things, aswell. And since then I've been living as ajourneyman in truth,
traveling up and down the land and seeking more magic than the Schola could teach me." He looked
about the carpenter's shop. "But what about you?' he asked Nick. "Do you use any magic at al, now



that you've left the Schola?"

Nick shook his head. "'l asked the Regentsto put abinding spell on me," he said. "There's nothing worse
than a haf-taught wizard. Better to be an honest carpenter and save mysdlf the temptation.” The Street
out front was dark now, and shadowsfilled the corners of the shop.

"I haveto get back," Randd said. 'l wasin the university library dl day, and Lyswill be wondering where
| am." Nick stood up and saw Randd to the door.

"Better be careful, Randy. Cingestoun gets rough after dark." Randal paused on the threshold, his
wizard's robes swirling around him, and looked back at hisfriend. "Don't worry, Nick. I'll beal right.”
Nick shook hishead. "Thisisn't Tarnsberg, remember? A black gown isn't going to keep you out of
trouble-not when you've got people here who don't know ajourneyman wizard from astable hand.”
"I've been astable hand, too, and I'm not exactly helpless,” Randa pointed out. "I sat through Master
Issen'slectures on magical sdf-defense, just like everybody else.”

"Of courseyou did," said Nick. "But asfar as some people can see, you're till ahalf-grown boy, and a
shock spell won't do abit of good after somebody's hit you over the head from behind with aclub.”
Randa laughed. "For what-five copper pennies and abook of spells?!

"For the boots on your feet,” Nick told him. "Like you said, times have been bad, and thisyear isn't any
better. People are looking out for themselves.”

"I know," said Randd, hislaughter dying. "I told you about some of the things that are happening up
around Tattinham-the robbers and bandits-but | didn't think 1'd be seeing it here on the King's Road,
right in the middle of Brecdlande.”

"It'severywhere," said Nick. "So don't get o involved in working out spellsin your head that you forget
to keep an eye out for trouble.”

" won't" Randal promised hisfriend. "I'll see you tomorrow, then."

"Until tomorrow." The door of the carpenter's shop swung shut, leaving Randd adonein the dark. He
took afirmer grasp on thetal waking staff he carried and turned down the street. The waning moon
shone down on Randal as he made hisway through Cingestoun's narrow alleysto the inn where hewas
gtaying. In spite of hiswordsto Nicolas, he wasn't particularly worried. Randd till had the strength and
quick reflexes developed by hisboyhood training as asquire in his uncl€'s castle of Doun. Although he
would never use asword again, as ajourneyman wizard he had other defenses at his command. His mind
gtill dwelling on days past, he turned down Hornpipers Street and entered the Green Bough, theinn
where he was staying. He paused in the common room, where aclear ato voice cameto him over the
murmur of the crowd of patrons:

"I wish thewind would never cease, Nor watersin the flood, Til al my sons come hometo me In earthly
flesh and blood." He waved to the performer, adender, black- haired girl dressed in boy's clothing. She
sat on amakeshift stage at the other end of the room and played alute as she sang. She nodded to him,
and kept on playing without losing a beat. Randal took a seat at the back of the room and listened. Lys
was alute-player, Snger, and acrobat, a native of Occitaniain the far south. She made her own way as
best she could with her voice and lute. Her song done, she came across the room and took a seat by
Randa. "How did your day go?' she asked.

"Fine" hesad. "The universty here didn't mind ajourneyman wizard poking around in their library. |
didn't find anything magica in there, but you never know with old books. But guesswhat? | found Nick!
He'sdoing just fine at a carpenter's shop. He said held come by here tomorrow.” Lyssmiled. "That's
marvelous! If he hadn't loaned me that lute of hiswhen | was starving, | wouldn't be ableto earn my living
now. | ill haveto sing one moretimetonight-will you stay?"

"No, it'sbeen along day aready. | think I'll go up and turnin early."

"I'll s|eyou in the morning, then,” shesaid.

"Inthe morning," Randa replied, anding up. Leaving the lute-player behind, he headed acrossthe
crowded common room toward the stairs. The innkeeper met him at the foot of the staircase.

"A word with you, wizard." Randa halted, one foot on the bottom step.

"If it'sabout thoserats | charmed out of your pantry, | told you along-term warding spdll costs more
than just my room and board.”



"No," said theinnkeeper. "Day by day isfine. They're till gone. But if you could do the same for the fleas
and the bedbugs ..."

"Ten coppers,” Randd said automaticaly.

"Six," theinnkeeper replied.

"Eight," saild Randd. "Hdlf in advance.”

"Done," said theinnkeeper. "I'll pay you in themorning.” Randa smiled to himself as he mounted the
steep stepsto the upstairs hall. Eight copper pennies, and five more in my pocket-not bad. Compared to
the riches held left behind when he chose to study wizardry instead of becoming aknight, thirteen pennies
didn't look like much-but here in Cingestoun, one penny was more than enough to buy amed at the
Green Bough, and deeping space on the floor besides. His own small use of magic had done him even
better, purchasing the luxury of aroom upstairs. As he paused with one hand on the latch, he murmured
the words of the doorkeeping spell. An darm sounded in his mind. Someone had entered hisroom since
the morning, and that someone was il there. Nick'swords of caution came to him. Wasthere athief
waiting insde? Wdll, helll be the one getting the surprise, Randd thought as he prepared a shock spell.
Then he opened the door and stepped into the room-only to come to a sudden halt on the other side of
the threshold. Magic! Unfamiliar magic. The scar on hisright palm began to throb. But this magic was
strange, like nothing he had known before. Randal called up asmall bal of cold-flame and looked around
the room by its eerie, blue-white glow. He heard a creaking noise from the bed in the corner. Heart
pounding, he spun toward the sound.

"Wizard ..." Thefaint whisper came from his bed. Randa looked and saw aman lying there, hisfeatures
drawn and ashen in the cold blue light. Randa forced himself to go over to the cot and grasp the man by
the shoulder. One touch and the young wizard pulled his hand back. The man lying on the bed wore the
ragged traces of what once had been ajourneyman's robe like Randa's own, now grown soiled and
tattered with age. But it wasn't the torn robe that had caused Randal to draw away; it was the sickening,
hollow fedling he experienced when his fingers closed on the man's shoulder-asif the man was both
empty and filled with a sense of power and energy greater than Randa had ever before encountered.
He's dying, Randal thought. Dying of magic. Randd prepared the most powerful hedling spell he knew,
onethat held learned earlier in the summer from master wizard Bal pesh. He fought back a shudder of
revulsion at the thought of touching that dead-but-living flesh a second time and laid his hand on the man's
cold, swegting forehead. In alow voice, he murmured the spell of restoration, and he felt his own magical
energies flowing out into the dying man, helping his weakened lungsto take in air and hislaboring heart to
best.

"Spiral" He whispered the spdll words again in the Old Tongue, the language that al wizards used to cast
their spells and record their magical observations. " Spiraviveque!" But Randa knew in his heart that the
magic wasn't strong enough. Whatever was killing the stranger kept on drawing strength--the more
Randd gaveto the spell, the more it took from the man he was trying to hedl. At last, the young wizard
pulled away, defeated. The attempt had given the man some strength, at least. He raised himsdlf up from
the thin mattress and said again, "Wizard. They told me you were awizard, down below. Y ou haveto
hdpme"

"l amtrying to help you," said Randd as camly as he could. What good is knowing how to stop bleeding
and lower afever, againgt something like this? he wondered. How do you cure aman under a degth
spell? Bal pesh would know. But Ba pesh was a master wizard who'd spent years learning the heder's art,
and Randal was only ajourneyman. Already, the effects of Randa's spell were starting to fade. With the
lagt of his strength, the stranger brought something out from under the pillow whereit had lain hidden: a
leather bag closed with adrawstring cord.

"Takethis," hesaid. "Help me." Randa hesitated. Something about the sack-the way it seemed to press
down the man's hand with an unnatural weight, or the way shadows collected in itsfolds-hinted at the
presence of powerful magic. What manner of thing isthis? he wondered. Magica objects were not
accepted carelesdy, but he felt drawn toward it just the same.

"MPease," said the stranger. "You areawizard . . . you will know what to do. . . ." Hisbreath camein
ragged gasps, and he had to pause before going on. "Dagon wants this ... he waits at the Rooster and



Roundds"

Stll, Randal paused. The object in the bag seemed to cal to him and repulse him at the sametime.
Before he could act, the stranger collgpsed back onto the pillow and the leather bag fell from hislifeless
hand. Randal stood for amoment in shock. He had seen death before, but never like this, inaman hed
been trying to help. And never death caused by magic. Worse yet, Randal thought numbly, the man made
areguest, cdlingon measawizard. And asawizard, | can't refuse.

He picked up the sack. It was lighter than he had expected it would be from the way the stranger had
handled it. A cold feding walked up his spine. There's powerful magic here indeed, he thought. But not of
any kind that I've ever known before. The wisest course of action, Randal knew, would be to hand over
the bag unopened to Dagon, whoever he might be-but curiosity, asthey said at the Schola, was dwaysa
wizard's greatest vice. And after dl, that's why the Schola sends apprentices out to be journeymen-to
learn more about magic. Carefully, Randal opened the bag and pedled it away from the object it
contained: alittle statue about afoot tall, carved from ivory long Since gone golden with age, representing
an old woman leaning on astaff. He held up the carving and looked at it from &l angles. It was more than
well made-the old woman amost seemed real. Each wrinkle of her face was lovingly rendered. The hand
that grasped the staff was knobby and thin. A few strands of hair escaped from under her hood. Looking
at it, Randd got the odd sensation that the figure was dive. He shuddered dightly. Thefedling of magic
was overwhelming. Fortunately, the statue wasn't his problem. It was Dagon's. All that remained wasto
find this Dagon and get rid of the unsettling piece of artwork.

[l Midnight Dedlings

RANDAL SLIPPED THE little statue back into its protective sack. He paused for amoment to examine
the leather-soft and fine, like the best pigskin, but even more delicate. Pulling the drawstringstight, hetied
the sack to his belt and then looked down at the dead man lying in hisbed. He didn't like the idea of just
leaving him there, but the man had died trying to hand over the bag and what it contained.

"Whatever your namewas," he promised the dead man, "I'll try to get back soon and take care of you-
but I'll carry out your errand first. Wherever you've gone, farewell." Randd extinguished the cold-flame,
stepped out into the hall, and cast alocking spell on the bedroom door. As he finished, he heard a
familiar light tread coming up the Sairs and turned to see Lys, with her [utein itslesther case dung over
her shoulder. She looked at him curioudy. ™Y ou're going back out &t this hour? | thought you were going
toturninearly.”

"l was," said Randal. "But something . . . came up, and | haveto take care of it." She looked a him
sharply. "Trouble?"

"Bad trouble," said Randd. "Theresadead man in my bed, and magic killed him." Evenin thedim light,
he could see her eyeswiden and her lips movein an exclamation in her native southlands tongue. Then
she dropped back into the language of Brecelande again and asked,

"You didnt?'

"No" said Randd. "I never have, and | don't even know if | could. | don't know what happened to him.
But before he died, he gave me an errand to run.”

"And that's where you're headed now?' Randal nodded. "To a place called the Rooster and Roundels.
Do you know how to find it?"

"Y ou're not going there done?’ Lys asked sharply.

"Yes, | am," said Randal. The Satuein itsleather bag made aheavy weight at his belt.

"I've been given something | don't understand” he said, "and | don't want my friends getting in trouble on
my account.”

"The Rooster and Roundelsis over near the river docks," said Lys. "Y ou can't go there done. Youll
need someone to watch your back."

"| can teke care of mysdlf," said Randd,

"Right," said Lys. She didn't sound convinced.

Randd sighed. "Since you're probably going to follow me whether | ask you to or not, you might aswell



comeaong." A damp fog had risen outside, making Randd glad of the thick cloth of hiswizard'srobe as
he and Lys made their way to the dockside district. The River Donchess, flowing out of the dense
Wilderness of Lannad to the west, ran through the center of Cingestoun, and the boatmen gathered in
chegp inns dong the waterfront. The street facing the river was lined with rough, dangerous places, of
which the Rooster and Roundel s looked to be one of the wordt: foul smelling and dimly lit by a scattering
of smoky rushlights.

"Thisisthe sort of place | wouldn't Sing in without an armed guard,” Lys muttered as she and Randd
stepped through the door and into the hazy common room. She stuck close to his shoulder and kept one
hand on the hilt of the smal knife shewore a her belt. Randa nodded agreement. "If | hadn't made a
promiseto adead man,” he said, "I wouldn't be here." He'd already marked how the boatmen and
gamblersdrinking at the rough-hewn tables had eyed them as they entered, and then had looked away
again. Nick worriestoo much, he thought. They ill recognize awizards robes. The knowledge gave him
alittle more confidence. A couple of boys-for so Lys appeared at a casua glance-might be ripe victims
for robbery, kidnapping, or worse, but awizard was something e se. Just the same, Randal scanned the
room warily as he and Lys made their way through the close- packed tables to where the landlord stood
filling tankards from an open keg. Two doors. . . windows on threewalls. . . lots of waysin and out. . .
and as scummy a bunch of wharf rats as |'ve ever seen.

"I'm looking for Dagon,” Randd said to thelandlord. "Is he here tonight?*

"Maybe," said thelandlord. He eyed Randd narrowly. "What'sit to you, wizard?"

"Private business," said Randal. He reached into the deep inside pocket of hisjourneyman's robe, past
the small leatherbound spell book that he kept there, and pulled out one of the five copper pennies. The
young wizard held out the coin. In the orange glow from the rushlights, the long scar acrosshispam
made araised white line againg the surrounding flesh.

"Can you point Dagon out for me?" he asked. The landlord took the coin. "Over there," he said, nodding
toward atable where adark, thickset man sat with hisback to thewal. "That'shim." Randa frowned
briefly as he took in the dark man's studded jacket of hardened |eather-the armor of a mercenary foot
soldier. A fighting man? For something likethis, | was expecting awizard. That man in my room had to
know more than alittle of the Art, or hed never have gotten past the spells on my door. But thisfellow ...
Dagon watched without expression as Randa and Lys crossed to histable and took seats facing him.
Randa began the conversation without buildup.

"Areyou Dagon?' The dark man took a deliberate pull from his mug before answering. "I don't think |
know you."

"If you are Dagon,” Randa continued, "then | met aman today who said he had something for you." A
gleam of interest showed in the stranger's eyes.

"And if | was Dagon, then what would that thing be?"

"A gatue." Dagon let out his breath in what could have been either satisfaction or rdlief. "Bryce got it,
then. What does he want for it? Tell him that | dready paid him, and he won't get a copper more.” That's
the truth, thought Randa, whether you meant it to be or not.

"Itisn't likethat" he said. "He asked meto giveit toyou..."

Dagon sat up straighter and leaned forward. "Y ou have it here? Hand it over.”

Seeing the avid gleam in Dagon's eyes, Randa suddenly felt reluctant to passtheivory carving across.
That statue holds powerful magic of akind I've never experienced-what could aman like thiswant with
such athing? Heisn't going to think past the money it'll bring him when he sdllsit. Still, giving the statue to
Dagon had been the dying man's own request. Since you couldn't save him, Randa told himsdlf, you
ought to at least do that. He took the bag from his belt and opened it. Reaching in, he pulled out the
figurine. "Isthiswhat you were expecting?' Randd set the carving upright in the center of thetable. The
flickering light made it seem asif the old woman wasin mation, even though shewas only dead ivory.
Once again, Randd felt the prickling sensation that told of powerful magic.

"Yes," Dagon said. "That'smine." The mercenary reached out to take the carving. Before his hands could
close around it, the two doors of the Rooster and Roundels smashed open. A dozen armored menin
yellow surcoats came crashing in, their swords out and ready. Randa heard the racket of atablefalling



over, and the metallic whisper of abroadsword coming out of its sheath. Then the six windows of the
tavern's bottom story crashed in, and more men-at-arms came clambering through, swords drawn.
"Fesssmen!" exclaimed Dagon, legping to hisfeet and drawing his sword as herose. "Timeto get out of
here." The table rocked and tilted dangeroudy when he bumped into it, and the ivory figurine Sarted
diding toward the floor. Lys grabbed the statue as the table went over, and she thrust the carved figure
out toward Randal. His fingers wrapped around the cold ivory.

"Giveittohimandlet'srun,” she said hurriedly. "It'snot our quarrel.” Then her eyeswidened and she
cried out, "Quick, Randy-duck!" He ducked, and a sword-blade whizzed over his head as one of the
yellowcoated men took aswing a him. The young wizard flashed abright light in the man'sface and
boomed some thunder in his ear- easy spdlls, but enough to stun the man and buy some thinking time.
"Werewith you," Randd said to Dagon.

"Let'sgo." Thethree went out the nearest window. The Street outside held more men, wearing the same
yedllow surcoats as those in the tavern. Some of them carried torches, and al of them were armed. Randal
called up another flash of light into the midst of the troop, thistime making it bright enough to dazzlethe
ydlow coatsinto temporary blindness.

"Thisway!" yelled Dagon. "Hurry!" The mercenary led the pair down awinding aley. Randal and Lys
followed, running lightly, their leather soles making only afaint dapping sound againgt the fog-dicked
cobblestones. A few minutes later, the three paused in the shadow of some empty casks stacked at the
foot of one of the city wharves.

"That wasn't bad, what you did back there," said Dagon. "A wizard, are you?'

"Y ou saw for yoursdf," Randd told him. No point in letting him know I'm only ajourneyman. A wizard
doesn't lie. . . but what aman thinksis his own business.

"And | don't like what's going on. Who's Fess, and why is he after you?"

Dagon chuckled grimly. "Y ou must be new around hereif you don't know who Lord Fessis. And he's
not just after me anymore-not since everybody in the Rooster and Roundels saw you handing over that
piece of ivory. Spesking of which. . ."

Randa shook his head. "Not until you tell mewhat it isand why you want it. For something that small, it's
caused too much trouble aready."

"I don't know what it is" Dagon admitted. "All | know isthat Varnart wantsit, and he's paying good
money for it. That's enough for me."

"Not for us," said Lys, a the sametime as Randd asked, "Who's Varnart?'

"| thought al you wizards knew each other," said Dagon. "The statueisredly his-or so hetold me. He
only wanted it back."

"Surehedid," said Lys. "Tdl usanother." Randd ignored her. "If the statueisVarnart's, thenwho is
Fess?'

Dagon gave aworld-weary sigh. "Cingestoun's afree town, but Lord Fess holds just about everything
outsde the city walls. And sometimes things turn up in histreasure room that don't have any business
being there, if you take my drift." Lys put her hands on her hips and looked straight at the mercenary.
"You gtoleit, didn't you?"'

"Not me," said Dagon. "That was Bryce'sjob. I'm just returning the carving to its rightful owner."
Randd's lipstightened, and he folded hisarms on his chest. " So you took the safe part for yoursdlf.”

"Y ou cal being chased halfway across Cingestoun by Fesssyellow coats 'safe€?' said Dagon
indignartly.

