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CHAPTER ONE

For six days and nights the wind blew steadily out of the northwest; so that the servants huddied in their
quarters, wrapped in everything warm they owned, and thought they heard voices of dark prophesiesin
thewind. It blew until it blew steep drifts of snow againgt the great doorsin the curtain wal of the castle;
so that men had to be lowered by rope from the battlements to shovel it away to get the doors open.



Findly it ceased; and there was aday of perfect quietness, terrible coldness and blue sky. Then thewind
began again, worse than before, this time from the southeast; and on the second day it blew Sir Brian
Neville-Smythe in through the now-open doors of Maencontri.

The blacksmith and one of the men-at-arms from the gate led Brian, still on hishorse, acrossthe
courtyard to the entrance to the Great Hall and helped him (tiffly) down from his horse, helped besat the
ice off hisouter garments, whereit clung thickly to those parts of his over-robe that covered armor
underneath; and the man-at-arms took the horse off to the warm stables. The blacksmith, since he clearly
outranked an ordinary man-at-arms, went in with Sir Brian to announce him.

But the blacksmith never got the chance. Because once they were within the Hall they saw Lady Angela
Eckert, wifeto Sir James Eckert, Lord of Maencontri and dl itslands, taking her mid-day medl there
and she, in the same moment, recognized the visitor.

“Brian!” shecdled from thefar end of thelong hal. “Where did you come from?’
“Outsgde,” said Brian, who was alitera-minded person.

He advanced on the high table, set on a platform raised above the hall floor and looking down the two
long tables at right angles before it, and stretching away toward Brian, to accommodate diners of lesser
rank-but empty at the moment Angie was lunching alone, but in dl proper sate.

“I can seethat,” said Angie, lowering her voice as he came closer. “ But where did you start from?”’

“From Castle Smythe. My home,” replied Brian, with atouch of impatience; for where el sewould he be
coming from at this, the end of January after aheavy winter sorm?

The impatience was only momentary, however, for he was already eyeing the food and drink before
Angieon the high table. To Brian, what Angie-who, like her husband, Jim, had been an involuntary
importee from the twentieth century to this fourteenth-century world, some three years before-thought of
aslunch time, was dinner time. It was the main meal of his day; and he had had nothing since breskfast,
shortly after dawn on thisicy morning.

“Wall, come sit down, and have something to eat and drink,” said Angie. *Y ou must be frozen to the
bone.”

“Hah!” said Brian, hiseyeslighting up at the invitation-expected though it was.

The table servants were aready readying aplace for him at one end of the table, so he and Angie could
half face each other; for she sat behind the length of the table, itsdlf, closeto that end. Even ashe sat
down, another servant ran in from the serving room with a steaming pitcher, from which he poured hot
wineinto amazer-alarge, square metal goblet placed before Brian.

“Mulled wine, by God!” said Brian happily.

Hetook severa hearty swallows from the mazer, to check on what his nose had aready told him.
Putting the mazer back down, he beamed at Angie with affectionate goodwill. Another of thetable
servants put ameat piein front of him and spooned alarge serving from it on to histrencher, thelarge,
thick dice of coarse bread which served as his plate. He nodded approvingly, neetly picked out the
largest piece of mesat and wiped hisfingers afterwards negtly on his ngpkin by the trencher.



“I thought to find you dining in your solar when you were done, Angela,” he said, as soon as his mouth
was empty.

“I have donethat,” said Angie. “But it's more convenient here.”

Her eyes met Brian’ sand alook of complete understanding passed between them, twentieth century and
fourteenth century for once in complete agreemen.

Servants. Angie would by far have preferred to eat in the solar-which was the bed-sitting chamber at the
top of Maencontri’ stower and the private chamber of the Lord and Lady of the castle.

The solar was awarm, comfortable place, with itswindows tightly glazed against the weather with actua
glass, and the floor heated under foot by areconstruction by her husband of the type of hypocaust that
the earlier Roman conquerors of Britain had used to heat their homes, but which the Middle Ages had
forgotten. It was smply a space between two stone floorswhere air could circulate that had been
warmed by continuous fires burning in fireplaces outside the room.

There dso was an actud largefireplace in the solar itself-ornamenta aswell asuseful in wegther likethis.

The Great Hall, of course, had fireplaces of itsown. Three, in fact, huge ones. One behind the high table
where Angie sat right now, and two others; one each halfway down the long walls of the hdll. At the
moment al three were burning brightly with firesin them, because Angie was there; but the hdl was il
cold for dl that.

Stll, againgt their red preferences, Jm and Angie had taken to eating at least their mid-day medls here.
No servant had come to them on bended knee and pleaded with them to est in state in the Hall; though
there had been veiled references made to the convenience of the serving room-so close to the high
table-so that food could be brought in hot. But no one had officially protested.

But therewere till invisible limitsto what aLord and Lady could do- even if the Lord was afamous
knight and magician. Those who served the gentry would obey any order. Men-at-armswould go forth
and diefor their feudal superiors. But neither servants nor men-at-arms, nor tenants, nor sexfs, nor
anyone else on the estate, would go against custom. When custom spoke, everybody obeyed; right up to
the throne of the King himsdif.

And a Maencontri, agenerd attitude, ungpoken but very clearly fdt, had findly had itsway with Angie
and Jm. A Lord and Lady of acastle like thiswere supposed to eat their mid-day meal in proper
fashion, in the proper place. That was what the hall was there for. The table servants who had to bring
food from the outside kitchen to the serving room might freeze in the process. That was beside the point.
There was away things should be done; and that was the way it should be done here.

“Where' s James?’ Brian asked after afew moments, having managed to take on at least enough meat
pie and wineto begin satisfying his clamoring somach.

“He Il bedong shortly,” said Angle. “Right now he' sup there.”
She pointed her finger vertically.

“Ah, yes” said Brian, meaning he understood. This gesture of Angle's, which might have elther baffled a
Sranger or seemed to imply Angl€e’ s husband had |ft this earthly scene, was something completely



reasonable and understood between these two.

“Hethought he should take alook at our people on the lands outside the castle,” said Angie, “and make
auredl of them camethrough the sorm dl right.”

Brian nodded, his mouth full. He swallowed.

“Then, with your pardon, my Lady, | shall wait until he comesback,” Brian said, “and tell you both at
the sametime what | cameto say. | would like the two of you to hear it together. It is great news, indeed.
Y ou will grant memercy if | do not spesk of it now?’

“Certainly,” said Angie. In spite of the courtly question at the end of Brian' slittle speech, Angie knew
that Brian had no intention of speaking until her husband got back; and that was ared flag to her. If Brian
wanted to talk to the two of them together, he wanted or needed something from Jim; and in that case
experience had taught Angie to be ready to resist. Forewarned was forearmed.

“He should be back soon,” she said.
CHAPTER TWO

At the moment Jm was on wing over the southeast comer of the lands he owned as Sir James Eckert,
Baron of Maencontri. This part was mainly meadow and open farmland; and he was searching the white
landscape below for those rdatively few of histenants and farmerswho lived in isolated spots farther out
from the castle, to seeif any of them needed assistance after the storm.

Hewasfeding akeen delight in being airborne. It was strange, he thought now, how he forgot about the
sheer joy of it when he was not trandated into dragon form; and how strongly the fegling came back to
him once hewas doft. It was afar more gratifying feding than flying asmall plane, which Jm had teken a
few lessons at doing, back in hisorigind twentieth-century world, or even like soaring in aman-made
glider, which he had done as a passenger, twice. Inthis case it was hisliving, feding self done that was
riding the air currents; and there was a triumphant sensation of both freedom and power.

In hislarge dragon body, with its much higher mass-to-surface ratio than that of his human one, he was
not bothered by the cold. Heat would have been something else again. He had dmost melted down trying
to walk through the summer heat in the middle part of France as adragon, a couple of years ago; and the
rush of cold air aout him now was only pleasant.

Hewas diveright out to thetips of his enormouswings, which reached out an awesome distance on
each sde of him, in order to make it possible for that body of histo plane through the air. He was
soaring, not flying, as most of even the large birds preferred to do, because of the enormous expenditure
of energy required to keep him doft by flapping hiswings aone; but once at sufficient dtitude, he could
ridetheair currents and the updrafts with careful adjustments of hiswings, theway a salling ship might
adjust both fore-and-aft and square sails to cause the wind to propd it across the surface of the water.

This adjustment was puredly ingtinctive on the part of his body. Nonetheless, he appreciated it as much as
if it had been askill. It made him fed likeaking inthisairy reaim.

However, he had now covered dmost al of his estate and it was time to be heading back to the castle.
Hewould be late for lunch. He started the long swing to his right that would send him homeward; but just
then he spotted the widow Tebbits slittle sapling-and-clay igloo.



“Igloo” was not redlly a proper namefor it; but he could think of no other architectural name that fitted it.
It had been built out of saplings and thin branches woven together and plastered airtight with clay. It
either had no proper roof, or the roof had settled into the walls over the years, giving it roughly the shape
of anigloo. In any case, in the middle of the roof was a hole that was right above the sand-filled firebox in
which thewidow lit thefire for her cooking and hesting.

That hole was not showing any escaping smoke now. What was more, it was covered from theinside.

Jm circled down and landed with athump before the door, which the new direction of the wind had
cleared of snow. The sound of his coming to earth evidently derted whoever wasindde, for someone
fought with the door for afew seconds, then it popped open. The widow hersalf stepped out, bundled up
in clothing, blankets and assorted rags until shelooked more like ateddy bear than a human being, and
recognized himimmediatdly.

She gave the small obligatory scream that the Maencontri people had decided was the proper way to
acknowledge their Lord in hisdragon form, and then tried to curtsy. It was amistake with al the padding
she had on, and she dmost tumbled over. Jm stopped himsdlf just in time from reaching out to catch her.
She would never have forgiven hersdf if her Lord had had to do something like that. Happily, the frame
of the door kept her from going al the way down and she recovered her footing.

“M’lord!” shesad.

Out of her swaddling of coverings, her round, soft, aged face peered a him with two sharp dark eyes.

“How are you, Tebhits?" asked Jim. The widow had afirst name, but nobody on the estate seemed to
remember what it was. “1 noticed there was no smoke coming up from your roof.”

“Oh, no, m'lord,” said thewidow. “ Thank you, m’lord. It sgood of you to spesk to me, m’'lord. I'm
ever o grateful to you, m'lord. There' s no smoke because the fire sout.”

“Is something wrong with the firebox?” asked Jm, remembering to use delicacy in gpproaching the
subject

“No, m’'lord. Thank you, m’lord.”
“Why isthefire out, then?’

“It burned up the last ember and just went out, like fires do-with your grace and pardon for saying o,
m'lord.”

Jm sighed inwardly. Hefelt rather likeaman in the dark with aring-full of keys, trying to find theright
onethat would unlock the door in front of him. All of the tenants had a horror of openly complaining.
They had ways of making their wants known to him-roundabout ways-and the pretense was away's that
they were perfectly in control of things and needed no help whatsoever... but if he happened to notice,
just a this moment they could use...

“Y ou wouldn’t have gotten alittle low on firewood, during the snowstorm?” asked Jm.

“Why, | believel did,” said the widow Tebbits. “I’m so dreadfully forgetful these days, m’lord.”

“Not a al,” said Jm heartily. How she had survived, in spite of dl that padding insde, an unhested



shelter for the last few days, particularly at her age, was beyond imagination. “Y ou know, | think | saw a
falen branch off in that patch of woods over there. It might be useful to you. | beieveI'll just go and get
it for you.”

“Oh, pray don't put yoursdf to the trouble, m'lord,” said Tebbits.

“Tebbits,” said Jm, in an autocratic, warning voice, “I choose to go get you that bough!”
“Oh, pray forgive me, m’'lord. Very sorry, m’'lord. Crave pardon!”

“Beright back,” said Jm.

He turned around and with athunder of wingsleaped into the air, winged the short distance to the
nearby stand of trees he had been thinking of and flew far enough over them so that when he came down
he would be out of sight of the widow Tebhits. There were no fallen branches handy, nor had he any
intention of going to the trouble of searching for them under the snow. He picked afifteen-foot limb from
an ok and smply tore it loose from the frozen trunk. On second thought, he found another limb of about
the same thickness and length and tore it off. Holding the limbs by their ends so that they dragged
beneath him between hisfeet and did not interfere with hiswings, he sprang into the air once more,
flapped back dragging them, and landed at the widow Tebbits's.

“Herel” he said gruffly-and then noticed that she was eyeing the thickness of the branches where they
had been attached to the tree somewhat wistfully. “ Oh, cometo think of it,” he said, “have you an ax
where you can get & it conveniently?’

“Alas, m'lord,” said Tebhits. “I'm afraid | log it, like.”

She had amost undoubtedly never had one, thought Jim. Iron was expensive. He must do something
about getting her at least some sort of tool for cutting up thicker pieces of wood.

“Ah, yes | see” said Jm. “Well, in that case-*

He picked up one of the two frozen tree limbs he had brought her and began breaking off-quite easily
with the strength of his dragon forearms-the heavy ends of its main stem, aswell as any extended limbs
that would keep it from fitting neatly into her fire box. He reduced the branches to burnable lengths and,
picking these up, put only as many as she could carry into the arms of Tebbits, who clutched them
awkwardly, but obvioudy gratefully, in spite of the thickness of the cloth insulation in which shewas

wrapped.

“I'll have Dick Forester send someone down here with some of the castle wood sometime later today,”
Jm wound up. “Have you flint and stedd? Can you get thefire Sarted?’

“Oh yes, thank you, m'lord,” said Tebbits. “Y ou’ re dways so kind to ausaess old person.”

“Not at dl. Be old mysdlf oneday, no doubt!” he said bluffly. “Heaven bless you, Tebbits.”

“May Heaven blessyou, m’lord,” said Tebbits.

Jm sprang into the air with athunder of wings, fegling rather smug at having been able for onceto bless

one of these people of hisbefore they could bless him. Once back to dtitude he resumed hisflight to the
cadle.



But, in the process, something new caught his eye. Something not on hisland at dl. On the small estate
of Sir Hubert Whitby adjoining his. Sr Hubert was waving his arms, shouting something
incomprehengble at this distance, and directing severa of his own tenants or servants over some problem
or other-Jm’ stelescopic dragon-sight informed him.

Sir Hubert was not the best of neighbors. In fact, he was probably not far from being the worst of
neighbors, Jim thought. But then he checked himsalf. Sir Hubert was not redlly bad, dangerous, evil,
dishonest or rapacious-or any of the many things that neighbors could be in this fourteenth-century
England. But he was anever-satisfied annoyance; dways angry about something, dwaysingstent and
complaining about it & grest length.

For amoment Jm was tempted smply to complete histurn and forget that he had seen anything at all.
But then his conscience, plusthe strong socid fedling of obligation to neighborsthat existed in thistime,
turned him back and he soared in the direction of Sir Hubert and his problem.

Ashe got closer, soaring thistime on a convenient dant of the wind, he saw what the problem was. One
of Sir Hubert's cows had evidently fadlen into a snow-filled ditch, or smdl ravine, and Sir Hubert, with the
four men he had with him, weretrying to get her out.

But the cow could not help them-or ese she did not understand what she was supposed to do to
help-and her weight was such that the four of them could not lift her or drag her from it. Sir Hubert was
making so much noisethat none of them redized Jm was even close to them until helanded in their midst
with the same sort of thump with which he had landed outside of the widow Tebbits shome. They dl
whirled about and for amoment they merely stared at him.

“A dragon!” roared Sir Hubert, whipping his sword out of its sheath. Hisface was pale, but the sword
was quite steedy. In spite of dl his other faults. Sir Hubert was not a coward. No onewas likely to liveto
adulthood back in thistime if they were, of course, no matter what level of society they belonged to.

Clearly they had not recognized him, theway Jm’s own tenants and people did. The four men with Sir
Hubert were actualy not armed, aside from their ordinary al-purpose belt knives. But they dl snatched
these out and hefted whatever elsethey had in their hand that might be aweapon-in this case a couple of
long poles which two of them held; and in the case of one man, rather ridiculoudy, arope he was holding.

It wasfoolish of them, of course. Even fully armed and armored, on foot the five of them would
probably never have escaped diveif they had serioudy tried to battle adragon of Jm'’ssize. Whilethey
might do some serious damage to Jm before being killed, Jm would certainly bethelast to die.

“Don’'t bean ass, Sr Hubert,” said Jm, finding the British phrase rolled quite happily off histongue.
What ahandy sort of phraseit wasfor stuationslike this, he told himsdf. “I’' m James Eckert, your
neighbor-only in my dragon body. | came over to seeif | could help.”

Sir Hubert' sface stayed pale and his sword stayed pointed, but its point dropped afew inches.

“Hah!” he said doubtfully.

“I happened to be flying by, taking alook at how my own lands had come through the snowstorm,” said
Jm, “and | saw you having some trouble over here. So | came.”

Sir Hubert’ s sword dropped down, but he ill did not sheath it.



“Wdll, if it' syou, why didn’t you come likeaman?’

“There salot more strength in this dragon body of mine, when it comesto helping with something like
this” said Jm. “ Stop and think for amoment, Hubert!”

“Wdl, damn it! How the bloody hell was | supposed to know?’ the knight said. “'Y ou could have been
any dragon, ravening for our blood!”

“I don't raven,” said Jm. “Y ou’ ve eaten dinner at Maencontri often enough to know that, Hubert.”
“Wadll...” Sir Hubert sheathed his sword. “How can you help us?’
“I’'mnot sureyet,” said Jm. “Let metake alook at the Stuation. What kind of holeis she stuck in?”

“Littledimplein the ground, that’sal,” grumbled Sr Hubert. “If she had any sensein her head she could
walk out of there. Damn cows, anyhow!”

“Steep Sdes or doping Sdes?’
“Soping,” said Sir Hubert. “If she'd help alittle, we could have got her out of there.”

“If they’re doping, maybe | can get down in beside her. Thenif | lift and the rest of you tug, maybe she
can scramble out,” said Jim.

“Shell kick you,” said Sir Hubert with relish.
“Maybe” said Jm. “Let’'ssee”

He approached the hole, and the cow, who had been upwind of him until now, suddenly smelling and
seeing adragon in her immediate vicinity, bellered in terror. Jm tested the dope of the ground under the
snow and after amoment did down beside the cow’ sflank. She cried out for help again; for now Jm's
body was pinning her againgt the opposite side of what Sir Hubert had described as a dimple and she
could not manage a good kick through the hip-degp snow.

Whether she actually succeeded in kicking him or not, Jm never knew. But he managed to get down
beside her, low enough so that he could get leverage for the shoulder of one folded wing benegath her
belly. Once he had her firmly pressed between his shoulder and the opposite side of the depression, she
stopped bellering, gave one sad moo of utter despair and fell silent.

Jm took adeep breath and lifted, like a man lifting aweight balanced on one shoulder. The cow was no
lightweight; but on the other hand, the muscles Jim was bringing into play were awesome compared to
any human's. The cow rose upward and sprawled out on her side on the far edge of the dimple; Sir
Hubert’'s men immediately laid hands on her, skidded her across the snow away from the depression and
began to coax her to her feet.

Jm climbed out of the depression himsdlf.

“Wdll, you did it easily enough,” said Sir Hubert grumblingly, dmost asif he was accusing Jm of doing
himaninjury.



“You're entirdly welcome,” said Jim, knowing that Sir Hubert’ swords were as close as the knight could
come to saying thanks. He leaped into the air and began to climb once more for the long soar home.

With thewind in the southeast, he had to climb for dtitude and make along sweep over Sir Hubert's
land to get himsalf turned about and headed back to Maencontri. He wasin the process of thiswhen he
suddenly redlized he was high enough and looking in the light direction to seethe woodsin which
Carolinus had his cottage; and his conscience niggled a him.

He had been meaning to talk to Carolinus-his Magter in magic-ever since he and Angie with young
Robert Falon and their persond attendants had gotten back from the Christmas party of the Earl of
Somerset dmost amonth ago. But one thing and another had kept him from getting together with the
older magician.

Thiswasanided timeto cal in briefly for aquick chat on acouple of pointsthat dated back to the
Twelve Days of Christmas at the Earl’ s, and had been bothering Jim since. For one thing, he had the
sneeking fedling that he owed Carolinus an apol ogy-having gotten somewhat annoyed with the other man
during those twelve days.

But, back at the cadtle, it was already past lunch time. Angie would be waiting for him in the Greeat Hall.
And there might be something to do with Robert that would call for him to bethere...

Robert had become a concern that seemed to crop up in al sorts of otherwise ordinary situations. In
fact, Jmwasnot a al surethat he was the right man to bring up an orphan boy of noble birth in the
fourteenth century, where al such were raised to be warriors. He was no red warrior himself. The
youngster could well be hampered by Jm'’ s different, twentieth-century outlook on life-

Jm pushed that thought from hismind. Robert was il far too young to et lunch with them in the Gresat
Hall. Still-Jim'’s conscience pulled him both ways. But then he reminded himself that Angie would not wait
very long before going ahead and eating by hersdlf; so actudly no harm would have been done. He,
himsdlf, could eat anything that was available after he got back to Ma encontri, whenever that might be.

He dtered the angle of hiswings and headed toward the tops of the treesthat till obscured thelittle
clearing in which Carolinus s cottage stood.

The clearing, when he got to it, was pretty much as he had expected it. It was completely surrounded by
very tal oaks and yews, and roughly ova in shape. It was aso roughly the size of afootbal field. Snow
hung on the trees around the clearing and coated the ground up to within about ten yards of the cottage,
leaving aperfect circleinwhich it was sill summer.

Within that circle, the cottage stood, snow-free. The grass was green, flowers bloomed, and afountain
tinkled itsjet of water in the middle of asmall pool from which occasionaly smdl golden fish-or were
they very smdl golden mermaids?-legped like miniature dolphinsinto the air. Im'’s eye had never been
quick enough to make sure.

Beside the pool was anestly raked gravel path leading up to the door of asmall, oddly narrow
peaked-roof house that ought to have looked out of place here; but what with the pool, the grass and the
occasiond flash of agolden jumping figure from the poal, it looked asif it could not have been any place
dse

Jm landed with athump at the end of the gravel path; but no oneimmediatdly tried to look out from the
house to see who had arrived. He turned himself back into a human, complete with warm clothes (he had



had alittle trouble with the clothes part in the early days of learning how to use magic, but had it under
control now), walked up to the door of the house and tapped gently at it.

There was no answer. He pushed gently on it and it swung open. He stepped in.
“Eh?What? Oh, it'syou, Jm,” said Carolinus, looking up.

He was seated in hislarge, wing-back chair, with athick and heavy volume of some book or other,
open on the table at his elbow; and the smal green, sylphlike and fragile, femalefigure of anaiad perched
on one of hisknees, aslightly asabutterfly on atwig. Carolinuslooked &t her.

“Y ou' d better run along now, my dear,” he said gently to the naiad. “We can finish our talk later.”

Thenaiad drifted off his knee to stand before him with downcast eyes. She murmured something
incomprehensible.

“Certainly!” said Caralinus.

She turned and went toward the door. Jim stood aside to let her pass and she approached him with
downcast eyes, glancing up for just amoment and murmuring something el se equaly incomprehensible.

“Not at dl,” said Jm. He had not understood her, as Carolinus obvioudy had a moment before; but the
words he had chosen ought to befairly safe as an answer. She went on out the door and it closed behind
her.

“Well, well, my boy,” said Carolinus chearfully. “It' s good to see you, and particularly to see you in your
human body, rather than the dragon one. Thisisasmall house, you know.”

It wasindeed asmall house; and what was more, crammed to the rafters with books and everything else
imaginable, ordinary and occult In fact, it looked more like awarehouse than ahome. But since Carolinus
was accustomed to merely ordering whatever he wanted from whatever was piled around to appesar in
front of him, this made no difference to the older magician.

“Well, yes,” said Jm. “I’ ve been meaning to drop by ever since we got back from the Earl’s, and |
happened to be close so | smply came on. I'm not interrupting anything, or catching you at a busy
moment, am |7’

“Notat dl, not at dl,” said Carolinus. “Lalineand | can chat a anytime. Y ou and | see each other al
too seldom.”

The last words were a perfect invitation for Jim to point out that he had made alot of effortsto see
Caralinus. It was Carolinus who had been hard to find. However, he did not.

“But never mind that, now that you' re here,” went on Carolinusjovidly. “Y ou'relooking rested and in
good spirits. Ready for your next adventure?’

CHAPTER THREE
“Adventure!” said Jm, with asudden cold feding in his ssomach. “Certainly not. I'm looking forward to

having nothing to do with adventuresfor along time. Angieand | are goingto try to live as ordinary
peoplefor the next few years.”



An evil suspicion crept into hismind.

“Y ou haven't got something up your deeve for me, have you?’ he demanded.

“I? Jamed” said Carolinus. “1 certainly wouldn't impose another set of duties on you so quickly after the
lagt affair at the Earl’s. No, no. | don't have the dightest thing in mind for you. If you get involved in
anything, it will be becauseyou do it yoursdf.”

“I'msorry,” said Jm. “It wasjust that those twelve days rather took things out of me. Do you mind if |
gt down?’

“Sit down? Of course,” said Carolinus. “Of course-that is, if you can find achair. There are some
around here, someplace.”

He peered about the interior of the cottage shortsightedly.
“1 know there are some other chairs. Try under those volumesin the corner there.”

“Sorry for overreacting,” said Jm, seated findly after asmall but necessary dday. “But Angiefedsthat |
gpend far too little time with her, and | can’t say | blame her.”

“Of course not,” said Carolinus. “Isthe chair comfortable?’
“Wadl...” sad Jm. “Totel you thetruth, no.”

“It should bel” said Caralinusin aterrifying voice.

The chair ingtantly was. It was possibly the most comfortable chair Jm had ever sat in, in spite of the fact
that it had four snglelegs, agtiff upright back, no arms and no padding.

“Totdl you thetruth, Carolinus,” he said, “I came here because, after thinking it over, | may have beena
little too suspicious and allittle too short-tempered with you during those twelve days. But | was used to
having you around to check with in emergencies, and | could never get in touch with you.”

“Dear mel” said Carolinus.

“Oh, it'sdl right,” Jm went on. “I understand now you were ddliberately leaving me on my own, asthe

best way of doing things. But I’'m glad to be back to where | can find you when | want you and check
withyou if | needto.”

“Find me, and check with me by dl means, Jm,” said Caralinus. “Bear in mind, though, thereisno going

back. Y ou have now tried your wings as an independent magickian; and you will haveto fly by yoursalf
from hereon.”

“I will?" asked Jim. A couple of years before, Carolinus swordswould not have had a particularly

ominous sound. Now that he redlized the possibilities of magic better-as well asits limitations-he found
they worried him.

“What are the limits, then, to what you can do for me?’



“Y ou can ask me questions,” said Carolinus. “And within certain limits | will answer them. Absolutely
complete answersto anything smply do not exist. Y ou will discover thisyoursdf, Jm, onceyou arean
established magickian of at least A level and dedling with those of alesser level; or even with an
gpprentice of your own.”

“I can believeyou,” said Jm, who had about as much intention of ever taking on an gpprenticein magic
as he had of setting himsdf onfire.

“Remember dways,” said Carolinus, “there snever any point in offering information to someone until
they’reready to recaiveit. But, if you wait until they ask, then the two things that need to happen are
happening. One, they’ |l be ready to listen to what you haveto tell them. Secondly, now they giveavaue
to what you say; whereas until they had aneed, they might have been inclined to question or even argue
with your instruction or advice, out of sheer ignorance.”

“Had | been doing that?’ said Jim.

“Asamatter of fact,” said Carolinus, “you haven't. But then, you don't fit the usud pattern of
apprentices. Y our problem liesin adifferent area, onein which I’'m helplessto be of any useto you; and
that is, your thinking is entirely conditioned by thiswhat shal | say-mechanidtic...”

“Y ou mean I’ ve been conditioned by the technology of the twentieth-century world | came from,” said
Jm.

“Yes” sad Carolinus. “That'sit exactly.”
“| don’'t know what to do about that,” said Jim.

“Wall, it hasto be your problem; but it' s aso, paradoxically, the basis of your unusud ability to find
solutions, outside the norma bounds of what alearning magickian might, in degling with a problem. For
meto try to correct your habits and preconceptionsin this areawould probably throttle the very abilities
that are your greatest asset. Therefore, you must Sink or swim on your own, Jm; even more so than the
ordinary apprentice.”

“Thet' sfineif | get into something on my own,” said Jm. “But if you, yoursdf, give me something to do
and | need help, then | can call onyou, and you'll answer and give methe information | ask for?’

“Not necessarily dl theinformation you ask for,” said Carolinus. “1 have agreat deal more information
than you imagine, Jm. Mogt of it you couldn’t use, even if you could understand it. But I'll dways give
you as much information as| think you can use.”

“But if | solve problemsinwaysyou can't and don’t, yoursdlf, because | come from somewhere e se,
you can’'t know what information | can’t use, or understand.”

“That may be, possibly. It may be aremote possibility. But,” said Carolinus, “one of us hasto choose
what information you areto receive. And sinceit ismy information; and I’ m one of only three AAA+
classmagickiansin thisworld, where you are only a C-class magickian, my apprentice and arelaive
newcomer-| shal be the one who chooses.”

“In other words,” said Jm, “I’ve got no choice. Well, | suppose | can't force you to give me any more
information than you want to.”



“Y ou' ve dways been very quick to seethe point, Jm,” said Carolinus. “ That's one of thethings|
remarked immediatdly about you when wefirst met.”

“But you'll do the best you can to help me within what you see as possible limits, right?” asked Jm.

“Yes” sad Carolinus. “ Remember, Jm, | have agreat consderation for you-wouldn’t have taken you
on as my apprentice otherwise-and | rejoice when you succeed and am concerned when you arein
difficulty. In short, | hope you fed you can trust in my goodwill.”

“Actudly, | never doubted that,” said Jm. What he had feared, of course, was Carolinusjumping to the
wrong conclusions because the older magician wasthinking purely in terms of his own fourteenth-century
experience. Or a leadt, that wasthe way Jm had felt most of thetime. For alittle while during the
Chrigtmas party at the Earl’ s he had wondered whether Carolinus wasn't necessarily using him for his
own convenience, and had been for sometime. But that proved to bewrong. “No, | trust you, Carolinus,
of course. So does Angie.”

“| gppreciate that, my boy,” said Carolinus. “Nor have | forgotten how you saved my life when those
two local hedling women were about to heal me to deeth with their potions and rough treatment”

Jm remembered. That had indeed been atime when Carolinus had been helpless, and Jim and Angie
with some of thelr men-at-arms, plus the fortunate appearance of John Chandos, Giles and Chandos's
squire, had appeared in the nick of time to rescue the elderly magician and get him to Maencontri where
he could be nursed back to hedlth. Jm’ s guilty feding for doubting Carolinus a the Earl’s, grew to an
even greater salf-accusation.

“I'll trust you, Carolinus,” he said. “Y ou can count on me.”

“And you can count on me, my boy,” said Carolinus. “Opportunely, since we have just established our
mutud trust, thereis something that | have been meaning to speak very serioudy to you about, Snceyou
are moving-let us say-into anew area of the use of magick. Y ou know, of course, that you have this
unlimited drawing account on magicka energy because of your unusua status, and that this has caused
some upset on the part of other magickians and their apprentices, who fedl you' re being especidly
favored.”

“I' know,” said Im grimly.

“Their upset doesn’t concern me,” said Carolinus. “They’ |l get used to the fact that your difference
supportsit. But you aso remember that you used this drawing account quite freely at the Earl’s
Christmas party. Y ou managed to get anumber of things done with it. But till you were rather prodiga
withitsuse”

“Youthink 07’ said Jm.

“I'mvery sure s0,” said Carolinus. “As| say, I’'m not worried about the other magickians complaining
about this. What does concern meisthat you are not observing something that, as amagickian operating
essentialy on your own, you must never overlook.”

“Oh?" said Jm. He had never heard anote this seriousin Carolinus s voice before. He found himsalf
suddenly dert. He and Angie had been in some danger because of other magicians' complaints about his
handling of magic beforethis.



“I would like you to remember something dways,” said Carolinusin the same voice. “No matter how
little energy you may draw to do a certain amount of magick, no matter how large your resources may
be, itisalwayswise, at al times, to hoard those resources. In other words, do not use your magick if
thereisat al any other convenient way of getting done what you want to get done. | know, you’ ve seen
me hopping around hither and yon-and even taking you with me sometimes-magickally. But | am amuch
older man than you and, well, there are other reasons you' Il understand when you' ve learned alittle
more. Therule remains. do not use magick unlessyou haveto.”

Helooked severely at Jm, who looked suitably impressed in return.

“Thesmplereasonis” Carolinuswent on, “that you may have a sudden, unexpected demand on the
maost magickal energy you can command at that particular time and under those circumstances. Y ou have
no way of predicting either what that demand will be, nor what your circumstances will be; so be safe.
Keep asmuch in reserve as possible. Thisisvery, very important, James!”

Jm felt adight coldness on the back of his neck. Carolinus was being so serious that he was suddenly
and very deeply wary.

“Thereisn't something-some danger-you know about that | don’t know about, for which I might need
magic?’ he asked.

“No!” said Carolinus emphaticaly. “None whatsoever! | givethisto you asagenerd rule. But |
emphasize that thisruleis of the greatest possible importance, dways, particularly when you are
adventuring into magicka Situations on your own.”

“Wéll, I'll certainly remember it,” said Jm soberly.

“Good!” said Caralinus. “Remember your encounter with the Dark Powers at the Loathly Tower; and
how | told you | had to make along journey to get the magick enclosed in that staff | held. Large magick
isnot easy. No magick isthe answer to dl Stuations. Y ou must first rely on yourself, your own will and
your own wits.”

He broke off rather abruptly and coughed.

“Now,” he said briskly in hisnormal tone, “was there something el se you wanted to talk to me about?’

“Not at themoment,” said Jm, feding surprisngly relieved that they were back to ordinary, friendly
words after the almost ominous tone of the advice Carolinus had been giving him. “We' redl fine & the
castle. We Il be in touch with you shortly as soon asthe weather getsalittle better.”

“I’'m glad to hear it,” said Carolinus. 1 assumeyou' |l be flying back there now, rather than transporting
yoursalf magickdly?’

“I"d planned to anyway,” said Jm. “1 like flying. But, cometo think of it, isn't turning myself into dragon
shape or out of it ause of magic?’

“Asameatter of fact, in your unusud, individua case, itisn't,” said Carolinus. “Y ou' re different, insofar
asthat goes-rather like aNatural- you came into thisworld as a dragon; and as long as you' re adragon
when you go out of it, dl the energy involved cancels out”

“Good,” said Jm. “I'll step outside then, to turn back into adragon.”



“Do,” said Caralinus. “I’d much appreciateit”
Jmdid.

Back at the castle, some twenty minutes later, m landed on the flat battlemented top of Maencontri’s
tower, under the flagpole, from which the banner bearing his coat of arms flapped in the somewhat active
breeze.

Hewas greeted by theritua short shout of darm which wasthe male equivaent of the widow Tebhbits's
polite scream. He nodded an acknowledgment at the man-at-arms on sentry duty, changed to his human
form, walked down the stairs, opened a door and stepped into the solar.

Angie wasthere, seated at atable with papers spread out before her, doing what no right-minded lady in
the fourteenth century would want to be caught doing-keeping the accounts of the castle household.

Actualy, John Steward should have been doing this. But Angie had discovered that John, entirely in
accord with hallowed custom, had been skimming off for himsdlf a certain amount of the funds necessary
for the castle' s maintenance. Shocked by this, she had checked with Geronde, who had looked into the
accounts, and come to the conclusion that John was not being greedy at al in what he took. In fact, he
was being rather sparing in making use of his skimming possibilities. She had strongly counseled that
Angieleave the matter alone.

But Angie was determined that things should be done in a more reasonabl e twentieth-century manner.
She had taken over the accounts hersdlf, giving John Steward instead atwice-yearly fee, which wasin
fact alittle more than he had been taking. Then, she herself kept the records and kept them rather more
tightly than John had ever done.

“Im!” shesad, looking up from the table. “Where have you been?’

“Oh, | stopped at the widow Tebbits s-she needed some firewood,” said Jm. “Then | saw Sir Hubert
was having some trouble with acow stuck in ahole; and | was so close to Carolinus sthen, | thought I'd
drop by and seeif | couldn’t mend our relationship. | was having some hard thoughts about him toward
thelatter part of our vigt a the Earl’s, you remember.”

“Andit’ staken you until now?’ said Angie. “ The afternoon’ samost gone!”

“Yes” sad Jm, “I must havetaked to Carolinusalittle longer than | thought. But let metell you-he
started out by asking meif | was ready for my next adventure. | told him, * Certainly not! Angieand | are
going to live as ordinary people for the next few years.”

“Youtold himtha?’ sad Angie.

“Absolutdy!” said Jm. “ That'swhat | said to him, flat out”

“Then nothing is going to take you away for along whileyet,” said Angie.

“Absolutdy!” said Jm. “Y ou can count onit.”

“Good. | will,” said Angie. “Brianisdowngtairs.”



“Brian?’ said Jm. “What bringshim over?’

“Hewanted to tell the two of us at the same tune, so he' s been waiting for you to get back,” said Angie.
She got up from the table. “Let’ sgo down to the hall now. He s been perfectly happy sitting down there,
talking to your squire.”