Randa nodded. "Bryceisaready dead.”

"l see," said Dagon. "Too bad. Hewas afriend of mine." He gave the young wizard ameasuring glance.
"Your doing?' There was anote in the mercenary'svoice that Randal didn't likeat al. | don't want to
fight thisman, he thought. I'd have to use something alot more permanent than bright lights and loud
NOISes.

"I found himin my room," Randa said doud. Carefully, in the back of hismind, he began readying a
shock spell in case he needed it. "I don't know how he got there, but he was already dying. He gave me
the statue and said it was for you."



"If that'swhat happened,” Lyscut in, "then | say let's hand the thing over and say good night.”

"It'snot that smple," Randd replied. "Not with magic involved.” In fact, hefdt lessand lesssurethat he
ought to give the statue to Dagon. The mercenary clearly had no idea how to ded with amagical artifact.
True, Randa had promised . . . but only to find Dagon, nothing more. Maybe | ought to give the statue to
Varnart mysdlf, he thought. Wizard to wizard. If we're dealing with an artifact of power, that would be
the safest thing to do.

"Let'stak about this someplace warm and dry," Randal said findly. "1 think we've shaken Fesss men, so
it's probably safe to go back to the Green Bough." Dagon scowled at him for amoment longer and then
shrugged. "Sounds good to me." But when they reached the Green Bough, Randal stopped short with an
exclamation of dismay and gestured the others back into the shadows of the dley. Two men-at-armsin
yellow surcoats were coming out of theinn. They took places on either side of the doorstep, asif
gtanding guard.

"I don't likethelooks of this," said Lys. "I'm sure nobody back at that other place knew me or Randa by
sight, so how could they have gotten here before we did?"

"Bryce," said Dagon. " Someone must have followed him into town." The mercenary shook hishead.
"Cardessof him."

"He was probably dying aready," said Randa. "And as soon as somebody breaks down the locking
spell on my door, Fesss men are going to find his body."

"Then weld better leave town,” said Lysat once. "Y ou'll never convince Lord Fessthat you didnt do it.”
"Smart girl," Dagon remarked-apparently Lyss disguise hadn't survived the conversation.

"I have to meet afellow outsde town tomorrow anyway. But getting out of Cingestoun'slikely to be
harder than it sounds. Fesss men will be watching al the gates by now, and those fellows who hit the
Rooster and Roundels got agood look at al of us."

Lyshit her lip. "So what do we do now, Randy? Climb over the walls?'

"I've heard worseideas," said Dagon. "But wed gill have to reckon with city guards.”

Lyswasn't paying any attention to the mercenary. "Well?' she asked, till looking at Randd.

"Let methink ..." Theyoung wizard frowned. I've never been dl that good with disguisesand illusions, he
thought. | couldn't cover al three of us, or even just Lys and me, for more than alittle while. Not if were
al moving. And fighting our way out's no good elther-not when we're one mercenary, alute-player, and a
journeyman wizard up against Lord Fesss persond troops. Well have to smuggle oursaves through the
gates somehow. . .

"I'vegotit," hesad. "Comeon."

Dagon didn't move. "Where are you going?'

"I haveafriendintown,” said Randd. "With any kind of luck, Fesss men don't know about him, and,
with abit moreluck, hell bewilling to help us" The young wizard led the way back aong the route he
had followed at the start of the evening, from the Green Bough to Carpenters Lane. Now the sky
overhead was beginning to go from black to gray, and the stars were gone. Soon asmell of resn and
sawdust filled the dawn air.

"Nick'sshop isclose by here," said Randal to Lys. A moment later he stopped before abarred and
shuttered shopfront. Dagon frowned. "How do we get in without waking up the whole street?" the
mercenary asked.

"Likethis" Randd said, laying his hand on the shop door. He muttered a quiet spell of opening, and the
bolt shifted. He pushed at the door, and it swung open. "Let's get inside before somebody spots us.”
Oncedl three of them were insde the shop, Randal cdled up a sphere of cold-flame. The bluelight
played over the workbench and the tools, the carpenters aprons hanging from pegs dong thewadlls, the
motes of sawdust, and a curled wood-shaving that had escaped the evening cleanup. Dagon looked
about the shop with afighter'susua contempt for atradesman, but Lyss dark blue eyes were interested
and alittle sad.

"Thisisalong way from the Schola," she murmured.

"It's honest work," said Randd, in the same low tones. "And safer than life on the road. Y ou two stay
down here, and I'll go wake up Nick." He started for the stairs that led to the upper levels of the shop but



stopped at amuffled exclamation from Dagon.

"Someone's coming!" said the mercenary. Randal turned and saw that Dagon already had his sword
half-drawn.

"Put that away,” said Randd. "I told you, thisman'safriend.”

Dagon looked unconvinced. ™Y ours maybe-not mine." The mercenary met Randd's gaze for along
minute before damming the sword back into its scabbard. By the time he had done so, Nick was already
coming down the gtairsinto the blue glow of the cold-flame, aheavy wooden club &t the ready in hisright
hand.

11 A Friend in Need

"WHAT," SAID RANDAL, hdf laughing, "aclub and not adagger?"

"Old habitsdie hard," said Nick, tucking the club into his belt with alook of relief. "'l suppose | stayed
too long a Tarnsberg. | till don't fed right about using sted.” He saw Lys and broke into adelighted
amile

"Lyd I've been looking forward to seeing you ever since Randy told me you werein town. But what
brings you to the shop at thishour?

"We haveto get past the town gates without being spotted,” Randd answered. " Can you help us?'
"Areyouintrouble?

"Not if we aren't seen,” Lysreplied.

"Then theré's nothing easier,” said Nick. "Mind telling me who's chasing you, just so I'll know who to
avoid?'

"Fesssmen,” said Randd. "We have something they want, and they're acting serious about getting it."
Nick frowned. "Those yellow coats are a nasty bunch. I'll still help you, but I'd like to know what you're
trying to keep away from them.”

"This," said Randa. He unwrapped theivory statue from the bag that protected it and set it down on the
carpenter'sworkbench. As before, the old woman seemed to have moved since the last time held seen
her, even though he couldn't pinpoint a particular change.

"I think it'san artifact of power." Nick reached out to touch the smooth ivory of the carving. Heran a
forefinger aong the curve of the figureswrinkled cheek and then drew his hand back with an odd
expression. "It's.... certainly something very strange," he said. "'l don't recall ever reading or hearing about
anything likeit."

"Me, neither,” said Randa. " So what do you think?* Nick stroked his curly brown beard, al thewhile
frowning a theivory figurine. "I haven't done magic ancel quit the Schola," he said findly, "and that thing
gtill makes my skin prickle. I'd say get rid of it as soon as you can-but not to Lord Fess.”

"Don't worry," said Dagon. "I've dready got abuyer.”

Nick glanced over at the mercenary, and then back to Randa. When he spoke again, it wasin the Old
Tongue. "Who isthat person?’

"One of my other problems," said Randal, in the same language. "His nameis Dagon, and | don't trust
him. He saysthe artifact is supposed to go to someone called Varnart.”

"l see”" said Nick. He switched back to the language of Brecelande. " Come help me harness up the
lumber wagon. The guards at the North Gate are used to passing me through early in the morning when |
go to the Oseney woodlots for timber. Y ou can hidein the back of thewagon, and I'll drive you out of
town." A few minutes later, Alured Carpenter's lumber wagon rolled out of the stable in the back of the
shop. On the wagon-driver's seet, Nick whistled a cheerful tune asthe wagon rumbled down the dley
into the broader stretch of Carpenters' Lane. In the box of the wagon, Randdl, Lys, and Dagon huddled
under acanvas cloth. Good thing Nick wasin town and willing to help, Randal thought, as he breathed
the close, resin-scented air. Otherwise I'd be stuck with trying to make the three of uslook likerag
collectors or something.

"Y our friend could get apretty sum from Fessfor turning usin,” Dagon muttered low-voiced at Randd's
elbow.



"Don't worry," said Lys. Even in the darkness, Randa could tell that she was angry. "Nick wouldn't even
think of doing athing likethat."

"Y ou'd better hope he doesn't try,” said Dagon. "If | so much as get suspicious--"

"You'l keep your mouth shut and hold till," Randal said sharply. "1 told you before, Nick ismy friend.”
The whistling from the driver's seat stopped. "Better be quiet back there," Nick whispered. "Were
coming up on the North Gate."

Randd hdf kndlt and peered through a chink in the wooden dats that formed the front and sides of the
lumber wagon. Through the narrow gap, he could see Nick's head and shoulders silhouetted against the
orange torchlight coming from the North Gate guardhouse. Armed men moved about in the road ahead.
Y ellow surcoats, observed Randd, as the lumber wagon trundled closer to the guardhouse. Dagon was
right. Fesss men are watching the gates aready. He turned and whispered to the others, "Don't move. |
may havetotry anillusion to get us past.” Nick drove the lumber wagon up to the guardhouse and then
brought the four-horse team to a hdt. Randal watched from beneath the canvas asthe regular night guard
came up, holding alantern. A pair of yellowcoated men came with the gatekeeper, one on either side.
Randd pursed hislipsin aslent whistle and shook his head. Lord Fessisn't taking any chances.

"Where do you think you're going?' one of the yellow coats demanded.

"Out to Oseney,” Nick called back. "Ebert, tdll thesefdlowswho | am." The night guard held up the
lantern so that the yellow light shone directly on Nick'sface. Randal, crouched in the wagon-box and
squinting through the little space between the canvas and the wood, saw that hisfriend's lips were tight
and his jaw was set under the dense brown beard.

The guard gave Nick no more than acursory glance before lowering his lantern with anod. "'l know
you," he said. He turned to the yellowcoat on hisright. "It'sjust Alured Carpenter's journeyman. He
comes by herethree, four times every month.”

Fesss man frowned. He took a step forward and looked up at Nick. "Y ou, journeyman-what brings you
through the gatesthis early in the morning?* Randal tensed. He heard the catch in Lyss breathing and the
faint diding sound of her dagger coming out of its sheeth. From Dagon he heard nothing at al-and that, he
somehow knew, was an even more dangerous sign. It's not enough that | have to worry about the gate
guards, thought Randal. If Dagon getsit into his head that Nicks sold usout . . . But Nick only ran ahand
across hisface asif he were il half-adeep and blinked down at the guard. "I need wood, the same as
aways, and it'salong way out to Oseney." The regular guard scratched his head. "Didn't you come
through looking for wood just three days past?' Nick swallowed ayawn and then shrugged.
"Bugnessisgood lately. | go fetch wood when Alured tellsmeto." The second of Fesss men nodded at
the four-horse team. "Why so many horsesto pull the wagon?' Nick yawned again. "L oad's heavy
ometimes.”

"Then you won't mind if | look in the back." The words were a statement, not aquestion, and the
yellowcoat had aready headed around toward the rear of the wagon before Nick could reply. Randal
clenched his hands on the rim of the wagon-box and pressed his forehead against the wood. Illusion, he
thought, listening to the heavy footsteps growing closer. We need an illuson. He closed hiseyesand
spoke the words that created afase appearance. As he finished, the guard's footsteps reached the back
of thewagon. He couldn't hear Lyss bresthing at all now, and the silence from Dagon seemed even
heavier than before. If the mercenary decided to make good on his earlier threat, there was no way
Randa could stop him-not without dropping the fragileillusion spdl first. Randd heard the stiff rustle of
the canvas being lifted and felt cold swest break out on his forehead with the effort of keeping up the
illusion. Bare boards and shadows ... let Fesss man see only bare boards and shadows. The canvas
rustled again asthe guard let it drop. The footsteps went back around to the front of the wagon, and
Randa heard the voices of the three guardsin muttered conference.

"She'sempty, dl right. Y ou vouch for this man, Ebert?"

"Known him this past year or more, and amore honest sort you won't find between here and
Widsegard.”

"Right, then. Off you go, carpenter . . . and if you happen to see apair of boys and aman-at-arms
anywhere between here and Oseney, make certain you tell us about it double quick.”



Randa heard Nick give another smothered yawn as the gates creaked open. "I'll keep an eye out,”
promised the apprentice wizard turned carpenter, and then he cdled to the horses: "Gee up!" The lumber
wagon lurched forward and rolled out through the North Gate into the graying light of dawn. With asigh
of relief, Randd let theillusion go. He was shivering as he sank back down to a seated position on the
wagon-bed, and his teeth were chattering. He fdlt the light touch of Lysshand on hisarm.

"Areyou dl right, Randy?' The young wizard nodded, athough he knew she couldn't seehiminthe
darkness under the canvas. "I'm fine-just tired, that's dl. lllusions are hard work." Especialy when you've
never been very good at them in thefirst place, he added to himsdlf, but he knew better than to say it out
loud. Only Dagon's grudging respect for hismagica skills had kept the mercenary cooperative so far. If
he ever figures out how little| redly know, hell kill methe next time | turn my back.

"Rest whileyou can," came Nick's voice from the front of the wagon. "I'm taking the three of you well
clear of town before | stop the wagon and let you off."

"Dowhat Nick says," Lystold Randa. "I'll keep dert in case of trouble.” Randa started to protest and
found himself yawning instead. Almost in spite of himself, he leaned back againgt the side of the wagon
and fell adeep. He woke to the fed of the wagon coming to ahdt. A moment later, pale light struck his
closed eydids, and he opened his eyesto see Nick pulling back the canvas cover from the wagon-box.
Randal looked around and saw nothing, for the moment, that appeared threatening or even
interesting-only the nondescript brown and green of the grasdands that surrounded Cingestoun. The sky
overhead was gray and watery, and alight mist dampened everything as soon as the canvas was raised.
"We're dmost to Oseney,” said Nick. The journeyman carpenter was smiling cheerfully, in spite of the
beads of moisture silvering hisbrown hair and beard. "That was agood job you did back there at the
gate. | was afraid we were donefor."

Lys pushed hersdlf away from the side of the wagon and stretched. Her lute, which sheld carried with her
during dl the night's adventures, lay on the floor of the wagon near her feet. "Sowas|," she said to Nick.
"Thanks, Randy."

Randa shrugged. "The dark night, the torchlight, the fact that they didn't redlly expect tofind us... it
wasn't dl that much work, asillusonsgo.”

Next to Randal, Dagon sat up and yawned. The mercenary had falen adeep himself on the road out of
Cingestoun; wood chips and scraps of bark from the floor of the wagon clung to hishair and clothing. "It
was enough,” he said as he brushed himself off. "Now that we're past the gates, you can hand over
Bryce's package like you agreed.”

Randa shook his head. "Oh, no. | never agreed to that." He closed his hand around the statue inside its
leather bag. "We were going to talk things over a the Green Bough."

Dagon turned to face Randal directly. "Y ou're quibbling, wizard. That statue doesn't belong to you. It's
Varnart's, and I'm going to see that it goesto him." Helooked at Randal for amoment. "I thank you for
your help so far, and now I'll thank you to hand over that carving.”

"I know it'snot mine," said Randd. "I don't want it, and I'll be happy to get rid of it. But I'm going to give
it to Varnart myself." Lys gave him adoubtful glance. "Are you sure you want to get yourself mixed upin
something likethis?'

"No," Randd said. "But there's something about that statue . . . take agood look at it." He opened the
leather bag and pulled out the ivory figurine. Thelight of day brought out even more clearly the fineness of
the unknown artist's work: He could see the very wrinkles on the knuckles of the old woman's hand
whereit gripped the staff, and her eyes, under their deep brows, seemed ready to blink and gaze about.
Lysregarded the figurine for along moment.

"If that thing were mine," shesaid findly, "I'd drop it inawell. | don't like thelooks of it."

Surprisingly, Dagon nodded. "I don't either, but Varnart's the one who's paying for it. And don't think
you'll be getting areward for giving him that piece" he added suspicioudy. "His agreement was with me
and medone”

"Y ou can have Varnart'smoney,” said Randd. "1 don't want that either. But I'm amost certain this statue
isan artifact of power. If that's so, then you need awizard to handleit.”

"l had Bryce" said Dagon. "But you tel me he'sdead.”



Nick wasfrowning. "If Randy saysyour friend'sdead,” he told the mercenary, "then he'sdead. And if
that thing really isan artifact of power, then the sooner it gets safely to Varnart and out of our hands, the
better.”

"For acarpenter, you sure talk alot about magic,” Dagon said. Helooked at Nick curioudy. "What's an
artifact of power?'

Randd did theivory carving back into its protective bag. "All objects contain magic," he explained. For a
moment, as he considered the mercenary's question, he was back at the Scholain Tarnsberg, Sitting safe
inawarm, dry room and listening to Master Crannach lecturing on magica theory. He put the memory
behind him and continued.

"Most of thetime, though, objects don't contain very much magic. But oncein awhile, an object turnsup
that has so much magicit can act by itsdlf. If it's properly controlled, it can be the key to great things."
Lyslooked nervoudy at the now-closed leather bag.

"What happensif it isn't controlled?' Randa and Nick exchanged glances.

"Then you've got trouble,” said Nick. "A thing like that doesn't have much use for people.”

Dagon scratched the stubble on his jaw and scowled. " Sounds like ademon to me.”

"Itsworse. Demons aren't of thisworld,” said Randal, quoting what he had heard during those classesin
Tarnsberg that now seemed so long ago. "Y ou can send them back where they came from. But artifacts
are of thisworld. They'rein thisworld and contain part of the world in themselves. Y ou can't destroy one
without destroying part of your own world, and the world fights that.”

"And you think Varnart'sfigurineis one of those artifacts' said Dagon thoughtfully.

Randal nodded. "'I'm dmost certain of it."

"Thenit can't hurt to have awizard dong until | turn it over," said the mercenary at last. "The meeting
place isn't too far from here. We can make it on foot if we haveto.”

"No need,” said Nick. "Y ou three wait here, and I'll take the lumber wagon to Oseney and bring the
horses back. They know me at the woodlot; Alured'swagon will be safe there while we're on the road.”
"Wait aminute,” said Randd. " 'We?'

"I'm coming with you," said the onetime gpprentice wizard. He grinned through hisbeard at Randd. "This
one lookslike too much funto miss.”

"It'syour neck," grunted Dagon as he climbed out of the wagon. The mercenary looked back a Randal
and Lys. "Come on. Thelesstime we spend hanging around by the side of the road, the better.” Lys
vaulted over the side of the wagon with an acrobat's easy grace. Randal followed more dowly and stood
for amoment leaning againgt hiswalking staff. Nick called to the horses, and the wagon creaked off
down theroad.

IV Power

"LET'SGO," said Dagon. "That wooded patch over there looks good enough for laying up awhile.”
Soon Randd, Lys, and Dagon were sitting on their cloaksin the middle of astand of trees. Thiscloseto
the great Wilderness of Lannad, the ancient forest that extended across southern Brecelande, the trees
were dense and old. Thelight mist of early morning had thickened into asteady drizzle. The drops of
water collected on the twigs and branches overhead and plopped heavily down onto the dead leaves
below.