Jm’s squire was Theoluf, aformer man-at-arms who had been elevated to squire rank for Jim, when
there was no one else available. He had at least adozen, possibly more, years of experience in the same
sort of martid activitiesthat Brian lived for. Brian could hardly have sat down and chatted with him if he
had been gtill a man-at-arms, even the Chief man-at-arms-which he had been. But now that Theoluf was
asquire, hewas advanced enough in rank to be someone to chat with; athough Jm was ready to bet that
while Brian was il Stting at the table, Theoluf was standing.

Jm, of course, could not bresk himsdlf of the twentieth-century habit of inviting everybody to sit down.
Angie had adapted to the business of having inferiors stand when they taked to her; and sheaswell as
Brian and Geronde de Chaney, Brian’ s betrothed, had tried to break Jm of the bad habit of inviting them
togt.

Jm was better at it now, but he il dipped occasiondly. His own servants, having gotten ingtructions
from Angie, passed down through John Steward, were in the habit of Ssmply ignoring the offer when Jm
suggested they take a sedt.

They had been rdlieved to be ordered to do that. The truth was they felt uncomfortable sitting in Jm’s
presence-it was as someone might fed five hundred yearslater, not knowing if they were using the right
fork at an ultra-forma dinner.

When Angie and Jm came into the Great Hall through the serving room, next to the high table, Theoluf
was standing, just as Jm had expected, before the dai's on which the high table stood. Brian was sitting,
in hisusud upright horseman’s posture, but with one elbow on the table and aforefinger emphasizing a
point he was making to Theoluf at the moment.

“...But one thing you must alwaystrain them to do,” Brian was saying emphaticdly. “A man down does
not meanaman dan!”

“And so | dotell them, Sir Brian,” said Theoluf earnestly. “ But getting them to remember it and believeit
until after they’ ve had aclose * scape from aman they thought was dead, is something else again. When |
was at Warwick Castle | had one lad, searching for money in what he thought was a corpse, gutted by it;
though it had been on itsfeet and fighting like the devil himsalf, amoment before-

Theoluf broke off and bowed, as Jm and Angie appeared by the high table. His hat was dready in his
hand, since hewastaking to Sir Brian, so he could not take that off. But the bow was becoming arather
smooth and practiced gesture for the ex-man-at-arms, Jm noticed. It was afar cry from the avkward
way Theoluf had jerked his upper body when he had first been promoted to squire.

“Theoluf,” said Angie, as she and Jm took seats behind the high table, flanking the end of it a which
Brian was seated, “ run see about somefood for your Lord. What would you like, Jm?’

“Oh, cheese, bread, some cold meat-and some small beer,” said im. He was actually amost coming to
likethe small beer. Winewould taste infinitely better; but he wastrying hard to resist the
fourteenth-century habit of drinking it on any and al occasonsthat gave the dightest excusefor it.



“Yes, m'lady,” said Theoluf. He bowed apologeticaly to Sir Brian, and ran off through the serving room
in search of table servants.

“Brian!” said Jm. “It’sredlly good to see you. | didn’'t expect to have you comein this weather, though.
Y ou look fine. And Geronde' sfine?’

Brian and his betrothed, Geronde de Chaney, traded homing pigeons so Castle Mavern and Castle
Smythe could stay in touch when the weather was bad like this, or in any emergency. Castle Mavern
boasted a priest in resdence. Brian had no such luxury, but he did have aformer monk among his
retainers, who could read and write alimited form of Latin. So messages went back and forth in that

language.

“Never finer,” said Brian. “Wondrous things have occurred-but before | get into that, | must tell you
before | forget, it was agreat sorrow to Sir Giles not to be able to see you after the tourney.”

“I'm sorry, mysdlf,” said Jm. “He came al that way to the Earl’ sfrom up near the Scottish border, and
weredly never had achanceto tak. | thought he might come home with us here for a short Say; but
when | looked for him later that day | couldn’t find him. I’ d heard he' d | eft dready. | hope it was nothing
| did or said.”

“Not a dl,” said Sr Brian. “Y ou remember that since he could not ridein the tourney himsdf, he acted
squire for the other Northumbrian knight there, Sir Reginad Burgh; whom, if you remember, wasthe
third to ride against Mnrogar?’

“Yes, | wastold that,” said Jm. “That' swhy | didn’t go looking for Giles until after it wasal over. But
do you know why heleft so soon?’

“It seems Sir Reginad had planned to leave early,” said Brian. “He had some matter up along the border
that would require his being back as soon as possible. But because be had taken some smdll hurt in his
spear running with Mnrogar-oh, nothing serious, afew ribs cracked, or ashoulder displaced for a
moment-he wasin no fit shapeto fight, in case he and his men ran into the same sort of outlawsthat Giles
encountered on hisway down. Giles, therefore, being afellow Northumbrian, felt it hisduty to ride with
Sir Reginald; and he had barely time to pass this word to me before he was off to do s0.”

“Maybe he can come down again,” said Jm.

“Possibly next year-“ began Brian; and they were suddenly surrounded by servants, putting down afresh
tablecloth and a napkin, plus trencher, beer, cheese and mest as ordered. They weregoneagainina
moment, but the thread of conversation had been interrupted.

“Wdl, we'll hope so,” said Jim, privately wondering whether it would be much of ajourney for him, in
his dragon body, to fly up to see Gilesfor just afew days at the Castle de Mer of hisfamily. “But you
were saying that wondrous things had been happening?”

“So | did; and so they have,” said Sir Brian. “Y ou will hardly credit two such chancesfaling together so
happily at the sametime. Y ou will recall what none of us expected, the capful of gold piecesthat King
Edward sent down with the Prince as his gift to the winner of the tourney? None of us, of course, were
hoping for such akingly guerdon.”

That would certainly be true, thought Jm. The King of England did not usudly favor the winners of any
but royd tourneyswith gifts.



“But, asyou know,” Sir Brian went on, “it ended in my keeping. | had been counting on only the horses
and armor of my opponents; and indeed both horse and armor that | gained from my opponents were of
noble worth-particularly Sir Harimore' s. However, he wished to ransom these back, the horse being as
dear to him as Blanchard of Toursisto me; and the armor being such acunning fit that he was fearful he
would not find asgood again. | could not deny him, of course, though | did alow him to force payment
on me, which was not the best of chivaric manners. But then, you know how it iswith me and Castle

Smythe”

Jm and Angie knew. Castle Smythe was perennidly teetering on the edge of becoming aruin; and while
Brian won atourney from time to time, most of the money had to go to supporting those in the castle who
were retainers of Brian's and would not leave him, but stayed on merely for aroof over their heads and
the poorest of food. But even these smple needs ate up most of hiswinnings, so that there was usudly
little left for much-needed repairs of hissmall castle-even though it was little more than atower keep,
with outbuildingsand acurtain wal enclosing all.

“Wall, | had done so well thislast Christmas,” Brian went on, “that | wasin high hopes of at least
mending the roof of my Great Hdll; and still having enough to feed usdl until the first spring crops come
in and some of my herd of cattle’-(there were only six of them, Jm knew)- “would give birth. But then,
ontop of al ese, camethismarvelousrain of gold pieces. | counted them when | got home; and could
not believe my eyes.”

He paused to let Jm and Angie both murmur polite agreement with his astonishment at that moment.

“There was enough there to mend al of Castle Smythe,” Brian went on, “and keep uswell for more than
ayear-and in ayear | would have won other tourneys. For thefirst time, | would begin to get ahead of
my necessary spendings. From that point, who knows what richness of lands and buildings | might not
produce? | could clear the scrub wood from my southwest corner and put it to pasture; but, in any case,
the King' s gift was agift from God. In fact | was tempted to go to Windom Priory to ask counsdl of the
good prieststhere asto how to thank Him. But it came to me that they might well say that | should give
al or mogt of it to them for churchly uses; and | am sinner enough not to want to lose that much of it. Oh,
| will make them ahandsome present; but | shdl decide mysdf how large shall be the gift.”

“Well, you were the onewho earned it,” said Angie.

“No,” said Brian, shaking his head, “fortune favored me-no more. But, though little | knew it then, this
wedth was aready destined for better use-“ He sat back in his chair, beaming at them.

“A much better use!” he said. “For, within afew days of my return, amessage came by pigeon from
Geronde, summoning me over to see her. | had been intending to go in aday or so anyway; but | went
right away. When she saw me, she flung her arms around me; for the best of news had come. An aged
knight, returning from the Holy Land, had brought word and passed it on to aKing's Justice, on regular
circuit through Devon to hold his court; and he had passed it on to another gentle knight, of name Sir
Matthew Holmes; who, on hisway back to Gloucestershire, kindly came by Mavern Castle and told
her. Her father has been seen living in the city of PAmyra, in the Holy Land-but, beyond the fact that he
was recognized there, we have no word of how heisliving, only that heisin good hedth for hisage,
which by now must be closeto fifty.”

“Then you don’t know whether he' s planning to come home or not?” said Angie.

“No. And it was exactly that, that showed both Geronde and | the miracle involved in my gaining the



King'sgift,” answered Brian. “With the amount of moneys| now havein hand, | can travel swiftly tothis
Pamyra, find him and bring him back. Bring him back, | will, by force if necessary; because he must
consent to Geronde' s marriage to me.”

He broke off and turned to Jim.

“Will you come with me, James?’ he said. “It will be something to see the Holy Lands, of course. But,
more important, | can be certain sure of bringing him back if | have you with me!”

Jm had been expecting it for the last few seconds; but the request till hit him like afist between the
eyes. He was conscious of Angiewatching him.

“Brian-“ he began and hesitated. “Well, you see, much as1’d liketo go, | couldn’t get away now if |
wanted. Sir John Chandos kindly offered to seeif he could not speed up matters at the King's court-
whatever legd mattersthere are involved in our getting the wardship of young Robert Falon. But until that
isactualy given to us by the King, | haveto be here, in readinessto go up to London mysdlf, if
necessary. Y ou understand?’

“But, James,” said Brian, “with the help of good Sir John, it should not take too long. Now, | was
planning to leave as soon as possible, so asto make the trip, find Geronde' s father and get back before
theterrible heat of the summer season down there strikes. But | could wait for some weeks, say-*

“No,” said Jm, feding Angl€ s eyes stony upon him. “It’ stoo much of achance. Y ou should probably
follow thisup as quickly as possible. I'd like to go morethan | can tell you, Brian. But | think in this case,
you' d better go done.”

Thelight that they had seen in Brian’ sface from the moment he had comein, thelight and the
excitement, had completely gone out of it. Now hisback stiffened.

“Of course,” hesad, “you are absolutely right, as usual, James. It would be too much of agamble; and |
can indeed understand why you would want to wait here to be on hand to make sure of the Falon
wardship. Wewill say no more of it”

“If there sany other way in which | can help you, Brian,” said Jm earnestly. “1 don’t know what it
would be; but since | have some magic at my disposal, maybe we could set up something, or think of
something- someway inwhich | could be useful to you while I’ m il here”

“No, no. Not necessary at dl,” said Brian. “As| say, we will speak no more of it. In any case, | should
have asked you how you and your people came through the storm. | and mine were safe within our walls,
with al we needed to survive; but you have serfs and tenantsin out-lying buildings, and if | mistake not
even some cattlein the open. Did you lose much of importance because of the snow and the wind and
thefierce drop in temperature?’

“No, surprisingly not,” said Jm. “I’ ve just come back from flying around the estate in my dragon body;
and | found amost nothing in theway of problems. | did help afew people, including the widow Tebbits,
who had run out of firewood. But actudly, it did usno harm at al.”

“I'm glad to hear it,” said Brian, risng from the table. “But, now that | think on it, thereis il light
enough for meto get back to Castle Smythe this eve before total darkness; and while there swind, there
isno snow. Indeed, the weather isnot as bad as|’ ve endured many times before. | think | will leave,
then. Y ou will understand there are thingsthat | must make ready, agreat deal of planning and



arrangement o that Castle Smythe will go forward properly while | am gone; because | will probably not
be able to take anyone with me, even John Chester.”

John Chester was Brian' s squire, and the last person Brian would ordinarily leave behind. A coolness
had come into the atmosphere, however; and it was very clear that any protest by Jm or Angie, that
Brian should stay after dl, would have no success and possibly just make the Situation that much more
awkward. Jim and Angie stood up aso.

“Whll, good luck,” said Jm.
“Yes, Brian,” said Angie. “Be careful-for Geronde' s sake aswell as your own. And for ours.”

“A prudent knight takes no unnecessary risks,” said Brian. “The same may be said of a prudent
traveler-and | shall be both. Farewell, then. If thereisany newsthat | can send back from this PAmyra
place, Geronde will haveit; and she will let you know.”

The light was going from the day, and the warmth of being together had already departed from their little
gathering in the Great Hall. They accompanied Sir Brian to the far end of the hall, where servants helped
him back into hisarmor and outdoor traveling cloak. His horse was brought around; and they stood for a
moment in the doorway, watching him out of sight across the courtyard and beyond the gates, until he
could be seen no longer.

CHAPTER FOUR

For nearly five weeks neither im nor Angie mentioned Brian or Geronde to each other. Thiswas
unusud, snce normaly they talked everything over. But in this case, Jm had anew fedling of guilt, this
time about their last meeting with Brian; and he suspected that Angie had, too-so the subject was bound
to bealittle touchy.

It stayed there, like asort of half-forgotten headache that would surface from time to time when there
was nothing eseto think about. But ill, with time, it was surfacing less often, when unexpectedly there
was ablast of aslvery horn from outside the castle walls-not the braying of acow’ s horn, or even one
fitted with anipple to act as a hunting horn-but the sound that only atrue musica instrument could make;
and aman-at-arms came running to them from the guard on the gate, meeting them just asthey stepped
outsde the Great Hall, on their way to see what was happening themselves.

“M’lord! M’lady!” gasped the man-at-arms, ardative youngster with the bright blue eyes common in
the countryside and a shock of dightly reddish hair. “Yves Mortain sendsto say that it is Sir John
Chandos who approaches, with adozen mounted men-at-arms.”

“Wdl,” said Jm. “Welcome him! Welcome him! Run back and tell them on the gate hel sto be brought
inwith al courtesy!”

The message bearer spun around and dashed off ahead of them again.
“You dthink they’d dl redlize by thistime,” grumbled Jm, “ Sr John’ swelcome here anytime.”
“That' snot the point,” said Angie beside him. “They’ re doing what they’ re supposed to. And, anyway,

how do they know but what Sir John’ sturned out to be an enemy, since hewaslast here at Malencontri?
Thingslike that hgppen in thistime, you know.”



“I suppose,” said Jm, till dissatisfied. “What | wouldn't give for just some kind of spesking tube that
would reach from the Great Hdll to the front gate.”

Hewiggled his shoulders uncomfortably, for dthough the day was bright, and the castle wals around the
courtyard cut off mogt of the breeze from him, he and Angie had come out dressed asthey werefor the
relaive warmth ingde the cagtle. It was a bright day and arelatively still one asfar as moving air went-but
it was gtill February.

“YvesMortanissmply doing hisjob,” said Angie.

“Yes, you'reright,” said Jm. Y ves Mortain had been named Chief man-at-arms when Theoluf had been
elevated to the position of Jm’ssguire. Yveswas entirdy competent; and, to tell the truth, Jim was
secretly aware that Y ves knew alot more than he did about how a castle should be defended and a
watch on the gate should be kegpt.

But already through the doors of the gate, opening now to the bridge above the moat, the sound of the
hooves of the first two horses of their visitors were audible, and Sir John rode through the gate into the
courtyard, looking elegant and barely middle-aged as usua, on alarge black stalion which whisked its
tall asit gpproached, as proudly and cheerfully asif it wasjust starting the day’ strip, not endingit. It
hated in front of them.

“Sir John!” said Jm happily. “1t' sgood to see you!”
Sir John took off hissted cap with aflourish.

“Sir James, Lady Angdlal” hesaid. “1 bring specid newsfor you, and | wanted to bethefirst to getit to
you. So | have come down from London. Shall we go insgde?”’

“Absolutely!” said Jm. Helooked around for hissquire.

But Theoluf had dready appeared, with aman-at-armsto lead the train of Sir John's armed retainers of f
to the stables for their horses, and to shelter for themsalves, aswell as, undoubtedly, to food and drink.
Theoluf himself came forward to hold the head of the stalion, as Sir John swung down from the saddle,

“By your leave, Sir John,” said Theoluf, “1 will have him in the third stal from the front door to the
stables and the best care taken of him. May | ask his name?’

“Heis Tonnere de Beaudry,” said Sir John.

“Thisway, if you please, Tonnere de Beaudry,” said Theoluf, addressing the war horse with the courtesy
itsworth deserved, and leading it off.

Sir John turned back to Jim and Angie, and al three together began the walk toward the entrance of the
Great Hall. Thoroughly chilled by thistime, Jm would just as soon have moved alittle faster, but manners
dictated that their stroll to the front door be leisurely.

“I can only stay the night,” said Sir John. “1 have mattersto ded with in the west. But my way led by
Malvern Castle, where | had hoped to possibly encounter Sir Brian without turning aside-for Smythe
Castlewas out of my way. | wished to bring him hisMgesty’ s persond congratul ations on winning the
Earl of Somerset’s Chrisgmastourney. HisMgesty was held in thrall by the description of that tourney by
Richard de Bisby, Bishop of Bath and Wélls. But Sir Brian was gone, unfortunately, to the Holy Land.



Lady Geronde de Chaney, however, gave me shelter for the night. While I’ m here, though, | must say
how |, mysdlf, wasimpressed by the way the Earl’ stroll, under your handling, of course, handled those
five good knights of ours. Heisindeed an unusud trall, both in Sze and, | assume, in attitude.”

“Y es, you could say that about him,” said Jm. “1 didn’t see you in the stands, though. | looked for you
by the Earl-

He broke off, fedling an impulse to bite histongue, though the words were dready out. By his tatus, if
not hisofficia rank, Sir John should have been seated very close to the Earl, but he had not been.

“Ohthat,” said Sir John lightly. “I was sitting with an old friend, afellow campaigner, on one of the lower
tier of benchesthere. But | missed nothing-"

Heturned to Angie.

“-And | was most impressed by the diversion you arranged for us on the last night of Christmas,
m'lady.”

“Wadll, thank you,” said Angie. “But | enjoyed putting it on, as much probably as anybody watching it.”

They passed through the door into the relative warmth of the hdl, still chatting. Sir John, Jm noticed, did
not seemin any hurry to get to what he had come to see them about. Bad news, perhaps. The most
probabl e thing was that there had been some hitch in the wardship proceedings for Robert Falon, and Sir
John was planning to break thisto them gently- possibly over dinner.

But Jm waswrong. After they had been sitting and making light conversation for awhile a the high table
over wine and oreoles-which were something like smal, holeless donutsin fantastic shapes, with acertain
amount of fruit preservesin them-Sir John’ s squire approached the table and stood waiting patiently until
he should be noticed. Sir John eventually did.

“Ah,” hesaid. “You found it. In good shape | see. Passit up to me, here.”

The squire handed him what |ooked like a square of folded parchment, its edges sewn together so that it
would not open up into its normd, larger shape.

“Youmay go,” said Sir John to the squire, and turned to Jim and Angie, the packagein hishand. “I
suppose | should wait until some high point of our meeting to give you this” hesad. “But | know you are
anxiousto learn what isinit. Therefore...”

He passed the package to Jm, ditting next to him; and Jm overcame his own overwhelming desireto
hand it on to Angie, to whom it mattered mogt-if it was what he thought it was. But the manners of the
period were that it should pass from Sir John to him, since he would be the responsible recipient.

Jm took out his belt knife, cut the stitching that held the parchment closed; and, sure enough, it opened
up into asingle sheet with aheavy sed, pressed on to astrip of smaler parchment fed through two ditsat
the bottom of the letter, so that it hung down from the page dmost the way a pendant would hang down
on ahuman neck.

Helooked at the writing on the parchment sheet.

It wasin fairly readable medieva “Latin”-done by aclerkly hand with the style particular to the time and



originator, with various ornate flourishes, including the fairly common so-called “ clubbed ascenders’- the
vertical strokes of certain letters being pushed upward and thickened, so it looked like those words were

carrying spears.
He read the written words with some little difficulty, but with reasonable ease-

Edwardus Del graciaRex Anglie et Francie et dominus Hibernie omnibus ad quos presentes litere
pervenerint saluten...

Even as he watched the Latin suddenly blurred before his eyes and turned into English. It wasthat same
overal magic that he had long since decided had been doing a constant job of trandating not merely
different languages, such as French, but innumerable different dialects, and the speech of wolves, Sea
Devilsand thelike, to asort of common, modern English, understandable to both hisand Angie s ear.

In English it began: “ Edward by the grace of God King of England and France and Lord of Ireland to all
to whom these present matters are concerned, greeting.”

In the matter of Robert Falon, son of Ralph Falon, Baron of Chene, now deceased, concerning the
wardship of said Robert Falon until he shdl be of age...

Jm’'seyesdid rapidly down the page. It was what he and Angie had been hoping. The wardship had
been assigned to him; and &t the very bottom was the roya sedl that he had noticed the minute the letter
was opened. Without aword, he passed it to Angie. Angi€ s eyesfilled with tears.

“We must celebrate,” said Jim. He turned to Sir John. “I don’t know how to thank you, Sir John. We
weren't expecting an answer on thisfor months; in fact, | had understood it might even be years before
something like thiswas decided on.”

“It can sometimeswell be,” said Sir John. “However, those close about the King decided that it would
be best if hisMgesty saw to the safe-keeping of young Robert Falon with dispatch, hisroya command
passing over ordinary procedure. Y ou have the good Bishop of Bath and Wélls, Richard de Bisby, to
thank in part. He made avisit to court and his arguments for you to be appointed had a powerful effect
on hisMgesty, who may God bless.”

“Amen,” sad Jmand Angiedutifully.

Jm cleared histhroat, embarrassed; for Sir John had uttered the last words with a perfectly straight face.
Jm could imagine the Bishop' s powerful voice and determined attitude having its effect on aking who
only wanted to be | eft free of Sate responsihbilities.

“Youwon't mind alittle celebration, considering you' ve got to ride again tomorrow?’ he asked Sir John.

“Certes, in thisingtance, absolutely not,” said Sir John.

So they celebrated, medieva style, with the best of wine and the best of food; and by whatever occult
means it was done, the word spread through the castle to dll the servants. The result was dl of them also
went around beaming; quite asif the wardship had been given not merely to Jm but to dl of those at
Maencontri, collectively.

Their generd happiness, and Jm and Angie' saswell, lasted until the next morning, when they waved Sir
John Chandos and histroop of men-at-arms off on hisfurther journeys.



But then it began to fade asthey walked dowly together back into the castle and climbed the stairsto
their solar. They had both falen slent, and it lasted even in the solar for alittle while, until Angie, looking
not at him but out one of the solar’ swindows, spoke.

“Wadl,” shesaidinalow voice, “you'refreeto go now.”
“G0o?" sad Jm, with complete understanding and acute discomfort.

“You know what | mean,” said Angie. She turned around to face him. “To that place-Pamyra-that
Brian’sgoing to. | mean, that he’ s probably goneto dready by thistime. Y ou'refreeto follow him,

“No, I'mnot,” said Im reflexively.
Angielooked away from him again. It was almost asif she had not heard what he had said.

“You know,” she went on in the samelow voice, “| started thinking, sometime back, how I'd fed if |
was Geronde and you were going to try to find my father; and how I’ d feel about you not having Brian
with you.”

“It'snot the same Situation,” said Jm. “With Robert Falon belonging to us now, we re afamily.
Besides’-hetried to prod asmile from her-

“I’m wounded, deeply wounded, by the thought you don’t trust me out alone without Brian to protect
rre”

“It'snot funny,” said Angie, looking squarely a him. “1 worry alot lesswhen Brian’ swith you and
you're off on one of these things-alot more than | would if hewasn't there.”

“Anyway,” said Jm, “we ve dready told Brian | wouldn’t go. He' s undoubtedly |eft some weeks ago;
and there' s nothing to be done about it now.”

“lan't there?’ sad Angie.

“Wdl,” said Jm, feding uncomfortable, “barring the possibility that | could catch up with him. But you
gill don’t redly want meto go, do you?’

“Of coursel don't,” said Angie. “But maybe I’m wrong. Maybe you should go.”

“That' s something no one can tdll for sure.”

“Maybewe can,” said Angie. “Anyway, | think we ought to go and have atak with Geronde.”
Jm stared &t her.

“You've dready decided to let me go, haven't you?’ he asked.

“Yes” sad Angie, dmost angrily. “But | want both of usto talk to Geronde first.”

“Maybethat’sagood idea,” said Jm. “To betruthful, Angie, it's been gnawing at me alittlethat | didn’t



say yes, inthefirst place, when Brian asked meto go. But by al means, let’ s find out Geronde' s point of
view onit. Maybe-well, let’ sgo tak to her anyway.”

He stood up.
“You don't mean now?’ said Angie.
“It sdtill early inthe day,” Jm said.

“It' sathree-hour ride over therein thisweather,” Angie said, “and if we have any kind of atak with
her, it'll betoo late to ride back. That meanswe ve got to stay the night. That means we' ve got to take
our bedding aong with us. | love Geronde, but | wouldn't deep in one of the bedsin her castle without
my own bedding unless someone forced meto it at the point of aknife. Can’'t you just take us over there

by megic?’

“Carolinuswarned me against using too much of my magic, even though I’ ve got an open drawing
account,” said Jm. “I’ ve been meaning to tell you about thet. It wasthe day Brian came-and that drove
Carolinus clear out of my head. He warned me to dways be as careful to use aslittle magic as
possible-so I'd have enough for any emergency.”

“Well, then,” said Angie, “isn’t there some way you can turn into adragon and just carry me over by
ar?

“No,” sad Jm dowly. “A dragon redlly has't got that much lifting power. An adult human is more than
one can fly off with. Remember back in the twentieth century how there were old folk tales of eagles
flying off with babies? Wdll, the truth of the matter isthere was no truth to them. A baby weighing much
more than ten pounds would be too much for any eagle to carry. For the same reason, an adult human

being would be too much for meto carry. | might be able to get you off the ground and sort of flop along
with you for ashort distance, but then I’ d run out of strength; and we' d both come back to earth.”

He hesitated.

“I don't suppose you' d like meto go done- No,” he answered himself as he saw her mouth open.
“You'reright. No,” said Angie. “Y ou don't think you should use the magic just this once?’

“That' sthe trouble. I’ ve been doing too much of ‘just thisonce' up until now. Wait aminute!”
“What?'" Angie dared a him.

“Itsample” said Jm. “I'll just make you into adragon, too. That’ d take amost no magica energy a
al, by comparison.”

“Me? Into adragon? Y ou could do that?” The startled look on Angi€ s face changed to one of pleasure.
“Yes. Why not? I’ ve never been adragon. Why didn’t we think of that before?’

“| suppose because we didn’t haveto,” said Jm. “But you' d better put some outside clothes on for the
westher, just in case we have to turn back into humans while we' re ftill outsde.” He was aready moving
toward his own clothesrack to get atravel cloak.

Properly dressed, they mounted to the open top of the tower, and Jm nodded at the man-at-arms



currently on duty.

“Y ou can go downgtairsfor afew minutes and warm up, Thomas,” he said.
Gratefully, the guard disappeared down the sairs.

“When are you going to change meinto adragon?’ Angie asked.

“Right now,” said Jm. “Come dong with me.”

Heled the way over to the platform on which rested the great cauldron-empty now, of course-that could
be filled with oil to be heated, lit and poured down on anyone trying to storm the gates to the castle keep.
He stepped up on the platform and gave Angie ahand up. Here, they were level with the top of the
battlements, looking out from aflat surface into thin air and down onto the open space surrounding the

castle and the trees beyond.

“Move over from mealittle bit to give yoursdf room,” Jm said. “Just afew feet there. There. That's
good enough. Now herewe go.”

Jm visudized both himself and Angie as dragons, their clothes having vanished, but ready to come back

on them immediately they were turned back into humans. It wasafar cry from hisearly days of usng
magic to change himsdf into adragon, in which case heinvariably ruined whatever clotheshewas

wearing, or else had to strip them dl off firgt.

“Y ou make a good-looking dragon,” he said to Angie.

“Dol1? said Angie. “Or are you just saying that?’

“No,” sad Jm. “Y ou are agood-looking femae dragon. If | was afull-time mae dragon--
“Wdl, I'll believe you for the moment,” said Angie. “Now what?’

“Now,” said Jm, “al you do isjump off the edge of the platform, into the air, Soread your wings and
gart flying. I’ll be right with you and you just do what | do, flgp your wingswhen | flgp mine and stretch

them out and soar when | soar.”
Angielooked at the edge of the platform and the empty air beyond.

“Jm,” she said, after amoment, “I’ve changed my mind. | don’t think | want to be adragon today, after
al”

“Don't bedlly,” sad Jm.

“I'm scared,” said Angie.

“Remember what you said to mewhen | wasin adragon body? 1’ d turned up in the Cliffside dragons
cavesand | wasaonewith you. Y ou suggested | might fly to Carolinus sfor help. | wasn't too eager,

ether, to jump out of that caveinto thin air. But you said | could try it. You said, *It'|l probably just come
toyou. I’d think it would, ingtinctively, once you wereinthe air.” Remember?’

“Did | say that? said Angie. “Wdll, | waswrong.”



“No,” sad Jm. “You wereright. It'll cometo you ingtinctively, once you'rein the air. That body you
have now hasits own instincts and reflexes, you know.”

“I don't careif it does,” said Angie.

“Besides” sad Jm, “I'll beright thereto catch you in mid-air with magic even if something could go
wrong.”

“l don't care,” said Angie. “I’'m scared. I’ ve changed my mind about being a dragon. Change me
back-Jim, stop that!”

Her last words ended in a scream. Jm was using his greater weight (he was amuch larger dragon) to
samply push Angie off the edge of the stone platform into the air. She tried desperately to hold on with her
claws, but the claws only scraped the stone and did. As she hersdf dithered toward emptiness.

“It' swhat mother birds do with their nestlings when they’ re ready to fly,” said Jm. “And father birds,”
he added, as Angie reached the edge, teetered there for a second and dropped off it.

She dropped out of sight, but almost immediately there was the thunder of wings and Angie shot up past
him, climbing franticaly for dtitude, like afighter plane reaching for its best operating height.

It was exactly what Jm himsdlf had done, the first time he had taken off into the air from the Cliffsde
cave he had been talking about. Thefirst thought in his mind had been to keep from faling; and that
human message, trand ated to his dragon body, had immediately made use of every ounce of the powerful
climbing ability that adragon’ swings could produce.

Hadtily, heleaped off and followed her, climbing after her.

This sort of intense activity was possible for adragon, but it exhausted them in ahurry; and, he saw,
after abit, that Angie was ceasing to pump so hard and was beginning to dow down. Finaly she

stopped, and her wingsingtinctively reached out and stiffened in soaring position on an updraft. Jm swam
up through the air to soar beside her.

“Wheream 17’ Angie asked him wildly.

“Oh, I'd say about two thousand feet above the ground,” said Jim.

“Two thousand-“ She looked down. Therewasalong silence. “I am!” she said.

“Of course,” said Jm. “But that’ s more than enough for the Sraight flying we |l be doing to Mavern
Cadtle. Now follow me. I'm used to finding therma updrafts-that’ s what you' re riding on now-and using
them. From here on we soar to Malvern. Y ou can think of it as coasting.”

“All right,” said Angie, but in avoicethat Sgnded she ill redly did not trust what she was doing.

Nonetheless they went on, moving from thermal to thermd, circling upward on the warmer air of its
updraft, planing down in the direction of their destination, finding another thermal and riding it up to where

they could start planing onward again. It was some time before Angie spoke once more. Jm had not
been saying anything to her, leaving her to get used to her new way of traveling. But findly she did spesk.



“Thisisn't theright direction to Mavern Castle,” shesaid.

“We have to go roundabout, because of the way thewind' sblowing,” said Jm. “Not far roundabotit.
But it'sjust asif our wingswere like aship’ s sails and we have to trim them to thewind to acertain
extent. We re coming in toward Mavern Castle on acurve.”

There was another long period of silence while they shifted from therma to therma, mounted the updraft
from dark patches of trees below them, which had picked up heat from the sun and were warming the air
above them to cause updrafts; and after awhile Angie spoke again.

“I'll never forgiveyou, Jm,” shesaid, but dmost in aconversationd tone. “I’ll never, never forgive. That
was aterrible thing to push me off the sde of abuilding where | could have falen to my deeth!”

“But | knew you wouldn’t,” said Jm. “Just like | didn’t, thefirst time tried it. Y ou couldn’'t have if
you' d wanted to. Y our body reacted without your even thinking, just the way the body of ayoung bird
doeswhen its mother pushesit out of the nest.”

“I'll ill never forgiveyou,” said Angie. “But-oh, Jm, thisisamarvelous way to get about. | loveit! Why
didn’t you turn meinto adragon before this?’

“Because | knew you wouldn't want to jump off the top of the tower,” said Jim.

It was not grictly true, of course. Actudly, it had never occurred to him to think of turning Angieinto a
dragon before. He hurried to take advantage of the changein her mood, though.

“But you do likeit?’

“I loveit!” said Angie. “And you know something?| don’t fed cold at al; and it must beicy out here
with thewind blowing onus.”

“Dragonsdon’'t fed cold,” said Jm. “They do fed heat-you'll find out about that for yoursdlf. Also,
you're moving with thewind most of thetime, so it'snot really blowing against you.”

“Just think,” said Angie, “now you and | can go placestogether thisway!”

Jm had not thought of thet, either. He was still considering the ramifications and possibilities of such
traveling when Mavern Castle gppeared inits clearing and he led Angie on along gliding descent toward
thetop of itstower.

The Mavern tower top, like their own at Maencontri, had asingle sentry on it. Besdes hissword he
had a short stabbing spear in his hand. He stood transfixed asthey came closer and closer to the tower
top.

When they came down with adouble thump about fifteen feet from him, he gave what could better be
described as an honest shriek, rather than the ritual male shout of darm Jm was used to from hisown
people- and bolted down the hole in the tower top, where the stone steps led to the floor below.

They heard hisfootfalls clattering away; a door dammed, then opened again; and Geronde' svoice
floated up to them from what was obvioudy the floor just below.

“What the hdll?” it snapped.



CHAPTER FIVE

Jm and Angie heard the patter of lighter feet coming back up the stairsin ahurry, and Geronde popped
up onto the roof, with the sentry’ s stabbing spear in one hand and his naked sword in the other. She
glared & Jm and Angie.

“All right, you dragons!” she said. “Y ou're at the wrong castle. Y ou want Maencontri. It' stwelve miles
west that way-“ She pointed with the sword.

“It'sjust us, Geronde,” said Jm. He wasworking his magic; and in the same ingtant he said this, heand
Angieturned back into their human shapes, in their human clothes. Geronde stared at them, and the
weapons in her hands drooped.

“Youtwo?" she said after along moment. “ And you' re adragon aswell, Angela?’

“Jm just made me onefor thefirgt time,” said Angie, with perhaps atouch of smugnessin her voice.
“It' senjoyable. But Geronde, what in heaven’ s name did you think you could do againgt two dragons
with that spear and asword?’

“Make them sorry they ever tried to bother me-if they did!” said Geronde. “ Jm turned you into adragon
and you decided to come here?’

“The other way around,” said Angie. “We were going to come here, and we decided to fly instead of
riding over. It was quicker.”

“Oh?Wel, it waskind of you to think of visiting-“ she began, but the sound of two pairs of feet scuffling
up the stepsinterrupted her, and up through the opening of the stairwell, now, came atall, black haired,
long-nosed man who was Bernard, the Chief man-at-arms at Mavern, hauling along the sentry by his
collar. He stopped and held his captive still, as Geronde turned to face him.

“Shal | hang him, m’lady?” he asked. “Heleft his post-aswell as running from the enemy in cowardly
faghion.”

“I suppose,” said Geronde through her teeth, “though useful men-at-arms are not that easy to pick up...
On the other hand, he/ sno useto usif he hasn't got the gutsto fight-*

The ex-sentry, who had been haf-fainting in Bernard' s grasp, on hearing thisall but collapsed; so that
Bernard had to hold him upright by main strength. Jm hurried to get aword in.

“If I could crave afavor, Geronde,” he said, “might | beg thislad' slife for him? He had just amoment to
seethe two of us coming; and | think he ran off the top of the tower, pushed more by afedling that it was
his duty above all to warn and protect you; and that was what made him seem to abandon his post so
wantonly.”

“He hasn't got thewit,” said Geronde, looking angrily at the half-collgpsing sentry, held tightly in
Bernard’ s grasp.

“Why, yes,” said Angie quickly, “if | aso may pray the same favor from you, Geronde, I'm dmost surel
heard him shout something-I think, something like ‘ must save m’ lady’ -before he ran down the Sairs.”



“Hah!” said Geronde. “A likdy-Well, dl right, Bernard, take him away. Send aman up here. Asfor this
one, let him go without food for three days. It'll give him time to think about following hisordersfirst!”

Bernard hauled away the suddenly joyous sentry, and Geronde turned back to Angie and Jim.

“Will you step below to the solar?” she said. “Y ou must forgive its appearance, Angdla. Wewill goto
the Greet Hall in due course; but it comesto methat you may want to talk privily for alittle whilefirg. In
truth, I have been thinking of going over to Maencontri to speak so to you two.”

Sheled the way downdairs.

Her private bed-stting room, the solar at Mavern, was nothing to be ashamed of by medieval
standards. It was just that, by contrast with Jm and Angie's own at Maencontri, its lacks showed up.
But there was a good-szed fireplace with agood-sized firein it; and, after Geronde had seen the
advantage of the glass-filled window apertures at Maencontri, she had had her own windows glazed
as0, since she had the money for it.

Still, the room had arather barren look to it compared to Jm and Angi€ s solar-athough it occurred to
Jm that possibly some of the feding of barrenness about it came from the fact that the chairswere
unpadded and the floor unheated, as he and Angie were used to having it at their own home.

But the fire was bright; and there was an unusually large bed, with its four tall bedposts holding up a
canopy aswdll, thick bed-curtains hanging from them. Those curtains were the first defense againgt the
coldness of nighttime for medieva degpersof qudity.

To further balance the difference between the two castles, Geronde' s servants were very well trained
indeed. There was a scratching at the door, shortly after they had sat down; and when Geronde bade
whoever it was enter, aservant camein, carrying cakes, wine and water from the serving room and
asking if hislady would care for them.

Sinceit turned out she would-it could hardly have been otherwise with guests there-these were put on
thetable.

“Now, leave usdone unlessthere safireinthe castle,” said Geronde sharply.

“Yes, m'lady,” said the servant. He bowed hisway back out.

“Asl say, | wasof amind to come and visit you in any case,” said Geronde as soon as the wine and
water was mixed and they had al both drunk and nibbled a what was before them. “But perhaps|
should let you tell mefirst why you wanted to come here.”

“No, no,” said Angie hadtily. “ Y ou tak first, Geronde.”

“Wadll...” said Geronde, dowly looking down &t thetable. “1t isnot my place redly to speak for Sir
Brian. Heis aknight and a gentleman and can speak for himsalf. No doubt he told you there need no
more be said on a certain subject; and yet it isthat subject | would wish to discuss with you.”

“Discuss away, Geronde,” said Jim.

“Y ou have asomewhat strange way of expressing yoursaf sometimes, James,” said Geronde.
“Nonetheless, | think | take your meaning. | will indeed discuss avay, since that waswhat | was going to



doif | cameto seeyou. Now, both of you learned dmost from the beginning of our acquaintance that
Brian and | were betrothed.”

“Yes, indeed,” said Jm. “ Almost thefirgt thing he did was show me your favor.”

Geronde seyes misted dightly.

“Hewould do that,” said Geronde. “Y es, that istheway heis. But perhaps when you first met, it was as
two knights who might decide to debate something or other. Wasthat so?’

“Hedid suggest,” said Jm, “that the two of us might have ago at it on behaf of our individua ladies. |
had just told him that | wasin love with Angie and he said that was a coincidence, because he wasin love
with you.”

“Hesadthat!” said Geronde. “But you did not fight?’

“No,” said Jim. “It was rather awkward at the moment, because | wasin adragon body and couldn’t
get out of it; and then later on when | was back in my human form we had been Companions. So, for the
two of usto fight would hardly have beenright. But | knew amost from that first moment of the closeness
between the two of you, as something that had endured for sometime.”

“Yes. Longer than you might think,” said Geronde. “Indeed, longer than we can remember oursaves, he
and|.”

“Y ou knew Brian most of your life, then, Geronde?’ asked Angie.

“In truth, we knew each other al our lives,” said Geronde. “ Though we were not kin, he was motherless
amost from birth and we were close neighbors, of course. His father and mine were good friends. In fact
they were two of akind, those fathers. The result was we grew up together, Brianand |. | wasamost
never a Castle Smythe, but he was here much of thetime.”

Angielooked at her curioudly.

“Strange, isit not?’ said Geronde. “It was dmogt asif we were to have no choice but to end up aswe
have. Brian'sfather was very much involved with his cousins, the Nevillesof Rabe; and | believe
intended, or at least expected, to mend hisfortunes by doing thingsfor them. At any rate, he was aways
going on trips, mostly to the continent for them- the Nevilles have connections al over, there; particularly
in France and Italy. When he went, Brian was | eft here at Mavern.”

“Brian must have been closer to your father than hisown, then,” said Angie.

“No,” said Geronde, “because my father was gone often, too. But here at Mavern, therewasa
well-trained staff; and, after my mother died, when | was seven, women to look after us both when we
were very young. All thingsin order. Whereas Castle Smythe was-well, you see how Castle Smytheis
nowadays. Therewas really no other place for Brian to be put. Sir Edmar Claive and his cousins, who
then occupied Maencontri, were not the sort of men any young boy could be left with; and there were no
other suitable households close. So, Brian wasleft with us; and, as| say, heand | grew up together.”

“How young were you when dl this started?’ Angie asked.

“Thefirst time, Brian was seven and | wasfive,” said Geronde, * athough we might have been brought



together as babes too young to remember it also. But the earliest | remember is, as| say, when | was
five; and after that we were together at least for atime amost each year; so much in each other’s
company, like brother and sigter, that you' d think it would be the last thing in the world for the two of us
tofdlinlove”

“You did, though,” said Angie.

Jm looked out one of the windows at the cloud-flecked sky and a hawk, amost certainly wild, circling
high above the trees beyond the clearing. There had been an interested, prompting note to Angi€' svoice
that he dways dreaded. The hest of the fire and the wine, half a cupful of which he had been foolish
enough to drink straight, was making him not so much drowsy as dull-witted; and hewas alittle afraid
that thiswould turn into one of those “ Oh, was your great-uncle living in such-and-such a place, then?1
wonder if he knew some of my relatives who lived there?’ He struggled to keep his eyes open.

Geronde was nodding in answer to Angi€’ s question.

“Wedid not know it a first,” she said. “We only knew as children that we missed each other when we
were gpart and were never happier than when we were together. Oh, we had some terrific fightsin those
days; but nonetheless, as| say, one day it turned out we werein love; and later, when | got older, | told
my father that it was Brian | intended to marry- that was during one of the few timeswhen my father was
homeand | could talk to him.”

“Hewas around that little?’ said Angie.

“Hewas dways off on some errand or other that would bring him back loaded with gold, but he never
came back s0,” said Geronde. “As| say, he and Brian' sfather were dike in chasing moonbeams of
wedlth. In any case, when | told him how | felt about Brian, he stamped and roared that | would never be
alowed to marry Brian. That | should marry aduke- aprince! It was yet another of hisgrand
dreams-aside from the fact that | would rather have Brian than any princein theworld.”

She turned abruptly to Jim. Jim woke up and did his best to look aert and interested.

“Thiswaswhy | was thinking of coming over to talk to you both, James. Brian told me you were
awaiting the King' s gift of the wardship of Robert Falon; and might need to present yoursdlf in person
before his Mg esty-and so could not leave England now. | understand that perfectly; as Brian did.”

“Wel...” said Jm uncomfortably. There had been no doubt that Brian had been deeply dismayed by
Jm'srefusa to help himin his search for Geronde' sfather in the Holy Land, now that they had found out
where Geronde' s father was. For Jm to stay home under these conditions, even at the cost of a
friendship, was the only sensible thing to do, by medieval standards. Land and wedlth were everything;
and the gaining of them took precedence over everything else.

Therefore, Brian' s good judgment would agree with the common sense of what Jm was doing; but
nonetheless they were literally blood brothers, in that they had both shed blood at the sametimein more
than one affray; and theided of the chivaric knight, toward which Brian himsdlf lived and reached in
everything he did, would have scorned the Falon wedlth and property in favor of aiding acomrade.
Geronde could not have helped but fedd somewnhat as Brian did.

“Wl...” sad Jm agan, hesitantly.

“James, do not think | mean to make any opposition to your decison,” said Geronde earnestly. “Inlife,



we al must make hard choices. | know well how your heart must have beaten higher, like Brian's, at the
thought of aventureinto the Holy Lands; let done your natura desireto aid afelow
Companion-at-arms. Already, you will probably have decisions to make and matters to concern you, as
far asthe adminigtration of Robert Falon's estates are concerned. But | thought | might come and plead
with you to consder a certain decison, in spite of dl that.”

“Thefact is, Geronde-“ Jm was beginning. But Geronde interrupted him again.
“No,” shesaid. “Hear meout, | pray you, James.”
“Of course,” said Jm, more uncomfortable than ever.

“I would like to tell you something that | would not otherwise tell anyone, except perhaps you two,” said
Geronde. 1 can say thisbecause Brian and | are so alike.”

Shelooked at Angie.

“I never had aclose woman friend until you, Angela,” shesaid. “1 could never stand them. Chattering,
spineless creatures, most of them- except for some older ones; and they so stuck in their ways and
determined to beright al thetimethat | would have fought with them continually. But you were different,

Arman

“Wdl, Geronde...” said Angie, as obvioudy embarrassed, Jim noticed with a certain amount of perverse
satisfaction, as he had been himsalf, amoment before.

“Itisamatter of being able to agree with each other on things,” said Geronde. She turned her attention
back to Jm again. “It is exactly that way with Brian where you are concerned, James. He never had any
closefriends of hisown spirit and rank. He must aways be in contest with them-better than any at
anything, if it killed him; and indeed, he has been better than most. Asaresult, he has found few men he
could respect; and of those, he had full respect only for superiors such as Sir John Chandos, who is so
much older and so proven in war and peace that there could be no measuring by Brian of himsdf with
such aknight. All others of worth he might otherwise have respected, he must be fighting with. Y ou saw it
yourself with Sr Harimore at the Earl’s. Brian will kill Sir Harimore one day, unlessHarry killshim. But
meanwhile he gives Harry full credit for hisfighting skills, only. Oh, he can like your bowman Dafydd ap
Hywd, because Dafydd is of common birth. Therefore there cannot possibly be any competition
between him and Brian; and Brian will cheerfully acknowledge that Dafydd is not only a better bowman
than others, but a better bowman than he.”

Sheturned againto Angie.

“But have you not dso heard the like, from Danielle, Angda?’ she said. “How Dafydd, in hisown rank,
like Brian cannot abide an equa? So that when she and he started to live with her father, Gileso'the
Wold, and dl his other outlaws-how Dafydd must be forever measuring himself against each of the band,
before he would be at peace with himself- taking them on in contest two at atime, if necessary.”

“Yes” said Angie. Shelooked acrossat Jm.

“Nobody ever told me,” said Jm. “But I’m not surprised.”

“Well, that isthe point I’'m making, James. Y ou now have-according to what | wastold by the good Sir
John Chandos-the wardship of Robert Falon firmly in your hands. While Brian has gone on aone.”



She hesitated.

“Hewould not expect you to follow him,” Geronde said. “No, not even if he knew that the matter of the
wardship was now settled. He would not ask it. But you mean agreat ded to him, James. Y ou arethe
one man whom he can accept as an equa. Also, you are the one man he would depend upon in any
drait”

“Geronde,” said Jm, “you know I'm not very useful with wegpons. Brian could pick up adozen knights,
or even many lessthan knights, who' d be much more skilled in fighting, and protecting hisback than1’d
m”

“But that is not the point, James!” said Geronde, leaning forward. “It istrue-and | crave your pardon for
saying it to your face, James-that you will probably never be either agoo- agreat horseman, nor a
master of any weagpon; nor even, possibly, agood average man of your hands with any such. But
otherwise he admires you tremendoudy.”

“Oh, you mean my magic,” said Jm. “Y ou must know that’s an accident, Geronde. If chance hadn’t
made me adragon, I’ d never have become amagician’s apprentice in order to take care of the magic
that | happen to generate without meaning to. It all grew out of that-by accident.”

“No!” said Geronde. “It isnot that either. Though we all respect the courage and mind in you that would
send you to study that strange Art. No. It isthe fact that you are so like what Brian most admires-that
whichisto befound in Sir John Chandos-a preux chevaier, you are atruly chivaric knight in that you
could never do anything lessthan your knightly duty in al matters.”

“Geronde...” said Jm helplesdy. He could think of no easy way of handling acompliment likethis. All he
could do was it there and suffer under it He was quite certain that he was nowhere near being the kind
of person Geronde was talking about and Brian evidently believed him to be; but he could dso fed very
clearly that it would be doing her no favor to argue against that fact just now.

“That iswhy | greetly venture a this moment,” Geronde went on, “to beg you, James, that you consider
following Brian and catching up with him, so that you can be with him on therest of histrip. Hewill beno
farther than the Ide of Cyprus by now-if heisindeed that far. | can give you the names of those he
knows there; and you can find him easily by searching them out-for they are men well known on the
idand. James-by your favor, James-do not say no without thinking about it for amoment.”

“Geronde-" interrupted Angie; but Geronde charged on, speaking to Jm and ignoring the interruption.

“Thisiswhy itis soimportant that you be with him on this search for my father,” said Geronde. “He will
listen to you, James, where he would listen to no other-and you know that he is apt to be drawn aside by
atrifle chance a a passage of arms, or some such. He will be stronger and more sensibleif you are with
him. Y ou are wiser than he. Y es-do not look at me like that-you are wiser than he! So, you will keep him
safer by being with him; and he knows and | know that you would never fail himin any srait. That iswhy
| beg you now-1 beg you on bended knee-to follow and join him, James!”

“Whoops-whoa!” said Jim, catching her just in time, for Geronde had literally been about to knedl to
him. Thiswas not remarkable from amedieva point of view, but from Jm'’ stwentieth-century viewpoint,
the very ideamade him go hot with embarrassment. “It’ sdl right, Geronde. I’ m going. That’ swhat we
came heretotel you!”



She stared up at him, and al the blood drained out of her face. For amoment it seemed asif she would
collapse like the sentry who had come so close to being hung, if Jm had not been holding her upright.

“That sright, Geronde,” said Angie urgently, moving to her and putting her aams around her. “Jim’s
decided to go. Haven't you, Jm!”

She gtared a Jm. Jm had not quite redlized the full meaning of what he had just said. He did so, now.

“Of coursel am!” hetold Geronde, with as much heartiness as he could manage. He let go of her
elbows, because Angie was hugging her.

The blood came back to Geronde' sface. She exploded upward from her chair. She kissed Jim. She
kissed Angie. She whirled from oneto the other, asif she was beginning to dance.

“It isdinner time!” shecried. “And wewill have such adinner! Ho, there! Attend mel!”

The door to the solar from the hall outside burst open, showing Bernard and another man-at-arms, both
with swords drawn.

“Put up your wegpons, you idiots!” snapped Geronde. “Run to the cook and the serving room. We will
have two guestsfor dinner, Lord and Lady Eckert. It will be the finest and best of everything we have.
Wewill be down in five minutes. Y ou hear, five minutes, and | shal expect to seeatablelad, set and
with thefirst of the med uponit. Run!”

“Run!” roared Bernard to the other man-at-arms, who disappeared from sight immediately. “Y our
pardon, m’lady-your pardon, m'lord and lady...”

Bernard backed hastily out, closing the door behind him.

“Now, let uspray you to forgive us, Geronde,” said Angie. “We should havetold you thisright away,
without letting you go through al you had to tdll us before we told you.”

“What difference makesit?’ sang Geronde. Thistime, she actudly did twirl. “Howsomever the news
comes, itiswhat | have dreamed and prayed for. | shall tdll five rosaries of beads tonight in thanksgiving.
| regret not aword of what | said, not amoment of not hearing until just now. It isthe fact that you are
going, James, that makes dl the difference. Oh, how we shdll celebrate!”

“I’ll need to know dl you can tdl me about how | might follow him and wherel might find him,” said
Jm.

“You shdl know dl that | know!” said Geronde. “I shdl tell you every word he said, at dinner. But-it will
bealong, hard trip for you, James. Y ou do go willingly?’

“Of course!” said Jm.
“Thendl iswdl!” said Geronde. “ Though the travel itself may be nonetoo easy.”
“Not a dl,” said Jm. “From my standpoint-anothing. Y ou forget | am amagician.”

CHAPTER SIX



“Magician-hah!” said Jm morosdy to himsdlf. What good wasit to be amagician, if you were
ddiberatdly never usng your magic? With magic you could say, “L et so-and-so, wherever heis, appear
before me!” and ingtantly the one named was there.

“Is something the matter, m’lord?” asked Hob, the officia castle hobgoblin of Madencontri (plain “Haob”
as hewas once more cdled, like al hobgoblins, now that he had been shorn of thetitle Jm had given him
earlier-“Hob-One de Maencontri”).

“No,” said Jm.

But of course there was. Hob was now out of the pouch on Jim'’ s back in which he normally traveled,
and perched on Jim’ sright shoulder. Jm, himsdlf, was sitting on arock on a pebbly beach in Cyprus,
gazing out at the Mediterranean and waiting. He had been waiting for five hours now.

Hewas long past the point of being impatient. He now dumped on hisrock, despondent, gazing at the
Mediterranean Sea, which wasin agood mood &t the moment, the curling surf coming nestly in to the
gray-blue pebble beach in front of him.

Before Jim, the waves came up, came up, one after the other, 1aid down on the beach and died. Every
S0 often-it was elther the eighth or ninth wave in the Mediterranean, except in extraordinary
circumstances when it seemed to skip awhole cycle and go sixteen-one came farthest up the beach; and
each time thislongest wave cameinto theidand, hewaited for an individua named Rrrnlf to start
emerging from the water before him. But thisfriend of his, aseadevil, had not appeared.

Thiswasadl the moreirritating, in that the only other time he had taken Rrrnif up on hisinvitation to
summon him, by caling out over the sdt waters, Rrrnlf had arrived dmost immediatdly. Also, he had
oncetold Jm-or given Jm the clear impression-that he would always hear instantly and could always be
with Jminamos notimeat dl after that.

A typica adult male seadevil, Rrrnif was about thirty feet tal, narrowing wedge-shaped from a great
head above wide shoulders down to feet that were only three times as big as Jim'’s. How he could move
this tremendous mass of body easily around on such tiny feet, im had no idea. The contrast was
particularly striking when you looked from hisfeet to his hands. His hands seemed big enough, not only
to pick up as much of aload as a bulldozer could push beforeit, but bulldozer and |oad together, in one
fid.

HewasaNaturd. That wasto say that he could do some things that could be explained only as magic;
but he had no conscious control over that magic. It wasrather like adog wagging histail when he was
happy. When a sea devil wasin the sea, possibly thousands of feet down, he breathed water with no
trouble. When he came up on the land, he breathed air with no trouble. He had no idea how or why he
could doit. He smply took it for granted he could.

Hob-though miniscule compared to any seadevils, and ordinarily the hobgoblin of the serving room,
back at Malencontri-was aso one of the category of what were called Naturas; but he and Rrrnlf were,
asyou might say, a opposite ends of the Natural yardstick.

“M’lord,” said Hob'svoicein Jm'’s ear now, timidly, “1 think you are sad. Would it help if | took you
for aride on the smoke? All you' d have to do would beto start asmall fire.”

“No,” said Jm.



Then, herealized that histone had been alittle too abrupt. The hobgoblin’ sfedingswere easily hurt.
“No, thank you, Hob,” he said, more gently. “1 just don't want to go anyplace else right now.”
“Yes m'lord,” said Hob.

Jm concentrated on the waves again. Rrrnlf had to be out there, underwater, somewhere. Was
something keeping him from coming, or was he smply failing to answer? Had something happened to
him? There were thingsfar larger even than he in the oceans. Granfer, the ancient deep-sea squid (or
Kraken), for one.

Jm had now been on Cyprus for aweek without finding Brian. Brian had clearly gotten here, because a
number of people had seen him and nobody remembered him either leaving theidand, or talking about
leaving. But he was being strangely difficult to locate.

If he had dready gone on to the city of Tripoli, Jm should waste no timein following him. On the other
hand, if he was dill here on theidand, Jm had to run him to earth so that they could go together.

Jm scowled once more at the scene before him. It had the effrontery to be ahappy, picturesque scene.
The Mediterranean wasin one of its brightest, most blue moods, the salt-smelling wind blowing off it in
Jm’ sface was mild and warm, and the beach itsdf, athough it could possibly have been improved by a
few thousand tons of very clean sand spread over the pebbles, was till akindly sort of beach, with most
of its pebbles nicely rounded from water action.

The only unpretty thing in the whole scene was a brownish mongrel searching among the rocks and
pebbles some little ways up the beach. It was asmall, starved-looking dog, clearly intended to be coated
with short tan hair, but the hair was either very dirty or seit had acquired anaturally dingy appearance
somewherein the animad’ slifetime; so that the only other living thing on the beach beside Jim and Hob
was definitely out of key with dl esevisble. On the other hand, it was not bothering Jm and Jm had no
red interest in it.

Jm forgot the dog and concentrated on the waves once more. He had called out loud more than enough
timesfor Rrrnif. Now he was trying visualization-but with no magic command to appear-concentrating on
Rrrnlf wherever the seadevil should bein the undersea, with Jm’s calls necessarily reverberating over
and over againinthelarge Natura’ sears.

So far this had shown no signs of working, either.

“Oh great and puissant, compassionate magician,” said ahigh-pitched, but oddly gruff, voice at his
elbow. “ Of your mightiness and strength, aid mein my terrible plight; and your reward shal be grester
than any could ever imagine.”

Jm came out of his concentration to discover at his elbow the dog which, amoment before, had been
nosing about, farther up the beach.

That it was an anima speaking to him did not startle him-although it wasthe first talking dog Jm had so
far encountered on thismagica, medieval world. All sorts of creatures spoke, here, of course-while
others didn’t; and there seemed no rhyme or reason to which did and which didn’t

Also, while no dog had ever addressed him until now, one of his best friends was Aargh, an English
wolf, who not only spoke but issued very definite and uncompromising statements. So, aso, had a



Northumbrian wolf whom Jm had met up near the Scottish border. Until now, Jm had smply assumed
that wolves spoke in this fourteenth-century environment and dogs didn’t. Apparently the rule was not
universal. But he had heard so many unlikely speskers by thistime that what concerned him at the
moment was the fact that his concentration had been interrupted.

“What isit?" he asked the dog sharply.

“I amin desperate need and | cast myself on your mercy, O mighty one!” said the dog, fawning upon
him.

“Yes, yes,” sad Jm, “but what do you want?’

The dog pressed close againgt hisright leg and lowered his voice to amurmur. Thoughts of fless, lice
and possible skin diseasesflitted momentarily through Jm’smind, but his natural ingtinct not to be
unfriendly to dogs-even ratty-looking specimenslike thiswhich in generd heliked and usudly got on well
with, kept him from pulling hisleg away.

“1 am in desperate need of your protection, O great and invincible master,” the dog went on, barely
aboveawhisper. “1 amin flight from a powerful and wicked one, who most crudly ill-used me; and when
| saw you here, casting spells upon the ocean, | knew you at once. Y ou are as much greater and stronger
than him as heisthan me; and so | have ventured to ask you for protection, knowing that by your Art
you aready knew that | was a Djinni-asisthe one who so mistreated and would now pursue me-so that
| need not first show you mysdlf inmy own red form.”

For thefirgt timein some hours, Jm dropped his concern with Rrrnlf and the undersea spaces. There
had been one glaringly fase notein what the dog had said so far, in speaking to him.

It was not surprising the dog/Djinni might recognize him asamagician. Unlikely sorts of non-humans had
done that before. Others had not, of course, but there was dways the chance that some of them could
fed, smdl or somehow tdll the difference that his magic gave him. But the other had clearly been guessing
when hethrew inthat bit just now about casting spells on the sea-since Jm had been doing nothing of the
kind.

Jmwasingantly wary. Experiencein this particular world had taught him it was usudly wisest not to
disabuse a stranger’ s favorable misapprehension about him too quickly. By letting the mistake dide by,
he might be able to find out more of what was actualy going on around him-and usualy he badly needed
to know what was going on around him-for his own safety’ s sake, to say nothing of that of little Hob.

He had been aware that he was now in the territory of those middle-eastern Naturals caled collectively
Djinn or Jann; and, individudly, Djinni or Jnni. If thisdog actualy was a Djinni, then probably the most
prudent thing to do wasto first find out what kind of magiclike powers he had, while keeping him as
much in the dark as possible about the scope of Jm’s own abilities.

“You say you'reaDjinni,” Jm said. “But before | give you any kind of protection, I’d haveto know if |
could trust you. | need to know more about you. To begin with, are you redly the sort of Djinni you say
you ae?’

“Omy magter, | am. | an!” cried the dog in ahigh, thin voice, then quickly looked around behind him,
asif he expected somebody to be there, listening.

“Well see” said Jm. “You'reright, of course, in taking for granted | knew you were a Djinni without



having to see you in your true shape. But what if you're redly a Djinni who' s been stripped of his powers
by some holy person because of evil things you did, and condemned to live permanently as the dog you
pretend to be? Prove to mefirst you can change back to your true shape.”

“Does he haveto?’ whispered Hob fearfully in Jm'sear.

“Hush!” said Jm, over his shoulder. He looked at the dog. “Well?’

The dog changed his appearance.

“Tell mewhento open my eyes” said Hobin Jm'sear.

“That’sfine. Y ou can change back. That'sjust fine,” said Jm hadtily. “It’ sdl right now, Hob. Y ou can
look.”

What he had seen, and Hob had almost caught a glimpse of, was a huge mae figure with gray skin and
large belly, scantily dressed in a sort of vest plusloose billowy, purple trousers. It had possessed a
hideous face, with athird eye above and between two other eyes not in line, aface with amouth that was
off to onesde and tilted up at theright corner. Thiskind of tilt should have given the face a cheerful look.
Instead it gaveit alook of the degpest evil imaginable.

Then the dog had become a dog again.
“All right,” said Jm. “That much you can do. Do you have your other powers? For example, if | wasjust
an ordinary person instead of the magician | am, would you have tried to bribe meto help you by

promising me greet treasure?’

“Forgive me, O my master,” said the dog, fawning on him again, “but | would have. Of course, | know
better than to bribe such as your incorruptible self.”

“Prove to me you could have done such athing,” said Jm. “For example, produce a chest full of rubies,
sapphires, diamonds, and other precious gemsto show meyou can do it”

The chest appeared, but itstop was down, its contents hidden.

“Forgive me, forgive me...” whined the dog hurriedly; and thelid of the chest flew up, reveding its
contents which were indeed colored stones of al kinds, none of them cut and faceted, of course, since
the cutting of gems had not yet been developed on thisworld.

“Very well,” said Jm loftily, waving hishand. “ Take it away. Such toysdo not interest me.”

The chest disgppeared. Jm felt asmall pang of regret-but appearances were everything at this stage.
“Now,” said Jm, “I'll liglen to your story and then make my decision.”

“Hearken, then,” said the dog. “My nameisKelb. For thousands of years, | never did afalse or crue
deed, or anything evil, until one day when | wastaken as adave by another very powerful and very evil
Djinni named Sakhr a-Jinni. For some centuries he forced meto do terrible and crud things, at his

orders. Findly, sick of it, | tried at last to escape.”

“Good,” said Jm.



“I don't believe him,” whispered Hob.

“But | was caught by the giant called Sharahiya, one of the keepers of Sakhr a-Jinni’ s orchard, and
brought back,” Kelb went on. “ Sakhr a-Jnni had me thrown into alake of fire as punishment. Therel
suffered for six hundred and fifty-two years, three months, two weeks, three days and nine hours,
forty-seven minutes, ten seconds. But at the end of that time, | wasreleased.”

Jm had been thinking furioudy, trying to remember. The names* * Sakhr d-Jinni” and “ Sharahiyd’ rang a
faint bell in hishead, connected possibly with Richard Burton's Thousand Nights and aNight. No-Sakhr
a-Jinni was only referred to there. Somewhere he had read more about him. There was a connection
with King Solomon of the Hebrews. But Kelb was clearly waiting for some response from him before

going on.

“And then what?’ Jm said in the best tone of impatience he could manage or muster. “Why did Sakhr
a-Jnni let you out of thelake of fire?’

“I was released not by him, but because the great King Solomon, David' s son, imprisoned him, with
other evil Djinn and Marids, each in acopper bottle; stopping these up with lead which Solomon sedled
with hisring, and casting Sakhr a-Jinni into Lake Tiberiusto lie where he would forevermore be beyond
harming anyone. Once he was embottled, his powersthat kept mein the lake of fireno longer held, and |
wasfreetogo.”

“Wall, then,” said Jm, “your troubles are over. | don’t see why you' re bothering me.”

“Alad” said Kelb. “ A clumsy undersea giant, picking up the bottle that held Sakhr d-Jinni to look at it
curioudly, loosened the sedl only five days ago; and that evil oneisnow freein the world again-full of rage
and searching for dl those who were his servants before, and particularly me, who had now escaped the
punishment he had given me. Heisfar stronger than I. | cannot withstand him. Help me, O my magter!”

It wasdl pretty far-fetched, Jm felt. But on the other hand, thiswas aworld of magic and unusua
creatures. Anything could be true. It might be smply that Kelb was, at most, only embroidering the story
of hislife.

“Who was the clumsy undersea giant that let Sakhr al-Jinni l00se?” he asked.

“1 know not,” said Kelb. “I was only told it had happened by otherslike me, who were escaping at last
from Sakhr d-Jinni’ swrath.”

The chances of it being Rrmlf who alowed Sakhr a-Jinni to escape from his bottle were not very large,
Jm told himsdlf. The ocean back in Jm'’ s twentieth-century world covered something like a hundred and
forty-two million square miles of the earth’ s surface. It was unlikdy that the amount of ocean here on this
world was much different. That provided enough room for ahigh number of seagiants, evenif they
weren't to be consdered common.

Also, eveniif Rrrnlf had been the cause of Sakhr d-Jinni’ srelease, jumping from that possibility to the
further possihility that Sakhr a-Jinni had somehow managed to destroy or disable him was asecond long
guess. But Jm had spent enough time now trying to summon Rrrnlf, and this Kelb might turn out to be
ableto do agreat many of the things that he was hoping that Rrrnlf could help him with.

“Have you some place where you can hide safely, until | summon you?” Jm said to Kelb.



“I have, my madter,” said Kelb.

“Wdl, go and hidethere,” said Jm. “I’ll call you back as soon as |’ ve made up my mind about afew
things. Mind you, I’'m not saying I’ ll extend my protection to you. | don’t extend it to just everybody, you
know.”

“I am sure of that, master,” said Kelb humbly.
“Off withyou, then,” said Jm. “I’ll call you back when I’'m ready.”
Jm stood up from the rock on which he' d been gtting.

“We ve spent enough time here,” he said. “Hob, we' |l head back to Paphos and Sir William Brutnor's
pl me.”

He started back along the beach, around the headlands that separated where he d been sitting from the
town of Pephositself-aplace haf village, hdf town, mainly filled by local Greeks; but with afar
gprinkling of the descendants of crusaders, from one crusade or another, who had never gotten any
farther than Cyprus. These latter had prospered and built themselves almost European residences-not
exactly cagtles, but very comfortable establishments; and it was Sir William Brutnor who was providing
Jmwith food and shelter right now in the customary fashion of British and European upper classes, when
the visitor was someone they recognized as belonging to their part of society.

“Do you want me dso to cal you ‘master, m’'lord?’ asked Hob, inasmall voice, asherode Jm’s
shoulder.

“No, no, of course not,” said Jm. “Not you, Hob.”
“But you would protect me?’” asked Hob. “I’m not just one of the ‘ everybodies 7’
“Of coursenot,” said Jm. “Y ou’'re my Hob of Maencontri.”

“Of course,” echoed Hob smugly. He loosened his grip around Jm’ s neck and sat up on Jm’ s shoulder,
very draight

CHAPTER SEVEN

“Sothereyou are. Sir Jamed!” said Sir William Brutnor, gtriding into Jm'’ s room, with the hems of his
mid-eastern, silk robes flipping around his ankles. “Been looking for you!”

“Yes” sad Jm. “1 went for astroll on the beach and ended up going around the headland and some of
the way up the coast. Beautiful day.”

“Yes Getting hot. Bit of agtrall, I'd say,” said Sir William. “Y ou missed dinner, you know? Did you
have them send up food and drink for you?’

“No,” said Jim. “It hadn’t occurred to me, yet-*

“Well, never mind, never mind,” said Sir William. He was ashort, broad man, possibly alittle
overweight but he carried it well. He had a square middle-aged face, tanned and wrinkled by the sun,



with graying eyebrows, asmall gray mustache and a hasty manner. “I’ m taking you off to a coffee
house-actually, a coffee house in abath house. We can get some decent wine and food there, being
Christians. Y ou needn’t dress up. It'sall very informal-travelersin off the road and people like that. Oh,
by theway, we ve located thisfriend of yoursyou' relooking for. Sir Bruno.”

“Sir Brian, you mean?’ said Jm.

“That’ sthe gentleman,” said Sir William, “the Neville-Smythe. | remember that much of it because of the
Neville part. Related to the Nevilles of Rabe, | think you said?’

“That'sright,” sad Jm. “Whereishe?

“Where? Oh, up near Episcopi, round the coast abit,” answered Sir William. “Not at Episcopi itself. A
little further on, a asmal fishing village. There sashore-castle there. Sr Mortimor Breugd hasit. He has
acouple of galeys and does some off-shore pirating, from time to time. Not grest, but it saliving; and
Sr Mortimor doesn't want alot, you know. He' d rather it in hisown hdl, dice and drink than anything
else, anyway. But, come aong now-*

He broke off suddenly. The brown dog that was Kelb had just appeared beside Jim.
“Madter,” he said to Jm, ignoring Sir William, “if | may spesk to you-*
“Go away!” sad Jm. “Later.”

The dog disappeared.

“A Djinni!” barked Sir William. “Look here, Sr James, I’'m dl for hospitdity to agentleman from home,
and al that. But-a Djinni! How did you cometo bring home aDjinni from thiswalk of yours; and into my
house? Have you any ideathe trouble there is getting rid of them? A good priest won’'t do, you know,
you haveto get aHoly Musselman- and then half thetimeit doesn’t work because the Holy man wasn't
Holy enough; and you have to go looking again. Give me agood old-fashioned ghost or goblin to get rid
of, any day!”

“Don'tworry,” sad Jm, “I’ll take him with mewhen | go; and since you' ve found Sir Brian, if you'll
forgiveme, I'll go to him right away, without wasting any moretime. It'simportant | catch up with him as
soon as possible.”

“You can't bein that much of ahurry,” said Sir William. “ There' sthis coffee house-*

“I'mafrad | am,” said Jm. Hismind scrambled for an excuse to get on the road at once. He had no
particular interest at the moment in coffee houses, wine or even European style food,
notwithstanding-even lessin bath houses. Inspiration cameto him. “Y ou' ve heard of Sir John Chandos,
of course?’

“Chandos?’ sad Sr William. “Oh, yes”

“Wdll, need | say more?’ said Jm, giving the other as mysterious and diplomeatic-level alook as he could
manage.

“Ah, wdl,” sad Sir William, “1 suppose s0. True. True. Pity, though. Y ou' d have liked this coffee
house.”



“I'msurel would,” said Jm. “1 can’t tell you how sad | am to missout onit. It svery good of you to
think of taking methere.”

“Oh, wdl,” said Sir William. “ Just a place where some gentlemen get together about thishour. They’ll be
sad to missyou too. I'll send someone up with directions on where Episcopi is, the way there, and where
beyond it Sir Mortimor’ s shore-castle can be found.”

Hewent out of the room as abruptly as he had comein.

“Kelb,” said Jmto theempty air.

The dog appeared in front of him.

“All right, Kelb,” said Jm, “what isit?’

“We Djinn have our ways,” said Kelb smugly.

“I'm sureyou do,” said Im impatiently. “Now, what did you cometo tell me?’

“By means of which only we Djinn know,” said Kelb, “I was aware you were searching for another such
asyoursdf. | have found him for you. Heisjust above Episcopi in atower by asmall sea-village. Do you
not now see how valuable | can be as a servant to you, O great one?’

“I’m not so sure about that,” said Jm. *'Y ou wouldn’t have happened to have been in your dog shape by
the kitchen door of this establishment, begging for scraps and just happened to overhear the servants
talking about the fact that | was|ooking for afellow knight and that he had just been located up beyond
Episcopi 7’

“Arethe servantsindeed talking about it?’ said Kelb. “ Such astrange happening at the sametimeis
amogt beyond belief; but-

“Never mind making up excuses,” said Jm. “1 told you I’ d tel you when | had made up my mind about
you, and | will. Until then, go!”

“I go, master,” said Kelb, and went.

Southeast Jm went, around the coast of Cyprusto Episcopi in ardatively smdl, and very smely, boat
with ahuge lateen sail that seemed once to have been red in color. Their smal craft hugged the shore dll
the way up, for fear of corsairs; and the ship owner-a cheerful, black-haired, black-eyed Greek whose
three sonswere his crew, explained that they stayed in shallow water so that large enemy vesselsthat
might prey on them could not come in after them. They could go right up to the beach, which the larger
vessels could not do safdy without damaging themselves.

“But what if you haveto sail in degp water right next to the shore?’ asked Jm. As he said thewords he
fet adight stirring by hisright shoulder blade, where Hob was comfortably curled up out of sight in asort
of padded nest in a bag that resembled a knapsack. For amoment he was afraid that Hob would stick
his head out and want to join in the conversation; but the hobgoblin said nothing after dl, staying quiet
and hidden.

“If thereis no way we can get away and save the boat, then we save oursalves,” said the ship owner



with afataligtic shrug. “It is better than being impaed or crucified if they catch us.”

Jm considered this; or rather, tried to consider it. He had thought he wasimmune to seasi ckness, after
al the seatravel he had had on the way down from Britain. He had, in fact, traveled by a number of
means. By sea; overland on horseback, by the process of buying horsesin one place and sdlling them at
his destination; and aso-more secretly-flying in hisdragon form, usudly at night, or riding the smoke, for
the little hobgoblin could ride awaft of smoke anywhere and take him aong.