"So far, so good," said Dagon. "'I'm close to the place where I'm supposed to meet Varnart, and in plenty
of time. Just aslong as Fesssyellow coats aren't coming aong behind. ..." Helooked at Randa. "Y ou're
awizard-can you tell if anybody ischasing us?'

Randd stifled agroan. Please, he thought, not when I'm dready hurting al over. Hisjoints and muscles
ached from the bumpy ride in the lumber wagon, and his head felt fuzzy from lack of deep. But with
Dagon watching he didn't dare refuse.

"Give me something | can look into,” he told the mercenary. "A dish of clear water's best, or acrysta,
but we haven't got either of those. Ordinary polished metal will work inapinch.”

"Crydd, did you say?' Dagon pulled his dagger from its sheath on his belt and held out the wegpon hilt



firgt. It was afighter's weapon, long-bladed and double-edged, with ametal cross guard-forged for use,
not for beauty. The massive blue gemstone set into the pommel looked out of place againgt the plain
metdl.

"Yes," said Randd. "That will work." The mercenary regarded the sgpphire with afond expression. "I've
had good luck with it mysdlf," he said. "I've pawned it adozen timesif I've pawned it once, and I've
always been ableto buy it back.” Randa took the dagger. His scarred hand closed awkwardly on the
grip, reminding him again that he had forsworn the use of such wegpons when hefirst set out to sudy the
wizard's art. He'd broken that vow only once, to stop histeacher, Master Laerg, from destroying the
entire School of Wizardry-and hed dmost lost hisown magic asaresult. Thisis different, hetold himself.
Y ou're using the sone, not the stedl. He planted the dagger point first in the earth-ignoring Dagon's
squawk of protest-and focused his attention on the sapphire. Time passed. He could sense Dagon and
Lys moving about restlesdy, somewhere outside his narrowed range of vision. He forced away the
awareness of them, willing himself to sink deeper and deeper into the sapphire's azure depths. A light
flickered within the gem. It steadied and showed anest in atree-a bird's nest, but empty and broken,
with asmdl bird perched forlornly on anearby twig. Beneath the tree, ayelow-eyed cat circled. The
bird took fright and flew off. The cat grew yellow feathers and became abird of prey, agolden facon
that mounted skyward and followed as the bird flew on. As Randa bent down to see the images better, a
harsh oath broke his concentration, and a hand swept down and pulled the dagger free of the earth.

"Y our friend's back," said Dagon.

"Haven't you seen anything yet?' Randa's head ached. He pressed his pams againgt his forehead.
Yelow eyes. . . ydlow feathers. . . yelow, like the surcoats.

"Fesssmen," he muttered. "Following behind us."

"Close?' That wasNick'svoice.

"Not yet, | think." Randal used hiswalking staff to pull himsdif to hisfeet. He turned to Dagon.

"Let's get on to your meeting. The sooner we can hand over that carving to Varnart, the safer well al
be." The mercenary wiped the dirt off his dagger and dammed it back into its sheath. "Right. Everybody
mount up. We're making for aruined watchtower about aleague past the turn-off for Oseney. The
meeting with Varnart is supposed to take place halfway between noon and sunset. Let'sgo.” They rode
for acouple of hours and reached the watchtower at about midafternoon, just asthe rain was ending and
the clouds were breaking up. Once, the tower had stood to keep the High King's peace, but now its
moss-grown walls were open to the sky, and the fallen roof lay in rubble on the floor. Randal glanced
about at the piles of stones half covered with dead leaves and dirt. "Y ou're sure thisis the place?”

"Of courseI'm sure,” said Dagon. Heturned to Lysand Nick. "Y ou two stay outside and hold the
horses. Thisll just be the wizard and me." Nick ignored the mercenary. "Do you want me along, Randy?'
Thejourneyman wizard shook his head. "Don't worry-I can handleit. As soon as Varnart showsup, I'll
give him the carving and that'll bethat." Dagon and Randal walked through an empty doorway into the
shell of thewatch tower. Lysand Nick stayed outsde, out of sght behind the curving wal. Insdethe
tower, Randa and Dagon waited while the afternoon shadows grew dowly longer. Randa sat on ablock
of stone and watched the sunlight shift across the wall. Dagon paced about restlesdy, moving from door
to window to broken wall, one hand aways on the hilt of hissword. Then alean man-tal, dressed in
elegant gray clothing, clean-shaven that very morning-stepped without warning through agap in the
crumbling stone. Randal cameto hisfeet a once, but the stranger seemed not to notice him. Instead, he
looked at Dagon and smiled.

"It'sdwaysapleasure,” the man said, "to deal with someone who keeps hisword. Did you have any
trouble getting the object?!

Dagon halted his pacing and faced the new arrival. "Just who are you, anyway?"' he asked. Hisfeet were
planted wide, and hisright hand gripped his sword hilt. “Too many people! don't know are mixed up in
thisaready."

"I come from the one who hired you," said the newcomer. "I have ordersto pay you, but | warnyou, S,
| have aso been ingtructed that | must not return without the carving." He gave adight nod to one side,
and two other men stepped out of hiding from behind the stones. These men were dso dressed in gray



and carried swords and daggers. Dagon looked from one of the armed men to the other, without moving
a hairsoreadth from where he stood. "If you've got the gold, I've got the statue. But first, tell me the name
of the man who hired you."

While the two mercenaries spoke, Randal was a work casting aspell of magica resonance: asmple
spell, but one that would, if done correctly, tell him whether another wizard was nearby. Asheld half
expected, the only magica echo for miles around came from the carving itsalf. The stranger who stood
before them wasno wizard ... asif the sword at his hip had not aready proved that to be true. Thetall
man laughed abit, but his smile did not reach his eyes. They were cold gray in the afternoon sunlight. "'l
am hired by Master Varnart, to fetch back a statue of awoman, so big . . ." Theman held up hishandsa
little less than afoot gpart. " So, as one hirding to another, take your payment and be gone."

Dagon turned to Randal. "Giveit to him." Randa hestated. This man was astranger and no wizard. But
he came from Varnart, whose claim to the statue was as good as anybody's. Randal held out the leather
bag. Thetal man pulled the bag into hishands. He opened it, lifted out the Statue, examined it briefly, and
put it back into the sack. He nodded again and stepped back. A whisper of sound in the grass outside
made Randal turn his head. Lys and Nick came around the broken wall into the tower, walking at
sword-point before three more of the gray-clad men. The stranger smiled. "Good," he said. "Now Kkill
them.”

"Double-crosser!" Dagon ydled, drawing his sword and sidestepping at the sametime, so that a sudden
lunge by one of the men in gray passed cleanly by him. In the same brief instant between the tall man's
order and his men's response, Lys somersaulted forward like the acrobat she was. She curled into atight
ball as sherolled away through the debris. The sword thrust aimed at her shoulderblades passed over her
as she spun. Randal stepped back aswell and cast ashock spell at the leader of the band. But the hastily
prepared magicd blow did nothing, its power fading even before it reached itstarget. Too late, Randa
saw the bronze medallion on the stranger's chest.

It'san amulet, Randd redlized. He's protected against magic. Randal tried another shock spell, thistime
a one of the two men who were attacking Dagon. The man he aimed at staggered and missed his stroke.
Dagon took advantage of the distraction to cripple the man with aleg blow before turning back to hisone
remaining foe. Randal glanced around again. Lyswas nowhere to be seen, but Nick had taken awound,
and now the former apprentice was retreating step by step in front of two men who paced toward him,
trying to get himinto killing range. Soon his back would beto thewall. Then Randd lost track of the
others as he, too, was attacked by a sword-wielding fighter with murder in mind.

| don't want to use lightning, he thought, blocking the first blow with hiswalking staff. It might kill him,
and thisisn't redly my quarrdl. Instead, he cast a heat spell on the hilt of the man's sword. Flesh szzled,
and the man dropped hisweapon. | can't use stedl, Randal thought, but I'm not helpless. He swung his
walking staff againgt the man's skull, and the attacker went down. In the momentary breathing space, he
looked around and saw that Nick's assailants had backed the journeyman carpenter up against the wall
on the other side of the rubble. The two men were about to strike when aheavy chunk of rock crashed
down onto the head of one. Lysfollowed it, legping from the top of the wall to land on the other man's
shoulders. Swordsman and player went down together in atangle of armsand legs.

Theleader of the gray men still had not drawn his sword. Maybe that's not asword at all, Randa thought
inaarm. Just ahilt attached to a shesth, to fool us. Could this man be awizard himself-his true nature
hidden by whatever's protecting him? Then Randa saw that the tal stranger was moving-grasping the
amulet on hischest, pulling it off and casting it away from him. Heisawizard, thought Randa, with
sudden conviction. The same amulet that hid him stopped him from using magic. And now he'sgoing to
kill usdl if I can't gop him. Hetried to cal up alightning bolt-but nothing happened. He staggered,
exhausted, and bardly recovered hisbalance in time to seethetall wizard's hand movein the opening
gestures of ashock spell. Suggishly, Randa countered with ashielding of his own-and again the spell
was wesk. Mogt of the stranger's power came through anyway and sent Randal stumbling backward.
The stranger raised his hand to cast the shock spell again. Thistime, Randal knew, the blow would be a
fatal one. Then, suddenly, he became aware of another source of power: magica energy stronger and
more plentiful than any he had ever felt before. With the last of hisfailing strength, he dipped into the new



source and cast the lightning spell again. The power toreitsway through Randa like a searing flame. For
an agonizing moment, the spell threatened to go out of control and turn on him. With awrench of effort,
he mastered it. In the next second a harsh voice he barely recognized as his own cried out in Old Tongue,
"Ruat fulmen!™ and the lightning struck. The other wizard fell. In the sudden quiet, Randa strode over to
where he lay and pulled the bag from hislifelessfingers. Then the rush of power |left Randal as suddenly
asit had come, and the journeyman wizard collgpsed onto the ground, Sitting with his head bowed. | told
Lysjust last night that | didn't know if 1 could kill aman with magic, he thought unhappily. And now |
have. He pressed hisforehead againgt his knees and sat there, shivering uncontrollably even though the
late-afternoon air was warm. Before long he heard footsteps and lifted his head to see Lys, Nick, and
Dagon coming toward him. Lyswas breathing hard, and both men were bleeding. All three sat down
near Randal among the dirt and rubble, and for alittle while there was sllence. Findly Dagon spoke. "We
won," he said.

"So what do we do now?" asked Nick.

"Just savor thefact that youre dive," said Dagon. "The smple pleasures of lifearethe best.” The
mercenary stood up and walked over to the man who had taken the statue. He turned over the body with
the toe of hisboot and then bent to scoop up the amulet from whereit lay on thedirt. "I hope you got
good vaue for your money," he said to the dead man. "Asfor me, I'll take this pretty toy for my trouble.”
Randa shook his head. There was a sour taste in his mouth, and hislimbs were trembling from the
backlash of the lightning bolt. "Why would Varnart's man want to kill us?' he asked.

"Dead men don't talk," answered Dagon. "It seemsthat Master Varnart doesn't want me spreading his
dirty little secret.” The mercenary laughed briefly. "1 wonder what sort of reception that fellow would
have gotten when he brought the statue home.”

"It doesn't matter,” said Randal. "Fesss men are il looking for the carving. And we ill haveit." His
voice sounded hoarse and cracked even now that held rested alittle. Lys gave him a sudden concerned
glance.

"Areyou hurt, Randy?"'

"No. They didn't touch me."

Nick frowned a him. "I took asword cut, and | feel better than you look right now. What happened?
Randa paused for amoment. "l tapped into asource of power," he said findly, "and it was polluted.” His
mouth tasted of bile. He swallowed and went on, "When aman isdying of thirst, hell drink from apuddie
inthe middle of the street, even though the memory of it will turn his tsomach for therest of hislife. | just
did something like that."

"l hopeyoure abletoride," said Dagon harshly. "If Fesssmen are hunting for that statue, then we need
to be somewhereelse.”

Randa straightened. "I canride,” he said. "But what about you and Nick?"

The mercenary gave ashrug that ended in agrimace. "Neither one of usisgoing to die before nightfall.”
"Weéll travel fagter if you aren't losing blood thewholetime," said Randa. " Give me another moment to
rest, and I'll try healing you both." The spellsthat stopped bleeding and closed wounds were smple
enough that every village hed-wife knew them-so simple that more than one Schola-trained wizard
regarded them with scorn. Nevertheless, Randal found that tending Dagon's and Nick'sinjuries|eft him
drained and exhausted. He could barely haul himsalf onto the back of one of the draft horses that had
pulled Alured Carpenter's lumber wagon.

"All right," said Dagon to Nick when dl four had mounted. "L et's go to Oseney and get you started back
to Cingestoun with the wagon."

"Sounds good to me," said the carpenter. "With luck, I'll come out of thiswith nothing more than afew
hard words from Alured for taking off without hisleave."

"Y ou've dready given us help beyond the claims of friendship,” Randal said. "'l wish | could have stayed
intown alittlewhilelonger." They traveled the rest of the way to the road in slence. When they reached
the road, Randa saw that the dirt bore traces of the passing of many horses since they'd turned off the
track and headed for the tower. He wasn't the only one to notice; Dagon frowned at the sght, and the
mercenary's frown grew deeper the closer the four of them got to Oseney. At length, he turned the frown



on Randd. "When you did your scrying, wizard, why didn't you see what just happened?’

"Y ou asked for news of pursuit behind us," said Randd. "So that'swhat | waslooking for. Scrying islike
that-you get answersto the questions you ask and not to the ones that you should have asked instead.”
"What exactly did you see?' asked Nick.

"A ydlow cat," said Randd. "And abird being chased by a golden falcon.”

"Fesssmen," Nick said with anod. "Y ellow surcoats."

"So | thought,” Randd told him. "But you remember how it is-everything has two meanings. At lesdt. It's
possible the cat waiting below the nest might have been the ambush-was

"Wait aminute," said Nick. "This cat. Did it come before the falcon or afterward?'

"Before" said Randd. In spite of hisexhaugtion, he found himsdf enjoying the discusson. HEd beeniin
dozenslikeit, back at the Schola, as apprentices and masters pried apart their dreams and visions for the
meaning of each detail. He sat up straighter on the back of Alured's carthorse and went on. "There's
more. The bird's nest was broken . . . my room, that Bryce broke into, or Fessstreasury, that Bryce
brokeinto, or Bryce himself, empty of life. Maybe dl three at once. And another thing-"

"Birds," said Dagon, in tones of disgust.

"Cats. Nests. We're caught between the most powerful wizard and the most powerful warlord for miles
around, and you St there telling anima stories.”

"Becareful," Lyscut in sharply. " Someone's coming up the road.”

V The Watches of the Night

"ITSALL RIGHT," said Nick. "I know that man." He raised his voice and caled out, "Ho, now, Swayn
Steven's son-any gossip from Oseney?' The other man-afarmer about Nick's age, carrying a covered
basket over one arm-called back, "More than alittle, Nick Wariner. | heard you mentioned in the
marketplace today.” Dagon glowered. Randal half expected him to attack the unsuspecting Swayn, and
the young wizard began readying ashield spell just in case it became necessary to protect the farmer. But
Nick ignored both of them and asked Swayn cheerfully, "Oh? And how did that happen?' The farmer
lowered hisvoice. "The market wasfull of men-at-armsin yellow surcoats, asking about anybody who'd
come to Oseney from the big town since yesterday-and that's you and no one else. They want to talk to
you when you come back from looking at the timber |ots. But more than that, they're asking about three
grangers.” Swayn pointed with hischin at Randa and the others. "They're offering silver coin for any
word of two boys and aman who look exactly like the onesriding your horses."

"Isthat s0?" asked Nick.

Swayn nodded. "Not that |'ve seen anybody like that around here," he added with awink.

"Thanksfor the news" said Nick, smiling in return. "And good day to you.”

The farmer touched his cap and said, "Good day to you, too, my friend,” to Nick, and walked on past
the four riders. Dagon dewed around in his saddle to watch the farmer's departing back and then turned
toward Nick and Randal, glaring.

"Catsand birds," he muttered. "What next?"

"| think we'd better forget about the wagon,” said Randal.

"These horses ill belong to Alured,” Nick protested. "1 have to get them back to him.”

"Today isnttheday todo it," said Lys. "We haveto get avay. The Wildernessian't far, but well reach it
quicker if we keep the horses and ride. From there we can go on foot, and you can go back with the
horses. Y ou won't bein any worse trouble, and maybe Fesss men won't be looking for you tomorrow."
"I suppose s0," Nick said reluctantly.

"Then enough talking," Dagon snapped. "Let'sgo" Darkness overtook them asthey traveled, but they
continued riding well into the night. Randal kept his seat on the broad back of the carthorse by sheer
willpower-aided by the fact that for the first twelve years of hislife he had been destined for knight hood
and trained to stay on his horse no matter how hurt he was or how hard the going became. Findly, he
heard Nick say to Dagon, low-voiced, "We haveto rest. If we keep this up, well kill the horses, and
then where will we be?’



"Same place well beif Fesss men catch us," replied the mercenary. " Still, stopping's probably worth the
rsk."

"Randa," Lys asked, "can you hide our camp like you hid usin the wagon?' Randal shook his head to
clear away the fuzziness of exhaugtion. "I think so. But not unlessit'sreally necessary-I'd have to stay
awakethewholetimetheillusonisgoing." And even thenitll work only if Fesss men don't trample us by
mistake, he added slently. And if none of them arelooking for magic, and if they haven't guessed exactly
how we got out of town thismorning. . .

"That'll be hard onyou," said Nick. "Y ou're astired as any of us, maybe more."

"I know," said Randd. "But there's no choice. Theimportant thing isto give the horses a chanceto
rest-you said so yourself."

"And what about you?' asked Lys. Randal couldn't see her face in the dark, but she sounded almost
angry. "When do we give you achanceto rest?"

"I'll bedl right,” said Randdl. "'l can deep whilewereridingif | haveto." He gave atired laugh. "Just pick
me upwhen | fdl off." Lys muttered something in her native Occitanian. A few minutes|later, Dagon
cdled ahdt.

"l hope you're as good as your word, wizard," he told Randal. They settled down for the night. Dagon
had found a clearing among some saplings a furlong from where the degper woods of the Wilderness
began. Randal scratched acircle around their camp, drawing alinein the dirt with a pointed stick, but he
left the spellsthemselves uncast. Timefor that, he thought, if we come to needing it. Then he stretched
out on the ground, wrapped himsdf up in hiswizard's robe for warmth, and fell into an exhausted deep.
Hewokein the middie of the night to fed Nick shaking him by the shoulder.

"Someone's coming,” the carpenter whispered. ™Y ou can see them down the dope, using torchesto
search the ground.”

Randa shoved ahand through his hair. "Don't they deep? Don't their horses deep?”

"Guessnot."

"I'll take it from here, then." Randa cleared his mind, using the techniques he'd learned at the Schola, and
spoke the spell of visbleilluson. Thecircle hed scratched in the dirt earlier flickered for amoment with
bluefire, then darkened. Randa sat down on alog near the center and prepared to watch through the
night.