He had, indeed, been tempted to ride the smoke with Hob dl the way to Cyprus. But he had to follow
Brian’ s route and make sure Brian had not been captured, imprisoned, hurt or even killed by
mischance-dl too likely in medieva times-aong theway. Asit was, he could check at the towns he
passed and with the people Brian had planned to guest with, to make sure Brian had made it al the way
to Cyprus before Jm reached that idand, himself.

Meanwhile, Hob had been a pleasant little companion; and Jm had not regretted Angi€ sinsistence that
the hobgoblin should be with him, to carry the word hometo her, if anything happened to Jm.

One of the Sde benefits of traveling by ordinary methods, Jm had believed until now, wasthat he had
developed an immunity to seasickness. However, this small boat rocking and bouncing in the near-shore
waves had produced an effect on him after dl. He could not honestly say he was sick, but he was fedling
cold and uncomfortable in his tomach area; and the discomfort madeit hard for him to concentrate.

“Just suppose we had to do that-put the boat in to shore and run,” said Jm. “What if they camein after
usor sent another small boat in after us and caught me, for example?’

In Europe, he knew that normally a person dressed as expensively as he was would be held to ransom.
The ship owner shrugged.

“Takedl you had that was worth anything, and then do the same with you asthey’d do with us,” he
answered.

“If we stayed together,” said Jm, “maybe if there was just asmall boatload coming to shore after us, we
could fight them off.”

The ship owner nodded his head vigoroudly. Jm'’s heart lifted, before he remembered what the motion
meant. He was till getting used to the fact that in some of these near-eastern areas, anod meant “no”
and a shake of the head meant “yes.”

Once the proper message got through, however, he felt atouch of relief. If the others would not stand
and fight with him, then he could fed alittle easier about taking care of himsdlf and Hob first; and dl that
was necessary for the two of them wasto duck out of sight someplace. Then he could turn into adragon
and fly himsalf and Hob out of the reach of any corsairsin ahurry.

In the event, however, they met no corsairs, and Jm did not go al theway into actua seasickness. But
he was very glad to step out on the stony beach in front of the castle of Sir Mortimor; in spite of the fact
that waiting for them were a half-dozen very fierce-looking, armed men with stedl or leather upper
body-armor and cap, over-robes. Asfar astheir faces went, they might have been distant cousins of the
boat owner, only lacking the boatman’ s cheerfulness. Jm had hardly set foot ashore before the
sword-point of one of them was at histhroat.



“Takethat away or I ll have you whipped for it!” snapped Jm, faling back on the proper knightly
response. “ Send to the castle immediately! | am Sir James Eckert de Maencontri, the Dragon Knight,
here to see Sir Brian who isguesting in this place. Carry that message to Sir Mortimor or Sir Brian
immediady. | command it!”

He had been in thisworld long enough to pick up some understanding of how a situation like this should
be handled. The two key points were to be asrichly dressed as hewas, and to act asif he wasthe
infinite superior of any of those around him.

It worked. The man who had presented the swordpoint at his throat did not lower hisweapon, but he
backed away a couple of steps and snapped an order at one of the othersto run ahead to tell them in the
castlewhat Jm had said.

“Come, Sir Dragon, then,” said the man with the naked sword. “Come with us”

They escorted him up the steeply doping beach, through the jumble of smdl buildings that were evidently
half homes, half warehouses; with nets draped on posts to dry, and fish also drying on racks. Just beyond
the village the going abruptly became very steep indeed; and asort of switchback path or road led up to
the cadtleitsdf, giving way at last to aflight of steps cut through the groundcover into the rock underneath
it; so that the last bit of distance waslike climbing agtaircase.

The castle was redly nothing but the tower, with afew precarioudy attached wooden outbuildings; a
smple-looking fortress. At the sametime, Jm noticed that it was not as vulnerable asit might appear at
first glance. It was built of bluish-gray stone blocks, with astout entrance door that was closed until the
leader of Jm’s escort pounded on it and shouted to those within-after which it was opened and they
werelet into ashort and narrow passage with stone walls dl around them leading to another door,
equaly stout.

Jm looked up as they moved toward this second door and saw a celling above with holesin it through
which uncomfortable things like boiling oil could be poured down on anyone who broke through the first
door and was battering at the second; then, hopefully, it would be set aught by burning brands pushed
through those same holes-so that the space between the two doors would become a death trap.

In Jm’s case, however, he was led on peacefully through the second door into avery gloomy interior.
There seemed to be only asingle, further light source-and indeed this turned out to be afact.

They went forward until he came to what was essentidly an open well, ascending through the middle of
the castle right up to an opening in the top floor of the tower. A patch of blue sky and aglimpse of
battlements could be seen. Undoubtedly this roof opening would be closed in bad weather with one or
more covers. For now, however, it was open; and the sunlight struck strongly down throughit, its gleams
bouncing off the stony wallsto give what little light this could to the rest of the cadtle. In the lower areas
of even the centrd part of thiswdll, itself, torches burned on the walsto reinforce the lighting.

Hewas led to stone stairs attached to the stone wall, the steps spiraling up against the outer wall of the
tower. On thethird floor he found Brian, with atal, somewhat e derly-looking, thin man with along,
mournful face and amustache that drooped down at the ends of histhin lips. A man who looked lesslike
awarlord than aretired scholar.

“Jamesl” cried Brian, Sarting up from the table a which he and the ederly man were sitting. The elderly
man rose too, but more dowly.



But as he got up, Jm rapidly changed hisfirst impression that the dow rise was due to age. Instead,
planly, it was the result of acasualness, asort of studied laziness. When the man at last stood at hisfull
height, he towered not only over Brian, but Jm; and if his mustache and hair sgnaed age, therest of his
body signaled some twenty or more years younger. Hewas a least Six and ahalf feet tall and of that
peculiar rangy, hard-muscled build that would probably mean he would be both strong and fast in action.

However, Jm did not have a chance to see more than this, because Brian had darted forward from the
table to embrace him and kissfirst hisleft cheek, then hisright-acommon fourteenth-century greeting
among friends that Jim had learned to accept with some show of grace.

“You are here, James!” cried Brian, letting him go. “Morewe comethan | can tell you! Andjustintime
aswdl! Allow meto make you acquainted with Sir Mortimor Breugel.”

Jm knew the proper mannersfor thistype of situation. Heinclined his head in anear bow to thetal man
standing behind the table, who returned it.

“Honored to make your acquaintance, Sir Mortimor,” said Jim.
“Honored to make yours-* said Sir Mortimor in aremarkable bass voice, and paused meaningfully.

“Crave pardon!” said Brian happily. “Sir Mortimor, thisisthe right worshipful Baron, Sir James Eckert,
the Dragon Knight, of whom you have heard me speak.”

“You and others” said Sir Mortimor warmly. “It isaspecia pleasureto seeyou, Sir James. AsSir
Brian says, you come at agood hour. Pray seat yourself with usand may | offer you somewine and
mest?’

Jmwas il alittle bit queasy from the boat ride, but what Sir Mortimor was offering wasritua
hospitality, which it would be insulting to refuse; and in any case Jm was glad to find himsdf welcomed
so warmly. He joined the other two and they al sat down around one end of the table. It, like all the
other furnishings Jim had seen so far in the castle, was of the barest, most utilitarian variety. Altogether Sir
Mortimor’s home reminded him of Ma encontri, when he and Angie had first moved in. The previous
owner of that castle had camped out init, rather than actually living there; using it as abase for any
number of outsde activities,

Now hetouched hislipsto the mazer-the large square drinking utens| brimming with wine that was
placed before him-and took abite of the gristly meat-mutton, he decided from the taste of it-that a
servant or one of the men-at-arms placed in front of him.

“May | ask,” he said, as soon as he had managed to chew the piece of meat gpart enough so that he
could swallow it, “why you two gentlemen talk about my coming in good time?’

“Why, James, it could not be better,” said Brian. “The chance of alifetime. Have you never longed to
cross swordswith a Sallee Rover?’

Jm’smind went into one of its scrambles to make the proper connection with the term for amoment;
then he remembered that a Sallee Rover was one name for a Sallee (or Moroccan) who was of a
piratical nature. In fact, Morocco was generally considered to be nothing but anest of pirates-at least by
Sir William Brutnor and hisfriends, the gentlemen he had met on Cyprus.

“I have, | cantdl you!” Brian was going on esgerly. “But never did | think | would have the chance. But



here | was, guesting up thisway; and word came that some were expected at the shore below this castle
a any moment. Our good Sir Mortimor has on occasion picked up some of the eastern merchant ships,
and it seemsthe owners of the goods carried in those ships have hired acouple of the fiercest of the
Sdlee Roversto come hither and put an end to him and this castle.”

Jm felt apang of ingtinctive sympathy for the owners of the merchant ships. Trandated, what Brian had
just said meant that Sir Mortimor had been robbing some vessalsto the point where their owners and
shippers decided the larceny had to be stopped; and they had hired some of the more notorious
Moroccansto do thejob for them.

But of course, he reflected, there was no such thing anyway as justice upon the Mediterranean, any
more than there was anywhere e se upon the oceans of the world. The strong took anything weak enough
to be taken, and fled from anything stronger enough to take them.

More than that, he had dready heard that it was Sir Mortimor’ sway of making aliving. He himsdf, he
thought, had no interest whatsoever in getting into afight with Moroccan pirates, but it was exactly like
Brian to think of this asthe greatest entertainment in the world. To say nothing of thefact that it would
produce-if helived through it-a story that he could tell back in England to the envy and admiration of al.

To be honest, Jm knew Brian well enough to bdlievethat it was the excitement of the actua
life-and-death encounter that sent Brian eagerly into these battles, rather than the wish to tell about them
afterwards. But the tale of thisfight later on would not be something without socid vaue.

However, mentioning any of these thoughts aloud to his present two companions would not be the most
politic choice of conversation. Jm smiled and made an effort to look not only interested, but happily so.

“Indeed!” he said. “And you say these pirates are expected at any moment?’

“We have alookout on duty night and day at the top of my tower,” said Sir Mortimor in that surprising
bassof his.

Jm was ready to swear that the man was not speaking above his norma conversationa tone; but the
words seemed to bounce off the stone walls behind Jm and echo throughout the whole castle. Sir
Mortimor had the kind of voice which could be perfectly understood by someone twenty feet away, even
with an intervening crowd of other people talking at the top of their own voicesin between.

“Sofar,” went on Sir Mortimor, “none of them have reported what we expect, dthough sails are often
seen. Of course, they are most likely to comein galeys, possibly with their sails down and on cars only.
But ill, in this clear weather we will see them coming and have timeto arm. Meanwhile, perhaps, you
would careto join Sir Brian and mein about with the dice?’

“I must beg your forgiveness, Sir Mortimor,” said Jm. “As Sir Brian may havetold you, | ana
magician, and under certain circumstances, my control and use of magic depends upon my abstaining
from al pleasuresinvolved with chance. Also, Sir Brian, | have news and word to you from the Lady
Geronde, and from my own dear wife, the Lady Angela, which | must not forget to tell you at some other
time. If you and Sir Mortimor careto dice, | shall enjoy Smply stting and watching.”

“Sad, that; but | understand, of course,” said Sir Mortimor, with something in his voice that seemed to
Jm alittletoo much like the regret of acard sharp seeing a plump but innocent victim escape.

“Howbeit,” he went on, “possibly better we acquaint you with what Sir Brian and | werejust discussing;;



whichisour matter of defense of this castle of mine when the maraudersdo land.”
“I shdl be happy to hear,” said Jm.

“Come!” said Sir Mortimor, uncurling to hisfull height again and leading them away from the table, up
the staircase and on to the very roof of the tower; alevel circle of stonewith its surrounding battlements
like jagged teeth, and the opening of the light-and-air shaft in its center. There was another opening by
the battlements facing seaward, which must be above the entrance passage with holesin its ceiling.

There were aswell five chimneys better than six feet tal; and ahuge, soot-blackened meta kettle on
wheds, with a sandbox-firebed underneath, undoubtedly to heat boiling oil for pouring on attackers.

Beside the kettle stood a framework in which was vertically suspended a circular round of what looked
like bronze, some four feet across. It was not until Jm saw something like a dedgehammer leaning against
one side of the framework that he recognized the apparatus as alarge gong.

This gong stood midway between two men-plainly guards on lookout here, both of them gazing out at
the waters of the Mediterranean. Jm, looking out himsdlf, saw the white flecks of severd salsat varying
distances; but since the watchmen took no interest in them, they could hardly be the galleys of the enemy
comingin.

Both these men looked about as Sir Mortimor led Brian and Jm upon the roof. Sir Mortimor flicked a
pointing finger downward at the steps from which he had just emerged, and the two ran to them,

disappearing from sight.

“They can learn aout my plans” sad Sir Mortimor to Brian and Jm, softening hisvoice ashe led them
to the battlements, well away from the ventilation shaft and to where no chimneys obstructed their view to
seaward, “when I’m ready to tell them. Take alook, gentlemen. Y ou see the situation.”

Jm, with Brian, looked over the battlement and down at the beachfront below. The tower, in effect the
cadtleitsaf, was no more than four or five stories high; but its denderness, and its position perched on the
spire of rock with the dliff behind and overhanging it, gave an impression of dizzying dtitude; so that they
seemed much farther up than they actualy were. Added to this, the steep steps down to the dmost as
steep switchback path below it, then farther on down to the beach below, increased the fedling of height;
o that it felt to Jm asif hewaslooking out from aprecipice haf amile high.

That illuson, however, was at odds with the fact that he knew he was not actudly that far above the
doping beach; and so the wooden buildings upon it gave the impression of being closer than they should
be. It was asif helooked at these through atelescope at the same time as he examined everything else
from theillusory height of the tower.

The stony, pebbled water’ s edge, at which the waves lapped, was at the greatest indentation of asmal
bay. The cliff behind the castle curved forward on either hand, like horns, reaching out to form two
headlands.

Thetops of these headlands were little higher than the castle roof, itself. Asfar astheir tops could be
seen, they were amost bare, except for some vegetation and afew sheep wandering about.

Out to sea, the Mediterranean was as peaceful asit had been since Jm had arrived herein Cyprus, its
blue surface stretching to the curving horizon, with the sails IJm had noticed earlier gpparently passing
each other and the shore on coastal business.



“1 expect no lessthan two large gdleys, each carrying aload of up to two hundred armed landsmen,”
sad Sir Mortimor’ svoicein Jm' sright ear. “ These, together with the crew of the galleys, will bring to
face us somefive hundred fighting men. They will land, burn the village and kill any they catch, then
attempt to come at the castle from above. But they will find that the overhang of the cliff behind it
prevents them dropping anything heavy enough to do damage from there. Also, the grassisdippery up
there and the dope is steep toward the edge of the cliff. They will lose afew men over the edge of the
diff merdy by trying this”

“Will they have Greek fire?’ Brian asked their hogt.

“Greek fireisaclose-held secret ill, in Congtantinople,” said Sir Mortimor. “They will not. No more
will they have bombards of any kind, athough they may have some gunpowder; and they may try to
place that around the base of the tower and do some damage with it. But my lower walls are nowhere
lessthan six feet thick and up to ten feet in places. Gunpowder has been tried before and done no real
damage. They will burn the village below, as | say, and of course they will makeatry up the stepsand
through the door of the main entrance.”

“They will be at a sore disadvantage while they are at that,” said Brian.
Sir Mortimor nodded.

“It will cost them heavily; but if they keep trying long enough, they may get through both doors. If that is
the case, they will then overrun the castle and we shdl die. Therefore, adecison will have to be made at
the last moment-in fact | shadl makeit, mysdf, gentlemen. With dl due deference to your own skill in
warfare and with weapons, thisismy castleand | will fight it theway | know best to do. If it ssemsthey
have survived breaking through the outer door and the boiling il in the passage, and done enough
damage to the inner door so they will shortly be through, then we must sdly.”

“Hah!” said Brian.

“Thereisasecret way out of this castle that emerges somelittle way down the beach,” went on Sir
Mortimor. “Counting those of the village able to fight to any purpose, we will haveinside with us here
over ahundred and forty men. With ahundred of these, we can attack those who come against us from
behind, or unexpectedly in the night, when they have withdrawn to ret, fedling that we who are penned in
the castle can nowise escape from them; and therefore they can finish matters at their leisure. If we have
the good luck to catch most of them adeep, or unexpecting-and, since they will be boat people, with legs
not used to running up and down steep paths to attack or escape-we may do enough damage to
convince them that we are arescue party come from Episcopi, or somewhereelseclose. A
reinforcement. So that they will bresk and run for their galleys.”

“Pray,” said Brianto thetal knight, “to which side of the castle does this secret way emerge?’
Sir Mortimor looked down at him with awintry smile,

“Thereisno harm intelling you that much,” he answered. “ Though al € se about that escaperouteisa
family secret.”

Hewaved his hand toward the close dopeto dieright of the castle.

“Somelittle distancein that direction,” hesad.



Brian consdered the area.

“There are some large rocks at the foot of the steep dope on the beach no more than fifty yards from
here,” he said. “ Give me three score of your men, and | will pledgeto go out at night, or a some other
time when they are busy, and burn or otherwise destroy their boats behind them.”

“That isexactly what | do not want done, Sir Brian,” said Sir Mortimor. “If the boats are not there for
their escape, then they will beleft with uswhether they or welikeit or not. Recall they outnumber us
now, nearly fiveto one. With their boats destroyed, they will fight to kill or be killed; and in the end they
may well own the castle and al of uswill be dead-*

A shriek, followed by awild babel of voices, unexpectedly echoed up the air shaft.

“Héll, blood and weeping!” exploded Sir Mortimor, his voice echoing off both headlands. He took four
enormous strides to the stairway entrance and vanished down it.

CHAPTER EIGHT

L eft alone together on the roof, Jim and Brian looked a each other. “Brian,” said Jm. “Now’s my
chanceto bring you up to date on things. The reason | could follow you this quickly was because John
Chandos showed up with the order giving me wardship of Robert Falon.”

“That wasfagt, indeed,” said Brian. “1 have known such mattersto take years. | had little hope. But it is
good to see you here, James-doubly so, considering the circumstances.”

“I’'m not as happy about the circumstances asyou are, Brian,” Jm was beginning, when he felt Hob stir
in the knapsack on hisback and it up. A second later, the hobgoblin’s small gray head poked into sight
at the comer of hisright eye.

“By theway, thisisHob,” said Jm hadtily, “from the chimney of my serving room at Maencontri. Did
you just wake up, Hob?’

“Oh, | wasn't adeep,” said Hob. “We hobgoblins never deep. We just dream without deeping.”
“A hobgoblin!” said Brian, staring. “What do you dream about, hobgoblin?’

“Oh,” said Hob, “nice warm chimneys, good people with food down below, plenty of children we can
take for rides on the-*

He broke off suddenly, staring back at Brian.
“I don’t know you,” he said, shrinking back behind Jm’s head and clasping him around the neck.

“Thisis Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, Hob,” said Jm. “My best friend. He comesto Madencontri al the
time; and he likes hobgoblins.”

“Likes* Brian broke off abruptly. “Nothing against them, actudly. Y ou'rethefirst one | ever met, in
fact”

But now Hob was|ooking at Brian again, thistime with fascination.



“Areyou redly Brian-I mean, Sir Brian Neville-Smythe?’ asked Hob. “Was your hair dmost white,
when you were very young?’

“Of course!” snapped Brian. “Asfor my hair-yes, it was. Not that that is any matter for your
consideration, hobgoblin!”

“Y our father brought you to Maencontri with him on the way to Mavern Castle one time when you
werevery little” said Hob. “ That was when there were some humans named Claive in Maencontri.
Therewasalot of eating and drinking and singing and everybody forgot about you. | took you for aride
on the smoke. Don’t you remember?’

“Ride onthe smoke...” Brian frowned. The frown dowly cleared. “Yes, by God! | do remember. Y es!
We went out over the woods. Y ou showed me where the hedgehogs were degping, and the bear’ s den
where it was deeping. And you showed me the magician’ s house-it was Carolinus s place, but | didn’t
know that till later. | do remember! So you' re that hobgoblin?’

“Oh, yes” said Hob. “Y ou were very little and your mother was dead and your father wasn't with you
mogt of thetime. Didn't the hobgoblin a Malvern take you for any more rides when you got there?”

“Never,” said Brian.

“Wadll, he certainly should have,” said Hob. “I would have.”

“By S. Brian, my name-saint, | have never forgotten that! Y ou were most kind to me, hobgaoblin.”
“Oh, no,” said Hob earnestly. “I liked taking you.”

“There, Hob,” said Jm. “I told you Sir Brian liked hobgoblins. Here, he'san older friend of yoursthan
heisof mine”

“It' siit’sgood of your knightlynessto remember,” said Hob, till alittle timidly, peering around Jm’'s
head at Brian.

“Hah-well,” said Brian. “| was ayoungster then, of course. No idea of rank. Still, it wasamoment I'll
not forget. But Jm-what are you doing on atrip to the Holy Land, carrying ahobgoblin?’

“That was part of what | wanted to tell you about Geronde and Angdla,” Jm said. “Thisisthetimeto
say it, before Sir Mortimor comes back. Y ou see, Angie and | went over to Mavern to talk with
Geronde as soon as we had the wardship in our hands; and Geronde told us as much as she knew about
how | could go about finding you. | got here to Cyprus actualy over aweek ago; but nobody knew
exactly where you were, and | was afraid that you' d dready taken a ship for Tripoli, which Geronde says
was to be your next stop.”

“Shewas quite right, you know,” said Brian. “I redly didn’t expect you to catch me, James-particularly
not this soon. Otherwise | could have left word here that would have aided you in finding me. | take it
that there were no important happenings either at Mavern or Maencontri sincel left?’

“No,” said Jm, “outside of Sir John Chandos s bringing the parchment on Robert’ swardship. He had
some men-at-arms with him and was headed for the Welsh border, asfar as| could understand.”



“I wonder what...” said Brian. “Outside of the building of the castle at Caernarvon, | have heard no
news of Walesin sometime. But, James, | sill do not understand why you brought the hobgoblin.”

Sir Mortimor’ s voice could be heard up the air shaft; and it seemed to be drawing closer, asif the knight
was climbing the tairs back to them.

“Itwas Angdla,” said Jm hadtily. “ Both she and Geronde were more concerned than usua about thistrip
of yours. Geronde had said she’ d gone asfar as actudly asking you not to go-at thistime anyway.”

“So shedid,” said Brian. “However, | saw no reason to put it off. Also, you must understand, James,
with that much gold sitting around, there would be adanger it might be gone by the time shefelt
comfortable with my leaving.”

“I undergtand,” said Jm. “ At any rate, Angie, in particular, wanted something from me. That wasto
know, and to know as quickly as possible, if anything happened to either of us. Y ou’' ve ridden on the
smoke with Hob, so you must remember-*

“1 do remember most clearly, now,” interposed Brian.

“Then maybe you'll recall how, while you seem to be moving at afairly dow speed on the smoke,
actudly you're covering agreat dedl of distance very quickly. Hob and | used his smokefor afair
amount of the time coming down here. We traveled by other ways of course, but we used the smoke
too. The point is, with Hab, if anything happensto you or to me, he can get back to England in ahurry
and tell Angie-who will tell Geronde; and if there is anything they can do, they’ll do it-*

He broke off, for Sir Mortimor’ s head had just gppeared above the opening for the staircase, and a
moment later thetall knight was beside them.

“I tell youwhat it is, Sir James, Sir Brian,” he said. “ The fears these easterners have are enough to drive
aman out of hiswits. Can you imaginewhat al the trouble was about? A small brown dog-asmall brown
dog that was not to be found when we went looking for it.”

“Brown dog?’ echoed Jm.

“Exactly!” said Sr Mortimor. “Rareimagination! Couldn’'t beadog in my castle. If one could get in, all
the damned cursin the village would be nosing about here for scraps. Man or beadt, it hasto comein
through the front doors. There' s no chance for an animal to dip in. None. But here smy cook and haf a
dozen others, swearing they saw it-and of course, you know what they took it for? Or at least you know,
Sir Brian. Sir James, you may be new enough here not to guess. They thought it was a Djinni. Anything in
animal shape can be aDjinni asfar asthey’ re concerned. Everything' saDjinni. Ridiculous”

“Ridiculoud” faintly echoed the two headlands around the little bay in front of the fishing village.

While Sir Mortimor had been talking, the two men who had been on lookout had come back up and
slently taken up their post. The good knight lowered hisvoice to conversationd level again.

“But shall weforget adl that, gentlemen, and go back downstairs? | could do with a cup of wine; and |
imagine the two of you could too.”

They followed him away from the bright sunlight down into the shadowy interior of the castle and back
to the same table a which Jm had met him, sitting with Brian when Jm arrived. They took benches, and



mazers of wine were put before them. Jim noticed with interest that his origina mazer, from which very
little of the wine had been drunk, had been taken away-the wine dmost certainly drunk by one or more
of the servants back down in the kitchen.

“But,” said Brianto Sir Mortimor, once they were seated, “if the brown dog wasindeed a Djinni, then
maybe he could get in here without being seen, or without coming by the norma route through the
doorways. They use magic, don't they?’

“Oh, yes, yes,” said Sir Mortimor. “But it was no Djinni, of course. What would a Djinni want here-*

Hewas interrupted by possbly the one thing about the castle as penetrating in sound as hisown voice. It
was a sudden outburst from the gong being beaten on top of the tower. There was a scurry of footsteps
running down the stairs toward them, and one of the lookouts burst in, even while the clamor continued
overhead.

“My Lord! My Lord!” he shouted. “They are here. They are amost on us. They rode around the two
headlands, one galley around each just now. Within minutes they will be beaching their craft before the

village!”

“By the Woundd!” exploded Sir Mortimor, legping to hisfeet and oversetting his own brimming mazer of
wine on thetable. “Can’t a Chrigtian gentleman have a moment of peacein his own house?’

He glared a the messenger, who was standing white-faced before him, reached absently for hisown
mazer, discovered it had spilled and picked up Jm’sinstead, tossing it off in what seemed to beasingle
swalow. Rather agood trick, Jm thought, considering the mazer must have held closeto afull pint of
wine

The gong was gtill going mad overhead, and Jim'’ s ears were beginning to ring. He saw Sir Brian'slips
move, but did not hear what the other had said Sir Mortimor’ s voice, however, rose through the din
without any difficulty.

“Front doors opened for villagersl” he snapped. “ Singers and bowmen to the top of the tower. Run!”
The messenger scuttled down the stairstoward the lower levels of the tower.

“Could that gong be silenced now. Sir Mortimor?’ Brian shouted through the din. “ Surely everyonein
the castle has heard it by thistime!”

“The villagers must hear too. Come with me, gentlemen!”

He stepped to the stairs, amost knocking into eternity a bowman who was hurrying up them at the
moment; and went on up, two steps at atime, leaving Jm and Brian far behind as they began to follow,
Brian behind Jm smply because Jm had been closer to the sairsto sart off with.

“I am naked except for my poignard,” puffed Brianin Jm’sear. “It iswdl you have haf armor and your
own sword on, James!”

It wastrue. Im had been wearing the sword, smply because, asaknight traveling, it was unthinkable
that he should go without it. Hishaf armor, which consisted of achain mail shirt and asted cap, he had
worn asanaturd traveler’ s protection. The men who had met him as he stepped out of hisboat after
getting here had not taken the sword from him-poss bly because it was unreasonable that he could have



overpowered the dozen or so of them even with it. In fact, Jm suddenly realized, he was getting so used
to the weight of the sword and the armor that he himself had forgotten it when he was introduced to Sir
Mortimor.

“Y ou better go down and arm and armor yourself then, Brian,” he said over hisshoulder. “I'll tell Sir
Mortimor-*

“No, no,” said Brian. “It would not be polite. Our host should havetold usif there was need for usto
dressfor any trouble.”

“Hemay just haveforgotten,” said Jm dryly. Hisopinion of Sir Mortimor so far was still something of a
question mark. “If it turns out that swords are needed, Brian, I’ [l pass you mine. Y ou can make better
useof itthan| could.”

Brian made some kind of noise that sounded like a protest, but both he and Jm were too out of breath
trying to catch up with Sir Mortimor to talk much further. Also, just about then they emerged onto the
roof.

Already there were some three or four other men who had rushed up the stairs from below at thefirst
note of the gong. One of these was the bowman who had dmost been brushed into the air shaft by Sir
Mortimor. Jm had come up expecting to go immediately to the edge of the battlements and look down at
the invaders; and that Brian would do the same thing. Instead, both of them had hated where they were,
their attention riveted on aman who was coming down along rope, like aspider descending on hisown
thread from a celling; only in this case the rope came down from an outcropping of rock on the
overhanging dliff behind the castle, the top of which looked asif it could be reached only by birds or
angels. Sr Mortimor was standing wide-legged, looking baefully at the approaching man.

“Why didn’t you see them?’ snarled the knight, as the man’ sfeet touched the top of the tower.

“Crave pardon, m'lord,” said the man. “ They must have hugged the shorein their galeys-at least enough
so that the headlands blocked my view for several miles. They may even have dipped in to shore under
darknesslast night and been waiting until now to come close.”

“Hah!” said Sir Mortimor. “Wadll, in any case we have them here now.”

Even whilethis brief conversation had been going, men had been pouring up the staircase onto the roof.
Jm counted only three bowmen. But there were a number of others; thin, dark-faced men, dim-bodied
and not too tall for the most part. They seemed unarmed, unlessthe large, bulging pouches at their belt
contained some kind of weapon.

In addition, there were other men coming up who were plainly unarmed, but had their armsfull of rocks,
which varied from the Sze of abasebdl to the Sze of asmal cantaoupe. Thesethey were piling closeto
the battlements on that side of the tower that faced the beach and the village below.

Brian had dready gone over to those same battlements to look down at the invaders. He was standing
beside Sr Mortimor, who had also turned his attention in that direction. Jm joined them. Below them the
zZigzag road up to the tairs leading to the castl€' s now-opened door was crowded with people carrying
various things, ranging from an ax to sacks holding unknown contents.

Thetwo gdleysthat had been mentioned were just now turning in, prow-first toward the beach. It was
clearly their intention to come in as close to the land as possible. Indeed, they checked themselves and



anchored not more than ten or fifteen feet from shore; and now men were jumping overboard at the
prow, landing in water varying from waist deep to shoulder deep, and wading ashore. They varied
remarkably in both armor and the wegpons they carried; but most had around, obvioudy wooden shield,
and acurved sword-the latter carried naked in their hand as they reached the shore.

No sooner was one out of the waves than he charged up the beach, shouting as he went, toward the
village and those il trying to escape up the road to the castle.

There was no order to the way the attackers came, but very soon a good share of them were on the
land and dready in among the villages. Jm had expected to see the buildings there go up in flames dmost
immediately; but they did not. Instead the attackers merely rushed through the structures in pursuit of

those trying to escape.
“Singerd” said Sir Mortimor.

There were still only about half adozen bowmen on top of the tower, but possibly as many asthree
dozen of the other men. These lined the battlements facing the beach, reached into their pouches, and
drew forth alength of doubled leather thong with aflat leather pad in the middie of it, which had been
poked or molded into a pocket. Digging again into their pouches, they came up with dull dugs of some
sort of metal. Each at hisown rate of speed fitted adug into the pocket of histhong arrangement, took
both ends of the thong and began one-handedly whirling the whole arrangement lightly in averticd circle,
asthey gazed down at the beach, the weight of the dug in the pocket stretching the thong
arrangement-which was evidently and clearly ading-to itsfullest limits, so that it rotated like a solid wand
inthe hand of each ashetwirled it.

“Never mind any that haven't reached at |east to the bottom of theroad,” said Sir Mortimor. “Pick off
those closeto the villagers. Wait for my order.”

The row of men stood apparently idly whirling their dings. It was not until thefirst of the attackers were
within afew steps of overtaking an old woman who was lagging behind the rest of those frantically trying
to reach safety, before he gave the word; and by that time the section of the road that had been left
empty behind the villagers was now full of the Moroccan pirates.

“Now!” said Sir Mortimor and dl together, asif it had been rehearsed, one end of each ding waslet go,
the dingersleaning forward al together asthey released their missles-and, immediately, each dinger had
another dug out of his pouch, fitted it into the socket of hisding and waswhirling it again, dinging now as
each one was ready.

Down below, the results were remarkable. From this height, of course, the impact of the dugswas
soundless and, unlike the strike of arrows, there was nothing to be seen in the way of a shaft with feathers
sticking out of the person hit.

“Bdearicdingerd” cried Brian with delight. “ They are Baearics, arethey not, Sir Mortimor?’

“For the mogt part,” grunted Sir Mortimor, hiseyes still on the Situation below. “They haveto betrained
from boyhood, like those who use the longbow. But some of these are cheaper, raised closer to hand,
and from the standpoint of acastle like mine, it is much easier to stock great amounts of the dugsthey
throw, than the carefully made arrows abowman must use, and which usually cannot be recovered when
acadtleisbeing atacked and possibly besieged. Also, they have not the range of the longbow, but at
short distances like thisthey are wonderfully effective.”



“Effectiveindeed!” said Brian.
And so they were.

To Jm, looking down from the tower, it was asif haf of the closest pursuers had suddenly collapsed on
the ground; and those till on their feet had turned and were in panicky flight back down theroad. The
rearmost of these dso fell; but by the time they reached the bottom of the road, most of the dingers had
stopped whirling their dings and werelooking to Sir Mortimor for further orders.

Sir Mortimor shook his head.

He had evidently signded for wine, and someone had brought it to him. He stood with amazer in his
hand, nearly full with thered liquid, but was not drinking from it. There was slence on the tower top.

Down below, however, the invaders were making enough noise for both sides. Looking down from the
battlements, Jim could see that most of them had crowded into the little space between the houses of the
village and the beginning of the zigzag road up the dope. They howled and shook their wegpons, looking
upward at the battlements. A few of them evidently had bows, for arrows flew from among them, none
getting any higher than three-quarters of the way up the tower before hitting the stone sides and dropping
back.

“Not surprising, that,” said Brian, watching beside Jm. “Hard to judge the distance to your mark looking
so sharply up hill asthis”

Sir Mortimor sipped at his mazer.

A few more arrows |ofted into the air high enough to fall harmlessly onto the tower top. Minutes went
by, and gradudly the noise below dwindled and dwindled until there was sllence thereaswell. Thena
strong voice shouted aone.

“English knight!” it cdled. “Sir Mortimor, | know you arethere. | am Abd' ul Hasan, and theseare dl my
men. Y ou cannot hope to hold out againgt us. | would spesk with you. Sir Mortimor. English knight.
Show yoursdlf at your battlements!”

Watching from those same battlements, Brian with Jim saw the crowd below move gpart to reved a
sngletal individua in ared turban and along, flowing white robe standing amost on the beginning of the
road up the dopeitsdf. He wastdler than most of those around him; but even from this height, Jm could
see that he was nowhere near the height of Sir Mortimor. His brown face looked upward, waiting.

Beside Jm, Sir Mortimor leisurely stepped forward to stand towering over the serrated rock teeth of the
battlements and looked downward.

“What isit?" hisremarkable voice rang out and down to those below.

“Wewill take your castle, burn it around your ears and crucify you!” cried Abd’ ul Hasan.” But this, only
if you force usto fight our way in. | give you achoice. Come out now, leaving al behind; and you and
everyone with you shdl go safely. | repeat, come out now, and you and al with you shdl go free, safely.
We only want what isinsde your castle!”

Sir Mortimor stood, not answering, Smply looking down at him. After along silence the man below
shouted up again.



“What do you say, English knight?’ he said. “ Answer me now. Y ou will not get asecond chance.”
“I am German,” Sir Mortimor’ s voice over-rode him.

“I care not what you cal yourself,” shouted Abd' ul Hasan. “Do you accept my terms? Say yesor no
now. Y ou will not get another chance.”

Sir Mortimor looked down a him thoughtfully. Asthe secondsfled by he lifted the mazer to hislips but
only Spped at it again, then took it from his mouth. Sowly and deliberatdly he turned hiswrist to pour its
contents through the empty air, to splatter on the last few stepsleading up to the front door of the castle.
He tossed the empty mazer after it. The cup was of metd; it fell in astraight line to the stone steps, hit
and bounced, hit again, and haf tumbled, haf rolled, now an unrecognizable pounded lump of metd,
amost to the feet of Abd'ul Hasan. Then Sir Mortimor turned and walked away from the battlements.

For along moment there was silence below and then aswelling roar of rage came up from the attackers.
Ontop of thetower Sir Mortimor’ s voice came clearly through the tumult.

“Ten men on duty hereat dl times,” he said. “ Everyone to deep with their weapons and-Beaupré!”

“Yes, m'lord,” said anarrow-bodied man with asword at his side and European body armor above the
was, aswdl asasted helmet. His hair was dark brown and plentiful; but smallpox had made a pitted
ruin of his otherwise sharp-featured face.

“You will havethe chargein keeping,” said Sir Mortimor. “A specid watch to be kept on the sairsand
aguard on the door; the kettle up here to befilled with oil and alow fire under it, ready to hest it swiftly if
there’ sneed. You will tell me, adeep, awake, or whatever | am doing, if they begin to show sgns of
attempting to force the front door. Otherwisg, it isin your hands. | expect little for aday or so; but make
note of when they try usfrom above, and if they try gunpowder against the walls and any el se of the usua

things”
“Yes, m'lord,” said Beaupré.

“Wel, gentlemen,” said Sir Mortimor to Jim and Brian, “ shal we down stairs once more; and try again if
we may not have alittle timeto ourselves?’

Hedid not wait for an answer; but turned and went directly to the stairs opening and down it. Jm and
Brian followed.

CHAPTER NINE
“Beaupréwill be my squireif | have need of such,” said Sir Mortimor, in an unusudly quiet voice.

They were seated once more at the table where they had been before, with three more of the apparently
endless supply of mazersfilled with wine before them. Sir Mortimor had waited until the servant who
brought them had | eft the floor.

“Asitis” thetdl knight went on, “heismy second in command. If he should call onyouto do
something, you will please me by regarding it as arequest from mysdlf. | expect nothing much to happen
for aday or two. They will try dl the easy things. We may hear stones poured upon the tower from
above, and some attempts to break through the walls a ground level, but nothing serious. Beaupré will



take care of this, al of it, and call upon you only if needed.”

“Sir Mortimor,” said Brianin aleve voice, “1 crave pardon if | misunderstand you. But it seemsto me
that you are suggesting that two belted knightsfight if necessary under the orders of asquire.”

“Sol am,” said Sir Mortimor, meeting him eyeto eye. “Y ou gentlemen do not know wars asthey are
fought in this part of the world; and Beaupré does. | assure you he will use the best of mannersin

Speaking to you.”
“That ishardly the point. Sr Mortimor,” said Brian. “We are guests of yours, | believe?’
“Youare,” sad Sir Mortimor. “What else might you be?’

“| expect nothing else,” said Brian. “But | dso expect that if my host would welcome my assstancein
defending his house, then my host would ask it himself, rather than sending someone of lesser rank to
demand it of me.”

“Very well,” sad Sir Mortimor. “| do so ask.”

“Inthat case,” said Brian, “I will be only too ready to help asmuch as| can.”

Jm felt the pressure of the conversation on him.

“And| too, of course. Sr Mortimor,” he said.

“Then | think we are agreed, gentlemen,” said Sir Mortimor. He stood up, leaving hiswine untouched.

“While | have put Beaupré with the charge in keeping,” he said, “it isnonetheless my castle, and my
decisonsrule. | will therefore be aware of dl that isgoing on, and thiswill leave melittle time to pay
attention to my guests. Sir Brian, if you would accept Sir Jamesinto the quarters| gaveyou, | would
gppreciateit. The possessions you brought with you when you came here by water, Sir James, have
aready been carried to that room. If in any way you are not comfortable, smply call aservant and say
what you want. If it is possibleto supply you with it, my castle will supply it. Now, if you will excuse me,
| will be about my own circuit of the castle to see how things are being readied.”

He turned, strode to the stairs and went down out of sight.

“Brian-* began Jm. But Brian raised aforefinger and brushed it across hislips, and Jm broke off
aoruptly.

Brian got to hisfeet, picking up his mazer as he did and beckoning Jim. Jm followed his example, but
left hiswine behind. Brian led him to the Saircase and down asingle level into asmal space from which
three doors opened off. He took the oneto the left, and led Jm into aroom that was obvioudy intended
as aguest bedroom.

In contrast to what Jm had been used to finding in castlesin England, it was more spacious than most
such guest rooms were; the bed was much bigger, with four posts and a canopy al theway around it;
and what might have been otherwise considered an arrow dit in thewall was severd timesaswide asthe
ordinary arrow dit-making agood bid at calling itsdf awindow. There were, however, no shuttersonit.
In case of bad weather not only wind, but rain, would enter.



Jm’s possessions were piled in acorner; and, among them, he was happy to see, was his persond,
rolled-up and vermin-free mattress. There was d so atable and barrel chairsin the room. Brian carefully
closed the door behind them, beckoned him over to the table, sat down himself with his mazer and
motioned Jm to achair.

“James” hesaid inalow voice, “unwittingly, | haveled you into atrap. If your magic gives you means of
escaping from here, | beg that you will useit. Thisattack on Sir Mortimor’ s castle should be no concern
of yours. | am heartily sorry you have become involved even thisfar withiit.”

Jm looked across the table at Brian and saw that he was in deadly earnest.

“Of course,” hesaid, “I could get away by magic. In fact, we both can get away by magic. What have
you got yoursdf into here, Brian?’

It was not until the last words were out of hismouth, that he had redlized that he had committed an
unpardonable socid error by asking such apersona question of Brian, in spite of the fact that Brian was
his closest friend. He had no right to ask Brian to tell him why he wasin any kind of situation. He opened
his mouth to apologize, but Brian spoke before him.

“Never mind it, James,” said Brian, asif he had read Jim’smind. 1 understand you speak only out of
concern for me. No, if you can escape, you must do so. |, mysdlf, am not freeto leave.”

“Why not?’ asked Jm.

“| came here asan invited guest,” Brian said, “ after meeting Sir Mortimor in Episcopi, where | was
viditing with some other good knights- English knights-whose grandfathers settled here at thetime of an
earlier crusade. Sr Mortimor has not failed in his duties as ahost toward me; and | cannot fail in my
obligation as aguest to him, now that he has adifficulty on hishands. It isnot so with you. Y ou came
only to find me, and you find metied here while you are freeto go. | beg you, James, leave while you
can; and if amessage must be sent back to Geronde and Angela, say that | waswell the last you saw of
me, and merely had asmall bicker on my hands which might delay me dightly in getting on with what |
came hereto do.”

Jm fet Hob stir again in the kngpsack on his back. Thelittle hobgoblin had ducked down out of sight
before Sir Mortimor had come back up to join them, at the time when they had been talking about
Brian’s childhood and his early knowledge of Hob. Now the hobgoblin stuck his head out of the
knapsack, and his breath tickled the back of Jim'’sright ear as he looked about.

“Oh!” he said happily. “Fire and smoke. A fireplace. M’lord, isit al right if | take alook up that
chimney?’

“Goright ahead, Hob,” said Jm-and in amoment the gray figure of Hob had launched itslf from his
shoulder toward the fireplace and to al appearances smply disappeared. Jm turned his attention back to
Brian. Thelast wordsthat Brian had said had rung oddly fasein hisears.

“Brian,” he said, “forgive me-and you don't have to answer me, if you don’t want to-but is something
wrong? | sthere something you' re not telling me that’ s badly out of kilter? Will you redly be ready to go
on assoon asthisisover?’

“I pledge mysdlf to do s0,” said Brian. “ And that pledge | am not going to fail upon. | give you my word
| will do my best to go back to my search for Geronde' sfather, the minute | am away from Sir Mortimor



and thiscastle”
“Thenwhy don't we both leave?” said Jm. “Y our obligations as aguest-*

“Aremy obligations!” said Brian with asnap. “I have never failed on my word; and, before God, | never
will.”

“Y ou're talking about your word to Sir Mortimor, now, aren’t you?” said Jm. “What word exactly did
yougivehim?’

“James-“ began Brian on an dmost angry note, and then stopped abruptly. He looked down at the table,
looked at his mazer of wine, took adrink from it and looked back up at Jm. “James, | will continuein
my search. There may be adight delay, however. Y ou areright. Thereis something | have not told you;
and it concerns an error and aweakness on my part. It isthefact is| have dmost no money left to travel
with.”

“No-?7" Jm broke off. “1 don’t mean to-“ he continued, staring a hisfriend. Brian’ s square, lean-boned
face with its blue eyes and aggressively hooked nose had something defiant about it. He checked the
word “pry” that had been on thetip of histongue and rephrased what he was going to say.

“-Ask any impolite questions of you,” he went on, “but how does it happen you could be out of money
so quickly? It seemed to me you had more than enough for a search here that could take you months, or
evenayear.”

“Sol had,” said Brian. “Thefault ismy own, James. We are dl sinners and have our weaknesses. One
of mine, asyou know, isthedice. | should have sworn off al such things for the period of this search, but
| did not think of it.”

“But what happened, then?” asked Jm.

“I cameto Cyprus, as perhaps Geronde told you,” he said, “ because acertain Sir Francis Neville, a
cousin twice removed, was aknight of the Hospitallers; and | hoped for advice from him. | knew that he
was here on Cyprus on some busi ness between the Hospitallers and certain well-placed and powerful
gentlemen on theidand. Perhgps Gerondetold you all this”

Jim nodded.

“But when | got here,” Brian said, “ Sir Francis had dready |eft again for the headquarters of his
Brotherhood, which haslong been e sewhere than the hospital they founded in Jerusalem, in the name of
S. John of Jerusalem, whereby, of course, comestheir name of Hospitallers. Their proper title at present
isthe Order of the Knights of Rhodes. | had hoped to learn from him the best way to take myself to
Pamyra, and dso how | should conduct mysalf and what | should be wary of on the way there.”

Brian paused. Jim, thinking he was done speaking, opened his own mouth.

“But surely,” Jm said, “ hisbeing gone shouldn’t have cost you most of your money-unlessit was stolen
fromyou.”

“No,” said Brian, “it would be a brave robber that tried to take what | had on my person. No, my
cousin Sir Franciswas no longer here; but he had many friends, of course, whom | discovered by
mentioning his name to other gentlemen; and those friends welcomed me in aright neighborly manner. But



you must understand, James, they passed me from one to the other-since one would have some
knowledge of Pamyra, but not of the best route toward it, where another might know of the route, but
not the city, and yet another might know more about ships plying back and forth between here and
Tripoli, that being the best port to come closeto it. PAmyra, you must understand, is some distance
inland from Tripoli and al other port citiesto the south.”

“Goon,” said Jm.

“Thetrouble was, James,” said Brian, “of course, each new gentleman | met must dine and drink and
entertain me-and, of course, together with al thisthere was a certain amount of dicing.”

“Oh,” said Jm. “And it added up to your losing al your money?’

“Ohno,” said Brian, “not al of it, by any means. A smdl portion, only. | was most careful. But then, in
Episcopi, | wasintroduced to Sir Mortimor, who was up there from his castle for business of his own,
and hejoined us at thedice; and | won.”

“Youwon?' Jm stared at him.

“Yes. | wonagood deal,” said Brian. “I ended up with more than | had when | first cameto Cyprus.
And | wonit dl from Sir Mortimor, who seemed then to live only for dicing and drinking. | have afar
capacity for wine, you know that, James. But Sir Mortimor’sis heroic!”

“l canbdieveit,” sad Jm.

“S0, | did not refuse,” Brian went on, “when Sir Mortimor invited me up herefor ashort say. Wewere
to enjoy thefishing, actualy. He had promised me that there was amost as much pleasurein trying to
boat afish aslarge asaman, on asingleline, asthere was besting onein single combat; and you know
that we do not usualy havefish that large, to be taken by only an angle, in England. Indeed, he was quite
right. He did take mefishing & first, and | had the experience; and it is something to remember, James!”

“I can believethat too,” said Jm. “But the last | heard you till had money. In fact, more than you had
gtarted out with.”

“Not morethan | had started out with, James,” said Brian reproachfully. “Morethan | had by thetimell
had gotten hereto Cyprus.”

“| stand corrected,” said Jim.

“But, of course, in the evenings we would be dicing; and-1 know not how it is, James-but what | had
experienced in Episcopi could only have been the most unusua run of luck; for here at the castleit has
been just the opposite. | have lost steadily; until now | have lost dmost every coin | possess. | cannot
leave without trying to get it back; and even if | could, my sense of honor would ingst that | stay hereto
help Sir Mortimor in hishour of trid.”

“I"'m not sure he regardsiit as that much of an hour of tria,” said Jim. “ So you won gaming against himin
Episcopi? Won steedily. But back here at the castle you have lost steadily? Were you dways using his
dice?

“Why, yes,” said Brian. “| never carry dice, James, you know that, for that | might be tempted to lose
what littlel own. | have this abiding fear that one day | might forget myself and even wager Blanchard of



Tours, when the fever ison me-and losehim.”

Jm nodded soberly. Brian had given al his patrimony, except the rundown Castle Smytheitsdlf, in order
to buy Blanchard, the great white stdlion that was hiswar horse, and who had the intelligence and the
fighting spirit that made such horses worth a prince’ s purse. And indeed, without Blanchard, Brian would
be hard put to win the tournamentsin which he essentialy made hisliving; and in which ahorse of such
weight, power and speed was a vital necessity.

“But you cannot be suggesting that Sir Mortimor has been less than honest in our bouts,” said Brian,
garing a Jm. “A knight would not- oh, I know there have been cases, hedge knights and pitiful fellows
not fit for agentleman’ stable. But for someone like Sir Mortimor who owns this castle and property
here... He could not survive without the help of his neighbors; and he would not dare chesat his neighbors
for fear that sooner or later it would be discovered; and then dl would turn againgt him.”

“Y ou may beright, Brian,” said Jm. “But | think you forget something.”

“What isthat?’ Brian was very closeto brigtling.

“Thisisapart of the world wheretaking al you can get from anyone e seisthe normal way of life. In
fact, you know aswell as| doit’snot the only part of the world where this can happento avisitor. And |
might point out that you' re aviditor here, astranger. That could make you fair game.”

“Hedarenot!” said Brian.

“Fromwhat I've seen of him,” Jm said, “ Sir Mortimor is not dow when it comesto daring things.”

Brian sat, dowly adjusting to theideaof Sir Mortimor as someone who would chest afellow knight.
Gradudly hisface became more and more grim until the bones of it seemed to push againgt the skin.

“By God!” hesaid. “If he has*
He broke off; and gradualy the anger seemed to leak out of him, to be replaced by despair.

“However,” hesad at last with asigh, “thereis nothing to be done about it. It would be dl the more
impoliteif | wereto question his honesty without proof certain-now that | am aheavy loser to him. But
gamewith him | mugt, if | am to have any hope of regaining my funds. In any case, thereisno way to tell
whether he plays honestly, or not.”

“Maybe not for you,” said Jm. He had his magic. But a the moment he could not think how he could
useit to check on the honesty of Sir Mortimor’ s dice playing. There must, however, beaway. “But if he
won't object to my sitting and watching while you play... if he doesn’t suspect that I’ m watching to seeif
| cantell that in some way or other he' slessthan honest...”

“Hewould not suspect the honor of afellow knight-“ Brian broke off. * ‘By St. Giles, James, it just may
bethat if you areright, he would indeed be suspicious. How to avoid that, | know not.”

But Jm’s mind was working now.

“What about this, Brian?’ he asked. “Would you say that Sir Mortimor was the sort of knight who could
be counted on to take up a chalenge?’



Brian stared at him.
“Of an absolute certainty!” said Brian. “ Courage, he does not lack.”

“Then maybe we could get him into a dice match, where his attention would be more on the match itself
with you than on any reason | might have for watching. If you chalenged himto it, for example, a a
moment when things were at risk and two gentlemen would normdly not sit down to wine and dice. Y ou
could do that?’

“I could, of course,” said Brian. “But when? And James-| have only afew pieces of gold lft. It may be
that | would have to give the appearance of having more. Itisagreat ded to ask of you, but isit

possible-

“Certainly,” Jm interrupted him. 1 can give you enough extramoney to make him interested. That’sno
problem.”

For that matter, he thought, he could make any amount of money that might be needed, magicaly. Of
course it would turn back into whatever he had made it out of, twenty-four hours later-and also to use
such false money to cheat someone would be against the laws of Magickdom-as Carolinuswould spell
that word. But to useit to catch a cheat ought to be allowable.

“We ll wait until the attack against this castle heats up,” he said.
CHAPTER TEN
Sir Mortimor turned out to be atrue prophet, however incorrect might be his play with the dice.

Jmwoke in the middle of the night under the impression that the castle was faling gpart, and came fully
awake only in timeto hear the last tremendous thunder of something or other againgt the wal not Six feet
from hisleft ear. Thefire had died down in the room’ sfireplace; there were only afew embers glowing
with adull rednessthat | eft everything else in complete darkness.

“Itisthe pirates, only, trying to drop stones on the castle from the cliff overhead,” came Brian’svoice
out of that darkness, as soon as the thunder had ceased. * * As Sir Mortimor said, James, the cliff
overhangs enough so that they can do no redl damage. Y ou heard the rocks scarcely hitting the forward
sde of the cadtle, just grazing it, so that they will only leave scars, which you may see tomorrow by
looking down from the battlements.”

“Oh,” said Jim. He went back to deep.

Theinvaders evidently agreed with Brian, for after thefirst fal of stones, no more came to wake them;
and thefollowing day, Brian, pointing down from the battlements, directed Jm’ s gaze to the whitish scars
on therounded side of the tower where the falling rocks had scraped it. It was hard to believein scars
that dight, considering the thunder Im had remembered hearing in the middie of the night.

The next attempt &t the castle came severa hourslater, well past mid-morning, when an unknown
number of the Moroccans crept up the steps, carrying a heavy wooden shield over their heads, so that
they were able to advance to the very foot of the tower and move around it to a point where they
apparently leaned it againgt the building as a permanent protection, and went to work benegth it.

“They will be attempting to dig down either under the wall, or far enough o that they can loosen and



break out apart of thewadll, so that the castle itself may sag, or that they can build an entrance through
which they can fight their way in,” said Sir Mortimor. “But they will be disgppointed. Thiscastleis
bedded solidly on and in theliving rock of the cliff itself, in acircular trench that was cut in that rock when
the tower was commenced.”

“Stll...” said Brian. They weredl three, Sir Mortimor, Brian and Jm, looking down over the battlements
and listening to the scrape of tools against the building and the other noises of work beneath the shield.
None of the castl€ sfighting men had been ordered to take any action against the diggers. “If they stay
withit,” Brian went on, “ sooner or later they should be able to gnaw through whatever isthereto the
interior of the castle”

Helooked a thetdl knight.
“Though | would venture,” he added, “to guessit would take more than afew days.”

“They will not,” said Sir Mortimor. “ Such patience you spesk of isnot theirs. A quick battle, aquick
victory ismoretheir way. Now, if this castle were somewhere north of the Mediterranean, far inland, you
might have cause to expect such athing. But not here.”

“Y ou have been in the wars on the continent, sir?” asked Brian.
“Some,” said Sir Mortimor, briefly; and, turning, he left them to go downgtairsinto the castle.

But again, it fell out as he had said. Asthe shadows of the day lengthened, the sounds of labor under the
shield became lessand less and finally ceased. Finally the shield crept back down the stairs, with stones
from the tower-top dingers seeking to find the space between it and the ground; and at least hit thelegs
of those who carried it. But it made its way back down the stairs and out of range without leaving any
wounded or dead behind.

The next night was ominoudly quiet, except for some singing and noise of voices down in the abandoned
village at thefoot of the cadtle.

“| expected them to burn those buildingsright away,” said Jm, haf to himsalf and half to Brian, looking
down a night. The only lights visible around the village were some torches being carried by individuas
going from one part of the village to another and atorch or so down by the two ships.

“I believe they have waited because the buildings give them a place of shelter todegpand eat in,” sad
Brian, besde him, “fromwhat little | understand of such things. How | envy Sir Mortimor with his
experience in wars on the continent. | wonder if he wasin the low countries, or in France-or maybe he
was farther eadt, possibly fighting against the heathensin the Far East.”

Jmturned to look at hisfriend sfacein the meager light of the stars and a haf-full moon.

“Y ou sound dmogt asif you admire him, Brian,” he said.

“Heisawarrior,” said Brian. “More so0 than |, who have never seen- well, have never redly taken part
in, outside of some small actionsin France-pitched battles, sieges, or the red meat of warfare. | may be
clever with the lance and possibly with other weaponsaswell; but | cannot say | have redly fought in any

true sense of theword.”

Since Brian' slife had conssted of amost continud fighting, according to Jm'’ s ordinary meaning of the



word, from the time of Brian’sfather’ s death when he had taken over Castle Smythe at the age of fifteen,
Jm found this exaggerated respect for someone who had been in recognized war alittle surprising. But
he did not think hisfriend would appreciate his mentioning that fact; so he said nothing aloud.

That night, however, there was an darm of adifferent nature. Jm woke to the sound of voices and
rushing feet in the castle. Thefirein their fireplace blazed up suddenly; and Jm saw Brian turning awvay
from it after throwing extrafud onto the till-burning embers. His friend was pulling on his hose and shoes
and buckling hisbelt and sword around hiswaist. In the light from the newly lesping flamesin the
fireplace, the scars on his naked upper body looked black, asif they had been painted there.

“They aretrying to force the door under cover of darkness,” Brian said to him briefly. “Best we were up
and armed, James. It is past compline.”

After midnight-Jim scrambled to hisfeet and began to dress, with that snking feeling he dways had
when hisbeing in actua combat wasin prospect. If anything, hewas at his best in amelee, where his
greater than average weight and size could give him a sheer muscle advantage. But it wasin momentslike
this he was very much aware of how inexpert he was with the sword he was now buckling about his
wad.

He and Brian, findly dressed and asfully armed as they could be, |eft their room and went down toward
the source of the most noise, which was on the ground floor.

Sir Mortimor’ s voice could be heard riding over the tumult by the time they reached the floor just above
ground leve. It came echoing up the stairwell with force and command.

“No more than thirty men herel” the knight was ordering, one floor down. Do nothing unlessthey
actualy bresk through the front door. Then, if they do, open this door only long enough for the dingers
and bowmen to have at them for amoment, then lock and bar here again. They should not gain through
thistime. So. Be orderly, be on watch, be ready. The rest of you, beyond the thirty who will stay, fill your
armswith straw and up the stairs with you and pile it by battlements above those attacking. The oil inthe
kettle should aready be heating. As soon as| come, we will throw down the straw from the tower-top
on thosetrying to get in, pour oil on top, and throw down lighted torches. Beaupré!”

“Yes, Sir Mortimor.” The pockmarked face of Sir Mortimor’ s second in command came toward the
knight from among othersin the crowd before the knight.

“Leavejust enough dingers here to be effective in the passage when the door is opened for amoment.
All other dingers up to the roof with us. Extrabowmen aso. Make sure the torches are ready!”

“Thetorchesare dready thereand lit, Sir Mortimor,” said Beaupré, “and most of the other dingers and
bowmen aso. There are enough here to take care of any attack through the passage. | will take care of
al”

Sir Mortimor turned toward the stairs, saw Brian and Jm starting down them and shook his head.

“If you please, messires,” he said, “ come with meto the roof.”

Hewas up the stairs and past them, crowding them against the stone wall to hisleft on the stairway,

within seconds of having finished speaking. He vanished upward, taking the stairs two steps at atime and
leaving them far behind asthey turned to follow.



Jm, hislegs il iff from the previous day’ s sair-climbing in the castle, gazed thoughtfully at the empty
steps before him. It did not seem possible that any human being could run up the five stories worth of
levelsingde the castle, taking two of the eight-to-ten-inch steps of the Saircase at each stride; but having
seen Sr Mortimor in action, he was now ready to believe that the knight would continue his pace dl the
way to the roof. Possibly, even now as Jm and Brian were climbing after him, Sr Mortimor was
emerging into the open night at the tower’ stop.

They joined him eventudly; and Jm saw, by thelight of torches held by men standing well back from the
forward facing battlements, where the lights they held could not make them marksfor archersfrom
below, arespectable stack of straw aready built, ready to be thrown down.

Sir Mortimor stood, legs spread alittle bit apart, watching other men bring still more armfuls up and add
to the stack. Thefirewasdight, in fact blazing brightly, undernesth the kettle of ail, which had now been
rolled on the metal whedls attached to its firebox to the aperture over the passageway ceiling. The kettle
itself was held pivoted on a couple of extended meta arms, so that merely by tilting it forward on those
pivotsit would pour its contents out of alip initsrim, to fall through the holes overhead in the
passageway far below. The heat from the firebox could be felt a dozen feet from it. im was astonished to
see Sr Mortimor suddenly walk toward the kettle and casudly stick hisforefinger deep into the liquid it
held.

“Warm enough,” he said, stepping back. Jm stared at the finger, but there was no sgn thet it had beenin
any way cooked, or otherwise marked by hest. A littlelate, he redlized that such afirewould haveto
burn for sometimeto get the ail, itsdlf, to an actual boiling point. There was alot of liquid thereto be
heated up.

“Fill buckets,” said Sir Mortimor. “Line them up close above the entrance and five men stand ready to
pour.”

A long iron rod was produced, and two men used it to push the top of the kettle forward so that it
swung on itsgimbals, tilting enough so that the first man to hold a bucket under itslip was abletofill it
without a problem. He carried it to the front battlements.

He was succeeded immediately by another man with an empty bucket, and the process continued until at
least a dozen buckets were lined up just below the crendations of the battlements.

Another man ran up from below.

“Sir Mortimor,” he panted, “ Beaupré sends to say that he does not think they will get through the outer
door in any time soon. Their battering ram strikes al over the surface of the door rather than repeatedly
at one place onit. He ventures to guess, with your permission, Sir Mortimor, that they arefinding their
footing uncertain on the stepsin the darkness.”

“Good,” grunted Sir Mortimor. He waved the man away. “Wewill furnish them light to work by. Tell
Beaupré that.”

He looked back at the activity on the roof.

“That’senough straw!” he said. “Beready to throw it over. Get it as close as possible before the door,
itself. It will spread and scatter enough faling down. Bucket-men, and al. Throw the straw!”

Hetook two enormous strides forward himself, scooped up ahuge armful of it in hislong amsand



tossed it over. All around him everyone was doing the same, including the men who had been standing
sentinel by the battlements around the back part of the castle. Within less than two minutes, al the straw
was over.

“Qil!l” snapped Sir Mortimor.

The men who had been appointed to handle the buckets seized them and began dumping their contents
over the side, crowding each other asthey did so to get as directly above the doorway as possible.

“Now,” said Sir Mortimor, when the last bucket had been poured. “ Torches!”

The torches around the roof were seized and carried to the same point from which everything else had
been thrown and dropped. Jim and Brian crowded close to the battlements alittle off to one side and
saw light suddenly blossom in front of the castle doorway-not at the door itself, but at least one or two
steps down. The straw had taken fireimmediately and the oil was feeding its flames.

“Singerd” Those on the roof who were dingers had aready dropped their straw and filled their dings
with missiles. They were whirling their dings ready to throw. Now they stepped forward to the
battlements, and as yells and screams came up from below they launched the missiles downward.

An amost equal roar of excitement rose among those at the top of the tower, with asingle voice
shouting out abovethe rest.

“They run!” cried avoice.
“Let noneescape!l” trumpeted Sir Mortimor. “ Singers, seetoit!”

Waetching, Jm saw the last two flaming figures scrambling down the stepsto fal and lie ill. In front of
the door, but not too closeto it, the straw till burned brightly, with dark areas here and there among it
where abody had fallen on the flames. The dropped battering ram they had been using-a squared-off
piece of timber, with the bottom edge of its striking face danted back from top to bottom to compensate
for the fact that they were ramming it upward because of the dope of the steps-was outlined by fire.

“Moreail onthat gtick of theirs,” said Sir Brian. “More straw too, if necessary. It must burn.”

Helooked around for the man who had brought him the message from below earlier, and found him
now, hovering dmost at his elbow. “Tel Beaupré to send any extradingers and archers he has up here.
Tdl him he may keep haf adozen of themonly.”

“Yes, m'lord.”
The man went downgtairs at arun.

A swelling hubbub could be heard from the buildings of the village where the rest of the attackerswere;
but none of them stepped outside the structures to where they might be in view of dingersfrom the
tower.

“Wadll, gentlemen,” said Sir Mortimor, looking over to Brian and Jm. “ Shdl weindulge ourselveswith a
drop of wine?’

Brian and Jm both murmured polite formulas of acceptance and followed him down the sairsto the



floor below-Jm il alittle dazed, in spite of his severd years now of medieva experience, by the ruthless
killing of the battering ram’ s handlers. He pushed it from hismind as Brian and he arrived at the floor
below. It was probably that extremely carrying voice of Sir Mortimor’s, he decided, that caused thingsto
gart being prepared asif by magic; but servants were aready putting out three mazersfilled with wine on
the table by the time they reached their floor level behind Sir Mortimor. And just then another servant
came with cheese, bread and cold mest from the kitchen leve farther down. Enclosed here, it seemed to
Jm strangdly stuffy after being on top of the tower. It had been acool night, up out in the open, but not
unpleasantly so. It was probably the tenson and the sudden change to indoors, to say nothing of the
clothing and armor he had put on, that gave him the feding.

Also, of course, each important room had its own fireplace; and there was one here. The fire had been
alowed to bum down, but it was il throwing out some heat. Jm was startled, however, to see Hob's
face gppear suddenly upside down, just within the upper edge of it. Hob smiled happily at him and

disappeared again.

Luckily, Sr Mortimor’s back had been turned to the fireplace when this happened. Cometo think of i,
though, Jm told himself, Hob would probably not have shown himsdf if anyone but Jm or Brian had
been looking in that direction.

Jm wondered for amoment how the hobgoblin had managed to get from the fireplace in their bedroom
to this one-then the obvious answer struck him. Of course. Hob had gone up their bedroom chimney,
then over and down the chimney of thisfireplace. He had probably been exploring every chimney and
fireplacein the cadtle.

“Wadll, Sir Mortimor,” said Brian, asthey sat down. “| believe you said the only way your castle could
be taken was by an attempt through its main entrance. Y et we have just had such an attempt made; and
you had little difficulty repdling it. Surely, you have not much to worry about from these pirates?’

Sir Mortimor put down his cup, aready a quarter emptied.

“Under any ordinary conditions, no,” he said. “ At least, not from aforce assmdl and asill-armed asthis
one. Againg alarger, more determined set of attackers, with siege engines, with gunpowder or even
bombards, possibly. But what | learned from the wars | wasin on the continent was to be prepared for
circumstancesthat are not ordinary.”

“And you gtill would not welcome,” said Brian, “my sdlying with afew men to bum their ships?’

“I am not about to lose one man | do not haveto,” said Sir Mortimor dryly. “This burning of their ships
would not be the bloodless task you seem to think it, sir. Moreover, not to mince words, you are aso
wrong about this castle having nothing to fear.”

“1 but tel your own words back to you, Sir,” said Brian. “| repesat, you said that except they reached you
through your main door they could never get in; and from what | saw tonight that they will never be able
todo.”

“In God'sName!” said Sir Mortimor, dapping hislarge pam down hard on the table top. “What you
saw tonight was not what could be. Any place of strength can be taken, given either enginesto break
their way in, or enough willing men to keep attacking until the place is penetrated and reduced!”

He and Sir Brian were staring at each other; and Jm was Stting with al his musclestight. When two men
with the golden spurs (golden in name, at least) of knighthood started talking to each other in this



bareknuckle fashion, in spite of whatever courtesiesthey larded their speech with, afight with weapons
was only inches away.

“We have neither of those here” said Brian.

“Now,” said Sir Mortimor, “we have not. But you burn their boats and-as | told you-you will cut off
their retreat. If they cannot leave, their only other hopeisto take this castle. Such asthese marauders do
not go out to get themsalveskilled but to pick up loot. But if cornered, they will fight aswell asanyone
else. From being men unwilling to keep fighting, they will changeto men willing to fight and die-aye, die!
Asthey are now, they have not the heart and guts to make it in my front door.”

He and Brian were eye to eye, their faces less than the table' s width apart.

“But givethem no choice,” Sir Mortimor went on, “and they will send men and battering rams againgt
that front door until it goes down, no matter how many are killed. The weaker among them will be
pressed into servicefirst, and then those left who have become the new weakest will be the next to go,
and soforth.”

“Thereisalimit to how long men will continue doing thet,” Brian said.

“Notindl cases” sad Sir Mortimor. “If there was ajihad, aMusseman Holy War, againg us here, and
those outside were fightersin that cause, | promise you they would smply keep coming. They would
bring battering rams againgt that front door and those who brought them would die; and they would send
more and those would die and they would send more and those would die. But in the end, they would
break through into the passage and thefirst of those into the passage would die and those next to follow
would diein the oil and flame and smoke-but the time would come when they would break through the
inner door-and then we would die”

Jm fet an dmogt intolerable pressure on him to say something, anything, to interrupt the growing tension
between Brian and Sir Mortimor, who were now leaning forward over the table toward each other in the
heet of their dispute.

“I know very little about this part of the world, and such things,” he interrupted, in as peaceable avoice
as he could manage, “but I’ ve got to confess | don't understand why those who attack us here should be
left with nothing to do but assault the castle, if their boats are destroyed. | got the impression you believe
most of them are Modems; and certainly there can’t be any lack of others of their faith in Episcopi. Why
can't they smply go by twos and threes up to wander into Episcopi, find their fellow believers, and be
helped to some ship that will take them homeward?’

“Indeed!” Sir Mortimor’ s piercing voice and angry gaze turned itsalf on Jim. “'Y ou do know little about
meatters here. In fact, Sir, you know nothing! What makes you think that smply because there are others
of their own faith in Episcopi, they would be safe there? There are too many of them attacking usto try to
pretend to be anything but what they are. Only afew of these would need to wander into Episcopi,
before word would reach the Chrigtian knights who are my friends, telling them who these men are, and
what they have been about-*

“I see” said Jim soothingly. “Well, of course-*
Sir Mortimor’ svoice drowned his out, going right on.

“Their fellow Mussamen would not walit for answer, but seize and hold these men and any otherswho



came after them, while approaches were made to those | do business with-as to whether | would pay to
have these condemned as pirates and turned over to judgment and death- and with them any other such
who wandered in from then on, no matter how reasonable their story, or how innocent their appearance,
would be put to the same fate. There are those in Episcopi, Chrigtians and Musselmen both, who do
bus ness with me. Some hold my notes-of-hand for certain sums and want them redeemed-which they
cannot beif | am killed and my castle looted. Also, they know | am in aposition to repay any rewards
they offer for such pirates being taken up and disposed of. Surely, Sir James, you are even more of an
innocent than you proclaim yoursdf if you cannot imagine something like this happening!”

The mounting tenson between Brian and Sir Mortimor had been broken; but Jm found himself
persondly in an uncomfortable spot. Now, instead of Sir Mortimor crowding Brian to the point where a
fight between them wasinevitable, Sir Mortimor was crowding him to the point where, if he wanted to go
on caling himsdlf aknight, Jm must react as Brian might have, unless he could think of something very
quickly indeed.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

He had gotten out of a sticky situation once, when he had first met Brian, by talking about Socid
Security numbers. Possibly, thought Jm, something elsein theway of twentieth-century concepts might
work now. He smiled amiably at Sir Mortimor.

“I’'m indebted to you, Sir Mortimor,” he said heartily. “Indeed | am very glad to hear you tell methis.

I’ ve been concerned these last few days over the meteorological situation at this castle of yours, here; the
dangerous possibilitiesthat are dways there whenever alarge low-pressure cell pproaches an even
larger high-pressure one. But what you say reassures me.”

Sir Mortimor’ slips, which had begun to curl into something very closdy resembling asneer with James's
first few words, froze, then gradualy collapsed into a baffled stare. Brian was staring at him with equal
blankness.

“Asyou know,” Jm went dong cheerfully, “events have falen out so that | have ended up being
involved with magic. So the concern was unavoidable. But, naturdly, | didn’t wish to concern you or Sir
Brian with any matters meteorologica or astrophysical, unless absolutely necessary.”

Sr Mortimor’ s stare sought Brian’ sface. Brian frowned back at him severdly.

“Sir Jamesisamage,” said Brian frodtily. “1 had thought you understood that, sir, since he mentioned his
work in that art prevented him from taking part in any gaming.”

“I knew of hisdeeds, of course, but | had thought then he spoke only in regard to his changing into
dragon-shape.”

“Itisfar morethan that,” said Brian. “ The rules of his Order are extremely strict. For one, he must deep
every night not in any bed, but on apallet of penance he carries everywhere he goes.”

It was Jm’sturn to stare. He had never imagined Brian had put thisinterpretation on his carefully
deverminized, decontaminated, traveling bedroll. Sir Mortimor’ s face had gone ashen. He turned to Jm.

“Sir James!” Hisvoice waslowered. “1 crave your pardon if some hasty word of mine may perhaps
have sounded improper or unrespectful; but | only knew of your deeds-your deeds asaknight, that is
had no real notion of you asaso amage...”



It would have been impaossible for im to have imagined such athing afew moments before, but the tall
knight was actudly sammering.

“Youmusn't cal meamage,” said Jm hadtily. “I’'m redly only experienced in lower levels of magic.
Only the very top levels of magicians, those like my Master, Carolinus, should be addressed as mage. As
for any hasty words from you, | have heard none, Sir Mortimor. In any case, tut! We are dl three
knights, here together. Pray let usforget this business of my magic, except as| referred to it amoment
ago-a problem now settled. | shal spesk to you, Sr, asaknight; and | will be gratified if you will speak
to me as merdly another.”

“That-that ismost gentle of you, Sir James,” said Sir Mortimor. “Y ou must understand how, living here
away from norma European society, and being rather arough fellow to begin with, | have become even
rougher, and | do not guard my tongue theway | should. It is so difficult these daysto get your orders
executed properly. | havefdlen into the habit of being more outspoken to my equalsthan | should be, to
anyone except those of lesser worth. | will be most grateful to you, Sir James, if you will correct any
tendency like that in me, which you see or hear in the future, so that | may amend my ways at once and
make proper gpology for them.”

“Tut,” said Jm again, a the moment totally unable to think of what elseto say.

The color flowed back into Sir Mortimor’ sface.

“I am mogt grateful to you, Sir James-well, damn your black liver and lights!” Theselast wordswere
delivered to Beaupré, who had come up the stairs during the knight’ sfinal words and was standing by his
elbow, silent and waiting. “What kind of trouble are you bringing me now?’

Beaupré showed no more sign of being affected by Sir Mortimor’ s outburst than if he had been carved
out of stone.

“Y our pardon, my Lord,” he said in exactly the same tone of voice Jm had heard him use every time he
had spoken, “but there is some activity down in the village, which may be connected with our just driving
off those who had attacked the front door. The fire from the straw and the oil in front of the castle has
now burned down, and dl is darkness before the door. | could let one of our men out the smdl pand in
the door; or go mysdlf, and creep a small distance down the dope to seewhat | could hear and find out
about what they may be doing, or beginning to do.”