"That'sit," he said to the others. ™Y ou can go back to deep now."

Dagon looked at him doubtfully. "Istheilluson up?'

Randal shrugged. "Either itisoritisnt.”

"Y ou mean you can't tell ?"

"Not until somebody seesthroughit.”

Dagon didn't seem happy about that and rolled back up in his cloak with his bare sword close at hand.
Within the hour, atroop of yellow coats appeared, but they passed by the camp without glancing at it.
Dagon turned over and began to snore. Randdl relaxed alittle. At least the spell isworking, he thought.
After afew minutes, Nick came over and sat beside him. Thetwo looked into the firein slencefor alittle
while. Then Randa glanced over a Nick. "I've gotten you into alot of trouble, I'm afraid. Do you have
someplace you can go until the search dies down?'

"I'll stick with you," replied the apprentice wizard turned carpenter. "If I'd kept on working at the Art, I'd
have been out on the road as ajourneyman by now ... and I've wondered, sometimes, how | would have
managed.”

"You'd have donefine" said Randd. "Better than | have, certainly.” The night air was cold; he pulled his
black robe tighter around his shoulders and moved alittle closer to thefire. "I never did understand why
you left the Scholain thefirst place. Magic dways came so easily to you-alot easer thanit did to me.”
"I'm not sure myself why | left," said Nick. For once, his bearded features were serious. "But | couldn't
think of any reason why | should stay, either. When it got to where| couldn't recall why 1'd |eft home for
the Scholato start with, | knew it wastimeto quit.”

"Home..." For amoment, Randd was quiet, fighting the sadnessthat still came over him sometimes when
he thought about Castle Doun. It's been more than three years since | |ft, and who knowsif I'll ever see



itagain. Itll al be changed ... He glanced over at Nick and saw an expression on the former gpprentice's
face that mirrored his own fedings. Like most of the students at the Schola, Nick had never spoken much
about whatever he might have left behind to study wizardry. But everybody |eaves something, Randal
thought. And most of us don't go back.

"Areyou from Cingestoun, then?' he asked.

Nick shook hishead. "Not me. . . I'm from Widsegard, down on the southern border. | |eft home
bragging that | was going to come back as awizard or never come back at dl."

"S0 you never went back."

"| couldn't,” said Nick. "How could | face the Wizards Guild in Widsegard, after the way the Guild sent
me off to the Scholawith such glowing recommendations?’

"Dont let it worry you," Randd said.

"Remember what Master Tarn always used to say-'Only one candidate in ten who comesto Tarnsberg is
allowed to become an apprentice. And of those, only one in ten goes on to become ajourneyman.' "

"l know," Nick replied. "And every night, when | go to bed, | try to convince myself that the reason |
didn't become ajourneyman was because | wasn't cut out for magic. | keep telling mysdf that that'sthe
reason-but by the time I'm done, I'm always sure | |eft because | was afraid to go on. It's no fun waking
up every morning thinking I'm a coward." Nicolas poked at the fire with a stick, knocking the red coals
gpart and sending a brief burst of heat outward. "So if you don't mind, now that |'ve seen the start of this
adventure, I'll stay with you and seethe end of it aswell." Then he brightened abit. "Besdes, between
here and Tarnsberg is the whole Wilderness of Lannad. If you plan to travel off the road, the wild beasts
aonewill make you glad of another hand.”

"If youresure. . ." Randal began hesitantly.

"I've been thinking about thisfor along time," Nick said. "And after seeing you again, I'm not certain that
| didn't make amistake when | left off studying the Art. | haven't forgotten everything | learned at the
Schola; when we get back to Tarnsberg, maybe | can take up where |l |€ft off."

"You'd make afinewizard," Randd told him. "I'm sure the Regentswould let you back in if you asked.”
They sat by the fire awhile more. "Go to deep,” Randa said findly. "At least one of us should get some
rest.” The night was clear and chilly, with awind blowing through the trees. Randd sat done, listening to
the Sghing leaves while he kept up theillusion that hid the camp. By midnight, the stars shone down from
asky empty of clouds, and the moon lit the clearing with light strong enough to cast afew paleand
wavering shadows. Dagon, Lys, and Nick gtirred restlesdy in their deep, asif troubled by disturbing
dreams. Out near the tree line, amovement caught Randd's eye. A man was gpproaching, coming alone
and on foot out of the Wilderness of Lannad. Hewas just apae outline at first. But then the figure grew
closer, and Randd felt achill even colder than the night wind strike through him like aknife. | know him,
Randa thought. Theraised scar on hisright hand throbbed, and he pressed his palms together to stop
their trembling. He remembered the day he had gotten that scar-the circle, and the demons coming to
drink my blood, and only Laerg's ceremonia sword standing between me and death. The man came
nearer. He crossed the line of the circleinscribed in the dirt, but the circle did not bresk.

"May | st besdeyou?' the man asked. "I've waked far thisnight, farther than | liketo think."

Randa could only nod in dumb agreement, too frightened to say no. The voice wasthe same. The eyes
were the same. This golden-haired man in wizard's robes-Randa knew him. Thiswas histeacher, the
wizard Laerg, who with the help of demons had tried to kill dl the magiciansin therealm. Thiswas
Laerg, Sitting on astone, hisarms clasped around his knees for warmth, his face haggard and gaunt, a
stubble of beard on his previoudy clean-shaven jav-Master Laerg, whom Randa had seen buried in
Tarnsberg many months past. Randa found hisvoice. "Would you care for something to eet, stranger?”
"No, dthough | thank you," the man replied. Randa noticed that he could see the trees on the other side
of the clearing, midtily, through the man's body. "But surely an apprentice ought to know his old master?"
"I'm not your gpprentice anymore,” Randd said carefully. "I'm ajourneyman. And you're dead.” |
remember the sword in my hand, he thought, and my own blood dripping down onto the floor of your
study, and then the blade striking home.

"A journeyman aready? How gratifying." Laerg looked directly at Randd for thefirst time. "And yes, |



know you killed me. Let methank you for that: Y ou stopped me from making a great mistake. And |
forgive you, too-the pain was momentary, and I've learned so much since then.”

"But . .. why areyou here now?"

Laerg smiled. "Let ussay that | fed somelingering concern for apromising gpprentice.”

"Some lingering concern” . . . you made me awizard, I'll give you that much. But you had your own
reasons.

"I'm not sure | trust you," he murmured aloud. The ghost nodded, asif acknowledging apoint madein
one of the Scholas many debates. "I'll admit that our |last meeting was scarcely the kind of thing to inspire
confidence.”

"Planning to sacrifice me to demons, you mean? Hardly. Take power in the kingdom, destroy the
Scholalittle things like that?' Randal's voice had risen as he spoke, and now it came close to bresking.
"Master Laerg, why did you do it?!

"I am aman, as other men" comthe ghost looked down at his semi-transparent self and gave afaint
laugh-"or | was, anyway. | had al the usua weaknesses, but | didn't know it. Through them | let myself
be used by forcesthat | didn't understand.” The ghost met Randa's eyes. "There's alesson there for you,
if youwant todigit out.”

"Thanksfor the thought." The sword cut across Randa's hand was aching badly now. He clenched his
fist over the pain. "I've got areminder that | can make mistakes. | carry it with me dl the time, thanksto
you. If you redlly areyou. For dl | know, you could be ademon in Laerg'sform.” The ghost raised the
shadow of agolden eyebrow.

"Insde your own circle? No, Randal . . . believe me or not as you will, but | have only your good at

"If youwish mewdl," said Randa dowly, "then tell me, what do you know about the object | carry?”
"The statue?"' asked Laerg. "Onething | cantell you: Master Varnart never owned it."

"Hetold Dagon that he did." The ghost shook hishead and looked at Randal with what might almost
have been fondness. "Randd, Randa-you were dways so charmingly innocent. There are a hundred
ways to convey an untruth without ever lying." Laerg's voice took on an echo of the tone that Randal
remembered from a hundred lectures back in Tarnsberg. " Suppose that Master Varnart cdled this Dagon
to him," the ghost went on, "and said, 'Lord Fess has stolen property in hiscastle.’ A true statement, asit
happens. And then: 'In histreasury isacertain ivory carving.' Again true. Then, finaly, ‘Lord Fesshasno
right toit. Bring it to me, and you will berichly rewarded.’ All these things are true, and who can blame
Varnart if Dagon hears something more than what was said?' The ghost paused. "1 never played those
games myself. A man must have his pride-and | had somewhat more than most." Randal blushed in the
dark, knowing that he himsalf had spoken just such half-truths to Dagon more than once. Still, he said
nothing of that to Laerg, but only asked, "What € se do you know about this statue?”

"That Varnart wantsit, that it is magica-but those things you aready know." The ghostly wizard roseto
hisfeet and looked down at his former apprentice.

"Onething more, Randal-that carving isathing of evil. | speak as someone who knows more than alittle
about evil, and | tell you, that statue is dangerous. Deeth followsit, and luck desertsit.” The sky was
graying to the east. The birds were waking in the trees. Randal was surprised by how fast the time had
gone. "Can't you tell me more than that?' he asked.

"Daybreak draws near," said the ghog, "and | have along journey ahead of me." Laerg waslooking
more trangparent by the moment. His voice was faint, nothing more than awhisper in thewind. "Only one
thing more. Be careful, for your friends sakes. Being near you can be deadly.” Randal drew a deep
breath, hoping to question the ghost further-but before he could speak, Laerg had departed, as had the
migt, torn on thelight breeze of morning.

VI Running

ONE BY ONE, the othersawoke. Lyswasthefirst, coming awake with aviolent start and reaching out
immediately for her luteinitslesther case, asif shefeared to find it gone. She relaxed when she saw



Randd.

"Lookslikeweredill divedfter dl," shesad with rdief. "But if that'swhat degping inddeamagic circle
islike, don't ask meto do it again. | had nightmaresthe whole time.”

Dagon yawned and stretched. "So did I. | dreamed | got an honest job.” The mercenary picked up his
sword from whereit had lain beside him dl night long, sheethed it, and buckled the svordbelt around his
hips. Then helooked around the campsite with a satisfied expression and chuckled. "But there are no
enemiesin sight, which isworth afew bad dreams asfar as|'m concerned. | have to hand it to you,
wizard- when you promise, you ddiver."

Randa swallowed an exhausted yawn of hisown. "I'm glad you approve,” he said dryly. "And I'd trade
my night for yoursif | had the chance.

Nick wasthe last to wake, rousing dowly and rubbing his eyesto clear away the final traces of deep. He
blinked at Randal and said, "Y ou look like death warmed over-how long did you have to keep the circle
up?'

"It's4till here. Can't you fed it?' said Randal, and added, in the Old Tongue, "I had adead man vist me
during the night."

Nick looked at him more closdly, "Inthecircle?’ "Yes. A master wizard, the one | told you about.”

"l won't ask more," said Nick. Then he switched back to the common speech of Brecelande. "But it's not
surprising that | had strange dreams.”

"I think we dl did,” said Lys. Her dark blue eyes clouded over with memories. "1 dreamed of the day |
found my family al murdered by bandits, and meleft doneto garve.”

"Not agood dream to wake up on," agreed Nick soberly. "My own dreams weren't bad, just odd. |
dreamed that your statue had come dive, Randy-I wasin Alured's shop back in Cingestoun, and that
same old woman came waking in the door aslarge aslife.”

"What did shewant?' asked Randa sharply. He seemed to hear again Master Laerg'sfind warning. ‘The
carvingisathing of evil. . .. Becareful, for your friends sakes!'

Nick shook hishead. "I don't know. | said to her, "Y ou look like you've come along way,' and she said,
'From Widsegard on the Southern Sea." Then | thought she was going to ask me for something, but |
woke before she could say anything more.”

"Widsegard," repeated Randa. Other than Nicolas, he didn't know anyone who came from there. Once
it had been part of Brecelande, but after the High King's death, the city merchants had shut the gates and
raised their own banner. "I wonder . . . wasthe statue made there in the first place?”

"Possibly,” said Nick. "I thought the carving looked like southern work."

"What doesit matter?' Dagon demanded. "It's here now.” Randa thought for amoment and turned to the
mercenary.

"Tdl me" hesad, "are you till determined to hand over the satueto Varnart?'

"Masgter Varnart and | had abargain,” said Dagon. "And he went back on it. Nobody getsthe chanceto
crossmetwice."

"And we've seen how dearly Fesss henchmen love us' said Lys. Shelooked at the young wizard. "What
are you thinking, Randy? What should we do with that thing?"

Dagon grunted. "Drop it inawell, likeyou said yesterday, if | can't find abuyer for it in ahurry.”

"No," said Randd. "I have a better idea. We can takeit to Tarnsberg. The School of Wizardry isthere,
and maybe the masters can tell uswhat kind of thing we have." And besides, he added to himsdlf, evil
things don't stay down. If wethrew that carving into awell, it would only crawl out again and do harm
somewhere else.

Dagon was frowning. "Morewizards? | don't likeit. But | can't stay here, whatever | do. If I'm going to
run, | might aswell head for Tarnsberg and try to sell the satue there.” He cast a penetrating glance a
Randd. "I suppose you'll want to keep on carrying the thing yoursa f?!

Randa nodded. "That'sright." The young wizard was uncomfortably aware that he was working with
partia truths again, but something about dealing with Dagon seemed to call them forth. If thisthing is
realy an artifact of power, then it's too dangerous to abandon-and too dangerousto sell. Once again
Laerg'swarning echoed in his mind-be careful, for your friends sakes-and he turned to Lys and Nick.



"Cingestoun isn't hedlthy for either of you right now, but once you're not with me and Dagon, you should
be able to makeit to Castle Doun. Lord Alyen ismy uncle and agood man. Ask him for refuge. Youll
be safe there™

Lysand Nicolas exchanged glances. Nick spokefirgt. "I'll stick with you," he said.

"I don't think you should do that," said Randd uneasily. "The statue is dangerous, and | don't want you
and Lysto get hurt.”

"What kind of friend would | be," Nick asked, "if | ran out on you when the trouble started? Like | said
last night, I'm coming with you."

"l see" said Randal. He dill didn't fedl right about Nick's insstence on coming aong, but the former
apprentice's jaw was set in astubborn line. Randal turned to the lute-player. "How about you, Lys?!
"Tarnsherg was as much my home as anywhere," she said. "I'll be glad to seeit again. And you need
somebody with common sense to keep you out of trouble.”

Randal sighed. "Tarnsberg for dl of us, then. Let's get out of here before Fesss men come back.” The
four of them remounted Alured's carthorses and rode out. But Randal's words turned out to be
prophetic. No sooner had they crossed the perimeter of the magic circle than aband of horsemenin
yellow surcoats burst out of the trees and charged toward them.

"Ambush!" Dagon shouted. "Move out!" The mercenary had his sword ready and wasriding hard for a
gap inthering of horsemen, heading for the trees that marked the edge of the Wilderness. He didn't wait
to seeif anyone was following him. Fesss men, thought Randal. They must have surrounded the spot
where our tracks vanished and then waited until morning to see what happened. He looked around for
the others. Dagon had aready disappeared into the trees, and Nick had almost reached shelter aswell.
But Lys hadn't yet won free of the clearing-and a pair of Fesssriderswas closing in on her. Randal
gestured to cdl forth the flashing lights and booming thunder that could panic both men and horses. But
Fess had trained histroopers well- they fatered but didn't stop. Their brief confusion, however, alowed
Lysto dip away into the trees. Randal turned to fend for himsalf. He threw a shock spell at a nearby
rider, and the man tumbled from his horse. Randal kicked his own horse into agalop and headed for the
woods. Theforest closed around him, but he could hear the sound of hoofbeatsin pursuit.

| have to dow them down, Randal thought. The only reason we just got away is because we rested our
horseslast night and they didn't. A spell of tangling and confusion would do the trick-but he had never
cast such aspdl before on his own, and the long watch over the magic circle had aready left him
drained. Once again, he became aware of the statue's power. Use me, it seemed to say. Use me, and
become mightier than you have ever dreamed.

"I don't want your power," he muttered aloud, "but if | don't useyou, Fesssmenwill catch usal.” He
brought the carthorse to a hat and began the spell. Thistime he was ready for the unpleasant surge of
energy and directed it dl into amaze of confusing tracks and deceptive images that Fesss men would
findif they followed him into the woods.

"Fat!" he cried, and the spell was ended. Then the backlash of power took him, and he collapsed onto
his horse's neck, clutching the coarse manein his hands. Although the spell had weakened him, Randal
found that drawing on the statue's power hadn't disgusted him as much asit had thelast time. | must be
careful, hethought, and not useit unless | haveto. | might get to liking it. After amoment, he Sraightened
and rode on. It wasn't long before he saw Lys and Nick waiting among the trees ahead. He shook his
head to clear away the fog that casting the spell had left behind and asked, "Where's Dagon?”

"Don't know," said Nick. "But I'd guess he saved his own skin-he certainly took off fast enough.”
"Sodidyou dl," said Dagon, riding up from behind them. " And you've been so noisy since then that I'm
amazed were not al crow's meat by now. Maybe I'd have more luck if | took that statue mysalf and | eft
you to your own devices."

"l don't think s0," said Randal wesarily. "The spell of confusion | put on our trail will last until noon or so.
That gives usagood head sart if Fesss men want to follow us through the Wilderness." They pushed on
hard the rest of the day, aways fearful that Fesss men would overtake them again. Night wasfalling
before they paused.

"| figure we have half aday'slead on them,” said Nick.



"Maybe," said Dagon. "' And maybe not. In the meantime, werein ahorseraceto Tarnsberg.” He
looked over & Randd. "Will the city take you in?"

"The Scholahasto,” said Randal. He swallowed what would have been ajaw-cracking yawn. The
carthorse'sjolting gait had given him no chanceto rest dl day, and hefdlt tired in his very bones. "And
Tarnsberg isafreecity. Its Council won't hand us over to abaron's riders, no matter how powerful Lord
Fess may be around Cingestoun.”

"Good," said Dagon. "Then let's concentrate on not losing our way." Darkness fdll suddenly in the woods,
and they camped that night without afire. When thefirst gray light cametrickling through the thick foliage
above, they rose and rode on. Each day seemed the same, after that. They searched riversfor fords.
They went around the heavier brush, or through it if need be. For several daysthey passed through
craggy land, took shelter in caves, and never saw other living men.

"Do you suppose they're fill following us?' Lys asked one evening asthey sat beside asmall stream that
fell bubbling over the broken rocks.

"We can't afford to think they aren't,” said Dagon. The mercenary was using his dagger to whittleatrap
from abit of broken wood. Every evening since they had entered the Wilderness, they had set out such
snares, so that each morning brought them mest for the coming day. Randd listened to the conversation
without taking part. Once again, the day's riding had left him weak and shaken. His skin was hot and dry,
and hishead felt like it belonged to someone else. He sat leaning againgt atree at the edge of the
campsite, with hisforehead resting on his upraised knees. I'm glad | don't have to do magic, he thought. |
don't think | have the strength to work asingle spell. After awhile, Nick came over and sat beside him.
"Areyou feding well?' Nick asked.