“Ignoreit, Beaupré” said Sir Mortimor. “They will do nothing until daylight &t least, when we may see
them trying to find asafe way from the village to the door. But not in darkness. Not tonight”

Beaupré hedtated.

“Youmay go!” said Sir Mortimor. Beaupreé disappeared down the stairs. Sir Mortimor turned back to
Jm.

“You are, indeed, satisfied, Sir James,” he said, “that | meant no ill will? Then or now?’
“It never crossed my mind,” said Jm.

“l anrdieved,” sad Sr Mortimor. “Wdl, gentlemen, shdl we st and talk and drink a bit and then
perhaps seek our beds for what rest we may have the remainder of this night? Mayhap we may need it



tomorrow. One thought does occur to me, however, Sir James. If you will excuse me from any further
offense | may give through ignorance, | do not suppose you would be willing to put your magic to usein
the defense of my castle? | am not without certain resources. By that | mean that | would be more than
willing to congider any price you might think right for your assstancein that direction-1 mean to offer no
offensein suggesting payment to afellow knight, noneat dl. It ismerdy athought”

“Inany case” said Jm, “I’ d have to disgppoint you. Asyou just guessed, Sir Mortimor, my magic is not
for sde”

“Oh, of course-“ Sir Mortimor broke off. “So let us drop that matter, gentlemen, and talk of other
things. Between the three of us, | am enheartened by the speed and easiness with which we repelled
tonight’ s attempt on the castle' s entrance. It may well be that whatever reward was promised or given
these searovers was not enough to encourage them to afully serious effort against the castle. There are
fishin the seaand there will have been some food left in the village; but they will soon run out of
provender; and it may bethat after afew other small attempts, they may smply take ship and leave. |
have known it to happen before.”

“I told Sir James about the fishing you told me of and then took me out on,” said Brian, avoiding Jm'’s
eyewith afaint pinkening of the flesh over hislean cheekbones, “and the pleasurein bringing to boat a
fish of the size you had then spoken of. | would that he could have the experience aswell. If these pirates
leave, certainly it would be possbleto take Sir James out and find him alike fish?’

“Eadly, eadly,” said Sir Mortimor, taking a hearty drink from his mazer. “1 have never forgotten my first
experiencein such fishing with an angle, mysdlf, on coming to thisidand-more wine here!” Helowered
his voice, which had been pitched up on the last three words, and went on. “Until that time | had boated
only smdl fish, the kind that come like obedient dogs when you pull on theline. | would be happy to take
you out, Sir James, as soon aswe are no longer under siege.”

“Thank you, Sir Mortimor,” said Jm, “but we' || have to see about that when the time comes. Brian, you
remember we must be about our business, and you have been sometime on Cyprus, aready.”

“Surely, you could spare afew more days,” said Sir Mortimor. “We deserve a certain amount of rest
and enjoyment once these intruders are gone in any case. Tell me, Sir James-1 honor your resolve not to
sl the use of your magic, but surdly if amagician should so choosg, | should assume there would be a
good dedl of wedlth to be gained by it? | have thought from time to time how useful it might beif | could
work some magic mysdlf; but | never had timeto St down and learnit. | imagineit takes a couple of
weeks or more to realy master a spell? But, on the other hand, once you have mastered it, | imagineit is
no more than sngpping your fingers, and then dl things obey you?’

“Not exactly,” said Jm, thinking of hishard work and the small progressin magic it had won him during
the last severd years, even with the hdp of Carolinus. “It' salittle more difficult than just learning aspell.”

“Say you so!” Sir Mortimor looked at him thoughtfully. “Not the sort of thing agentleman could pick up,
to an extent at least, in afew months? | must tell you, Sir, that | am reckoned to be very fast with my
hands. | have smdl trickswith which | have amused company before now, in which things seem to
appear or disappear-like magic, but tricks only, of course-and my friends have often said that | might
easly make mysdf afamous magician with abit of effort. But you think it would require more than, say, a
year or o of work-when | had the time?’

“I'msureitwould,” said Imfirmly.



“Ah, well,” said Sir Mortimor, but the polite belief hetried to put into hiswordsrang false on Jm’' s ear.
“How many years doesit take to make aknight, Sr Mortimor?’ asked Jim.

“Eh?’ said Sir Mortimor. “But you must dready know that. A lifetime, from boyhood upward of
course.”

“That iswhy amagician must live much longer than any knight,” said Jm. “Because it tekes alifetime for
him, aso, to make him afull master of hiscraft.”

Sir Mortimor stared back at him, puzzled. Sowly, Jm saw understanding begin to dawn asthelittle
frown line between his eyebrows erased, and something of aflush colored hisface. But before he could
say anything in answer, Beaupré was again a hisebow.

“Forgiveme, m’'lord,” said Beaupréin the same unvarying voice. “But | have had the carpenter from the
village listening &t the escape pand in the front door; and he saysthat they are now pounding stakesin
somewhere partway down the steps; and in addition they are building something, or somethings, inthe
houses of the village. He swears he can hear hislong-saw at work; and he begs permission to go out and
listen more closely to what isgoing on.”

“Heisthe only master carpenter we have,” said Sir Mortimor irritably. “1sthere not someone else who
could go out and listen and be more easily spared if he did not come back?’

“I can send aman with good ears, who has some knowledge of the soundsin a carpenter shop, m’lord,”
said Beaupré.

“Then take care of it, Beaupré” said Sir Mortimor. “ Take care of it yoursdlf; and stop bothering me
about minor matterslikethis”

The servant whom Sir Mortimor had called for some moments before to refill their mazers was now
doing so. Beaupré went downgtairs and Sir Mortimor soothed his nerves with some of the newly poured
wine

“Well, gentlemen,” he said, “perhaps we shal have some peace now. It isamisfortune that you cannot
indulgein play with the dice, Sir James; since | hesitate to suggest to Sir Brian that we pass alittle of our
time now in that sport, so that we may the more quietly go to deep when werretire. | know not what else
| can suggest by way of amusement; but it would beill-mannered of usto play whileyou merdly sat idle”

“Not a al,” said Jm. “| enjoy watching. It isthe next best thing to being able to play myself. The two of
you go ahead. I'll just Sit here and enjoy mysdlf.”

“Well then,” said Sir Mortimor, looking at Brian. “What do you say to ashort bout, Sr? Asit falsout, |
gill have my dicein my purse here, dong with my winnings of the last timewe played. | had meant to set
both away, but failed to get around to it.”

“All the better,” said Brian. “On my part, | happen to have afair amount of my money with me; so that
there need be no interrupting to fetch it from the room Sir Jamesand | share.”

He reached into the broad purse attached to his belt and brought out a heavy handful of moutonsd' or,
broad French piecesin gold, that brought agleam to Sir Mortimor’ sface, dthough it was gone dmost as
quickly asit appeared. In histurn he brought up a handful of coinsalmost aslarge, but they weredl in



slver, with somelesser slver and brass change mixed with them.
“Shdl we say ten silver to one gold?’ hesaid to Sir Brian.
“Willingly,” answered Brian.

The dicing began; and to Jim'’ s surprise, Brian began to winimmediately. In fact, he won the first four
bouts before he had hisfirst loss, and then he won three more. Both he and Sir Mortimor were becoming
caught up in the game. Their eyesfollowed the dice with an avid eagerness, concentrating on the dancing
cubes doneto the point where Jm began to fed hewas next toinvisble.

He adso found that he was blaming himself for not having made plans for watching a dice game that might
show himif Sir Mortimor cheated. He had made amental note to find away to use magic to test the
matter; but he had not gone beyond that point.

Also, it was awkward that Brian was continuing to win, an average of something like three bouts out of
five; and Sir Mortimor’ s silver was swiftly moving to Brian' s side of the table. Letting Brian win could
samply beaclever move on Sr Mortimor’s part to dlay suspicion, particularly since he had cometo
redize that Jm had congderable magica powers which might make any cheating dangerous.

Sir Mortimor could smply be chesting againgt himself, to let Brian win; or he could be playing honestly
at the moment; and Brian was having alegitimate run of luck.

It could even be that Jm’ s suspicions were unfounded.

The whole business of Brian winning in Episcopi and losing here might have been the result of honest
play after al, with Brian having arun of luck in Episcopi and Sir Mortimor having hishere. If it had dll
been honest, then Brian’ s only hope wasto get lucky again.

Thedicing went on. For alittletime, luck seemed to flow againgt Brian after all; but thisdid not |ast.
After ashort run in which he logt, he began to win again and continued. They were approaching a point
of decisions, since the money Sir Mortimor had on the table was now down to afew pieces. Hewould
soon either haveto call an end to dice-play for the evening or go to wherever in the castle his wed th was
stored, and bring back afresh supply of coins.

“Wdl, wel,” said Sir Mortimor, pushing hislast few coinstogether. “ The dice have not been my friend
this evening. Heigh-ho, but so it goes. At any rate, we have gotten away from our present problemsand
mayhap wewill al desp well. We should probably cal it quitsfor the moment, Sir Brian.”

“| fed didressed, gr,” said Brian. “It seems|less than gentlemanly of me to stop without giving you a
chance to win back what you have lost just now. If you are weary, yoursdlf, | would not keep you from
your rest. But | assure you-*

“Oh,” said Sir Mortimor, “I spoke only out of courtesy. Mysdlf, | am not deepy at dl; and, infact, |
would be up and around in the castle for the rest of the night from time to time, anyway. If you wish, | will
be glad to dice on. | own, | would not be loath to win back what you just took from me. Give me but a
few momentsto fetch more coin, so that we can play like gentlemen with the worth of our wagers openly
upon the table-*

“By dl meand” cried Brian, determinedly ignoring Jm’ s attemptsto sgna him that quitting now would
beagood idea. “1 will be happy to wait. So, I'm sure, will be Sir James.”



“Then | shdl beright back,” said Sir Mortimor.

“Brian,” said Jm, in alow voice, after the tal knight had gone, “you redlly should have stopped. Even
this much ahead must have recouped you for at least part of your losses.”

“It does, of course,” said Brian. “But, James, it isunthinkable that | should not give the man the chance
to have hisrevenge. Itisasunthinkable asif | wasin atourney, and the saddle girth of hewhoisto ride
againgt me broke before we had even a chance to crosslances. | were no gentleman at dl, then, if 1 did
not lift my lance point intheair, rein in my horse, and ride back to my end of thelist, to wait until he could
be resaddled and ready to come again with full force.”

“Wadl, now,” said Sir Mortimor, Stting down &t the table with them once more. “ Since you offered to
wager tonight with gold, Sir Brian, | thought it only fair to match your coinswith those of the same meta.”

He poured from hiswallet adouble handful of English rose nobles, such as Brian had won &t the
Christmas tournament afew months before. Almost undoubtedly, thought Jm, they had been Brian's. But
now the value of the money at play on both sideswas considerable.

The dicing began again. At firgt, Brian continued to win. Then thetide turned againgt him for ashort time
before he began to win again. But his second session of winning with the rose nobles on the table was
shorter than the one before, and very soon the play settled down to an exchange that seesawed back and
forth, first in one man’ sfavor, then the other, but gradually-and, Jm noticed, steadily-Brian’s pile of coins
began to diminish, and Sir Mortimor’ sto grow.

Both men were deep in the game, obliviousto anything outsdeit; and Jm found himsdlf being drawn into
each pass of the dice with the same sort of tension. He was growing more and more certain that
somehow Sir Mortimor was controlling the fal of the dice, oneway or another. But, though he stared
carefully at theway Sir Mortimor threw the cubes, he could see nothing strange about either the throws,
or the dice themsdlves, when Sir Mortimor won; nothing different in them from the times Brian won.

Still, hisfeding that Sir Mortimor was controlling the game somehow continued to grow from asuspicion
to anear-certainty. There was something artificial about the rhythm of the way the winning went back and
forth, with Brian regaining the lead for amoment, only to loseit again, and then to lose more deeply than
Sir Mortimor had lost the time before.

Jm wished he knew more about chesting and gambling in generd. All he could remember werelittle tags
of information floating around in hismemory.

Two things only floated to the surface of his mind from among these tags. One was something hewas
amost sure he had read in astory, rather than in knowledgeable nonfiction: areference to some gambler
putting the “ happy hop” on dice when he threw them. The other was something e se that he was more
sure he had read; something about the edges of dice being shaved, so that when st rolling they dways
ended with certain sides upward.

But if hismemory was not playing tricks on him, and Sir Mortimor’ s dice were shaved, Brian would aso
be winning with them every time he used them.

That is, unlessthere actudly was something like a* happy hop”-but it could only be put on shaved dice
by an experienced player with them... some specia way of throwing...



However, theideaof the skill involved to make such dice work for Sir Mortimor and not for Brian rang
alittle far-fetched to Jm’ s mind. His mind, hunting for an answer, sumbled over avery obviousone. Sir
Mortimor could have more than one set of dice. He could be throwing one set himsdlf and making sure
that Brian threw the other.

But this sounded almost as unbelievable asthe idea of the “ happy hop.” Jm frowned interndly. If Sir
Mortimor was switching the sets of dice, he had to do it before their very eyes, without the exchange
being noticeable-arid that wasimpossible.

Or wasit?

Something wastickling that memory of his again, someone, perhaps some fictional detective had said
it-when dl reasonable answersfail, and only one unreasonable possibility isleft, then the unreasonable
possibility is possible-or words to that effect. The thing to do here wasto smply start from the
assumption that Sir Mortimor was somehow switching two pairs of dice back and forth, and try to figure
out how hewas doing it.

Jm had never diced in hislife, even back in the twentieth century. He was one of those unusua people
who get bored by gambling, with anything lessthan his own life as a stake. Whatever pattern of play Sir
Mortimor and Brian were using with their two cubes a atime, it was agame that involved the one who
was winning holding on to the dice and calling for a certain number, and then throwing the dice acertain
number of timesto achieve what he had called for.

If he did so within the number of throws alowed him, he won; if he did not, he log. If helogt, then the
dice changed hands and the other player had his chance to throw, name anumber and try to achieveit
within the same certain number of throws.

Jm concentrated on Sir Mortimor’ s hands. They were very long hands, longer even than they were
large; and he had not been exaggerating when he said that they were unusually quick. He would shake
thedicein hisfist and then release them just above the table top with his hand palm down and hisfingers
flicking out to start them rolling. The minute the dice had flown, hisfingers curled back toward hispam
amod reflexively-not into atight fist but one amost so.

He was able to throw these dice with either hand. In fact, Im decided, the man must be ambidextrous,
because he handled the dice equaly well with both hands; and both hands released dice with the same
pam-down, finger-flicking motion.

Brian, by contrast, shook his dice with hisfigt in the same position in which he would have pounded a
table, little finger bottommost; and then turned his hand palm down only dightly, to et the dice ouit.

By contrast, there was something unusualy skillful about theway Sir Mortimor released the little white
cubesfrom hishand. It had the flowing sort of perfection about it that Brian showed in his use of
weagpons-a movement that seemed to have been stripped down to its absol ute essentials, and become
amogt asingle, graceful, unthinking action. Brian’ s handling of the dice was nowhere nearly as graceful.
Hethrew the dice, in fact, about the way Jm assumed that he himself would have thrown them.

The onething in particular that riveted Jm'’ s attention was the fact that Sir Mortimor’ srelease and
recapture of the dice, out of his hand and back again, was so swift as to make the movement of his
fingersamogt ablur before Jim’seyes. A suspicion crept into Jm’smind. It could be that speed was
intentiona, to hide something. If S0, here was something where even asmal amount of magic could help
him investigate.



He visualized his eyes aslenses of acamera capable of high-speed recording, so that it could play back
Sir Mortimor’ sthrow in dow mation.

He concentrated on Sir Mortimor’ srelease of the dice, then mentdly reran it insgde hisown head. In his
visudization, he saw the hand move out over the table, only the back of the hand and the knuckles
visble; then they opened, with the thumb dropping away from the other fingers and the other fingers
beginning to uncurl outward.

Now, for the firg timein this dow-motion version, he saw that they did not open up dl the way, and no
dice came out from them. Instead, the two dice were held by the top joints only of the four ringersthat
had enclosed them; and now that he saw the whole image instead of concentrating on Sir Mortimor’ s one
active hand, he caught sight of another pair of dice that dropped from the under part of Sir Mortimor’s
other deeve, hidden benesth his outstretched wrist and hand; and it was these dice that rattled and rolled
on the table top amoment later, for Brian to pick up and use.

In the same ingtant the fingers that held the unreleased dice closed back toward hiswrist; and asJm
watched, the origina dicethey held, thrown by the quick action of the fingertips, flicked back up into the
deeve behind them.

Brian’s hand went forward to the dice. Thishad been Sr Mortimor’slast attempt to throw the winning
point. Brian picked up, shook and threw the second pair of dice.

Jm put the visudization out of hismind, and concentrated once more on what was going on at the table.

Brian rolled the dice he had picked up, got afive showing on one and atwo on the other, tried to match
this point of seven and failed. Sir Mortimor swiftly scooped up the dice; and Jm, watching-even without
the need for magic dow motion now-naticed that Sir Mortimor gathered them in with his other hand and
flicked them back into the empty deeve they had |eft only seconds before. At the sametime, Jm saw the
origind dice, hidden from Brian by the pam-down position, drop secretly into Sir Mortimor’ s other
hand.

Sir Mortimor shook the dice with both hands like aboxer congratulating himsalf. Then with hisright hand
again, hethrew and made a point of eight; which, three throwslater, he matched to win his point and
another of Brian'srose nobles. The second set of dice would be the ones shaved to win-the first set
shaved to lose. Sir Mortimor was controlling Brian’ swinning or losing by choosing which dice Brian
used.

Widl, Jm told himsdf with satisfaction, that explained how Sir Mortimor was able to win a will with the
dice. Finding that out had been the hard part. Now it was Ssmply amatter of using hismagic to curethe
Stuation so that Brian had his money back-and that should be the easy part.

No it won't, said Carolinus svoicein his head.

CHAPTER TWELVE

Jm suddenly found himself standing, completely transparent, and looking down &t his own body il
gtting a the table with the equaly solid bodies of Brian and Sir Mortimor. Carolinus, so wraithlike and

transparent, was standing facing him; while the two very solid players were continuing to dice on,
obliviousto the pair of wraiths sanding besde their table.



Haven't you forgotten acouple of things, Im? said Carolinus. To begin with, areyou sureit'd bea
proper use of magickal energy to change or perhaps reverse the outcome of this dicing going on between
Brian and Sir Mortimor? Remember, our great Science and Art isadefensive one; and its powers are
never to be used aggressively. How sure are you that in getting Brian his money back, you wouldn’t be
taking it improperly from Sir Mortimor-in effect, robbing him?

Why, hegot it by cheeting, Jm thought back.

Theright or wrong of what humans do isn't the concern of the Accounting Office and the magicka
energy that has been hel ping the human race thisfar upward on itsway to Civilization, replied Carolinus.
If magick isto be put soldy to that purpose, then al magickianswould have their hands full just righting
the wrongsin their immediate vicinity; instead of working a those things that move humanity toward a
better understanding of the world and themselves. Of necessity, the Art of Magick must be gpart from
individual matters of right or wrong-except as those concern ether the magickian himsdf, or those under
his protection.

And Brianisn't under your protection, isthat it? said Jm.
Heisnot, said Carolinus.
And he' snot under mine, either? demanded Jm.

Ishe? said Carolinus. That's aquestion you have to answer for yoursdf, Jm. If he'sunder your
protection, then to what extent is he under your protection-in al things? Or just in the present instance?

Y ou mean | have to choose now the extent to which he' sunder my protection? said im. And I' [l be
forever stuck with whet | said at this moment?

Not at dl, said Carolinus. Y ou can amend your position in that regard at any point and as many times as
you want to. But you' re going to haveto be careful at every decision point how far you may be stepping
outside the essentialy defensive nature of magick.

Jmoglared a him.
And you talked about there being a couple of things, he said. What' s the other?

It' sasmple point, but atelling one, said Carolinus. Have you considered Sir Brian's persond code of
honor?

Jmfelt asif he had just been punched in the ssomach. This second question was worse than the fird. If
he wereto magicdly dter the Situation so that Sir Mortimor lost back to Brian everything that he had
taken from him, how would Brian react if he knew Jm had arranged it?

The answer was al too obvious. Brian would be deeply-maybe critically-offended. Offended and angry.
In Brian's persona code, aknight did not take an unfair advantage; not even to get his money back from
onewho had gotten it unfairly. Brian would ing st on giving back to Sr Mortimor al that Jm had
magicaly won back for him. Then, and only then, if he had been thoroughly convinced that Sir Mortimor
had been chesting, he would undoubtedly accuse the other knight in plain terms and fight him to the
death.

But the money would still have been with Sir Mortimor, if and when it was Sir Mortimor who died. Brian



would not have taken it back even from the dead body. But his friendship with Jm amost undoubtedly
would be severed-possibly for life.

The answer-the only answer-was one Jim would have given anything not to face. It was that he could
only straighten things out here at the expense of leaving Brian, aswdl as Sr Mortimor, in complete
ignorance of how the money had come back. Unless, that was, he could think up some excuseto explain
mattersto Brian afterwards; hopefully, at some distance in time, after it wastoo late for Brian to do
anything about Sir Mortimor. Perhaps by that time he could come up with some way of explaining it to
Brian that would makeit al right.

Damnit, Carolinug said Jm. Thisisagray areal A Stuation where the directives you talk about point in
two exactly oppositeways. If | help Brian, then I’ll be harming him.

Y es, said Carolinus, unfortunately, thisis the sort of problem you bump into and have to make adecision
on when you get into Advanced Magick. Here saplacewhere| can’t help you, of course. Thisis
something of a bittersiwveet moment for me, Jm. It's not unlike that of a parent watching a child growing
up, to the point where the child has to use his or her own judgment; and the parent must stand aside.

Y ou' ve reached the stage of Discretion, Jm. It's been gpproaching you for some time, though you may
not have read the shadow it cast beforeit.

| don't know what you mean by its shadow, said Jm.

Come now, answered Carolinus, of course you do. For some time now you' ve been thinking that | was
ignoring you more than you' d like; and not dways explaining things fully to you-even thinking that | was
possibly lying to you at times. It' strue that in some cases |’ ve had to tell you only part of the truth. When
at last you'refully fledged asaMaster Magickian-if you ever reach that day-you' || understand. In any
case, none of this atersthe fact that right now you have a decision to make that you must make by
yourself. | can watch; but | can’t help.

Carolinus disappeared; and an ingtant later im was back in his own body, his solid body stting at the
table, watching Sir Mortimor il taking coins away from Brian in bout after bout

Jm’smind felt torn thisway and that; and then suddenly everything fell into asmple, clear choice
between two dternatives. One was keeping the relationship he vaued highest-aside from what he had
with Angie- ardationship with Brian that had to alarge extent made his existencein this
fourteenth-century world not merely bearable but possible. The other wasthat he could risk losing that
friendship, but see Brian with achance that might never come again-to find Geronde' sfather at last and
marry Geronde-the chance for those two to end up married, as they had wished to befor so long.

There was no comparison between the two choices. Thefirst was an entirely persond, selfish oneon
Jm’ s part. The other was something that could better the whole lifetime of the two closest friends he and
Angiehad.

The hdl withit! thought Jm. That money belongsto Brian; and Brian’ sgoing to haveit.

He had expected to have to hunt and search for theideal magic to do it; but it presented itsdlf to him,
amog asif it had been in waiting there in the back of hismind. He half closed his eyes and visudized the
two setsof dicein Sir Mortimor’ s possession. Magicaly, he would cause them to trade places under
certain specific conditions. Whenever Sir Mortimor turned the dice over to Brian, it would be the winning
dice that Brian picked up, and whenever Brian turned over the dice to Sir Mortimor, they would become
thelosng dice again.



Sitting, he watched the luck at the table change. Brian won, and won, and won... until Jm suddenly
woke up to the fact that hisrun of luck had been unnaturdly long. Hastily he amended hismagic
command, so that he could cause the changing of the dice to be such that Brian would lose when Jm
decided he should, and Sir Mortimor would win until Jm decided to change the dice he was throwing
back to thelosing pair.

To begin with, healowed Sir Mortimor to win back quite afair amount of what he had lost. Thetall
knight had begun to look very darkly indeed at the way things were going &t the table. But now hisface
cleared up. Jm dtered things back so that Brian won again and after ashort bout of winning that just
about matched what Sir Mortimor had won back, Jm had him lose and Sir Mortimor begin to win again.

But only briefly so. Contralling the game silently as he sat there, Jm gradualy continued to shift the
balance of winnings over to Brian’sside. It continued until there were no coinsleft on Sir Mortimor’sside
of thetable.

“By dl the Saintd” said thetal knight, getting to hisfeet. He was not exactly scowling, but he was not
far fromiit. “Luck seemsto have deserted me, ar. If you will wait while| fetch more coinsto wager
with-*

“By dl means” sad Brian. “By dl means, Sr Mortimor. But-much as| enjoy winning, it painsmeto see
you losing so steadily. If you would wish to take your revenge at alater time...”

“Hdl, no!” said Sir Mortimor.

“Then, gr,” sad Brian, “I'll be glad to wait until you return with fresh funds.”

Sir Mortimor stalked over to the staircase and disappeared down it.

“James” said Brian in addighted whisper, turning to him. “Did you ever seethelike? Why, | have
recouped more than hdf of al | havelost to him, dready. May Heaven be with me for awhile longer;
and if | once come out of thiswith anything like the weight of purse | had to begin, | take my oath never

to touch dice again until | am once more safely back in England.”

“That would be awise decison, dl right, Brian,” said Jm. Hisvoice stuck in histhroat alittle. “I'm
delighted you' rewinning.”

“I giveyou leaveto be so ddighted!” said Sir Brian. “It isthe most perfect thing!”
He sat back, waiting and silent. Im waited with him in equa slence; and it was not long before Sir
Mortimor’ s steps were heard on the staircase again and he emerged onto the floor to stride over and it

downin hisplace at thetable.

Thistime, what he dumped on the table was a combination of rose nobles and moutonsd’ or. A much
greater stake than he had placed on the table before.

Jm remembered hearing someplace that seasoned gamblers, aslong as they knew the odds were at al
even for them, believed that the trick was to keep on gambling, because sooner or later the tide of good
fortunewould beginto flow intheir direction.

Looking at Sir Mortimor now, particularly with eyes remarkably clear since he had made his hard



decision, Jm thought he saw in the man aclear case of the fever of addictive gambling, such ashe had
suspected from time to time in the case of Brian. However baffled Sir Mortimor might be that histricks
with the dice were not working. Sir Mortimor had clearly set that problem aside now, and was thinking

of only onething- dicing until hewon.

The pressure at the table seemed to have gone up a hundredfold; and the tension between the two men
was such that Jm had the feding that if he put out his hand he would fed it stretched between them likea

tightwire

There were emotions at work here that could explode into violence dl too easily. But in spite of that, Jm
had made up hismind. He shifted the winning once more back into Brian's hands.

The pileof gold in front of Sir Mortimor continued to melt, with small reversals now and then; and
gradudly, asit dwindled, hisjaw tightened, hisface darkened and histall body settled into acrouch like
that of aleopard about to pounce. All resemblance to the scholarly, elderly man Jm thought he had seen

at first glance was lost and he was pure warrior.
But now Beaupréwas at Sir Mortimor’ s elbow again.
Sir Mortimor ignored him.
“M’lord,” said Beaupré, et last.
“Go!” sad Sir Mortimor, without looking up from thetable.

“M’lord,” said Beaupré, “the carpenter and one other man | sent out have come back. The Moroccans
are building somewheat in front of our door that goeslevel back somelittle distance; but is supported on
the hillsde some ways down. They have made remarkable progress with it in the darkness; and it may be

finished beforefirg light.”

“What of it?" muttered Sir Mortimor, watching the dice rettle from Brian' sfidt. “ As soon asthere slight
wewill burnit.”

“They have covered the wood they build with goat hides. So many it isthought they must have carried
some herein their ship asthey came. With that protection, what they build will not burn essily.”

“I told you to leave,” growled Sir Mortimor.
“M’lord,” said Beaupré, “ something must be done.”
“Seetoit then, Beaupr€’ said Sir Mortimor.
“M’lord-"

“Seetoit, Beaupré'!”

There was amoment’ s pause.

“Yes, m'lord,” said Beaupré, turning away. He went down the stairs out of sight. The game went on with
hardly aword from either of the players. Only the sound of their breathing could be heard, the rattle of
the dice and the scrape of the money being pushed out as awager, or raked in aswinnings. Jm found his



eydlids beginning to fed heavy. It seemed they had been at thisfor hours now; and he gavein alittieto
the temptation to et Brian’ swinning stretches be longer ones, and Sir Mortimor’ s shorter.

Sir Mortimor’ s face grew darker gtill as his supply of money dwindled; darker and more
dangerous-looking. Asthe dice went over to Brian for yet another time, he had reached a point where
Jm found histendency toward deepiness suddenly evaporating. Sir Mortimor was watching each
movement of the dice like awild animal about to pounce, and the tension at the table had grown to the
point where the very air about them seemed to quiver withit.

Jm looked from Sir Mortimor to Brian. Hisfriend may have been innocent in some ways, but he was
not lacking perception when danger wasin the air. Brian's face aso was showing achange. It was not in
him to show the kind of dark threat that Sir Mortimor was showing; but in hisown way he was displaying
amatching readiness to violence. His face seemed to have sharpened, the skin drawn tighter over cheek
bones and jaw; his blue eyes appeared smdler and sharper, and their gaze was unwavering on the man
Sitting opposite him and on the dice.

A sudden temptation seized Jm to have Brian lose and | et the dice move back to Sir Mortimor before
an explosion could occur, but he hated to make Brian’ s winning stretch so short, when indeed he had
given Sr Mortimor quite astretch of wins; and the plan should have been at this point for Brian to match
that with an even greater amount of wins.

Asaresult, helet Brian go on winning. The gold moved from Sr Mortimor’ s Side of thetable to Brian's.

Atlast, Jm let the dice go over to Sir Mortimor, on alossfrom Brian. Thetal knight snatched them up
and stared at them closdly.

“Why, these dice are cracked!” he said, jerking to hisfeet. “I1t were a shame on methat | offered such
diceto aguest to play with. I will be back in amoment with another pair.”

He turned on his heel and in a second he had reached the staircase and disappeared down it. Brian
stared at the empty opening through which the other had disappeared.

“That was not done as agentleman should,” said Brianin aquiet but stedy voice, staring at the opening
around the staircase where Sir Mortimor had disappeared. “I would bein my rightsif | should say that in

taking away the dice he took away my luck. But though he may lack manners, | do not. Nonetheless, |
will remember this”

“Brian-“ began Jm.

Brian turned and looked a him, with the same implacable gaze with which he had been staring after the
missing Sir Mortimor. Then hisface relaxed.

“Do not concern yoursdlf, James,” he said. “If necessary, | will tell our host that | do not careto play any
longer; and since | have not even yet won back al | have lost to him over the last week or so-though |
am close to that amount, indeed-he can hardly object-*

He broke off at the sound of feet on the staircase, and Sir Mortimor was back with them.

He dropped into his seat and spilled from his hand a clean, white pair of dice on thetable.

“These are new, and | warrant them sound,” he said carelessly. He gathered them into hislong hand



again, shook them in hisusua fashion and spilled them on the table. Jm made sure that he won.

Sir Mortimor smiled. He threw again and matched his point, taking in the wager that Brian had aready
pushed forward. The dice were till with him, and he threw again for three more bouts, winning.

His smile came back.

“Strangethat | did not notice that crack before,” he said. “ A gentleman should be able to be aware of
suchthings”

He broke off abruptly, because Jm had just arranged for him to lose again. He stared at the two dice on
the table and their uppermost surfaces asif he could not believe his eyes.

Brian reached for the dice.

“Hold-“ said Sir Mortimor-and Brian' s hand stopped before it touched them. Brian'seyesdowly lifted
from the dice until they looked directly into the eyes of Sir Mortimor, and awild bell of darm sounded in
Jm’smind. All he could think of at the moment wasthat neither man was wearing asword. But they both
had their poignards at their belts, since no one walked around without at |east one edged weapon.

“I smell smoke!” cried Jm hadtily-it had been thefirgt thing he could think of, since Sir Mortimor with
that one word had aready crossed the border of acceptable politeness; but now that the words were out
of hismouth it cameto him that indeed he did smell smoke. He had been smdlling smoke for somelittle
time, and paying no conscious attention to it, as obvioudy neither had the other two men.

A sméll of smoke where there should be none, in acastle, meant fire; and fire was something universaly
feared by those who lived within such sonewalls.

These same thick barriersthat enclosed them and protected them could make it dmost impossible to
come close to and successfully put out afire onceit was started inside the castle structure; so that,
unstopped, it crept from room to room, while smoke was building up fromit, and herding thosein the
cadtle that were dive farther and farther back from the flames they needed to cometo grips with.

In the end it became an unstoppable enemy. The only escape from it wasto leave the castle; and to
leave this castle right now meant only one end for those within it.

Both other men lifted their heads and sniffed the air, and the sudden change in their faces Ssgnaed their
recognition of the danger.

“Forgiveme. Sir Brian,” said Sir Mortimor swiftly, seizing on the opportunity for the one excuse that
could take any possible danger out of the word he had just uttered. “I had indeed just smelled the smoke
mysdf. Beaupré”

Beaupré appeared even as the word rang on the air. Clearly he had already been on hisway to them.
“M’lord,” hesaid to Sir Mortimor, “they have built their shelter right against the outer door, and in their
shelter, had burning coa's againgt the bottom of it for some time now, without our redizing. The lower
part of the door isamost eaten through by fire. The carpenter believes that they have made aflat
platform on which men can aso swing a battering ram. They are just beginning to hammer now.”

“Fve more men here! Hol” Sir Mortimor ordered the empty air.



It struck Jm, rather ridiculoudy, that Sir Mortimor was the equivaent of hisown PA system. All he had
to do was spesk with araised voice and anyone in the castle would hear and obey. He had not specified
where“here’ was. It was obvioudy up to the five men he wanted to know where Sir Mortimor was
cdling from.

A second thought suggested to Jm’s mind that there was no redl trick in that, either. He had no doubt
that when he and Angie were at home in Maencontri, every servant then in the castle would know where
either of them was at any moment. It was part of their businessto know; and the word of any shift of
ether their Lord or Lady from one place to another was transferred immediately throughout al the body
of those who worked in the castle, asif by telepathy.

The five men appeared, one of them carrying abow and with aquiver of arrows dung at his belt.

“You,” said Sir Mortimor, pointing at the bowman, “to the roof. Have them empty the oil that’sin the
kettle up there and fill it instead with water. Get men to help you and dide it forward on itsrails so that it
will pour out over the walls down before the door. Keep the ail that’ s taken out in buckets handy to be
put back in, however. Gol”

The bowman ran off and up the sairway.

“Y ou other four and Beaupreé gather everyonein the castle who can fight. Join mein the large room
behind the inner entrance door on the first floor. These gentlemen and | will be down as soon as possible.
Beau-pré, | must be fully armed, and these gentlemen will need help arming too. Seetoit!”

“By your leave, dr,” said Brian coldly. “ Sir Jamesand | can armor each other.”

“Good,” said Sir Mortimor with no hesitation. “I will meet you down on the ground floor there.”

He strode off to the stairs and disappeared down them, followed by Beaupré and the remaining four
men. Jm and Brian went after them.

“I think that smoke is coming in through the arrow dits and windows,” remarked Jm, ashe and Brian
were helping each other to buckle on armor and fasten sword belts.

“Most like,” grunted Brian. He paused and looked Jm frankly in the face. “I own | am happy at the
prospect of action. It was becoming other than pleasant, there at the table.”

“Y ou’ ve got the money you' ve won back?’ Jim asked.

“Asmuch as| wontonight,” said Brian. “1 am il lacking somewhat of what Sir Mortimor won
origindly; but heiswelcometoit. | would rather not dice with him again.”

“But you'll fight dongside him,” said Jm, asthey began to leave the room.
“I have eaten hisfood and drunk hiswine. What else can | do?” said Brian. “ Also”-he added, looking
over hisshoulder at Jm-“if those outsde get in, we dl die. We fight for our own lives, youand |. That Sir

Mortimor doesthe same thing beside usis of lessimport.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN



However, as Brian said these words, he did not look to Jm asif he wasfacing afight for hislife. The
expression on hisface was more the happy excitement of someone going to apicnic.

It was characterigtic of Brian to look like this before any action. Jm had seen it before; and curioudy, in
this strange place, under these strange conditions, it made him fedl better. They finished helping each
other put on their armor and weapons and |eft their room to go down to the ground floor.

Jm had not paid close attention to the ground floor when he entered the castle, since his escorts had
hurried him up the gairsto Sir Mortimor and Brian. Now he saw that it was mostly taken up with alarge
open space, one end of which had been divided with wooden partitions some five feet high, as stadlsfor
horses, so that these could be brought insde if necessary; though Jm found it hard to imagine what kind
of horse could climb the switchback road up to the steps leading to the castle€ s front door-let alone up
the stepsitsdf.

Right now, however, these stdls werefilled with villagers. All the rest of the space was taken up by what
looked like a hundred or more armed men, packed astightly as sardines; and dl, to Jim, looking rather
pale, caught between the ominousfigure of their Lord, towering over them, and the ominous knowledge
of the enemy outside who was burning aroute into the castle.