"No," Randal answered, without lifting his head.

"I didn't think so," said the former apprentice.

"If you want to know what | think, | think that statue is draining you somehow. Y ou've looked pale and
tired ever since you started carrying it around with you."

"Maybe," said Randal. The thought was a disturbing one. Did the statue kill Bryce? he wondered. Did it
take dl hismagic and then leave him empty? Isthat what it's doing to me? He shivered, feding suddenly
fearful. "We haveto get to Tarnsberg asfast aswe can,” he said doud. Lysjoined themintimeto
overhear the last few words of their conversation. " Just when are we going to reach Tarnsberg, anyway?'
she asked. "Weve been wandering in these gloomy woods for along time, with no sign of breaking out
onthefar sde" Randd looked up at the sound of Dagon's deep-voiced chuckle from the other side of
thelittle camp.

"I've got bad newsfor dl of you," said the mercenary. "We aren't going to Tarnsberg.” Nick turned to
glare a Dagon. "What do you mean?"

"We've been heading through the forest from north to south” said Dagon, "not east to west." The
mercenary looked at the others. "Haven't you seen the dant of the sunlight? Haven't you noticed how
each detour forces us southward?' Lys had her hand on her dagger. "Y ou didn't mention any of this
before.”

"If you weren't complaining, | wasn't going to stop you." The mercenary chuckled again. "That piece of
ivory will bring afar better price from the merchant princes of the south.” He went back to hiswork, sill
laughing to himself. Nick, Lys, and Randd glanced a one another.

"If we've been heading southward,” said Lys, after along pause, "then we're probably coming up to
Widsegard."

"Then my dream about the old woman-" began Nick.

"May not have been just adream,” Randd finished for him. "Few dreams are, after dl.”

"But what doesit dl mean?' asked Lys. "The dreams and the confuson?’

"I don't know," said Randd. "That'swhy | want to find amaster wizard. This Statue has too many puzzles
wrapped around it for my liking."

"Why don't you put some kind of protection spell onit?* suggested Nick. "If it redly isan artifact of
power from somewhere around Widsegard, it could have been influencing our footsteps al thistime.”
Randa nodded dowly. "That'sagood idea. If anybody's been tracing us by magic, the spell will make us



harder to follow aswell.” But a protection spdll is something | should have thought of along time before
this, hereflected to himself. Maybe the statue redly has been working on me, like Nick said.

Later that evening, after a scanty supper of rabbit grilled on sticks over asmall campfire, Randa went off
alittleway into the forest. Knedling on the mossy ground, he caled up a pae cold-flame and then took
the statue out of itsleather bag. Helooked &t the carved figure by the witchfire's flickering light and once
again felt certain that the figure had shifted its position. Perhaps the old woman's hand was a bit lower on
her staff, or her mouth was a bit more open-he couldn't tell. He put the statue down on the ground and
traced acircle around it with atwig he'd broken from anearby tree. He frowned for amoment in
concentration and then wrote in the proper mystic sgnsat the four directions. Ashedid so, thefog in his
mind cleared for amoment, and he redlized something. Dagon was right: We've been traveling southward
al dong. The statue-or something-has been blurring our sense of direction.

Quickly, while hismind was ill clear, Randal began his conjuration. The spell was hard to work, even
harder than he'd thought it would be. His head fdlt stuffed with rags, so that he could hardly remember
the words, and he could feel the power in the statue wriggling and twisting asit tried to keep away open
to the outsde world. But at last the circle gave aflash of blue, and the spell was complete. He turned his
attention to the bag, spesking the words that would turn it into amagical bag of holding to contain the
power of the artifact. This spell dipped into place much more easily, and he redlized that thiswasn't the
first time such aspell had been placed on the bag. Who broke the spell before, and what became of him?
Randa wondered. Wasit Bryce? But there wasn't any time to think about that now-he had to finish his
work while the spell on the statue itsalf was still fresh. Moving rapidly, he picked up the statue and placed
itinthe bag. Then he pulled the lesther drawstrings tight and tied the bag shut, sedling the knot with the
words of binding. For amoment he doubted that the spell had taken-the words were in his spell book,
copied down during along-ago lecture, but he had never before tried them in the real world. Now,
though, it seemed to him that the bag pulsed with the energy it contained.

"Did you put the spell onit?" Nick asked when Randal walked back into the camp, carrying the bag in
his hand. Nicolas and Lys were done there, while Dagon was out placing his snaresfor tomorrow's
mest.

"l did,” said Randd, "asmuch as| could, anyway. | don't believe I'd have had any luck at dl if the bag
hadn't dready been marked with magic. But the statue's power is contained now, aslong as no one
opensthebag.” The next day, they cameto the first signs of human habitation they had found in weeks,
and by evening they broke out of the Wilderness entirely. And just as Dagon had predicted, they
emerged on the southern border of Brecelande-aregion so far removed from the center of the kingdom
that most people no longer considered themsalves to be from Brecelande at dl, but gave their loyaty to
the nearest town or city, after the manner of the people of the far south.

"Not ahealthy placeto be," Nick commented. "The people here may not beloyal to Lord Fess, but they
certainly aren't friendly to us. Thethreat of ablow or the promise of slver will get us handed over to
anyone who asks."

"On the other hand,” Randa said, "the people here aren't likely to bein Varnart's pay-and when wefind
Widsegard welll find aWizards' Guild aswdll. It's not the same as going back to the Schola, but at least
itll have some master wizardswho can give ushelp.” They camped for the night at the edge of the forest
and in the morning continued on, hoping to keep ahead of the pursuit they weren't certain il existed.
Late in the afternoon of the second day, they came to the crest of a hill overlooking the ocean. At the
edge of the blue water, golden towers sparkled in the low sunlight, and Randal |ooked down in wonder
at the largest city he had ever seen.

VIl Widsegard

WIDSEGARD WAS LARGER than Tarnsberg, larger than Tattinham in the eastern mountains, larger
even than Cingestoun. The city wallswere high and long, and colorful bannersfloated from the towers
and gatehouses. Buildingsingde the city took on the color of burnished gold in the light of the setting sun,
and the roads coming and going were crowded with travelers on foot and on horseback, andwiththe



wagons of merchants. Armed guards stood on the parapets, and the dying sunlight flashed from their
polished spearpoints.

"Well," said Nick &t lagt. "Thereitis. Dowegoin?'

"| don't think we have much choice," said Randd. "I'm afraid we were meant to come here from thefirst.
And that worriesme."

"Then onward," said Dagon, with alaugh. When they rode through the gates of Widsegard, the opening
inthe city wall above them was ten times the height of aman, with battlements on top and towers on each
sde. The road was s0 wide that even though they were riding four abreast, none of them rode next to the
wall. Moretravelers, on horseback and on foot, filled the road on either side. The guards at the gate
didn't bother to stop them. Randal looked at the guardsmen curioudly, redlizing that these were fighting
men of afar different stripe than the city guard back at Cingestoun. These were sturdy men, armored in
mail and carrying long swords or huge double-bladed axes. They had an air of easy confidence about
them, asif to say, "We arethe law here, traveler, and no one challengesthe law." The four companions
rode on into the city itself. Once they were past the walls, Randa asked Nick about the guardsmen at the
gate.

"The city merchants pay them," Nick explained. "And with dl the gold Widsegard earns from the
southern trade, the city can afford to hire the best fighting men available.” They went on, riding between
buildings of stuccoed brick and whitewashed stone. Shops with striped awvnings spilled out their wares
into booths and baskets that covered haf the street. The scent of spicesfilled the air, the sweetness of
cinnamon blending with the bite of pepper and the muskiness of sandalwood.

"Onething about aplacelikethis" Lyssad. "Werelog in the crowd.”

"I wouldn't bet on that," said Dagon. "There are peoplein any town who earn their living trading answers
for gold. Questionslike, 'Did four northerners arrive the day before yesterday, and if so, where are they
now? aretheir daily bread.”

Asnight fdl around them, Lyssaw aninnontheright. "I'mtired,” she said. "Can't we res?'
"Thisisasgood aplace asany," Randd replied. He swung down from his horse and went in. He found
the innkeeper, a stocky, dour-faced man, and drew him aside.

"I'm interested in trading work for aroom,” said Randa. "Do you have any little problems you need taken
care of-fleasin the bedding, weevilsin the flour?" Theinnkeeper scowled. "1 run aclean inn without any
wizard'stricks. Youll haveto pay in coin like anyone else” Randal didn't argue, although aroom for the
four of them cogt him dl the pennies remaining from histimein Cingestoun. "Money well spent,” was
Lyss comment, when Randa came out to tell them the news.

"Thisisn't the sort of town where you can deep out on the street.” Somewhere nearby, somebody was
frying something in hot oil-Randa could hear the ail crackling and caught the odor of cooking mesat
coming to him through the other city smells of garbage, spices, and sweat. He realized that he felt truly
hungry for thefirgt time since held taken the statue from Bryce, back at the Green Bough.

"Isthere any way we can get some food?' he asked.

"I've got acoin or two," Dagon offered. "I'll stable the horses and be back soon.” The other three went
up to the room in the inn. Despite the innkeeper's words to Randdl, it was smdll, dark, and dirty. "1 think
you got robbed of those coppers,” Nick said asthey looked over the deeping space.

"It'sonly for one night, and | can makeit better,” Randal answered as he set about the preparationsto
send the assorted vermin elsewhere and clear abit of the reek from the air. Lysand Nick watched him as
he worked. For Randal, the use of such smple, honest magic felt good. He had been doing nothing but
hurting and hiding for much too long. "Evenif thisisyour old home city," he said to Nick as hefinished
the spdlls, "let's do what we came to do and then move on.”

"And just what did you come here to do?' asked Dagon, entering the room with aloaf of bread and a
basket of mest in hishands. "I came here to get some money for that cursed ivory statue you've been
cuddling like ababy ever snce weleft Cingestoun.”

"I'm looking for amaster wizard,” said Randal. "Or alibrary of the Art, or aWizards' Guild of somekind
... because 'cursed' isagood word for that statue, and it's more than | can handle done. Tomorrow I'll
go looking for the place, and by evening | should have an answer."



"l hopeyou do," said Dagon. "I'm aman of patience, but not very greet patience. | have my own
businessto transact.” They soon turned in, but Randal was unable to deep. The otherswererestlessas
well, and once, Lys cried out from the midst of some nightmare. Nick lay on hispdlet asif he were
turned to stone, and swest glistened on hisforehead. In the morning, they arose. The day was clear, but
the air was heavy and oppressive with the late- summer het.

"WEIl have astorm before tomorrow, if I'm not mistaken,” said Nick, glancing out the window &t the
sky. "Wed better take care of our business before it breaks. It's been along time since | lived here-and |
wasjust aboy when | left-but | think | can find the Wizards Guildhall without getting lost." Randal
swallowed thelast of abit of bread left over from the evening before. "Then let'sgo.”

"I'm coming, too," Lyssaid. "I wouldn't mind seeing abit of Widsegard with somebody who knows
wherethingsare.”

"Well, I'll gay here," said Dagon. "I'm not the one who's hunting for wizards." The mercenary gavethe
other three ahard look. "Just remember, if you don't come back, the horses are mine." Assoon as
Randal was outside with Lysand Nick, he turned to hisfriends and said, "L et's get on with it. The sooner
| can find amaster wizard, the better -- I'll hand over the statue, and it can be somebody el se's problem
fromthenon.”

"I don't know," Nick said. "Our friend Dagon seemsto think the statue ishisto dispose of "

"Only because hegoleit for Varnart,” said Randal.

"Or hired Bryceto stedl it for Varnart, Snce Bryce was at |east guitter-trained in wizardry and Dagon
hasn't drawn amagicd breath in hisentire life. But the statue wasn't Varnart's any more than it was
Fesss, and it isn't Dagon's.”

"It'snot yours, either, if it comesto that,” Nick pointed out. "But | suppose someone hasto seethat it's
taken care of." Theformer apprentice shook his head. " Somehow, | don't think that Alured will be seeing
me or hishorsesagain. I'll haveto find away to makeit up to him." The three walked through the Streets,
searching for the Wizards Guild. But the city had changed since Nick's childhood, and few of the
landmarks from his memories matched redlity any longer. Asthe morning wore on, the three travelers
were reduced to asking passersby where the Guildhall might be.

"Randy," Nick said, after one such conversation, "have you noticed anything strange about how people
have been looking at usin the street?' Now that Nick had mentioned it, Randal realized that there was
indeed something odd going on. In other parts of Brecelande, the loose black wizard's robe he wore
over hisordinary clothing gained him respect and even ameasure of protection -- Dagon, Randa felt
certain, would have cut histhroat in a heartbest without it. But here, the expressions he saw as he walked
past were different. Some people looked curious, some darmed, and afew even made hand signs
againg the evil eye and other Snister enchantments. Something very strangeisgoing on inthiscity, he
thought. Something to do with magic. The sun wasapale, hot disk high overhead before they found the
Guild: awhite-plastered building on one side of an open square. The windows on both floors were
covered by painted wooden shutters, and the heavy door was closed.

"That'sthe Wizards Guildhdl, dl right,” Nick said. "But it looks different. Something'swrong.” Something
was indeed wrong. The whole place had an air of decay about it-the whitewashed walls had faded, and
the paint on the shutters was pedling away. When Randal went closer, he saw that the door had been
nailed shut with iron spikes. The spikes were rusty, and spiders had spun their webs around the
doorjamb. He waked back to histwo companions, and the three of them retired to the other sde of the
sguare. They stood in the shadow of another stone building and looked across at the deserted Guildhall.
"Now what?' Nick asked.

"Guardsmen coming up the stret,” Lys said quietly, before Randal could answer. "Both directions.”
Then, in carrying tones, she shrieked, "How dare you suggest such athing! I'm agood girl!" and with her
left hand dapped Randal so hard across the cheek that his head rang. At the sametime, he felt the dagger
in her right hand cutting the leather cord that tied the statue's protective bag to his belt. Before he could
protest, Lyswas gone, blending into the gathering crowd as a dozen guardsmen converged on the plaza.
Randd hardly had time to wonder what was going on before he found himsalf surrounded by guardsmen,
their swords all drawn and pointed at him and Nick.



"Not aword, wizard," said the captain of the guards. "Don't try to get away. Y ou're coming aong with
s

Randal looked at Nick and shrugged. | could run, thought Randal. But | wouldn't get very far-the
captain's wearing an amulet just like the one Varnart's man wore at the tower. My spells wouldn't work
on him. | wish | knew what Lyswasupto . . . He decided to put as good aface on things as possible
and made arespectful bow to the captain of the guards.

"My friend and | are at your service, Sr.”

The captain wasn't impressed. "Very pretty," he said. He nodded at one of histroop. "Search them,
Freki." To Randd, he said, "Try anything on my man, wizard, and you're both dead where you stand.”
The guard called Freki searched both Nick and Randal-taking their eating knives and Randd's spell
book. Randa knew better than to protest as he saw the fruit of three long years of study handed over to
the captain. Just the same, he winced inwardly as the captain leafed through the painstakingly inscribed
pages and snorted, "L ooks like wizard stuff to me. Maybe someone at the guardhouse will be ableto
read it." The captain handed the book to Freki with a curt

"Keep thisfor evidence," and then turned back to Nick and Randal. "'Y ou two come dong." The guards
marched the two northerners through the streets of Widsegard to a huge, bleak stone building with more
of the city guards standing watch at the gate and lounging around the courtyard within. The captain and
Freki escorted Randa and Nick across the courtyard and up aflight of stone stepsto asmall room
where another guardsman-this one older, with gray in his hair and beard-sat behind awooden desk. The
guard at the desk looked Randal and Nick up and down.

"What do we have? Public brawling?" the older man asked.

"No, gr," said the captain. " Show him the evidence, Freki." Freki laid Randd's spell book on the desk.
The older guard picked it up. " 'Randal of Doun,' " he read aoud. He looked at the young wizard.

"That you?' Randal nodded. "Y es."

"Weve had more than enough trouble with your kind. Possession of magical books or implements gets
you aflogging through the city gates.” Randd didn't say anything. The older guard nodded to the captain.
The captain turned to Freki and said, "Lock "em up.”

Freki nodded in turn and marched the two northerners out of the small room and down into the depths of
the prison. They cameto an underground cell, dark and foul-smelling and cold in spite of thewarm air in
the world outside. Aniron grille barred the entrance to the cell. Freki unlocked the door and pulled it
open. "Inthere" he said. Randa and Nick obeyed, and the door clanged shut. Freki locked it and strode
away down the dim corridor.

"Wdll," said Nick, after along pause. "What do you think our chances are of breaking out of here before
morming?'

Randa moved over to the damp wall of the cell and sank tiredly down onto the dirty straw that covered
the stone floor. "We cant," he said. "'l can fed spellsof binding on this place that go back for centuries.”
Heleaned his head againgt the wall and closed his eyes. The sense of increased well-being that he'd felt
since putting the statue and its bag into a protective binding had begun to ebb away, bringing back the
dragging exhaustion that had besat him on the road from Cingestoun. The spell wasn't broken completely
when Lys cut the drawstring, he thought blearily, but it must have been weakened. That'swhy | fed this
way-the statue'sfeeding on my lifeforce. At thisrate, | may not live long enough to see what kind of
justice Widsegard has for wizards. | hope Lys can find somebody who can ded with that artifact. It's
dangerous, and it's starting to work its way loose. He heard Nick saying something close by, but he was
suddenly too weary to answer. With his cheek resting against the cold stone, hefell adeep.

Randa woke with astart and stared around. Nothing had atered, it seemed. Nothing had happened to
account for hiswaking. He stood up and stretched. The weariness held felt before was gone, and he
turned back toward the wall to give Nick ahand up onto his feet. Two skeletonslay on the floor of the
cell. The disconnected bones of the closer one were covered by aloose black robe. A wizard's robe.
Randd bit back acry of fear. Carefully, he raised hisown arm, still clad in the wide black deeve of his
Scholarobe, and touched his own flesh. Solid, he thought. Warm. I'm dive, and thisisadream. But
whereisNick?



"Nick?" hewhispered. "Are you here, too?" But no answer came to him, and the two skeletons grinned
in slent mockery. Randd felt adight breeze pass through the dungeon corridor, bending the flames of the
smoky torches set in brackets outside the cells. Someone must have opened a door somewhere, he
thought. If they have doorsin dreams. Then he heard a sound. The light tap-tap-tap of someone walking,
waking with acane or agtaff. Under hisrobe, Randa felt swest trickle down his back. Panic seized him.
Whoever was coming, he knew, was coming for him. And there was nowhere to hide down here,
nowhereto run to. He grabbed the bars of the door and shook them, but the door didn't budge. A
shadow was growing visiblein the passageway leading to the cell, a shadow walking dowly. Then the
figure cameinto view-an old woman, garbed in along white cloak, with strands of gray hair floating from
under the hood. In her hand she clasped the staff on which sheleaned. She waked up to the door of the
cdl, her staff tapping with each step she took. When Randa looked at her face, he could tdll that she was
blind: White film covered both her eyes. Randa recognized the old woman-she was the statue he had
carried over mountain and moor from Cingestoun, grown to human size and brought to horriblelife. The
woman faced in his direction and spoke. "Set mefree,” she said.

"How can |?' Randal asked. "I'm the onein prison, not you." Then, abruptly, Randal saw that he was
wrong. He was looking in through the door of acell, not out as he had thought, and the woman was
gtanding in the cubicle. Randa felt something cold in hishand. It wasaring of keys.

"Don't worry, granny, I'll help you," he heard himsdlf saying. Even as he spoke, he wastrying keysin the
lock. He found onethat fit and turned it. With ahowl of rusting meta, the bolt withdrew. Randa pulled
the door open. ™Y ou can come out now." The old woman took a step forward. " Take me with you. |
haveto find my way home."

"Comeon, takemy arm,” Randa said. "WEell get out together.” Sowly they walked up the passageway,
turned, and took the stairway up. At last they cameto the small room that topped the dungeons. Thelight
of the setting sun danted in through the window, illuminating motes of dust with gold and smearing red
light on thewalls. The room had guardsmen in it, and they moved, and they talked, but no sound came
from their mouths. Still, Randal knew that he hadn't gone deaf-he could hear the buzzing of asinglefly
and, farther off, the bresking of the waves on the cliffs under the city'swalls. His spdll book till lay onthe
wooden desk. Unnoticed by the guards, he picked it up and put it into the deep pocket of hiswizard's
robe. Then he went on, the old woman pacing dowly by hisside, her hand holding on to his upper arm
with agrip so hard that it was painful. The staff went tapping before her, asteady, relentless sound.
People thronged the streets of the city, but till no one saw Randa and the old woman, though the path
opened before them, asif by chance. They walked through the gaps, and the crowd closed behind them
again. Randal and the old woman continued on. At last, they faced a set of wide stepsleading to the
walls of the sea sde of the city. Who's guiding whom? Randal asked himsdlf. Whereis she taking me?
They cameto the top of the wall, the setting sun aburning orb of blood red balanced on the horizon. The
old woman turned to Randd. "If you truly wish to follow me," she said, "you will throw yoursdlf into the
sea" Shethinks1'm one of her worshippersl Randa thought. The daze that held him broke, and he
wrenched hisarm out of her grasp. "No!"

"Thousands before you were honored to perform lesser acts,”" the woman said softly. She raised her
hand, and Randal felt afascination with the edge of the parapet. It would be nice to stand up there. And
the sea, where it rushed over the rocks a hundred feet below, looked cool and refreshing. He felt hot and
sticky, and his body itched after deeping on the prison'sfilthy straw. A swimwould besonice. . .

"No!" he shouted again, and tore his gaze away from the tempting water. He turned back to the old
woman leaning on her staff, and he cast the spell of clear seeing, to look beyond illusion and see the truth.
The woman |looked the same asbefore. No . . . wait . . . now she was younger than he had thought, not
much older than he was himsdlf, and the long cloak was abridal gown. She beckoned to Randal and
amiled.

"No," Randal said, "I'm not going to go where you lead. Y our way is death.” She reached out a hand and
clenched it. Randa felt apainin his ches, asif his heart was being pulled out of hisbody. Desperately, he
cast ashield spell, and the pain faded. Then hetried a shock spdll, to knock her away from him, but the
enchantment went wild and turned into a green mist between them that made it difficult to see beyond the



little patch of sonewall where they stood. The girl came closer and closer ill. "Comewith me," she
said. Shereached out and touched Randd's shoulder. He flinched away. Then he avoke.

"Comewith me" Lyssaid, kneding over him, shaking his shoulder. "Come with me. We've got to get out
of here”

VIl Bargains

"COME ON," said Dagon, from the open doorway of the cell. "Nobody stays bribed forever." Randal
roseto hisfeet. The dungeon had chilled him through and left him aching in every joint. Moving hurt. | fed
old, hethought. If I'd stayed homein Doun I'd ftill be only asquirein my uncles castle. Instead, I'm
escaping from a southlands prison, and | fed like I'm athousand years old. Lys hustled him and Nick out
through the door. Randal glanced at her belt as he passed. "Wher€'s the statue?’

"Shhl" Lyssad. "It'ssafe. Let'sget out of here" They hurried through amaze of twisted passageways, dl
leading down. Randal could hear Dagon counting the turningsto himsdlf. At las, they emerged through a
narrow dit of adoor opening onto adark, narrow street. Far above, Randal could see afaint sprinkling
of sars.

"All right," said Nick. "Let's go someplace where the city guard won't come by in the next minute, and
sort thisout." A few minutes later, the four companions were Sitting around a squaid room in one of
Widsegard's dirty waterfront inns. Dagon had did the bolt home behind them asthey entered, and now
he leaned by the wall to one side of the door. Randal 1ooked about and shook his head without speaking.
"Wadl," said Lys, "Nick asked for aplace where the guard stayed out, and this part of town lookslikeit."
"I'm not surprised,” said Randd findly. "How are we paying for it?' He gestured at the smoke-stained
walls. "It'snot much, but I've spent al my money adready." He reached into the pocket of hisrobe,
intending to turn it insde out to demonstrate his penniless state. His fingers brushed against the coolness
of leather. It was his spell book. The one the guards had taken from him.

"What'swrong, Randy?" asked Lys. "Y ou look funny."

"You spend anight in jail and see how you look afterward,” he answered. The book had been taken
from him and not returned by the guards-and despite his dream, he hadn't been out of the cell until Lys
arrived. But someone, somehow, wanted him to have the book. The statue, he thought. That hasto beiit.
It wants me to keep on acting asawizard. It wants me to use my powers.

"Got fleas from the dungeon, | suspect,” said Dagon with aknowing expression. "It happens every time."
"Y ou gtill haven't mentioned where you came by the money for thisroom,” Nick said. "Let donefor a
bribe."

"Pawned my lucky sgpphire again to save you, out of aspirit of fellowship." Dagon grinned a Nick. "We
wound up selling the horses, too. Sorry." Nick glowered at Dagon, but the mercenary didn't seem
particularly upset. Randal had listened to the talk with only half an ear. Now heturned to Lys. "By any
chance did you manage to learn what's happened in Widsegard to make wizards so unwel come?”

"l heard gtories,” she said. "For starters, about three or four years ago, the city merchantsthrew al the
wizards out of town."

"And they just left,” said Dagon. " So much for the power of wizardry."

"No," said Randd. "They'd leaveif the city told them to go. Staying where we aren't welcome isn't worth
degtroying acity for."

Lysnodded, her face grim. "The head of the Wizards Guild told the city merchants something like that
when he got the order.”

Nick scratched his curly brown beard. " A bunch of merchants wouldn't do athing like that without a
reason,” he said. "'l learned that much, working in Cingestoun. What had the wizards been doing to start
the trouble?*

Wizardswouldn't . . . Randa's thought began, and then he stopped. By now, you know for yourself that
awizard isjust as capable of villainy asanybody ese.

Lysand Dagon exchanged glances. "That's where people start getting red quiet,” said the mercenary.
"Nobody wantsto name names. . . but | get the impression that Widsegard had afull-scale war going



between two rival groups of magiciansfor control of the Wizards Guild."

"The City Council left them doneat first," Lysexplained, "mostly because the merchants weren't sure
which side to back. All the Schola-trained wizards were on one side-but the other wizards belonged to a
tradition that grew up in Widsegard years before the Scholawas ever founded.”

"So the Council stood by and let them fight it out for awhile," finished Dagon, "but when ordinary people
dtarted getting killed, the Council threw out the whole Guild instead of picking one Sde over the other.
And wizardry'sbeenillegd in Widsegard ever since."

Randal felt a sudden cold stillnessin the center of his bones. "But what if one side never redly Ieft?' he
whispered. "If they could get their hands on an artifact of power-one from this city, even-and summon it
home by magic from whatever strongroom happened to hold it, then they could control the whole city
and not just the Guild." He shivered. "We have to get back north to Tarnsberg” he said. "The longer that
statue stays in Widsegard, the worse everything becomes.”

"Don't worry," said Lys. "We're sneaking out by the Ragpickers Gate as soon as | go fetch that |eather
bag fromwherel hidit."

"Isit somewhere safe?' Randd asked.

"Safer than carrying it around would be."

"And shewouldn' tell mewhereit was," Dagon put in, "unless | agreed to help get you out of jail." From
the sound of the mercenary's voice, he might have been ether irritated or somewhat amused. For alittle
while, there was silence. The heat of the day had not yet faded from the tiny room. Randa stood and
walked to the window for a bregth of air to clear the lingering dungeon smell from his nostrils. The room
overlooked the harbor, and the low-hanging moon blazed a silver path across the bay. Above the port
digtrict, the cliffsrose sheer, crowned & their summit by the walls of the main city above. Long
breakwaters stretched out from the cliffsinto the degp, and ships lined the edges of the harbor. On the
end of one of the breskwaters was alighthouse, a tower with abeacon fire that painted the harbor with a
red glow. The sky overhead was cloudless, but alow haze was rapidly gathering on the horizon. The
ocean looked like amillpond, smooth but for the ripples showing onits glassy surface. If thereisastorm
brewing, Randal thought, we'd better get out of the city before it breaks. He looked down at the open
square below, lit by moon and fire. Riding through the square, looking carefully to right and left, was a
troop of horsemen in yelow livery: Lord Fesss men-at-arms, till searching for the four companions.
Randa beckoned to the others. "Trouble," he said, pointing to the riders below.

"I don't like thelooks of this," Dagon said. "Don't they ever give up?"

"It seemswe got out of prison just intime," Nick said. "If they'relooking for awizard in thistown, that's
thefirgt place they'll check." He glanced over a Dagon. "We till have something to settle about those
horses, but | have to thank you for saving our lives."

"Your livesaren't saved yet," Dagon pointed out.

"No," Lyssaid, "but thismight just be our good luck. They'll spend weeks searching the city, and dl the
time well be on theroad to Tarnsberg.”

"We may have more trouble getting there than you think," said Randal dowly. "That statue brought us
here. Powerful spells must have been cast to bring it home, and now that it's here it wantsto stay. | don't
know how much longer | can handleit-it hasafed of death toit, and astrength in it that needs amaster
wizard to control."

"Randy!" Nick exploded. "If | hear you wish one more time for amaster wizard to come help you out,
I'm going to hit you with abrick. Y ou're the only wizard around here, and if magic isthe problem and
magic isthe solution, then you're the only one who can handle it. Now, what are you going to do?
Randd dropped his head into hishands. Nick'sright, he thought. That statue became my responsibility
the minute | took it from Bryce. So now it'smy job to decide what we do next. He paused a moment
longer to order histhoughts and then lifted hishead again. 1"Firgt," he said, "I think we should get the
statue from wherever Lyshid it. If dropping it down awell was abad ideabefore, leaving it lying about in
Widsegard isaworse ideanow. So well haveto take it with uswhen we go.”

"If itwill let us" Lyssad. She gave ashaky laugh. " See-you've frightened me with your talk."

"You meanif I'll let you go," Dagon said. "I ill want to sell that statue and buy back my lucky dagger.”



The candle flickered in the room, sending the shadows dancing.

Lysroseto her feet. "I'll go get the statue,”" she said. "Now's as good atime as any. We can be gone by
daybreak."

"I'll gowith you," said Randd. "Thistime you're the one needing someone to watch your back." Lys
didn't argue the point. She and Randd |eft the waterfront inn together, and Lys traced a path through the
dark streets. The roads herein the port digtrict al led uphill to the main city, and the steep climb left
Randa panting. When they reached the point where the narrow road pierced the city wall, Lys stopped
and turned to Randal.

"I haveto do some climbing now," she said. "Y ou'd better stay down here-you look donein.” Randal
wastoo tired to protest. He nodded in agreement, and Lys disappeared silently into the shadows. He
settled himsdf againgt thewall to wait.

Time passed, and Randal began to worry. Lys has been gone along time, he thought. Maybe too long.
His anxiety grew asthe minutes went by and the lute-player failed to regppear. | don't think sheis coming
back, he said to himself in apanic. Something's happened to her. And there's nobody to help her but me.
He considered doing a scrying to find her, then shook his head. That idea was no good. There was
nothing nearby for him to look in, and he had an increasing sensation that something was spreading
strange magic through the night, like ringsin apool of water disturbed by athrown rock, distorting dl that
it touched.

I've got to get Nick, he thought frantically, and then we can both go find Lys. He turned back downhill
toward the waterfront, aplan dready forming in his head. Well give Dagon what he wants-or give him
something that lookslikeit for alittle while, anyway-and then berid of him. If he sold the horses, he's
made a profit on the dedl, and we don't owe him anything. Randal looked about for suitable objects on
which to cast aspell of physical change, to produce an illusory replicaof the missing satue. Whenisan
illusion alie, he wondered, and when isit not? At the Schola, those had been topics for scholarly debate
among the student wizards comnow the practical aspects were looming before him. If | lie, | anno
wizard, and my magic will never be trustworthy again. Randa was nearing the waterfront inn. And there
he found what he needed: atorn and dirty burlap sack and a piece of rotten fruit, discarded from one of
the merchant's stdls. He placed the fruit-a peach, from the fuzzy skin and sickly-sweet odor-into the sack
and cast the spell of visud illuson. The bundle shifted and changed, taking the form and shape of the
datue initsleather bag. The effort of the spell |eft Randal even weaker than before. He was aware of the
other, real statue somewherein the city, a source of power calling out to him to be used. The protection
I've put on it is completely gone. But thistime he resisted the temptation to tap into that deep well of
mystic energy. Whatever | do, it must be my own effort now.

Randd reached theinn and climbed the stairs to the dirty room. Theloca customs gpparently included
minding one's own business-no curious heads had turned as he passed through the crowded downstairs
common room. Upstairs, he knocked at the door and walked in. Before he could speak, Dagon gestured
him into silence. "Thisman hasamessage,” the mercenary said. This man? Randd |ooked around the
room. Nick was standing againgt the far wall, arms crossed on his broad chest and anger burning on his
face. A small, gray man in greasy clothing stood beside the door.

"Good," the man said. "l see you have something with you. If itswhat | think it is, you'll get the girl back
again. Open the bag and let melook at it."

| hopetheillusion isgood enough, Randal thought. The bad light will be ahdp. The young wizard
reached into the sack of illusory leather and pulled out what appeared to be an ivory statue of an old
woman. To Randd's eye it was only acrude copy, with none of the sinister life of the origind. But maybe
it would pass. It did. "Ah, yes," the man said. "Y ou don't know how long we've waited for her to come
home. Bring it to the Crystalmen's Plaza at moonset, and we will tradethe girl for that statue. Agreed?!
How long should | pause, to seem red? Long enough, but not too long.

"Agreed," Randal said at last.

"At moonset, then." The gray man gave a half-bow, dipped out the door, and vanished.

"What happened out there?' Nick asked after amoment of heavy slence. "How did they get Lys?'
Randa collgpsed into the room'sonly chair.



" She climbed up somewhere to get the Satue,” he said in dull tones. " Someone must have captured her."
"Someone indeed," said Dagon. "It's the wizards. Fess's men would be more direct-a charge up the stairs
istheir style. And thiswas aloca man, not one of Varnart'slitter. Looks like you were right: Someone
here wants that piece of dead bone. And it seemsasif wizards still aren't too finicky to hire peoplelike
meto do their dirty work."

"Y ou can't give the statue to those people,” Nick protested. "Think of the evil that will come of it."

"l won't begiving it to them,” Randd replied. "I can't. Thisisonly anillusion. | have no ideawherethe
redl Satueis, except that it's still somewherein the city." He pushed himsdlf to hisfeet and wearily made
hisway to the window. The moon was dready descending into the clouds that hid the horizon. "We have
to beon our way," he said. "Moonset is only afew minutes from now. Whereisthis Crysadmen's Plaza?’
"It'swheredl the glassmakers have their shops" Nick replied. "I think | know whereitis.”

"Then lead on." Behind him, Randal could hear Dagon muttering. "More double-crosses. | don't likeit.”
Nick was ableto find the plaza without too much trouble. Randal knew they were in the right place when
he saw the shops of glasshlowers and window- and mirror-makers gathered around a central square with
afountain. Hetook up a position near the fountain, with Nick and Dagon close behind him.

"Remember," Randdl said, "whatever we do, the main thing isto get Lys back." With the moon gone, the
night had turned blacker, and heavy clouds had begun building up over the ocean. In the darkness,
Randal saw Nick nod his head. A movement of shadow against shadow. "Here they come," said the
carpenter. The man from the inn room came up to them. "Y ou haveit?' Randal held up the bag. "What
you saw isgill here” The man gestured. Two other men came forward through the dark, holding agirl
between them.

"Let the girl start walking toward us' Randd said. "When she gets halfway across, I'll tossyou the bag.”
The shadowy girl started to walk across the square. When she had come about halfway, Randd tossed
the bag to the men who had released her. At the sametime he called out, "Lys, run!" The girl brokeinto a
dash. As soon as she reached the waiting three, she collgpsed againgt Randal.

"Oh, Randy, an | glad to seeyou!"

"Notimetotalk,” Nick said. "Let'sgo." They ran. Thefour of them were a couple of streetsand an aley
away before they dowed.

"Y ou sure fooled them with that fake," Dagon said to Randal. "Now let's get the red one.”

"Lys?' Randd said.

"Yes, let'sgo doit. And then get out of thiscity." Randal had his doubts about how possible that might
be. The city guards would be looking for him, Fesss men had come to town and were looking for him,
and now these others would be looking for him aswell. Randal knew they wouldn't stay fooled long. No
change spell lastsforever, and sooner or later the mock statue would return to being arotten peach. Lys
led them to another part of town. Randa recognized the section of the city wall where he had lost her
before, only thistime they were approaching it from the other side. He watched as she climbed up a
wooden drainpipe and retrieved something from where it had been jammed under abalcony. A bag.
"Isthat it, thistime?' Dagon asked.

"Yes" said Lys. And Randal echoed, "Yes," ashetook the bag. He could fed the magic of the Satue
reaching out to him through its protective shroud. Suddenly, asharp whistle sounded from the darkness.
Lyscried out in darm. Randal looked up and froze. Both ends of the dley were crowded with robed and
hooded figures, dl of them holding wicked, curving knives.

IX. City Fight

THE LEADER OF THE newcomersthrew aleather purse down onto the pavement at Dagon's feet.
Randa heard the clink of coinsasit landed. Asthe mercenary bent to scoop it up, the other man called
out, " See, we keep our bargains-hereisthe rest of your gold. Now hand over the redl statue, asyou
promised.” These must be the outlaw wizards, Randa thought. The ones who were caling the statue
home. He heard Lys gasp.