“Sr James Sir Brian!” roared Sir Mortimor, as he saw Brian and Jim coming down the stairway. He
broke off what he had been saying, pushed hisway to the stairs and took three double-step strides up to
meet them before they reached the floor.

“Itisgood to see you two gentlemen!” said Sir Mortimor, hisvoiceringing off thewadls. “Particularly at
this moment when the enemy is becoming troublesome. There could be no two chevaliers| would rather
have with me at this moment than the famous Dragon Knight, victor over ogres and evil men dike, and
Sir Brian, well known asthe best lancein England!”

The statement was obvioudly for public consumption; and it was not without effect. Im saw some of the
pal eness begin to disappear from the up-staring faces below them, and less of an atmosphere of panic
seemed to pervade the area.

“A word with you gentlemen privily, first,” barked Sir Mortimor, pushing past them and beckoning them
to follow him back up to the floor above. Once out of the sight and hearing of those beneath them, he
lowered his voiceto amurmur that could not possibly be heard below.

“You areaGodsend at thistime, Sirs,” he said in that low voice. Hisface and manner had completely
changed. It was asif the dice game had never been and money was of no importance. In fact, though Jm
found it hard to believe, there was something of the same happy excitement about Sir Mortimor that Jm
had just seen, and was used to seeing, in Brian.

“Hereisthe dtuation,” went on Sir Mortimor. “My men are good fighters-none better-but like al such
common cattle, an unfamiliar Stuation takes the heart out of them. They become little more than sheep.
They know how much those outside outnumber us; and now this business of burning through the outer
door has made them fed helpless-with no hope but to wait to be daughtered when the enemy findly
breaksin. But they will rouse themsalves and do what needs to be done-and indeed thereis agreat deal
more that can be done and no certainty that this castle will be taken after dl. But first, let me ask you
again, Sir James. Would you be willing, for any way at al by which | may recompense you, to use your
magic to help in the defense here?’

“Asl sad, I'm afraid not,” said Jm. “| regret having to continue to answer you that way, Sir Mortimor;



but I’ ve got duties and obligations.”

“I fully understand. Sir James,” said Sir Mortimor. “Infact, | had not really hoped for that help from you.
Thead you give smply by fighting with usisal but magic in itsgf. No doubt you fdt the difference down
below, the minute | announced my pleasurein your presence. They dready knew who you were, of
course, but | think they had not fully realized what paladins you are; and knowing that has enheartened
them greatly.”

“Wewill hopeto live up to your expectations, Sir,” said Brian.

“I had no doubt you would in any case, Sir,” said Sir Mortimor. “Now, asto the Stuation. Let megiveit
to you in asfew words as possible. Beaupré has privily assured me that they have made aroof over the
firethey have built against my door, so dthough we will be pouring water from the roof even now, there
islittle chance the fire can be dedlt with that way. Also, thisroof is covered with fresh animal hides, which
would resist even burning oil-though it would be hardly sensibleto pour oil of any heat upon aready
burning fud.”

“This” Brian said, “we have heard Beauprétell you.”

“Yes,” sad Sr Mortimor. “ The fire must be gotten rid of, however; and it is my intent to make arush
from theinside, by weight of men and bodies, unbarring the burning door and attempting to push it open.
It may be the attackers have gone to some trouble to make sure that it cannot be pushed open; but if it
can, that very opening will sweep thefire aside. So men can rush out and hold any attack at bay while
some insde douse the fire with water; after which we retreat once more within the castle. The door is
weakened, true. But if the fire were out, and no easy opportunity to light it again for an hour or o, it
could be grestly strengthened from insgde by our carpenter using wood that isadready in the castle herein
the shape of doors and furniture. Thisismy plan and | intend to useit; but I would welcome any advice
from ether of you.”

He paused. Jm could think of nothing to say, but Brian spoke again.

“I have offered to lead asdly through your private escape way,” he said. “May | offer to doit, once
again. It ssemsto methat the best way of dedling with this structure outside, let donethefire at the door,
isto attack whoever is out there unexpectedly from outside, and not only free the burning matter from the
door itsdlf, but put to flame dl the rest of what they have built, with firefrom theingde. A rdatively small
force of men, moving fast, could do that, sir, and | would be honored to lead them!”

Sir Mortimor looked a him and dowly shook his head.

“Wearenot in that desperate apassyet, Sir Brian,” he said. “Y ou must know aswell as| do, that such
waly's as you speak about are the secrets of the lord of the castle only; and not to be easily shared with
others. If need be, | will shareit with men of honor like yoursalves; but any others who go out with you
must die before they come back in, to ensure that they do not pass on to others word of thisway out of
the cagtle”

Jmwinced internaly, but Brian seemed to teke thisin stride. Sir Mortimor went on.

“Onceit wereknown,” he said, lowering hisvoice still more, “there are many here-and not just the
villagers-who would want to escgpe immediately, hoping to get away and hide themsdvesin the hills.
Therefore, as| say, any you took with you must die. | do not know how you would encompass that; and
evenif you did, it would further reduce the force | have hereto resist those who come againgt us.”



“I seeno other way,” said Brian coldly. “My offer remains open, Sir. Y ou may takeit up a any timein
thefuture, if the Situation here has not changed so asto makeit impractica from my standpoint”

“I will kegpitinmind,” said Sir Mortimor, equally coldly; and for amoment they were back asthey had
been at the dice table. Then, to Jim’srelief, the hardness of both their expressions cleared.

“It remainsthen,” said Sir Mortimor, “to atempt what | had in mind, forcing the burning door from the
ingde. Wewill proceed with that.”

“If youwish, then,” said Brian, “I will be glad to lead the charge on the door.”

Sir Mortimor grinned & him. A grim and martid grin.

“Right willingly would | seeyou do s0,” he said, “and give you most hearty thanks. But my felowsfight
best when they are under my eye and within arm’ sreach. No one but | can lead the charge on the door.
What | would wish of you and Sir Jamesiis that you take charge of what | shall call the afterguard, those

who stay behind whiletherest of us charge.”

He glanced at the stairway for amoment.

“Y our gppearance here, and my naming you to them, has heartened them mightily,” he said. “But there
may gill be some faint hearts among them. If you stand with them, none will dare skulk off, hoping by

hiding to &t least prolong ther lives by afew moments or an hour.”

“Itisastrange train you have about here, Sir Mortimor,” said Brian. “Without offense, Sir Mortimor, |
seem to gather that these men of yours are lions one moment and mice the next.”

Sir Mortimor shrugged.

“What would you?’ hesaid, till inalow voice. “It istheir nature in these parts. They do nearly dl things
for profit; and if thereisno profit, then they think only of their skins. Honor isbut aword, except to those
who are great men among them-as Sdla-ad-Din was during the First Crusade, or Baybars, who won the

battleat ‘Ayn Jdut.”

He turned abruptly and led hisway down the stairs. Within moments he had separated out those he
wanted to join him in acharge on the outer door, and those who would stay with Brian and Jim.

“Keep the inner door open for us, messres!” he called to Jim and Brian over the heads of those around
him, asthey clustered facing the opening revealed by that same door right now. He turned to face the
open passageway and lifted along sword in onelarge hand high over hishead. “With me, children!”

Heran forward into the passageway and they ran with him. Jm and Brian, standing near the front of
those who were | eft behind, watched as they swiftly approached the door, which was now smoking

vigbly around its bottom edge.

“Useyour swordds!” he shouted at those about him. “Lift the bar that way. It istoo hot to handle!”

The foremost men obeyed. The heavy bar was pried upward out of the iron socketsthat held it firmly to
the stone on elther side, and tumbled to the floor.



“Now!” roared Sir Mortimor. “Open it!”

The mice had become lions. Fearlesdy, more than half a dozen men threw themselves bodily at the door,
which must be even hotter than the thick piece of timber that had been barring it. They fell back, only to
have othersthrow their weight againgt it, and gradually the door opened with jerks, obvioudy pushing a
consderable load of the burning materia piled up againg it

A spear flew through the opening from the other side, and Sir Mortimor’ slong blade caught it in mid-air,
cutting it in half and throwing the parts aside before it could pierce one of the packed bodies behind the
knight. Bowmen and dingers at the back of Sir Mortimor’ s attacking group began to send their misslesin
return through the opening, and no more spears came.

Meanwhile, bit by bit, the door was being forced outward, opening an ever larger gap as the fire beyond
was pushed aside. Findly, there was room for aman to dip through-and one did, followed by others as
swiftly asthey could, while the rest shouted in wild triumph and threw themsdlves even more heavily
againgt the burning door.

Suddenly the door gave al at once, itslower half breaking off, and a couple of men faling directly into
the flames beyond. If they screamed, their voiceswerelost in the generd uproar; for immediately therest
of Sir Mortimor’ sfighters were going out, either through the open gap or over the broken half of the door
likehurdlers

Clearly, there had been only asmall party tending the fire and guarding it in the wooden passage that had
been built amost up to the door. Those guardians were now suddenly in flight, with Sir Mortimor’s men
after them like hunting hounds who had aready tasted blood.

The men with Jm and Brian stirred, talking, moving toward the passageway, now eager to bein on the
fight.

“Hold!” shouted Brian.

They hesitated, then stopped; looking at him, and then quickly looking away again. Clearly they Hill
wanted to rush to join their fellows around Sir Mortimor; but from the way their Lord had talked about
these two knights, perhaps that would be imprudent. Brian now had his naked sword in his hand, holding
it up over hishead in plain sght; Jm drew hisand held it up likewise. The two blades shone and the men
sood Hill.

“Messresl” camethe voice of Sir Mortimor. “Come forward to me- aonel”

The last word was added as, once more, the fighters around Jim and Brian began to move toward the
passageway. But they stopped at the sound of Sir Mortimor’ slast word. Brian and Jm went forward
aone.

“Y ou see what they have built,” said Sir Mortimor, sheathing his sword, asthey came upto him. “A fine
platform for using abattering ram, if the fire did not work for them, and aroof over dl. | wonder that they
should build so quickly-but then, they are seamen; and seamen are used to making such things, quickly,
on order. Though Beaupreé did say that the number of hides they have covering this structure suggests
they flayed more goats than they would find in my village done. What do you think of it, gentlemen?’

Jm and Brian looked about at it. Neither had anything to say. What they saw was smply along, roofed
shed made of wood and heavy cloth, stretching out and backward from the castle door on aleve with



the top step of the stairway. Its farther end was open; but there was nothing to be seen there but
darkness, with stars above, and-far below-some flickering lights among the still-standing structures of the

village

“I will have my men gtart to tear this down, before those below can get more people up here. We will
use the timbersto barricade the front door from theinside,” said Sir Mortimor. “Also, we will take away
the goat hides, so any future advance on the castle will not be protected from fire. Sir Brian, you offered
yourself earlier. Would you go up and take charge of the watch from the top of the tower right now? Sir
James, | have nothing to ask you at the moment. Perhaps you will think of something yoursdf-or you
might even wish to join Sir Brian at the top of the tower. | will be up there shortly, as soon as barricading
the door iswdl underway.”

“I will be glad to hold the tower,” said Brian. “ James, will you accompany me?’

“Yes” said Jm thoughtfully, asthey turned away from Sir Mortimor, who had dready started to turn
away himself to give ordersfor the dismantling of the structure and the scattering of the burning embers of
thefire. Jm and Brian went up the stairs, climbing them side by side, in silence. Once they reached the
floor that held their own room, they both turned toward it without needing to say anything to each other.

“James,” said Brian in alow voice, once they were inside with the door closed, “ Sir Mortimor thinks
only of holding his castle until these pirates grow tired of attempting it, and sail away. That isnot the way
to deal with asituation like this. He should be thinking of waysin which he can atack and defest these
who have come againg him.”

“If yousay so, I'll bedieveyou,” said Jm. “I’ve got alot morefaith in you than | havein anyone else
whereit comesto fighting.”

Brian looked embarrassed.

“That isakind thing to say, James,” hesaid. “1 know not if | truly deserveit, consdering that Sir
Mortimor has had war experience; and |, in any real sense, have not. But | have had experience with
castles attacked, and the attacking of castles, and | vow | am right. But it warms me that you should take
my word for it so easily.”

“It shouldn’'t,” said Jm. “1 wouldn't have ventured a guess that way myself; but the way you think
sounds better to me than theway Sir Mortimor is obvioudy thinking. I'll think along the linesyou' ve just
mentioned, myself; and tell you if anything comesto me. Isthat dl right?’

“Nothing could be better, James,” said Brian. “Now, shall we go up to the top of the tower?’

“Yougo ahead,” said Jm. “I’'m going to try to get hold of Hob, and seeif he can’t go out and spy over
the enemy territory for us. | think if | cal him through the fireplace that he’ s used to us being closetto,
he'll hear me; evenif he' sin another chimney. I'll join you at the tower-top as soon as| talk to him.”

“Good,” said Brian.

He went out.

With his going, the room suddenly seemed unusualy empty. Jim looked around himsdlf. It wasasmall

room, not too clean, now lit-but poorly so-by the flames of what was unburnt of the fuel intheiron
basket of the cresset on onewall. Beyond the wide arrow dit, or window-whichever it was-the



blackness of night still showed. Y et it must be getting on toward dawn. Also, it was cold.

Jm looked &t the fireplace. It, like the cresset, had burnt down to the remains of itsfud. There were
some pieces of glowing wood; afew of these were putting out feeble flames, but not throwing much in
the way of heat-an unthinkable situation in any inhabited room of Maencontri during cold wegther.
Equally, it was something he had never encountered as aguest in any other castle or ecclesagtical
building where he had been aguest.

Happily, some extrawood had been |€ft by it; dthough it was equaly unthinkable that someone of Jm’s
rank should have to feed the firein his own fireplace, except in an extreme emergency. Jm thankfully put
it dl on the embers; and they were hot enough so that the flameslicked up freshly.

It would be some time before the cold stone walls warmed up, but the very sight of the fire was warming
and he could fed some hest on hisface as he leaned down toward the fireplace opening and called into it

“Hob!” he shouted. “Hob, would you come here, please?”’

The words were hardly out of his mouth before Hob' s face appeared upside down peering into the
room under the top edge of the fireplace opening.

“M’lord!” he said, and popped out into the room, to Sit cross-legged on awaft of smoke that seemed to
pour endlesdy forward from thefire, but vanished completely an inch or so beyond Hob, so that Jm did
not even smell smoke.

“| suppose you know what’ s been going on, Hob.” said Jim.

“Ohyes, m’lord,” said Hob cheerfully. “I know al about what’ s been going on here and just about
everything eseaswdl.”

“l ;28 said Jm.

“Y ou'relooking tired now, m'lord,” said Hob, concernedly examining Jnv' sface. “And you' ve still got
that sad look. | wish you' d let me take you for aride-*

“I’'msorry,” said Jm. “Therejust isn't time for that now. Look, Hob, | was going to ask you if you could
leave the castle and go down and look around the village bel ow, where those men are who' re attacking
this castle. Do you suppose you could do that-ride the smoke and just sort of listen at the walls and look
around and thingslikethat?’

“Oh, I've dready donethat,” said Hob. “There' snothing toit. | go up on smoke here and ride it down
there; and then | can go anywhere | want from their firesin their buildings, coming out the smoke holes at
thetop. They don't redly have fireplacesthere, m’'lord. They’ ve got sort of ahole dug in the earth and
they build thefirein that. There' sno stone floorsthere. Just dirt.”

“That'sexcdlent,” said Jm. “In that case, you can probably tell me what they’ ve been talking about.”
“Taking about, m’lord?’
“Yes, | mean generdly, the men down there, particularly when they aren’t doing anything toward the

cadtle, but are just Stting around by themselves. What do they say to each other and what do they talk
about?’



“Oh, dl sortsof things,” said Hob. * Ships and fish and things to eat and just about everything. Of course,
at night like thisthey talk alot about demons. It' svery scary. I ve been very careful when | go out at
night, but I haven’t seen any demons so far.”

“I don’t think you will,” said Jm. “ Anyway, you're dark and dmost invisble a night, and riding on some
smoke you wouldn'’t attract attention anyway.”

“That' sgood,” said Hob. “The kind of demonsthey talk the most about are called Djinni-you know, like
that dog that was pretending to be one?’

“Why do you say pretending?’ asked Jim.

“Wall, you remember,” said Hob, “when you asked him to prove he was a Djinni, hejust turned into a
sort of fat man.”

“That fat man wasaDjinni,” said Jm.
Hob was suddenly on Jm'’ s shoulder clutching him tightly around the neck.

“I didn’'t know,” hewhispered in Jm’sear. “I thought he was just adog and lying. He' s here, you
know.”

“Here? In the castle?’ asked Jm.

“No, not in the castle-not since he tried to come in and they chased him al over the place and he
couldn’t find anywhereto hide,” said Hob. *He was being a dog then, you know. But isheredly a
Djinni? Oh, dear!”

“Don’'t befrightened,” said Jm. “Hewon’'t hurt you. He wouldn’t want to hurt you for fear of offending
rTe”

“Isthat true?” Hob'sgrip on Jim’s neck relaxed. “|1 fed much better, then. Anyway, as| say, he snot in
the castle. He' s around someplace, probably in the village or near it or something. But those men down
there don’t seem to know. A demon, right there amongst them. And | never knew it, either.”

“He snot ademon,” said Jm. “He'saNaturd. Like you.”

Hob bounced from Jm’ s shoulder back onto awaft of smoke that appeared unexpectedly about two
feet infront of Jm’'sface.

“He' snot likeme!” said Hob, saring a him.

“Wadll, | mean, he saNaturd, asyou are. Likeyou only inthat sense” Jm said, “just liketrolls, and
naiads and seadevils, and al sorts of others are Naturals-as opposed to people like Angie, Brian and
rre”

“But demons are full of bad magic, the men down there say; and- now that | remember-the dog-Djinni
not only changed himself into afat man, he made that chest with al the colored stonesin it appear. The
chest you didn’'t want.”



“He has some powersthat are like magic,” said Jm. “Lots of Naturasdo. They’ |l have a specia power
or two, or even more, but they don’t have alot of control over them. They can only do certain things-sort
of turn them on and off-like the way you ride the smoke. That would seem like magic to anyone who had
never heard of hobgoblins”

“Isthat magic?’ said Hob. “I never thought it was anything specia. Y ou mean | could be ademon?’

“No,” said Jim. “As| just pointed out, you're a Naturd. Naturas aren’t demons, and demons aren’t
Naturas. Demons belong to adifferent kingdom than Naturas.”

“Oh, that’sgood,” said Hob with a deep sigh. “ For aterrible moment there | thought I’ d have to be
afrad of mysdf.”

“Wadll, there sno need,” said Jm. “But thisis vauable information, what you tell me about these
attackers being afraid of demons. Arethey particularly afraid of demons just because they’ re here?’

“Maybe,” said Hob doubtfully. “1 know they know there’ sagreat magician in the castle-that’ syou,
m’lord. | don’t know how they know, but they do; and they think maybe magicians and demons go
together.”

“I can assureyou,” said Jm, “they don't. Different kingdoms, absolutely. But now | think, for thefirst
time, you' ve given me the beginnings of an ideafor doing something about this Stuation here. Tel meone
more thing, Hob. Isthere some way you could move smoke from the castl€ s chimneysinto the far end

of each of the two boats touching the shore in front of the castle here?1’d likeit to look asif therewasa
fire going on back there in both boats.”

“Move smoke?’ said Hob. “Oh, certainly. I'd just do the samething | do when | move the smoke to
carry meaong.”

“Bingo!” said Jm.

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

“Bingo?’ echoed Hob, staring a him.

“Never mind,” said Jm hadtily. “That’ s just aword that means |’ m pleased.”

Hob's small round face with itstiny sharp-pointed chin broke into awide smile.

“I'm happy you're happy,” hesaid. “I'll be glad to move the smoke for you, m’'lord. When? Now?’
“Youcandoitinthedaytime?’ asked Jm.

“Oh, yes,” said Hob. “I’ll just bundle the smoke up small, then ride awaft of it high up, so peoplewon't
see metakeit far out over the water. Then | can come down very low some distance away out to sea
and ride the smoke back just above the waves. Then I’ll dip into the boats when nobody’ slooking,
bundle the smoke in with me and tell it to rise up the way | want it to. The way you want it to, m’lord.”
“Thank you. Hob,” said Jm. “Now, there' s something else to be donefirst. Will you be where| can get

you quickly if I cdl for you in afireplace? I’ ve got to go and talk to a couple of people. Then we |l come
back hereto talk; and you can listen.”



“I'll dways be right where you can get me, m’lord,” said Hob.

Jm left the room and headed for the top of the Sairs. He had two othersto convince, and the first one
was Brian. That should be relatively easy; but the second onewas Sr Mortimor. Thetal knight should
see the advantage of what Jm had in mind, but might have some reason againgt it that Jim could not now
imagine. But that, Jm would have to argue down when he came up againg it. Brian wasthe easier, and
the sensble thing would beto talk to Brian first.

Brian did, indeed, turn out to be the easier. Heliked Jim’ sidea, which wasin essence asdly by thefull
force of fighting men under Sir Mortimor’s command, just at daylight, when presumably the enemy would
gtill be either haf adeep, or just beginning to wake up; and while those who had worked during the night
would gtill be deeping.

“I’ve been recommending asdly in any case, as you know-don’t see how anything can be done without
one” hesad. “Asfor anything ese, James, | have complete trust in your wisdom. If you think thiswill
work, then | will ask no further assurance than that.”

“Good,” said Jm. “ Can you leave thistower-top? 1’ d like you to come dong with meto find Sir
Mortimor, o | can suggest wetak it over in our room-yours and mine.”

“| see no reason why not,” said Brian. “Beaupréisjust over there. I'll go have aword with him.”

He stepped across to the pockmarked man, spoke quietly to him for amoment, and then came back to
Jm.

“As| thought, there’ sno rea need for me here, except in an emergency; and any emergency at the top
of thistower ismogt unlikely. I left word with Beaupré. He will send amessenger to Sir Mortimor saying
we would be honored if he would meet with us privily in the room he gave us, to talk of matters that
should not be noised about. | said we would await his answer or him there.”

“Good,” said Jm.
They went down the stairs together and back into the room.

By thistimethefirein the room’ s fireplace had been further refreshed with fresh fuel, and theroom had a
brighter, more lively look to it. Therewas aso ajug of wine and two pewter cups now on the table.
There had been time for the small cubicle to warm up dightly; and the whole place had amore
comfortableair. It was even pleasant, sitting at the table with Brian and drinking some of the wine. Water
had not been provided.

“Wél, gentlemen,” said Sir Mortimor, gtting down with them less than ten minuteslater. “I understand
you have something of import to discuss.”

Heglared a a servant following him, who hastily put another metd cup in front of hislord, and filled it
from thewinejug, then ran off with thewinejug, presumably torefill itinnotimeat al.

“Itisaplanof Sr James,” said Brian. “He has been so good asto tell me of it; and within the limitations
of what | know, | find it mogt attractive. But let him tell you, himself.”

Sir Mortimor nodded; but at that moment the door opened behind him and the servant came back with



not one, but two, jugs of wine, brimming. Sir Mortimor glared a him again, for his own cup had been
empty for some seconds.

“Sorry, m’'lord,” said the servant miserably and ducked out, closing the door behind him.

“Wadl then, Sir James,” said Sir Mortimor, taking another hearty draught of wine from hiscup. “What is
it you havein mind?’

“Something that’ Il have to be done before full sunrise,” said Jim, “otherwise | wouldn't have beenin such
ahurry to talk to you about it.”

“It'sagood timetotak.” Sir Mortimor sat back in his chair and took another deep swallow from his
wine cup. Hisface was harsh with the lines of middle-age tiredness. They weredl tired. “Those
Moroccans have given up and gone to deep down in the village. My men are degping too-al those who
aren’t required to be awake.”

“That’ sthe very reason | wanted to talk to you as soon as possible,” said Jm. “Becauseif what | have
to suggest to you isworkable, we' |l need to move quickly beforethe sunisup. It'sdl to our advantage
that those attacking us are probably adeep right now.”

“Wdl, well,” said Sir Mortimor, drumming hisfingers on the table top. “What is this you wanted to say?’

“| think there' sjust a chance we might drive them off,” said Jm. “My problem’ sbeen | don’t know
these people and this part of the world asyou do, Sir Mortimor. How would they react, say, if they saw
smoke coming out from the seaward end of each of their two ships?’

“I've dready told you two gentlemen,” said Sir Mortimor, “I will not countenance asdly through my
secret escgpe route in the vain hope of firing the ships-since the last thing | want to do isto deprive the
villains of the means of escaping.”

“Hear meout,” said Jim, sharply enough o that some of the signs of fatigue about Sir Mortimor’' sface
vanished and his eyes narrowed on Jm. “1’m not suggesting any such thing. | asked for information. |
asked how they’ d react if they saw smoke coming up from the seaward end of their vessels. Would you
bekind enough to tell me, sir?’

“If they saw smoke,” said Sir Mortimor, “of course they would sound the alarm and al rush like
madmen for the shipsto put out any firethere. But | repeat-1 do not want those shipsfired!”

“And | have said | am suggesting no such thing,” said Jm. “1’m making asuggestion that could involve
my helping you with dements of my magica art.”

Sir Mortimor’ s face changed markedly.
“And | do not want any payment,” said Jm. “1 would be doing thisin the spirit, and only in the spirit, in
which aguest helps out hishost under specia stuations. Now if you will assst me with information and

ligen, Sr Mortimor-*

“I'll most gladly tell and listen. Sir James,” said Sir Mortimor. “Mogt gladly. Forgive meif | sounded
overhasty.”

“Wadl then,” said Jm, “picture dl of them who are deeping now, suddenly woken up by a shouting that



thereisfirein their boats. They rush to the boatsto find out where thefireis. Whilethey are dl clustered
around there, some of them scrambling around inside the boats and finding no fire, only smoke, they are
suddenly struck by dl your men, fully armed and ready for battle. Most of them will have nothing but their
belt knives, or perhaps not even that; having just been roused from their dumber, and not expecting to
fight men, but afire”

Sir Mortimor’sfacelit up.

“We could cut them to pieces!” he said. But then he frowned. “ They would have to remain disorganized,
however; and dl must go perfectly so that we come upon them at just the right moment. If we could only
be sure they would stay darmed, disorganized and not knowing what to do- then, | believe we could
samply day at will. Until afew woketo the fact that there was nothing here for them but desth, scrambled
aboard their shipsand pulled away. By that time they would be too few in numbersto come back again
at us. They would leave. But thereisthat problem. They arefighting men. They might grasp the Situation,
escape our firgt rush, get back to their arms-and, as we know, they outnumber us dmost fiveto one.”

“Don’'t you think they’ d stay disorganized?’ Jm asked. “Particularly if they saw an eight-foot-tall demon
fighting with your men? They dready know there samagician with you in this castle-mysdf.”

“How do you know that?’ said Sir Mortimor. “How do you know they know you are hereand a
megidan?’

“Because| amamagician,” said Jm, in the most ominous voice he could manage.

“Oh, of course- Sir Mortimor’ s features suddenly became as obliging as Jm had remembered seeing
them the moment he had first set foot in the castle. “Of course. Forgive me, | do not mean to doubt your

word a al, Sir James. Can you indeed produce ademon to fight with us?’

“I can,” said Jm. “1t will take me perhaps haf an hour. But there may be adifficulty. How will your men
fed, having ademon among them?’

Sir Mortimor’ sface, which had lit up, lost agood dedl of itsillumination.

“Now,” he said, rubbing his chin, “that isaquestion. What | must do isintroduce the demon to them
here, in the castle before they go out. Y ou would not be willing to change into demon form before them™?”

“I did not say | would change mysdlf into ademon,” said Jm. “I said | would produce ademon to fight
with you and your men.”

It may have been anillusion of thefirdight and the cressat-light, but Jm was almost ready to believe that
Sir Mortimor’ sface had become dightly pae.

“A real demon?’ said Sir Mortimor.

“I have sadd what | said,” said Jim. “It does not become meto explain mysdlf. Either you approve my
plan, or not. The how and why of it involve matters not spoken of with those who are not magicians.”

“No, no. Of coursenot,” said Sir Mortimor.

He gulped from hiswine cup and did not refill it.



“A haf-hour, you said?’ He got to hisfeet. “Indeed, it will belight, then, but the sunisnot yet up. The
best of timesto strike at men who think they now can spend the morning deeping, and have been up
night. True, our lads have been up al night too; but they will forget that once they arein the melee. Half
an hour from now, then, messires, | will have dl my fighting men on the lowest floor of the cadtle. If Sir
Brian will come down first to hold the men, I will then come up to meet this demon and walk down with
you to introduce it to them dl. Seeing it with you will give them courageto let you close to them. But you
will bewith me, Sir James, will you not, when | bring the demon down?’

“No,” said Jm.

Sir Mortimor paled once more.

“Oh,” hesad.

“I will bewhere| can control everything the demon does. Y ou may not ask where.”

“Wouldn't think of it,” said Sir Mortimor hastily. “1 was only concerned with dlaying the fear of my

“Asfor that,” put in Brian, “I will venture to guessthat the greater their darm on seeing the demon, the
greater their courage once fighting the pirates begins.”

“Youareright inthat.” Sir Mortimor got to hisfet. “I will leave you now, Sir James-Sir Brian. In haf an
hour, look for me again.”

He went out.
“James,” said Brian, “will you redly raise an actua demon?’

“Not exactly, Brian,” said Jm. “There’'s something | should tell you. | haven’t had a chance to, up until
now. | had atak with Carolinus shortly before | 1€ft to follow you-about the Christmas party at the Earl’s
afew months back-you remember that-*

“How could | forget it?’ said Brian.

“Well, | used my magic rather fredly there, asyou know,” said Jm. “1 was able to do this because I’ ve
got aspecid drawing account. However, afterwards, and before the assgnment of wardship cameto me
for young Robert, | had thistak with Carolinus, and he explained something to me, for reasonswhich I’d
rather not go into, even with you. Reasonswhy | shouldn’t be so spendthrift with my magic. Just believe
me-they’ re serious.”

“1 had not guessed this, James.” Brian looked concerned.

“It'snothing to worry about,” Jim said. “ But because of that talk, | now need to be amiser with my
magic. So, I’'m not going to raise any demon-amagician’s not supposed to, anyhow. | am, actudly, going
to make mysdf look so much likeademon it’ Il have the same effect. To do that I’ m going to haveto be
completely alone for the next twenty minutes or so. Could | ask you-l know it’s asking you to do
something beneath your rank, but we' re strangers here, and | don't trust the servants-would you stand
guard outside the door of thisroom and see I’m not interrupted for that time?1 think if you smply tell
anyone I’'m doing magic here, nobody would want to comein.”



“Gladly will | dothisfor you,” said Brian. “And | promise none shdl enter.”
“Thanks, Brian,” said Jm.
“Itisbut alittlething,” said Brian.

He stepped out; and Jm, |eft to himself, gathered his attention and visualized amake-up kit appearing on
thetable. It wasagood deal smdler use of magic than transforming his gppearance. He visudized very
clearly what he wanted, and what those things he wanted should be able to do for him. The tusks should
sedl to his present teeth and look natural. They and the green skin dye should disappear, the minute he
visudized himsdf as no longer needing it. The horns should fit naturaly to his scap through hishair; and
vanish as conveniently, when the time came... and so forth. Last, but most important, he should have
some boots that enabled him to wak quite naturaly, but extended hislegs agood two feet above
whatever he was stlanding on.

There was amoment’ s pause. Then the things he had ordered appeared, with a puff of displaced air, on
the table where he, Brian and Sir Mortimor had been sitting afew moments before.

They were dl small items, except for the boots, which looked perfectly ordinary, except that their tops
appeared asif they would reach well above hiskneesif hetried to put them on. He decided to leave
trying them on until thelag.

Instead, hetried the tusksfirst, smply laying them againgt his upper teeth under hislip, at the right and
left corners of his mouth so that their sharp points curved out over hislower lip, with their points almost
touching hischin.

They stuck firmly. The green dyefor his skin only required dabbing on the back of one hand, and it
spread by itsalf over dl the skin of hisbody that was exposed-and for al he knew underneath his clothes
aswdll.

The two horns fastened themselves to his head asfirmly and easily asthe tusks had attached themselves.
Hisonly difficulty waswith placing them o that they would be level with each other. He found himsdlf
wishing he had amirror to look in as he worked; and then suddenly redlized that with only asmdl extra
expenditure of magic he could have one.

Hevisudized it. It appeared, standing on the table, eight inches high and five wide, as ordered. He
stared at what he saw reflected in it. The tusks and green skin by themselves were enough to make a
remarkable changein his appearance. He had not counted on the fact that the tusks pushed out his upper
lip at theright and left comers, distorting the skin of therest of hisface.

It occurred to him suddenly that he might try thistrick of making himself up to amuse Robert-but Angie
would never permit it

The thought of Robert was unfortunate. He had a sudden vision of Robert, about ten years old, after
hearing Brian’ s story about this, asking him, “What did you do in the baitle?’

Jm found himsdlf suddenly depressed. Brian should be bringing up Robert-but Brian, like just about
everyone e se he had met so far in the fourteenth century, was too rough. He had seen Brian playfully
cuffing his squire around. In spite of the yearsthat he and Angie had been here now, he, at least, redly
did not fit thistime. Those belonging hereignored pain and expected dl othersto do so.



He pushed the feding from him. No time for that now. Getting the horns on straight helped take hismind
off it. He added contact lenses, which from the outsde made his eyeslook asif they had diamondlike
pupils surrounded by blackness.

He attached clawsto hisfingernails. From inside he could see through the contact lenses quite clearly,
with as good aview as he had possessed without them; and to hisrelief, they were not uncomfortable.
He had never worn contact lenses in the twentieth century-which now seemed along time ago rather than
something in the future. Thelast things to go on were the boots. He sat down and pulled on the |ft one,

gingerly.

But hisfoot dipped easily into it and seemed to go the full length of it. Encouraged, he pulled on theright
boot and stood up, banging his head on the room’ s ceiling. He had not banged it hard enough to do
damage, but the contact was painful. The pain made him angry; and since there was no one else around
to get angry with, hewas angry with himsdlf. He adorned himself with the few more items of make-up
that remained.

Hetook another look in the mirror-and amost jumped. He was the ugliest creature he had ever laid eyes
on. He had thought Kelb, in hismanlike Djinni body, held thisrecord; but if uglinesswas consdered asa
subdivision of beauty, he was more beautiful than adozen Djinn, rolled into one.

However, he reminded himsdlf, thiswas no time for speculating. He raised hisvoice. “Brian, would you
comeinnow?’

“Gladly, James,” said Brian, without. The door opened; Brian stepped into the room, and checked, his
right hand jumping to hisleft hip, to the hilt of hissword in its scabbard.

“James?’ he said uncertainly. “Isthat you, James?’

His other hand had now flown to his opposite hip and seized the handle of his poignard, so that he was
ready to cross-draw both weapons.

“It sme, dl right,” said Jm hadtily. “Do | ook that much different, Brian?’

“By dl the Saintd” said Brian, saring at him. “1f you had not answered mefindly with your ordinary
voice, James, | would be sure that some demon had seized and esten you while | was outsde. It isyou?’

“Yes, it sme, Brian,” said Jm. “Sorry | sartled you. But at the sametime, I'm pleased. If | can do that
to an old friend, | should be sure of scaring our foes.”

“By our Lady!” said Brian. “They will die of fright!”

“So muchtheeasier,” said IJm. “Now, I’ ve got to get hold of Hob, and put him to gathering the smoke
to makethe pirate shipslook like they're on fire. Brian, could | bother you to step outside again; and if
Sir Mortimor comes dong, would you hold him up and knock on the door first, so I’ ll have some
warning before he comesin?’

“Better,” said Brian, “that | knock on the door, then comein mysdlf and make sure you are ready,
beforeyou cal himin. | would like to see his face when he seesyou!”

“Fing” sad Jm. “Let'sdo it that way.”



With Brian out of the room he went over to the fireplace, leaned down-way down, it turned out, with the
boots on-and cdled into the top of the fireplace opening.

“Hob?Hob, would you come here amoment? | want to talk to you.”

“Yes, m'lord!” chirped acheerful little voice. Hob popped into view, stared at him aghast and
immediately popped back out of sight up the chimney.

“Hob!” caled Jm again, awkwardly bending even farther to make sure hisvoice carried dl theway up
the chimney. “Come back. Never mind what | look like. It'sme, Sir James, your Lord. Pay no attention
to my face. Thisisjust afase appearance.”

There was no answer. He kept talking up the chimney, pleading with Hob to come down, with his belt
buckle earnestly trying to dig itsway through the middie part of hisbody to his spine. It was hard to find
breath to talk with, bent avkwardly double thisway. Finally, however, asmal voice answered.

“You'renot m’lord James,” came Hob' stonestremuloudly. “Y ou' reaDjinni.”

“I'amnot aDjinni,” said Jm earnestly. “I’m ademon-1 mean, I’ m your Lord James Eckert that you
know very well, just pretending to be ademon. | know I’ ve made myself look like ademon, but it' sme.
Come down here, Hob! | haveto talk with you! It' stimefor usto rush out at the men who' ve been
trying to get into this castle; and that means |’ m depending upon you to get things done too. Come on
down so we can talk about it.”

Thetop of Hob's head inched into view upside down. It took agood half-minutefor al of hisfaceto
appear.

“If you'rem’lord James,” he said, “what was the name you gave me, before you had to take it back?’

“I named you Hob-One de Maencontri,” said Jm. “And I'll ill cal you by that name when | want to.
It'sjust that the rest of the world can't.”