"Dagon!" she exclaimed, making the mercenary's name sound likeacurse. "Why did you doit?' The



mercenary turned to face her. "'l kept telling you the statue was mineto sdll," he said. "And | needed the
money to buy back my dagger. Give the man the Satue, like he said.” Randd fdlt his ssomach churn. Al
of our lives count for lesswith him than his blasted knife. Helooked in vain for some expression of
remorse, or even of satisfaction, in Dagon's face-anything that would help him understand what had just
happened. But the mercenary had already turned away. The leader of the hooded strangers held out his
hand to Randd. " Give me the Satue, wizard, and we will let you leave unharmed.”

"Randy," Lys muttered, "maybe you ought to . . ." She never completed the sentence. Lightning flashed,
and thunder boomed out-not magica thunder, but rea thunder from the sky above. Another bolt of
lightning followed closdly, zigzagging down to strike one of the highest towers of Widsegard. Cold rain
poured from the heavens. The storm that had been brewing al day had broken at last. Over the sound of
rain, Randd heard hoofbeats, loud and growing louder. Then there was an outcry from the mass of
hooded men at one end of the alley, and amoment later atroop of horsemen, their swords drawn and
ready, rounded the corner and burst in upon the hooded men at agdlop.

"Yelow surcoats!” Lysexclamed. "Lord Fesssriders are attacking from the rear!" They must have been
following the statue dl thistime, thought Randd. With Nick and Lys, he flattened himsdf against one wall
of the aley ashorsemen in yellow surcoats fought hooded footmen in the teeming rain-avicious,
close-quarters combat pent up between the stone buildings that fronted the dley. The three young people
huddled, forgotten, against the wall. Sounds of fighting filled the night air-the clash of swords against
curving knives, the harsh shouts of men in battle, the cries of the wounded. Where Dagon had goneto, or
on which side he now fought, Randal couldn't tell. Then, above the noise of battle, ahorn sounded.

"The city guard iscoming out!" Nick shouted. "We can't let them catch usl™ A riderless horse bolted past,
acoil of rope swinging wildly from the horn of the empty saddle. Nick made agrab for the horse's bridle
and brought the frightened anima under control.

"If we get acouple more of these," he said, "we can ride out of here."

"No," Randd said. "Wed never makeit out through al the fighting. Give the ropeto me, and let the horse
go." Hetook theloop of ropein his hands and uncoiled it. Then he dropped it onto the pavement at his
feet and leaned back against the stone wall. He closed his eyes and searched deep within himself, seeking
the strength to do what came next.

"Randy, areyou dl right?" Nick asked.

"I'm going to try something,” he said, without opening hiseyes. "Let Lysgo first. She'sthe lightest.”
Randa spoke the words and made the gestures of alevitation spell-one that he had last used in happier
days, when he and the wizard Bal pesh together had restored aruined bridge. He reached far down into
himsdf for the power to make the light rope uncoil and rise, snakelike, through the dark dongside the
wall. It went up fast until it hung fully extended, itstop lost in the sormy night.

"Lys" hesaid. "Go." Lysgrasped the hanging rope and pulled hersdlf up, hand over hand. Acrobat that
shewas, she took no more than a minute to make the climb. A few secondslonger, and she called down,
"I've got it! Nick, you're next." Nick turned to Randd. "Y ou look too tired to climb. When | get up, you
tiethe end around your waist, and Lysand | will pull you up." Randal nodded and gestured to Nick to be
on hisway. The former apprentice grabbed the rope, set one boot againgt the wall, and half pulled
himsalf up the rope, haf walked up thewall. Hewaslost in the shadows above. Then hisvoice called
down, "Randy! Tieon and let'sgo!" Randa leaned againgt the wall amoment longer, then wrapped the
end of the linearound hiswaist and tied it in front of him. Reaching up, he tugged twice on the rope. He
went up the side of thewall in aquick series of yanks. Once, he swung, smashing into the stone, but he
didn't lose consciousness or his grip on the rope. Soon he came to the edge of the roof, and eager hands
grasped him and helped him over. Randd lay for amoment on the dick clay roof tiles, breathing hard.
The storm that had broken minutes earlier was raging now. Wild lightning ripped the sky agpart, making
the city asbright as day for afew seconds and then casting everything into darkness again. Therain
plastered Randd's hair againgt his skull. The chilly dropletstrickled down his neck and under his clothing,
but he wasn't cold. Instead, he burned with fever. Nick wasright, the same thing that got Bryceis getting
to me, he thought, but he wastoo tired to feel any emotion about the prospect. He wanted nothing more
than to lie on the rooftop and et the storm wash over him-no more moving, no more problems. Lys



tapped him on the shoulder. "I've found an outside stairway leading down to the next street over,” she
said. "Let's get sarted before somebody figures out where welve gone." Wearily, Randd rolled over
onto hissde and pulled himsdif to hisfeet. He swayed, and Nick caught him. Then, with Randd leaning
on Nick'sarm for support, they followed Lys down the outside air. In the aley they paused, gasping for
breath, whilethe rain still poured down.

"How many of them do you think there were?' Lys asked.

"I don't know," Randal replied. "How many followers does amaster wizard have, if he can promise them
asharein the power that amagica artifact can bring? Widsegard was wrong to throw out its wizards, |
think, only the good ones | eft." They came to the mouth of the alley. Nick stepped out into the street, then
jumped back asabolt of magica lightning Szzled past in front of him.

"That wasclose," he said. "They're out there waiting for us." Randal gestured to Lysand Nick to move
farther back. "Let me seewhat | can do," he said, and reached within himself to the dark place where his
deepest reserves were stored. | didn't know | had enough magic in me to do everything I've done tonight,
he thought. Something isstretching in me. . . power responding to need, maybe. I'm not certain if it's
going to save me or kill me-and right now | don't care. Gathering his energies together, Randa prepared
ashied spdl for protection, and anillusion of fog to blur their images. Hethrew theillusoninthe area
around the dley's entry, then put the shield spell on himsdlf and hisfriends.

"Now let'sgo," hesaid. "Makefor that dley over there" They ran. A lightning bolt flashed out of the
darkness toward them, but it bounced off the shield spell Randa had cast. As heran, Randa threw a
lightning bolt of hisown in reply, but without a clear target the stroke went wild, splintering stone and
gouging walls but doing no other damage. The three fugitives reached the other side of the street, then
ducked down yet another alley.

"Thereare a least two of them till after us," said Lys.

"Randy," Nick whispered, "you'll haveto do something stronger. They'retrying to kill us."

"They'rejust trying to get usto drop the statue," Randal said in aragged voice. He was exhausted, like a
man who had run twenty milesto bring bad news. "They won't do anything to endanger it. Whatever they
do to others, they won't hurt us.”

"Maybe you should just put it down on the pavement and walk away," suggested Lys. "L et them handle
it
"No," said Randa. "I can't do that. They'd only try to use the statue for themselves, and it's too powerful
for that-the evil in it has to be contained somehow, to keep it from doing any more harm.” Y ou know
better than that, said avoicein hismind. The old woman in his dream had spoken in just the same quiet,
slken tones. The magic isthere for you, too. Let me help you. Open yoursdf to me, and | will giveyou
great power. | can save your life.

"No!" Randal cried doud. Histwo friends|ooked startled.

"What isit?' Lysasked, staring a Randal. He shook his head. "Nothing. But let's get out of town as soon
aswecan.”

"I'mwith you on that,” said Nick. "Thishasn't exactly been the triumphant homecoming | planned on
back when | wasaboy." He pointed to where the opening of a side street made adarker blotch of
shadow againgt the night. "If | remember right, that alley leadsto ashortcut to the main gate.”

"Have you thought about how were going to convince the city guard to let usgo?' Lys muttered.

"WEell worry about that when we get there," Nick answered as they turned the corner. Then the
carpenter cursed under his bresth as the three companions found themselves facing ablank wall. "Guess|
remembered wrong," Nick said. "Lookslike well haveto retrace our stepsabit.” They started walking
back toward the mouth of the dley. A red glow had begun to illuminate the underside of the clouds, and
asmell of smoke came through the rain-swept air. One of the lightning bolts must have started afire,
thought Randa. From far away came the note of abronze bell, sounding rapidly again and again. He
shook his head. "Fire, Lord Fesss men, the city guard-how many of those othersin the black robes can
dill beleft after dl that?"

"Just three of us," came avoice from the mouth of the dley. Three hooded and robed figures stepped into
the gap between thewalls, blocking off al escape.



"We are the only ones to escape from the yellow riders and the city guard,” said the one who had
spoken, "but | am the master, and two of my acolytes are with me. And you-you are the only other
wizard in thisentire town. Thereis no need for usto fight each other. Give me the statue and you will go
free. | guaranteeit.” A harsh shout from behind the speaker interrupted him. "Like you guaranteed your
payment to me, wizard-with gold that turned to rocks?"

"Dagon!" Nick shouted. The mercenary, still wearing his studded leather armor, his sword ready, had
stepped out into the street behind the three hooded figures. Lightning flashed, and the blue light glittered
from hisblade.

"Y ou betrayed me!" Dagon said to the hooded man.

"Why not?' The hooded man gave him alittle bow. "Y ou betrayed your own companions. Seeif they will
take you back now, if you wish to sharetheir fate."

"Don't mock me, wizard!" Dagon swung his sword against the tallest man. The master wizard blocked
with agesture, and Dagon's sword rebounded from empty air, spitting sparks. But the mercenary didn't
pause. He whirled and threw ablow againgt the acolyte to hisleft. At the sametime, he glanced down the
aley to where Randal and his friends stood.

"Run, you foold" he shouted. The three ran past where Dagon held the magicians at bay, and on down
the street. The wind howled, and the rain came at them in horizontal sheets. When Randal could go no
farther without pausing to ret, they stopped again and huddled for shelter behind ahorse trough in front
of aclosed building. Lights showed in the cracks of the shutters above. Another body appeared out of
the downpour and thudded to a seat beside them againgt the trough.

"Dagon!" Lysexclamed. The mercenary was bleeding fredy from a deep cut that ran from hisleft
eyesocket down to hisjaw. He didn't seem to notice the wound. "Who did you expect?’ he asked Lys.
"TheHighKing?'

"Certainly not you," said Lys. "Not after theway you sold us out.”

Dagon shrugged. "'l wasjust taking care of mysdf. Who wouldn't?"

"l wouldn't," said Lys. "Y ou get out of here."

"Bequiet, girl. I'm on your side. No one double-crosses me and lives.”

Randal looked at him. " Suppose we said that, too?"

"Can you fight them?" demanded the mercenary. "They would have had you a hundred times by now, if it
weren't for me dowing them down.”

"If you aren't on their side, why haven't they blasted you with lightning yet?' Randa asked. Dagon
reached into a pocket and pulled out the amulet held taken from Varnart's henchman. "So far thislittle toy
has kept me safe.”

"Those charms don't last forever," Nick said. "One of these times, the magic will get through, and then
welll have one headache less. Now get out of here. We don't want your help.”

"Youll be sorry," said Dagon. Nick stood, picked the mercenary up by the front of hisleather jacket,
and dropped him into the horse trough. "I'm sorry already,” said the former apprentice. "Now get out of
my sight before | become sorrier still." He turned back to Randd and Lys. "Comeon. Let'sgo.” The
three walked off, leaving Dagon spluttering in the water trough.

"What's that booming sound?' asked Lys, after they had gone alittle farther.

"The seaon the dliffs" Nick answered. "We must have gotten turned around while we were running.
We're heading back toward the port again.”

Randa said nothing. Hed heard that hollow pounding noise before-during his dream in the prison cell.
The old woman led me up onto the seawall to die, he thought. I's she leading me there now? A lightning
stroke hit close overhead, and thunder rang with an ear-aching boom. The glare of the lightning reveded
three hooded shadows at the end of the street-the master wizard and his two acolytes, waiting motionless
for Randal and his companionsto come up to them. They're following the Satue, Randa thought. They
cantell whereitis. Thisisit-we can't hide anymore.

"Nick," hesaid. "Lys. Get away while you can- they'll go for mefirg, to get the Satue.”

"Well stick together," said Nick. The former gpprentice wizard halted and put ahand on Randd's
shoulder. "Three againgt one are bad odds. Y ou need another wizard on your side-if you release the



binding spell the Schola put on me, | can fight them alongside you.” Randal 1ooked down the Street at the
threewho waited. They still hadn't moved-they just good there, motionless. Wherever | go, they'll find
me

"I'm only ajourneyman,” he protested to Nick. "How can | break aspell the Regents cast?" A lightning
bolt lit the Sreet. Rain was streaming down Nick's face. "Make me your apprentice-give me your
permission -1 don't know. But | know you can do it somehow.” Randd bit hislip hard, tasting blood.
He'd worked more magic tonight than he ever had before, and his own magical reserves were aready
amost empty. He knew that three against two made better odds-they might even have a chance that
way.

"Yes" hesad. "Useyour magic and help me." It was asif the smple words were a powerful spell.
Randa fdlt the same mental snap that he did when he finished a complicated conjuration. The binding
spell must have been set to end if awizard gave Nick permission to work magic, thought Randal.

At the same moment, Nicolas Sraightened, asif aweight had falen from his shoulders. "That's doneit,”
he said with alaugh. "Thanks, Randy-it looks like I've come back home asawizard after dl." The
one-time carpenter turned and faced the three who stood at the end of the Street. "No use waiting for
themto gart it," he said. Helifted his hand and began chanting. Randal recognized the shock spell that
Nick was gpeaking. He fdlt the magic build up and fater- Nick's skills had lain too long unused. Time and
practice would bring them back to what they had once been, but Nick didn't havetime. Just as Master
Laerg had once donefor him, Randal spoke the words of strengthening and steadying. Nick threw the
spell successfully, and one of the two hooded figures went down. At the same time, another figure broke
away from the shadows between two buildings behind the hooded men and ran forward.

The two cloaked and hooded ones cast abalt of red fire. The other man, the one attacking from behind,
cried in Dagon's voice, "By the moon and the tars, wizards-face me!" Dagon swung his sword as he
shouted, and one of the two hooded figures crumpled to the street. But the red fire had dready found its
target, and Nick fell, blasted backward, his body outlined in crimson light.

Randd threw afirebdl at the one remaining wizard, and then he and Lys sprinted for the spot where
Nick lay. They dragged him around the corner, with Lystaking one arm and Randal the other. He'stoo
hot and limp, Randa thought, unwilling to look down for fear of what he might be forced to see. As soon
asthey were out of Sght of their enemies, they lowered Nick to the ground. Randd flung himsdlf to his
knees beside Nick's unmoving body, fegling desperately for any trace of aheartbest in hisfriend's chest
and finding none. He caled out the words of one heding spell after another, drawing still deeper on his
own depleted strength. Nothing worked.

At last Lys crouched beside him. "Randa," she caled out over the sound of the driving rain. "Y ou haveto
stop. He's dead, Randy-you can't do anything for him now."

IV The City and the Sea

RANDAL KNELT, looking down &t hisfriend's body, and felt colder and londlier than he had ever felt
inhislife

"Master Laerg wasright," he whispered. "Being near me can be deadly.”

Y ou caused this, said the voice of the old woman from his dream, seeming to cdl out to him from the
statue he carried. Y ou can ill changeit if you truly want to. Only take the power that | offer, and you
can strike down the oneswho killed your friend, or smash thiswhole city into rubble...

"Lied" Randd cried out, hisvoice bresking. "All lies!"

Y ou could even bring him back.

Randa pressed his clenched fist againgt his mouth. Thistime, he knew that the statue spoke the truth. The
temptation to open himself to that limitless, tainted power pulled at him dmost uncontrollably. For along
time the young wizard knelt on the wet cobblestones, fighting back the words that would undo &l that
had happened since hed lifted the binding spell. | want my friend back, he thought. | don't want to have
killed him. | could use the statue, and Nick would get up from the Street right now. But he wouldn't be
the same man that | knew before. There are some things that should never be done, no matter what the



reason, and calling the dead back to lifeis one of them. Still he did not move away from where Nick lay
slent on the cobblestones.

Atlast Lyspulled Randd to hisfeet. Tearsran freely down her cheeks, and her voice had lost dl its
music as she said again, "Thereés nothing you can do for him, Randy-we haveto run." He hesitated until
findly Lysdragged him away- and till he looked backward, stumbling as heran, until Nick's body was
out of sght behind them. After that, Randd lost track of time and place, following where Lys led without
caring where they went. The storm raged dl around them, and cold water ran in the streets. Then the
booming noise of the searose up again out of the darkness, louder and nearer than before. Lys hated
and laid ahand on hisarm.

"Randd," shesaid, "stick by me. Well head for the seawall and try to find the port gate from there." He
ran on alittle longer, following the lute- player's dender figurein and out of the shadows. The street
turned into aseries of stone steps, worn with use and dick with the driving rain. Randal mounted the
steps and found himsalf on the city wall overlooking the ocean-a place he had been before only ina
dream. Heturned to Lys, but hisfriend was nowherein sight.

"Lys?Lydl" hecried, but hisvoice hardly carried above the sound of the wind. He was done on the
ranswept height. Then he heard the sound of laughter. " Give me the statue now. Or you will meet the
same fate asyour friends.” Thetal, black-hooded master wizard stood before Randal, blocking his path
back down to the city. Behind the journeyman, the sea beat against the shattered rocks below. He had
nowhereto retrest. Randal looked around him. Lyswas gone. The city wallswereempty. The cold rain
soaked his garmentsto his body, and deep, bone-numbing fatigue crushed down on him. The statuein
the bag seemed the only red thing in the universe. And Randd's enemy stood before him, too strong and
cruel for him to fight. Randal stripped the lesther bag away. The old woman looked at him, her face
turned up in the darkness toward his.

"Isthiswhat you want?' Randa called to the man who faced him. He held up the statue. "It is death and
al the hateful thingsintheworld.”

"I know," the master wizard replied. "But it is power. Giveit to me." Hetook astep forward. Randa
turned. The seaboomed below him. White spray flew up from the rocks, and the violent wind sent it
whipping above the edge of the wall. Even the guards had hidden from the storm-no one was there to see
anything that would happen.

Y ou dreamed this. Y ou know what to do, whispered alittle voice at the back of hismind.

The master wizard of Widsegard walked dowly up the steps onto the seawall. Hislong, hooded robe
swirled about him as he ascended. Randdl cradled the statue in his arms and watched as the man
approached. Then Randal was aware of another man at his own shoulder-one tall and fair-haired, with
embroidered robes semi-trangparent in the fitful illumination of the lightning.

"Master Lagrg!" Randal cried out. "Have you come to watch me die, then?”

"No, Randal," Laerg answered. "l've cometo help you."

Randa shook hishead. "I don't trust you."

"l suppose | deservethat,” said the ghost. "But | tell you, | am more your friend than heis." Laerg pointed
with amisty finger at the black-robed wizard. Randa followed the ghost's gesture and looked at the
sorcerer. Hewas frozen in mid-step. The seahad halted, and the rain no longer fell, but the air wasfull of
drops hanging suspended between the clouds and the ground. The sound of the storm had quieted;
Master Laerg and Randal stood inside an enormous circle of silence.

"What's happening?' Randal asked, curious. An eerie cdmnessfilled him, asthough all emotion had been
washed out of him by the driving wind and rain.

"You are outsdetime, now," Laerg replied. "I am outside of time more often than in it, Snce that morning
in Tarnsberg. Now you are close to joining me. Can't you fed it?"

Randa thought of how niceit would beto lie down and go to deep, to not wake up, to rest. So many
timestonight, only Nick or Lys pulling him along had kept him from sinking into that warm darkness.
"Yes" hesad. "l fed it. Doesthat make you happy?'

"It would be very easy for you to join me," the ghost replied. "But | must ask you not to. Thereis
something el se that you need to do.”



"What isit?" Laerg shook his head, a smile on his semitransparent festures. "'I'm sorry, but | can't tell you.
I'm not sure mysdlf, only that you have atask yet to perform in the world.”

"But what am | to do now?' Randal cried.

"That's obvious," said the ghogt. "Destroy that Satue.”

"But it'san artifact of power," protested Randd. "Its magica energy ishuge. Onceit isdestroyed, dl that
energy will be lost forever. | can't do that."

"Yes, you can," said Laerg with ahint of hisold arrogant impatience. "The statue is playing you fase. Just
asit drawsyou and gives you power, it is drawing and empowering your enemy. See, even now, heis
draining the magica power that you hold, taking from you so that he himself may grow stronger. Where
do you think this master wizard has gotten al the energy he has used this night?"

"Just break the statue and | et it be gone. Don't worry about the loss of magic, thereis magic enough in the
world." Laerg vanished. Once more the sea boomed, the wind howled, and the raindrops stung Randal's
cheeks. The master wizard of Widsegard reached the top of the stairs and stepped out onto the seawall.
He stretched out his hand, and Randa started to turn and run. Then he saw that another, smaller person
walked beside the master wizard. Lys!

"Lys!" Randa cried doud. "Lys Get away! Run!" Thewizard chuckled. "No, sheisone of mine. You
should be happy that sheiswilling to diein your place.” Lystook astep closer to the edge of thewall.
Spray from the breaking waves down below shot up into the air above her head. Randa remembered his
dream, how the statue had called on him to jump into that very sea.

"No!" Randal shouted again. Another few steps, and Lyswould be poised at the edge of the sea. He
leaped forward and stood blocking her path. The cold spray cascaded over him, and he could fed the
wind blowing up from the abyss at his back.

"Haveit asyou will," said the master wizard, and caled aflaming sword to his hand. Randal could fed his
energy sinking lower asthe blade appeared. The weapon burned with aclear red light and shot painful
beamsinto Randa's eyes. The master wizard lifted his blade to Strike.

"Your srength isfading,” said the master wizard to Randd, "even as mine grows." He swept downward
with the sword. Randa pushed Lys out of theway with al his strength and then blocked the blow with
the only defense he had-theivory statuein hisleft hand. The sword of flame struck and rebounded off the
piece of carved ivory. But the shock of theimpact drove Randd down onto his knees. Burning pain filled
his hand like aswarm of wasps stinging him al at once. He knew that a second blow would make him
drop the satue, and the third would kill him. Above him, the master wizard laughed. ™Y ou will die, the
gatue will be mine, and the city will know the true meaning of magic," he said. "Diethen, you and the girl
together." The master wizard stepped forward, flaming sword upraised. Randd tried to summon a
magica weapon of hisown-and failed. The dark place within him where he had found power before,
from which he had drawn the reserves he hadn't known he possessed, was empty. And the sweet
whisper in hismind came and said, Now you have no choice. Y ou are mine, and you must cometo me.
"No," said Randal doud. "l will not. No." Still the whisper of power went on in hismind: Cometo me,
use me, you have no choice. Resolutely, he closed his earsto the tempting voice. "There is magic enough
intheworld," he said. He put the piece of brittle ivory against his knee and broke it in two. The broken
datue twisted and writhed in hishandslike aliving thing. The master wizard's flaming sword burst into a
huge flare as the power of the statue escaped into the world, turning the blade's wielder into a human
torch. The wizard staggered forward, tottered off the edge of the city wall, and fell, flaming, al the way
into the sea so far below. Randal staggered to hisfeet. Around him, streaks of blue and purple lightning
flashed down from the gray, cloud-filled sky, and return streaks rose back from earth and seato strike
the clouds again. The noise of thunder came like the sound of mountains plitting intwo. Thewind
howled. And in the driving rain, Randd saw ghosts. Master Laerg stood at hisside. Thewild wind
whipped through his old teacher's golden hair. "Y ou have done well. The only correct choice." Nick
came up to him and embraced him. "I'm so proud of you, Randy. Y ou saved the day for everyone.”
Randal hugged him back, weeping unashamedly.

"Oh, Nick, I'm so glad to see you. | thought you were dead.”

"l am." The solid flesh of Nick'sarm became air as the dead man spoke. "But Lysisdive. Y ou haveto



help her."

"Shel'shere" said Randd. "'l have her safe.”

"No, Randy," said Nick. "Lysisn't here." Randa looked over at the girl he had pulled from the wall and
recoiled in horror. Thiswas the old woman, the statue full size and brought to life, and now she tirred
and stood upright.

"Come with me," she said. Randd turned and ran down the steps toward the street. He could hear the
old woman's dow footsteps following behind him as he ran. He ran through the streets of Widsegard, and
always the footsteps and the tap-tap-tap of her staff sounded close behind him. No matter how fast he
ran, every time he stopped for breath her dragging footsteps had drawn alittle nearer. When he tripped
on awet stone and fell to his knees, he knew he could run no farther. He knelt, sobbing, while the noise
of the footsteps and the taff filled hisears.

"Comewith me," agirl'svoice said. The voice of hisdream. Helooked up. It was Lys. He put out ahand
to touch her. "Where did you come from? Areyou dive?'

"Areyou?' she asked. "Doesit matter? Come with me." Randal got to hisfeet and sstumbled after her.
Another hand took him by the other arm and helped him forward-this hand belonged to amuscular arm
in studded legther. It was Dagon, battered and bleeding from hiswounds but still upright.

"Moveout," the mercenary said. A tremor ran through the paving stones under their feet. Lightning
played over the towers and battlements of the city. The crashing of the waves increased, even though
Randal and his companions were running away from the sea. A wal collapsed in front of them, and they
fled down another way. All around them, the ground heaved and shivered. They reached the Great
Gate-and found it blocked by an entire troop of city guards.

"Weredl dead,” said Lys. "They'll never let us past.”

"Well, it wasn't along life, but | had fun," Dagon said with achuckle. He loosened his sword in the
scabbard.

"Onward, then," Randd said. He had to hold on to Dagon and Lys so that he could stand at dl. Then the
Great Gate collapsed, and the walls with it, while the wind roared around them and cold water ran
ankle-deep in the streets. A mob of men and women surged through the main plaza of Widsegard, driven
out of the crumbling buildings by the earthquake. The three companions were pushed and shoved and
amost separated by the crowd, but gill they moved forward. A low moaning noise arose from the mass
of peoplein the plaza-the sound of fear even greater than anything the storm and earthquake could bring.
Randal looked up. The crushing black of the night was illuminated by theinterna glow of the gigantic
figure of an old woman, striding down from the hills of the Wilderness of Lannad, coming toward the
gates of thecity.

"I haveto go face her," said Randal. He wastoo tired to fed anything except akind of resignation, as
though hislong journey was a its unavoidable end. "There's no other wizard in the city now but me.”
"Youll get killed," Dagon pointed out reasonably.

"| think I'm dead dready,” Randa said, feding weary to his bones. "But it doesn't matter. Somebody has
to stop her, or the entire city will perish.”

"ThenI'll gowithyou,” said Lys.

"Sowill I," said Dagon. The mercenary laughed. "Y ou might say | sarted this. | want to seetheend.”
"No," said Randd. He pulled away from them. "Onefriend died for me aready tonight. No more."
Randd pushed hisway through the wailing crowd, past men in yellow surcoats who never turned to stop
him, past guardsmen who had eyes only for the death that came striding down upon Widsegard. Step by
step, while the earth rocked and the wind shrieked around him, he mounted the rubble of the city walls.
There he stood, facing the old woman one more time as she came toward the city in dow steps that
spanned aleague or more at every stride. It can't beredl. It doesn't redlly exist. Thething came closer. If
I'm killed by unred things, am | redly dead?

"Yes, you are," said Nick from beside him. Hisfriend's festures were faint and transparent against asky
full of blue-black clouds.

"Not that there's anything wrong with being dead," said Laerg's ghost from his other side. "Eventually you
will be, likeit or not."



"But not now!" Randa cried. He gathered what remained of his powersto him, and nothing answered.
Hewas as empty of magic as a broken bowl. There's nothing left of me. I've used it all, and there's
nothing left to stop death from taking the entire city. He looked back over his shoulder at the city behind
him. Everything appeared far avay and very pae. The mass of people crowding the ruined streets had
blurred and faded until he couldn't make out the individua figuresat al. Only the ghosts seemed red-the
ghosts and the old woman. Why am | seeing the dead more clearly than the living tonight? he wondered,
and turned back to the semitrangparent figures beside him. "Master Laerg, Nick-what do you want meto
do?'

"Savethecity,” Nick told him. "Put an end to the evil magic before everything is destroyed.”

"I can't," said Randd. He wept at his own helplessness and felt the hot tears sting his cheeks. "My
drength isgone. Thereés nothing left.”

"You have us," Master Laerg replied. "We helped to make you what you are, and we are a part of you
forever. Let ushelp you now." Randd looked from one ghostly form to the other-the teacher he had
killed, the friend who had died trying to save him. " Stand beside me, then," he said. "Give me the strength
to defeat thismagic. Say the spell with me." He began the words of the spell of dismissal.

"Vanesce," he caled out in the Old Tongue. "Fuge..." As he cast the spell he drew on the power of the
ghostly wizards who stood beside him, using their magica energy asif it were hisown. Laerg had the
deep reserves of amadter of the Art, and an dmost dizzying strength. Nick was only an apprentice, but
hislesser power was clear and bright, untouched by the shadows that clouded Laerg. Randal chanted on,
letting the magica energy flow through him into the words of the spdll. On hisright and his|eft the two
other wizards chanted aong with him. He gestured and saw the two beside him echo the movement.
Now for the end, he thought, and pulled in al the power that he could find. Neither Laerg nor Nick
would have anything left now, nor would they be able to regppear in the world-Randal was draining them
to the very last of thair reserves-but they gave their strength to him fredly.

"Redi ad umbras, figuramortisl” Randa shouted, and directed the whole force of the spell at the
monstrous apparition looming above him. The old woman fdtered, then dowed. Findly, her footsteps
halted at the very outskirts of the city. Her image thinned out against the stormy sky and then drifted
away like fragments of a cloud, with no more sound to mark her going than the keening of thewind. The
ghosts vanished, and their magic drained out of Randd, leaving him even emptier than before.

It'sfindly over, thought Randdl. | can rest now. He sank to the stone under hisfeet, and into adeep
deeper than he had ever known. How long he dept, Randa never knew. At firgt, he didn't even dream.
Then there were nightmares, and voices talking someplace near, and after that, undisturbed rest again.
When hefindly avoke, he waslying on his back and looking up at green branches, with warm sunlight
dappling down through the leaves overhead.

Randal turned his head. Therewas apillow under it, and apalet under him-and he realized that he had
not collapsed here, but had been brought here and cared for in this sunny place that smelled of life and
morning. He stretched, testing his strength, and sat up. He saw that he wasin an olive grove, on apatch
of high ground not far from Widsegard. The hillsde doped away toward the sea, and the towers and
rooftops of the great city clustered around the water in the distance. A few feet away, Lys sat with her
back againgt atree, Snging in aquiet voice. She didn't have her lute but sang without accompani ment:
"Blow up the fire, my maidens, Bring water from thewell, For al my house shdl feast this night Now that
my sonsarewdll."

Randa looked within himsalf once more. He had magica energy again, more and purer than he had ever
known. He whispered the words that called up the spell of sound, to accompany Lys since she had no
instrument of her own. She heard the music and turned to face him. "Welcome back," she said.

"l was afraid you werelogt,” Randd said. "l think | dreamed it. Y ou werelost, and Nick was dead, and
the whole city was destroyed ... | can't tell where the truth stopped and the dream began.” Lysgave a
shaky laugh. "The city'saswhole asit ever was, or so | hear-abit of damage down by the port, and a
couple of buildingslogt to alightning fire, but nothing you wouldn't expect from abad storm.”

Randa gaveasdgh of rdlief. | never wanted to tear down an entire city, not even to destroy something as
evil asthat statue. He paused amoment. "And .. . . Nick?"



Lys bent her head. "No, that part wasn't adream. He'sredlly gone.”

Randal closed his eyesto stop the tears that threatened to spill down over his cheeks. When he had his
voice back under control, he asked, "What happened to you at the end?"

She shook her head. "All I remember isfollowing you through the streets, and then you were gone. |
figured out later that 1'd been following anilluson.”

"Anilluson must have been leading measwell,” said Randa. "1 thought that you were with me and never
noticed that we'd been separated.”

"What wasthat statue, anyway," asked Lys, "that it could cause so much trouble and destruction?!

"An artifact of power," said Randd. "Very old and very strong. Whoever madeit, long ago, never meant
it for anything good . . . and over the yearsit grew stronger and more wicked, full of the magica energy it
took from thewizardsit killed. Intheend,” he finished with ashudder, "the statue became amost like
Death itsdf. | don't think anybody could have controlled it.”

"Why did it bring us here?"

"The statue was made in Widsegard”" Randd said. "The city wasits home, and the place of its greatest
grength. If its power had gone unchecked, it might have continued drawing energy into itself until dl the
world was drained dry."

Lyssdark blue eyes were amost black with remembered fear. "Was that what those wizardsin the city
wanted to see happen-the degth of everything?”

Randa shook hishead wesarily. "1 don't think so. They wanted the power amagica artifact can give, 0
they tried to call the statue to them . . . and the statue was only too glad to answer. It worked on Varnart
until he hired Dagon and Bryceto stedl it from Lord Fessstreasury. But Varnart would have kept the
statue in Brecelande, so it killed Bryce and came to me. And I-almost-brought it the rest of theway.” He
bowed his head for amoment, thinking of that last struggle on the walls of the city. How much had been
redl, and how much only nightmare, he would probably never know. It doesn't maiter anyway, he
redized. Wizardsfight their battlesin aream where dreams and redlity are one. If I'd held back from
facing the old woman, | would have awakened to find al of Widsegard leveled by storm and fire, and the
gtatue lying unbroken in the rubble. He sat in sllence for aminute or two, while the sdt breeze off the sea
dtirred the leavesin the olive grove. After awhile, Randa heard the sound of footsteps coming up the hill
and turned. A man was glimbing into the grove. "Dagon!" Randa said. "Of all the people | didn't want to
"Don' judge him too harshly,” Lys said. "After the ssorm was over, he helped me get you out of
Widsegard and up here where we could hide out from the guard and Fesss men.”

"They were ill looking for you then,” Dagon explained, coming up beside Randal and sitting down
cross-legged on the ground. "That bunch of wizards, though-they're gone for good, asfar as anyone can
tell. But that's old news, and | came up here with fresh, for achange.”

Randd looked at the mercenary suspicioudy. ™Y ou bought back your lucky dagger?' Dagon shook his
head. "I never thought you'd hold aman's mistakes against him, wizard. No, I've joined the city guard.
There's been quite a shakeup lately in town, and they were recruiting. | thought you'd enjoy the joke of
it-my nightmare's cometrue, and I've taken an honest job."

Randa regarded the older man for amoment longer, then smiled faintly in spite of himsdlf. "Moreor less
honest," he said, and Dagon laughed.

"Dagon's been taking good care of us," Lystold Randd, "ever snce heand | found you on the seawall
with that statue broken in your hands.”

"So | did bresk it," said Randd. "That much wasred, then. What did you do with the pieces?’

"Took thegirl'sadvice," Dagon replied, "and threw them into the ocean.”

"Thank you," said Randal to the mercenary. "I think | came closer to death-in several ways-because of
that statue than | want to be again. And | don't think | could have made it back without your help.”
Dagon actudly looked somewhat shamefaced, asif gratitude were something new to his experience.

"Y ou were shouting al kinds of nonsense,” he said. "And you've been out for days. Thisisthefirg time
I've seen you awake since then." He paused. "Are the two of you going to be moving aong soon?"
Lystilted her head curioudy. " Should we be thinking about it?'



"Well," said Dagon, "wizardry's fill outlawed in the city, and the city guard has awarrant for your friend
there. Sooner or later, somebody's going to notice that you're up here and think about sending out a
troop, just to make an arrest and keep thingstidy."

"How long do you think we have?' Randal asked.

"L ong enough to get you back on your feet," said Dagon. "But probably not much more than that. And
I'd start figuring out which way you want to head, just in case you haveto get going in ahurry.”

"We can't go back to the north," Randal said. "Master Varnart and Lord Fess are up there, and neither
oneislikely to fed kindly toward me after what | did to that Statue.”

"We could go south,” Lys said. "That'swhere | come from, and welll be beyond any borders that
Brecdande ever claimed.”

"South," said Randdl. He recalled the spices and fruits that had come into Widsegard from the southern
trade. The thought called up images of warmth and light, new places without old memoriesto darken
them, new learning, even new magic.

"Yes" hesad. "Well go south."

Read thefirst exciting book in the series CIRCLE OF MAGIC [*copy] by DebraDoyle and James D.
Macdonad

Randa thought he wanted to be awizard ... Asayoung squire, Randal seems assured of afutureasa
knight-until amysterious wizard entersthe castle gates. To his astonishment, Randal discoversthat he
himself possesses specia powers. He leaves the security of life as a squire to become astudent at the
School of Wizardry. Once histraining in the mystic arts has begun, however, Randa soon learns that
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 second exciting book in the series CIRCLE OF MAGIC by Debra Doyle and James D.
Macdonald

What's awizard without magic? Randa broke his promise-the vow that al 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. Randal must travel to the wizard'sfaraway
tower ... ajourney made al the more perilous because he may use neither sword nor magic for
protection. When Randal finally reaches the mysterious tower, it gppears to be abandoned. But he soon
discoversthat the building holds a deadly secret.. . ISBN 0-8167-6937-0 Available wherever you buy
books.

Read the next exciting book in the series CIRCLE OF MAGIC by Debra Doyle and James D.
Macdonald

Friend or foe? When Randa and hisbest friend, Lys, areinvited to join the theater troupe in the court of
akind and wedthy prince, they think they have it made! But Randal soon stumbles upon aplot against
the prince and discoversthat hiswizardry skills are needed now more than ever. Can Randa exposethe
prince's enemies before it's too late? ISBN 0-8167-6939-7 Available wherever you buy books.