Sowly, fearfully, Hob came out into the room. Jm was very careful not to moveat al.
“If it'sredlly you, m'lord,” said Hob quaveringly, “what do you want from me?’

“1 want you to do what we talked about you doing,” said Jm. “Sir Mortimor’ sgoing to bedongina
moment; and I'll be going down with himto let the rest of his men see me, and reassurethem al’ swell.
I’m not going to tell them I’'m Sir James; but | don’t want them to be afraid of me, looking like this. Also,
| want them to believe I’ m there to help them, fighting on their Sde.”

“Youlook terrible!” said Hob, coming dowly but fully into view. “Are you sure you' re you?’

“Of courselI’msure,” said Jm. “But dl that meansiswe re just about ready to go; because the sun’ll be
up soon. | want you to get busy right away gathering smoke so that we can have it coming up from the
end of the shipsfor perhaps agood fifteen or twenty minutes. They may not notice the smoke going up
right away.”

“Oh, I’'ve dready got the smoke al bundled up,” said Hob, more strongly now. “There wasn't anything
to that. What do you want meto do next?’



“There safireplace on the ground floor where dl Sir Mortimor’ s men are gathered,” said Jm. “Will you
take the bundle of smoke, go down that chimney and listen from that fireplace to what we talk about
down there? Then, as soon as it looks like we' re just about to start the attack, | want you to go ahead to
the boats and start the smoke going up. We Il probably al come outside the castle, but wait there until
we see the smoke, ourselves; and until the men who have been attacking us start running down to the
shipsto put out thefirethey’ll think ison them. How long will it take you after you stop listening to reach
the ships and gtart the smoke risng?’

“Oh, amost notimeat adl,” said Hob. “By the time you and everyone dse are outside, I'll havethe
smoke going up. | can’t do anything about the men down in the village seeing it, though.”

“That'sdl right,” said Jm. “I don’t expect you to-*

Therewas ascratching at the door.

“Brian?’ cdled Jm. “By dl meanscomein. I'll be gone when you get here, because | have things
magica to do. But the demon will be waiting for you. Have you told Sir Mortimor what he may expect to
see?’

“I have,” said Brian. “Do you want meto step in done, firsd?’

“If you please, Brian,” said Jm. “If Sir Mortimor will be so kind asto wait just amoment, there are
things | must say to you before | leave- things unconnected with matters here.”

The door opened and Brian came through.
Jm beckoned him to come close and whispered to him.

“Brian, I’'m going to use adifferent voice for the demon. Don't let it bother you. And you cantell Sir
Mortimor that | just Smply vanished after speaking afew wordsto you. | think that takes care of things.”

“Doubtless,” said Brian.

“Thenlegthimin,” sad Jm.

Brian turned to the door now, and spoketo Sir Mortimor outside. Thetall knight camein, saw Jmin his
demon’ s make-up, stopped, opened his mouth, closed it again and crossed himsdlf in the process of
reaching for his sword.

“I'aminvincible!” boomed Jmin avoice afull octave below hisnorma tones and onethat hetried to fill
with menace. “None can stand againgt me; and | take commands from no one! But | will assist you in this
matter. Now, you may lead meto where otherslike you await.”

Sir Mortimor gtiffened and some of the color came back to hisface. Slowly, helet go of his sword.

“Then, demon,” he said coldly, “come with me.”

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

“Wherethe hdl,” demanded Sir Mortimor of himsdf, but doud, stopping them both just above the floor
onwhich hismenwaited, “is Sir Brian? He waswith usupgtairs!”



“That great magician, Sir James,” boomed Jm, for the first time making full use of the magica voice he
had invented to go with his demon persona, threetimes asloud and afull octave deeper than his ordinary
human voice, “required that Sir Brian wait outside the room. Consequently he had no chanceto make his
devotions before battle-asis his custom-before you arrived. He should be with usin minutes.”

Sir Mortimor looked stunned-probably, Jm thought, not so much by the idea of Brian praying before
fighting as by finding himsdlf outvoiced. But he recovered quickly.

“Now, damn it, they’ll have heard you down there! Why didn’t he-* Chancing to look up &t his
companion just then, Sir Mortimor’ s voice underwent a sudden change to amuch milder and more
pleasant tone. “-didn’t Sir Brian tell me he intended that when he met me outside your door? Well, we
needn’t wait for him. Since they did hear you, best that we go down right now. I’ll lead the way.”

He moved off, down the staircase, and Jim followed afew steps behind. They descended under the
ceiling that had been the floor beneath their feet amoment before, and into full view of the space packed
with men armed to the teeth. In spite of their weapons, at the sight of the demon these were dready
trying to crowd into the corner of the room farthest from the foot of the sairs.

“Rejoice, my children!” Sir Mortimor’ s voice rang out. “ Sir James has provided us with what we need to
be sure of victory. Y ou see behind me ademon under his command, who will fight along with us, andin
whaose company we shall send those who attack us flying from our shores.”

It hardly seemed possible; but by thistime, the crowd of armed men below them had now managed to
compressitself to three-quarters of the Size it had been amoment before.

Sr Mortimor continued to descend the stairs, with im behind him. They reached the floor.

“Fear not!” shouted Sir Mortimor. “ This demon, named Invincible, is completely under the control of Sir
James, my good and loya friend. Sir James' s magic forbids him from coming with us himself; so he has
sent this deputy to make sure we cannot fail. Now, outside with al of you- but quietly so as not to wake
them below. Sir Brian will bejoining us soon. We must watch for the first sgn that their boats are on
firgl”

With grateful and surprising speed, the population of the room emptied itsalf through the inner door to
the passageway, then the now unbarricaded outer door, on to the steep hillside. They poured out around
the steps on to the stairs and s opes before the castle. Below them, the whole land and seawas
monochrome, most of its color lost in the palelight of the not-yet-risen sun. No onewas moving in the
village. There was no sound. No more was there any sound or movement aboard the two ships; so that
the repeated talking of the waves, coming up and breaking on the pebbly shore, came clearly to the ears
of dl of them.

“Ah, Sr Mortimor-demon!” said the voice of Sir Brian behind Jm and thetall knight.

Hejoined them, fully wegponed and ready. And stood beside them.

“ Anything happening yet?’ he asked cheerfully. Sir Mortimor scowled a him.

“We arewaiting for asign that the ships have beenfired,” Sir Mortimor said. “ So far thereisnone.”

“I have little doubt we will see evidence shortly,” said Brian. “A fine, clear morning, isit not?’



Thiswas Brian’ susud high spirits before any kind of afight showing themsdves, asJdm wdl knew. Sir
Mortimor was evidently of adifferent nature; and not necessarily pleased by cheerfulness over the
prospect of adawn encounter after a deepless night that might cost him everything he owned, to say
nothing of hislife

“It’ staking long enough-* he began; but a that moment, agray wisp of smoke lifted from the seaward
end of the ship to their right and a second later another wisp went up from the nearby end of the ship
besdeit.

The columns of smoke went straight up in the ill air. They thickened and darkened.

“Wake up, wake up, you blind infidel idiots!” muttered Sir Mortimor between histeeth. “Haven't you at
least one hell-bound sentry awake? |sn't there at least one of you who hasto step outside for some
reason or other?’

The village dumbered on, deaf to his complaints. The smoke poured up even more thickly from the
seaward ends of the two boats; and now voices began to cry out from the boats themselves, yellsand
screams of darm. Still, there was no sign that could be seen from the hillside of anyone moving aong the
visible deck portion of either one.

“All praise!” breathed Sir Mortimor; and then suddenly hisvoicerang out initsfull forceto the men
around him, more than loudly enough to wake most of thosein the village. “ The rowers are taking darm!
They will be daves chained in place and fearing to be burned to death!”

Sir Mortimor’s men started a cheer-and throttled it immediately as Sir Mortimor glared a them. Below,
afirgt few figures began to stagger, till half adeep, out of the buildings below. They stared about,
focused seaward, saw the boats, and began to run toward them, shouting as they ran. Other figures
began to bail from the flimsy village structures.

“Wait, wait,” ordered Sir Mortimor in alower voice, one pitched just enough to reach his own men.
“Let them get well away from their wespons. Wait... wait. Now!”

“A Breugd! A Breugd-“
Shouting hiswar cry, he went leaping down the steps, three and four at atime.

His men streamed after him, waving their weapons. Jm and Brian followed, more cautioudy until they
were on |less steep ground; then Brian began to put on his best speed, charging into the mass of Sir
Mortimor’s men ahead of him and pushing them aside.

Jm followed as quickly as he could, but matching Brian's speed of foot wasimpossible, let donethat of
most of Sir Mortimor’ s fighting men; with the exception of those who were, he suspected, deliberately
lagging back alittle. In any case, it was only amoment or two before they were upon the stream of
corsairs, headed toward the boat, and these, turning to discover an armed group descending on them and
themsalves unarmed except for knives, were bolting in al directions.

Sir Mortimor had reached the shore end of the two ships. He turned and shouted to his men.

“Turn! Turn! Back tothevillage!”



Those with him faced about and reversed their charge. The distance between the village buildings and
the shorewas no distance a dl; and dmost immediately they ran head-on into men still coming out of the
buildings, some of them till half awake and empty-handed, but some, at least, now armed with swords
and shields and ready to fight. By the time Jm caught up, the meeewasin full activity.

Jm cursed himsdlf internaly for not having thought to have brought at least a sword. It might not have
fitted with his demon image; but he would have fdt alot better right now if he had something in hishand
to keep enemies at adistance. Hetried to make up for thelack of it by bellowing at the top of hisvoice
andflailing hisclawed amsinthear.

It was afew moments before he realized that he was not forcing anyone to stand back from him-for the
very good reason that everyone was being very careful not to get close to him without being forced in any
way. That included Sr Mortimor’s men. But Brian was locked in tight combat in the midst of thefight,
surrounded by half a dozen Moroccans.

He was amuch better siwordsman than any of those around him, and his armor was good enough to turn
the edges of most of their blades; but there were entirely too many concentrating on him adonefor Jm's
peace of mind. Jm charged in hisdirection, therefore, making as much noise and trying to look as
fearsome as possible. It worked. Brian' s attackers caught sight of him coming, and ran. Jm came up to
Brian, who was now leaning on his sword, its point shoved into the beach before him, and catching his
breath.

“Damnit, Jamed” gasped Brian. “ Y ou frightened them dl away!”

The use of Jm’s name was safe enough. The hubbub around them would have covered up the sound of
it, evenif any of those nearby had timeto listen; and none had.

“Don’t beanidiot yoursdf, Brian,” said Jm, likewise gasping for breath. His magic boots, which added
acouple of feet to his sze, had not made running easy and he also was out of breath. “ There were too
meany of them!”

“I did not call for rescue- snapped Brian, then checked himsdlf. “But there, James, | honor your thought
to ad afdlow knight possibly in distress.”

“A fdlow knight and an old friend!” said Jm.

“I would rather believe you would have given that response to any knight in my position,” said Brian.
“But there, let it be. | am sensible of your friendship, James. But look! It isdl but over now. Those who
were not dain, or too badly hurt to do so, have reached their ships and are putting out to sea, leaving
ther friends behind.”

Jm turnedto look. At first glance, it seemed dl too easy, dmost ridiculous after the undeniable darm
and concern up in the castle; but then he saw all the bodies lying around on the ground. The sireets-if
they could be called that-in the village, the pebbly shore down to the water’ s edge, was strewn with fallen
men. Most of Sir Mortimor’ swarriors seemed busy in robbing the dead bodies of their enemies-dso
those of the near-dead.

“Brian,” hesaidinalow voice, “I'll be glad to be out of here.”

“And | dso,” answered Brian. “In God' s name, | will beglad to bein Tripoli.”



They werein Tripoli, four dayslater, but wherein Tripoli was another question.
“Do you suppose the damn fellow redlly knowsthe way?’ growled Brian.
“The shipmaster said he did,” answered Jm.

Brian grunted. What Jm had just said was of course no answer at al. Jm sympathized, but he had
nothing moreto offer hisfriend in the way of reassurance. The trading ship that had brought them down
from Cyprusto the port of Tripoli on what would be the coast of Lebanon-if the future of this medieva
world followed the same pattern as the twentieth-century world from which Jm had come-had carried as
magter avillainous-looking fellow, who, however, had not overcharged them for the trip, according to
what Brian’sfriendsin Cyprus had assured them. Whether this meant he was honest in everything else,
however, might be doubtful.

Hewas alank-haired, shifty-eyed individua with adrooping gray-black mustache in anarrow
olive-colored face; with the ample stomach of aglutton and the skinny arms and legs of amiser. He had
hired the local man who was |leading them to their destination, as well asthe other two that were coming
aong behind and carrying their possessions. In their innocence, neither Brian nor Jm had any idea
whether the price he had negotiated with these three was an overcharge or not; but they could not do
without direction and porters, so they had no choice but to pay it.

But their guide had led them now through a completely bewildering maze of streets and aleyways so
narrow in some placesthey literaly had to turn sidewaysto get between buildings, the ground underfoot
al but carpeted with human and anima wastes, particularly in the smaler streets. In addition, Jm+-like
Brian-was fully armored and weaponed, with atravel cloak over everything ese, the hood of which
concedled the knap-sacklike bag in which Hob rode; and Brian was smilarly armed, armored and
clothed. All thisin aclimate that was showing awarmer spring than they were used to in England. They
were hot and thirsty, and their tempers were beginning to wear thin.

It did seem asif the home of aloca magician, to which their guide was supposedly leading them, could
hardly be this much of adistancein amedieva town, which while crawling with population like an anthill,
was aso crammed tightly into as small a space as could be practica. On the other hand, thought Jim, the
maze of streets could have deluded them with the notion they had walked farther than they thought

“Y et another corner!” said Brian sharply. “That’ senough! I’m going to confront the fellow. Here, you,
come back herel”

The guide stopped, turned and met them halfway asthey came up.

“Oh, magter,” he said, “thou shinest before my eyeslike aflower beloved of Allah, and thy sweetness
perfumestheair. In what way can | oblige thee?’

“Enough of that chatter,” snapped Brian. “When do we get to the magician’s house? How much farther
isit? Answer me, fellow, and if your answer is hot agood one, on your head beit!”

He put hishand on his sword hilt.

“Great lords and masters!” said the guide. “May | be blinded and cast down into the seventh hdll, if we
are not upon the place right now. It is but three doors down.”

“You'resure?’ snapped Brian.



“Itisas!’vesad,” saidtheguide. “In Allah’sname, it is but three doors down.”
“It had best be s0,” said Brian.

The man turned and ran ahead a short distance through the dim aleyway they were traversing, and
stopped beside what seemed to be asolid wall.

“Itishere, my lordsand mastersl” he called. “Thisisthe place!”

“Let’'sgolook,” said Jm. He and Brian dogged forward, and there wasindeed adight indentation in the
wooden wall beside which the guide had stopped; and in that indentation was a door that probably once
had been painted green, but there was very little of that color |eft to it now.

“Lo, | have done what was promised. Pay me and those two who carry your wealth, and let usgo,” said
the guide.

“Wait aminute,” said Jm, as Brian reached up under hischain mail shirt for hispurse. “Let’ sget them to
answer that door and find out if we actudly are at the right place, first. Then we'll pay you.”

“Y our wish ismy command, O mighty one!” said the guide. Turning, he began to hammer on the door.
He hammered for somelittle time, but there was no sound from within nor anything to sgnify he had been
heard. He turned and looked hopelesdly at Jm and Brian, shrugging his shoulders, but Brian was
scowling now, and he quickly turned back to the door and began hammering on it again.

“Open!” hecried in apiercing, high-pitched voice. “ Open, in the name of Allah, the beneficent, the
al-hospitable. Two greast men, beloved of Allah, the sultan and our Bey, herein Tripoli, are cometo visit
with abu a-Qusayr.”

There gtill was no response, but Brian growled and the man kept up his pounding and hiscries. Findly,
there was the noise of bolts being drawn and bars being lifted, and the door opened to reved atall,
dately-looking man in arich, heavy robe of red. He was silver-haired and upright. He glared down at the
guide.

“Dog of thewharf,” he said. “Why do you clamor at this door? Do you not know what you risk by
disturbing the mind of abu a-Qusayr?’

“Forgiveme, O graciousone!” said the guide. “But with me are two great men, lords among the Franks
and nasranies of the north, who are directed here by friends of abu a-Qusayr. Not for aking' s ransom
would | disturb so0 al-wise and powerful aman. But | think that these with me are expected by him.”

The slver-haired man in the red robe directed his glance a Jm and Brian.

“Y our names, sirs?’ he asked, with a surprising change of speech to acourtly, even European manner.

“I am Sir Brian Neville-Smythe,” said Brian. “With meisthe Mage, Baron Sir James Eckert de
Maencontri, whom your master is expecting.”

“I must not claim the title of Mage, however,” said Jm hurriedly, for the eyebrows of the slver-haired
man had climbed up on hisforehead on hearing that title. “1 an amagician of reatively low rank;
apprentice, however, to the Mage S. Carolinus, who has said that | would find friendship and direction



from abu a-Qusayr, as afelow member of the Magician’s Kingdom.”

The man in the doorway relaxed.

“You are expected, gr,” he said-again with more of a European way of speaking than that of one of the
locas. Jmwondered if hisinvisible trandator was carrying him over what essentialy was a switch from
one language to another. Looking past Jm and Brian now, this man beckoned the two luggage-carriers

forward and pointed just inside the doorway.
“Leaveyour burdensthere,” he said. “They will be taken care of .”

“My pay! Our pay!” cried the guide. “O munificent masters, we have not yet been paid!”

Jm produced asilver coin and passed it to the guide.

“But it wasto beagold dinar,” wailed the guide.

“That’ s not what the shipmaster told us,” said Jm.

“It wasto be gold! It wasto be gold-“ clamored the guide.

“Ceasethy clamor,” snapped the man in the red robe, “and get thee hence happily with what thou hast,
lest devils and scorpions follow theeto thy gravel”

Ignoring the guide and the bearers, he turned once more to Jm and Brian.

“Enter, messires,” he said. He stood aside to let them come through the doorway in the narrow space
left between himself and their luggage. Then he closed the door behind them upon the sound of
lamentations and protests from both the guides and the carriers. * Five drachmas would have been ample.
Y ou have been robbed, messires, but thereislittle help for it, | know, in acity likethis, whereyou are
not known and you do not know itsways. Come, Sir Brian, Sir James. Sir James, my master isindeed

expecting you. Follow me.”

He led them down the short, dim-lit and narrow corridor toward afarther door, from which severa
other men, obvioudy lesser servants, ran in, ducked past them and ran on to the outer door. Jm heard
the sound of the bolts being driven home and the heavy bar being lifted back into place. They stepped

through the inner door.

Suddenly, it was asif they had stepped back into a palace out of the Arabian Nights.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

They had entered alarge room with alofty, white dome-shaped ceiling and one wall that was not awall
but spaced pillars, showing either an open corridor or a bacony beyond them. Entrances, both high and
wide, in the other two walls ahead, opened on further rooms beyond, giving glimpses of smilar high
ceillingsand sonewadls.

The stoneitsdf was beautifully fitted, and jutted out to make agallery onthewall to Jm’sleft, itsfloor
some fifteen feet up. Shieding the gallery was a screen of worked stone, with intricately curved, small
apertures piercing every part of it, so that it wasin effect a screen of wrought stone to hide anyone who
might be standing behind it and looking down. A few pieces of furniture, mainly hassocks, cushionsand



low tables, were lined up againgt the walls of the room, leaving the center of it completely open,
increasing the appearance of its Size-an appearance that was reinforced by the light-colored stone of the
walls. Bright daylight seemed to be flooding in, not only through the pillars, but from other, hidden parts
of the room, ether by clever architecture or magic, so that the whole place seemed to float in mid-air.

“If you will follow me, messires,” said the red-robed man; and led them off through one of the farther
entrances which were rectangular to about six feet off the ground, and then swelled into an onion-shaped
arch with asharp upward point in the center.

They followed him, through rooms that were dmost identical with the first they had seen. Carpets, with
indecipherable figuring upon them, were everywhere. Occasiondly they caught sight of men, dressed in
loose green blouses and trousers, passing through the corner of aroom-from doorway to doorway-in the
same rooms they traversed.

Now that he stopped to think of it, Jm remembered that the servants that had run to rebar the door had
also been dressed in green. The red-robed man paid no attention to these, however, so Jim and Brian
aso ignored them; and they went for some distance, dways flooded by the remarkable daylight that
seemed to penetrate into every room, even those that had walls on four sdes and no visible form of
lighting otherwise.

At lagt, they cameto asmall closed door, arectangular door, not unlike the two by which they had
entered from the street; but this door was of highly polished, dark, rich wood, with ahandgrip in its outer
Sdethat seemed to be of shining silver.

Red-robe stopped beforeit, and Jim and Brian necessarily stopped with him. The silver-haired man
spoke to the door.

“Madter,” he said, “ Sir James Eckert, the Dragon Knight, is come. Heiswith me now, outside your
door, with acompanion, Sir Brian Neville-Smythe. What isyour will, O my master?’

“They may comein,” said adeep, quiet voice from beyond the door. “Y ou may go, Mgid.”
“At once, my madter,” said Mgjid. He turned to Jm and Brian. “Abu a-Qusayr bids you enter.”

He stood aside from the door, which opened softly and apparently of its own power. Looking through
the entrance, Jm saw asmaller room than they had encountered so far, till high-cellinged, but completely
windowless, with dl four of the wallswindowless, but bright with the same ever-present daylight.

Againg afar wall, asquare-shouldered man sat cross-legged on athick, white cushion, with around
table of black wood before him. On the table was a bowl apparently filled with clear water; and beside
this stood some pieces of slver gpparatus, very intricatdly fitted together and with jointed parts that were
probably movable, but which now stood till.

The man, himsdf, behind the table, had awispy white beard on afirm chin. Helooked to be of
something more than middle age, but his actua age was anyone s guess. He was a strong-looking man,
gtting straight-backed, dressed in along robe that covered hislegs and feet completely in his present
cross-legged position-a robe of the same color of red asthat Carolinus habitualy wore, a softer red than
Mgjid srobe. His brow was lofty, hiseyes dark and his face square and suntanned beneath a straight
nose and a straight mouth.

He gave the impression of being utterly reliable, utterly to be trusted. The sort of person who islikea



glimpse of land to someone helplesdy adrift in astorm-torn sea.

Jm and Brian advanced into the room, and the door closed dmost noiselessly behind them. Curioudy, in
Spite of the warmth that seemed to emanate from the man himsdf, the air in here was cooler and strangely
fresh. The man gestured toward other pillows againgt the wall, and three of these dipped out in front of
histable, apparently on their own power.

“Sit down, Jm, and you too, Brian,” he said. He smiled. “1 see Mgid didn’t redlize there were three of
you.”

“Threeof us, Sr?’ said Brian, alittle sharply as, more easily than Jm, he dropped into a cross-legged
position on one of the pillows before the desk.

“Y ou forget your little friend, whom Jm is carrying, Brian,” said abu d-Qusayr. He turned to the dready
seated Jm. “Come out, little one. Don't be afraid.”

Jmfetadirring in the smal hidden knapsack on his back, and Hob climbed out onto his shoulder. He
stood erect, holding onto Jm'’ s neck, hisfeet on Jm'’ s shoulder and looking at the bearded magician.

“Come,” said abu a-Qusayr, patting the table top in front of him. “Come and st here, littlefriend.”

To Jm’ssurprise, Hob legped absolutely fearlesdy forward onto the table top and sat down
cross-legged on the spot indicated, staring interestedly up at abu a-Qusayr, who examined him in return.,

“YouareaNaturad,” said abu a-Qusayr. “What | believeis caled a hobgoblin, back in the place you
comefrom. lan't that right?’

“Oh, yes,” said Hob confidently. “Actualy, I’'m also Hob-One de Maencontri-but nobody but m’lord
Jm and m'lady Angelacan cal methat. Maybe you can cal methat. Do you suppose?’

“| suppose | could,” said abu d-Qusayr. “But it'salong, rather forma name. I’ d rather just call you
Hob too, if you don’t mind”

“I don't mind if you doit,” said Hob confidentidly.
“Good,” said abu a-Qusayr. “How did you happen to come dong with m’lord Jm and Sir Brian?’

“I came s0 | could hurry back and tell m’lady Angelaif m’lord getsinto any trouble at al,” said Hob.
“She d like to know. She worries about him.”

“I can understand that,” said abu a-Qusayr. He looked at Jim.

“With al duerespect,” said Jm, “don’t you suppose you could be asking me those questions?’

“I could, of course.” Abu a-Qusayr stroked his small white beard. “But | was curious. | wanted alittle
conversation with your Hob. I’ d never met hisform of Natura before. Are you gentlemen quite

comfortable? Y ou may be alittle overdressed for this climate.”

“Why, damme,” said Brian, amost wonderingly, “1 was alittle more than comfortably warm on the way
here, but this house of yoursisvery airy, cool and pleasant. I'm quite at ease, now.”



“And the pillows,” said abu a-Qusayr. “ Can you manage to sit on them comfortably? | know you
people from northern Europe are not used to Sitting in this position.”

“Wedo it afair amount, when out away from home or any other lodging,” said Brian. “We'll st likethis
around afire of nightswhen we'refar from any lodging. | find no discomfort init.”

Brian, to Jm’s ears, was beginning to sound amost astrusting as Hob had, toward this magician. Abu
a-Qusayr seemed out to charm them all. Jm waited, alittle grimly, for the force of that persuasion to be
tried on him.

“Asfor you, Jm,” said abu a-Qusayr, with no attempt at al to put him at his ease, but spesking asif
they had been old friends from the start, “trouble follows you like bees after aman smeared with honey.
Have you been aware of asmadl brown dog around you, since you |eft the European shore?’

“Y ou mean Kelb? The Djinni? He s aready approached me about getting my protection,” Jm said. “It
seems his master was another, very powerful Djinni, who'sangry with him for having escaped from a
lake of fireinto which the other Djinni had him thrown.”

He heard his own voice coming out warmly and confidentialy.

I’m dready faling into the same sort of soft trap that this man got Hob and Brian into, he told himsdif.
He stiffened his back and ddliberately spoke coldly. “I told him I’ d think about it. He' s been hanging
around me, but | haven't had any trouble with him.”

“Wadll,” said abu a-Qusayr, “he' s perfectly right to be afraid. Sakhr a-Jinni isone of the most powerful
of the Djinn. Y ou, yoursdlf, should be careful of him, dso. | would counsdl you to havelittle to do with
thiskedb.”

“I waan't planning to,” said Jm.

“Good,” said abu a-Qusayr. “ Y ou're ranked as a C magickian, now, | believe?’

“Yes,” sad Jm, feding atwinge of embarrassment, and becoming angry with himsaf dmost immediately
for feding anything a al. Why, he asked himsdlf, should it matter to him what rank this bunch of
magicians chose to consider he should hold?

“I don't think aDjinni like Kelb should give a C-rank magickian any great problems,” said abu
a-Qusayr. “But you want to avoid anything that might lead you into getting mixed up with Sakhr a-Jinni.
It' strue he sonly aNatura, but he' s one of the very powerful Naturas, and one of the most vindictive.”

“I was planning on avoiding him,” said Jm.

“I thought you would,” said abu d-Qusayr. “ Still, no harm in mentioning it. But there’ s something ese |
unfortunately have to mention to you. Carolinus just passed word to me that he’ d gotten notice of another
complaint filed againgt you by a separate kingdom. The Grand Demon accuses you of impersonating a
demon. Would you careto tell me your side of that matter?’

Jmtold him.

“l see,” said abu d-Qusayr, when he was done. * Excuse me a moment, then-*



He bent over the bow! of water or whatever it was on the table in front of him and stared into it. While
Jm, Brian and Hob sat slently waiting- Im with an uneasy feding in his tsomach-therewas sllencein the
room. Finally abu a-Qusayr lifted his gaze from the bow! of weter.

“Much more chegp and convenient, you know,” he said to Jm, “doing your scrying in aclear bowl of
water. You don’t have to have a glass globe, as you northerners do. Everyone to his own taste, of
course. Wdll, | would say that you’ d have no trouble answering that accusation. I'll have to disqudify
myself as one of your judges, of course-*

“Oneof my judges?’ said Jm.

“Quite naturaly,” said abu d-Qusayr. “Naturdly, | know thisregion, and I’ ve had afew contacts with
demons mysdf-just in passing, you understand. However, they would till have to cal me as an expert
witness because of my loca knowledge; and what | can tell them should clear you completely. Not,
actualy, that you need my testimony. The factsare plain enough.”

“Y ou were looking at what happened a couple of days ago? At the castle of Sir Mortimor Breugel ?’
asked Jm.

“Yes,” answered abu d-Qusayr. “As | hope you know, scrying is usudly limited to events happening at
the present or possibly in the near future; but under specid circumstances, of which acapital accusation is
one-"

“Capita!” echoed Jm. Capitd crimeseveninthefirst part of histwentieth century normaly caled for a
death sentence. “What would happen to meif | was convicted of actualy having violated the demon

kingdom?’

“WEe d haveto turn you over to the demons, of course,” said abu a-Qusayr. “ Just asyou would have
had to have been turned over to the King and Queen of the Dead, if that earlier charge of willful trespass
upon their kingdom had been proven againgt you. Of course, it wasn't. The guilt in that case actudly lay
with Mavinne, the French AAA magickian-and you saw what happened to him, | believe.”

“I did,” said Jm. He would never forget the sight-Mavinne being drawn up into dark clouds sculpted
into the forms of the King and Queen of the Dead on their thrones; pulled up asif he had been a
drowned rat at the end of astring.

“Well, as| say, it doesn’'t matter,” said abu al-Qusayr. “Asl just told you, even without my expert
testimony, the facts are indisputable. Y ou made it very clear, for therecord, in speaking to Sir Mortimor,
that you would not turn yoursdlf into ademon. Y ou only said you would produce one. Y ou lied to him, of
course, which is perfectly judtifiable under circumstances where the magickian needs defense, but wishes
to do no harm. Y ou merely let him think you had produced a demon, which isnot aviolation of demon
sovereignty in any way. Thefact that Sir Mortimor, Sir Mortimor’s men and those who were attacking
his castle believed you to be a demon was their mistake, and their respongbility. Y ou fulfilled the
magickian’s command to defend himsdlf without harming anyone else. Y ou did no harm.”

“No harm,” echoed Jm, inalow voice. In hismind's eye he saw the bodies of the Moroccans scattered
al over the beach, being searched and even cut into by Sir Mortimor’s men, to seeif they had swallowed
anything smdl but valuable to protect it from being stolen.

“Don'tlet it disturb you,” said abu d-Qusayr, asif he had read Jm'smind. “If it hadn’t been the
Moroccans who were killed, it would have been Sir Mortimor’s men. Sir Mortimor-and possibly you



three aswell. But come now, let’ s have something to eat and drink and talk about more interesting
things”

Jm felt asudden breath of air on the back of his neck; and amoment later agreen-clad servant set
down on the table top atray of cakes and threetiny cups of what looked like very black coffee, one
each in front of himsdlf and Brian; and the third in front of abu a-Qusayr. He aso put down abowl of
milk before Hob-who lapped it up like a cat. The bowl of clear water and the other apparatus on the
table had vanished a second before the servant appeared.

Abu d-Qusayr immediately sipped from his coffee cup and nibbled a one of the cakes. Jm vagudy
remembered from his reading that such was good mannersin this part of the world. The host would est
and drink before his guests, to show that neither food nor drink were poisoned.

Jm lifted hisown cup to hislips, and, sure enough, it was very strong coffee, very heavily sugared. He
saw Brian tagting his, and alook of astonishment coming over hisfriend’ s face before he set the cup
down. Brian, surrounded by transplanted Europeans, had obvioudy so far not been offered anything but
wine and water until thismoment. Still, Brian's manners were enough to keep him from making any
comment on this hot, bittersweet brew.

“l am sorry | can't offer you wine,” said abu a-Qusayr. “ Thereis nonein this house. The Koran, asyou
know, forbidsit to true Mudims, of which | am one. As| understand it, Brian, you are in search of the
father of your beloved, so arrangements may be made that she be given you in matrimony; and James,
here, has out of friendship come with you on thistrip-abeit alittle behind you, catching up with you in

Cyprus”

“Thatiss0,” said Brian. He had only taken a couple more sips of coffee, but he had aready eaten five of
thelittle cakes. Jm noticed that they were magicaly replenishing themselves on the tray, asfast asthose
that were there were devoured. “My lady’ s father went off on a crusade, though few would do so,
nowadays, but he hoped that good fortune would attend him, if he did. We had lost track of him until just
lately. Then aknight returning from this part of the world gave her word that her father had been seenin
Pamyra, which we understand isinland from thiscity of Tripoli.”

“Itisindeed inland,” said abu a-Qusayr, “on the other side of the mountains and then adistance. But itis
gtill on the caravan routes and it isacity of merchants. Perhaps her father has become amerchant and
that isthe reason for his staying there. If heisdoing well he may have chosen not to return home.”

“How do we get there?’ asked Brian.

“I would say,” answered abu a-Qusayr, “the only sensible way for you will beto join acaravan taking
goods shipped from Tripoli to that city and others beyond. The route lies through the mountains, which
are now dangerous because of anest of Assassinsthat have flourished there in the Kasr a-Abiyadh, or
the White Pdace, in the last few years.”

“Assassins?’ asked Jm, beating Brian to the question by seconds.

“Yes,” said abu d-Qusayr, “ a least they claim to be Hashasheen; and | would not risk doubting it. They
are not, of course, of the origina Assassins, which began with Hassan ibn a-Sabbah, who wasthe first
‘Old Man of the Mountain.” He seized the castle of Alamut, in avaley near Kazvin, nearly three hundred
years ago; and Alamut was their headquarters for many years, until the Mongols took them, one by one.
Findly, Alamut itsdf fell to the Mongols; and the last of the Assassins castlesin Syria, Kahf, was
conquered less than a hundred years ago. But gtill the brotherhood crops up from timeto time. | do not



know the name of the one who calls himself Grandmaster of this group in the mountains you will be
passing through; but he was a Sufi, one of the Orthodox who worship Allah, but in their own strange
ways. Hefdlt called upon to become an Isma'ili and joined those Isma iliswho are Hashasheen, or
Assasains, as you would say. But the caravan itsdf will be armed and ready; and if you stay with the
caravan, your chances should be good of getting to PAmyra.”

“That sounds not too difficult,” said Brian. “Indeed asmal bicker dong the way would possibly be
welcome, to break the tedium of thetrip.”

“I"m glad to hear you so confident,” said abu a-Qusayr. “I suggest, however, you keep an eye out. Not
only for Assassins, but for other enemies, most of them Naturals. There are actua demons among those
rocks, aswell as ghouls and spirits of various kinds. Y ou might even encounter a griffin or a cockatrice;
athough these are rare nowadays and are not likely to approach something aslarge asa caravan.”

Jm noticed Brian' s face had paled. Hob legped from the top of the table to Jm’ s shoulder and clutched
him around the neck.

“Would they want me?’ he cried at abu d-Qusayr. “Would any of them want ahobgoblin like me?’

“Never mind,” said Jm, shortly. “I’ll make sure that nothing from an Assassin to a cockatrice has
anything to do with you.”

Hob sighed with relief, and sat down on Jim'’ s shoulder. Jm noticed that abu a-Qusayr waslooking at
him with acuriousinterest.

“Doyou,” said Hob, addressing abu a-Qusayr, then hesitating, “do you have afireplace around here
some place?’

“I'm sorry, littlefriend,” said abu d-Qusayr. “ There are no fireplaces here. However, there arefiresin
places like the kitchens. Sir Brian, | must speak privily with Sir James, here. Would you be good enough
to alow yoursdlf to be shown your quarters, now? On the way, then, you could be taken past the
kitchen, and Hob could be shown what we have by way of fire and smoke in thisbuilding.”

“I would be glad to do s0,” said Brian, rising smoothly and athleticaly from his pillow without even
putting a hand to the ground. “Wewill be staying with you, then?’

“Just overnight, | believe,” said abu d-Qusayr. “I have arranged for you to join the caravan to leave
tomorrow.”

Behind him, Jm felt another puff of air, and the voice of Mgjid spoke behind them.

“What isyour will, master?’ said the voice of the slver-haired man.

“Show Sir Brian to the room set aside for him and Sir James,” said abu a-Qusayr. “ On the way, go past
the kitchen; so that our small friend, now on Jm’s shoulder, can see the cooking fires there. Perhaps Hob
would liketo rideon Sir Brian's shoulder?’

Hob immediately |egped over to land on Brian's shoulder. Brian looked alittle startled, but did not

object asHob took afirm grip around his neck. Jm turned his head to watch them go out through the
door, which closed noisalessy behind them, then looked back at abu a-Qusayr.



“Y ou don't even want Hob listening to what you have to say?’ he asked abu a-Qusayr.

“Inthiscase, | think it' sjust aswell,” said the older magician. “I’'m glad you sounded so confident now
about dedling with these other creatures that might threaten you in the caravan. Actudly, thethreet is
smdl. Most of them liketo find their victims done. On the other hand, if you see the Mongolsat dl, they
may come in such force that the caravan will be helpless before them. In that case, | suggest you not
resst them. Just explain why you' re going to Pamyra. I’ ve arranged for some wine, and a certain amount
also of cooked wine-1 believe in the north you call it brandy, aswell as other names-to use asabribe on
the Mongols. Y ou might promise them whatever you think it might take to give you safe passage. Also, it
might be wiseif you made the cooked wine agppear asif by magick, whether you actualy use magick or
not-1 understand you' re limiting your use of it at the present, and | applaud that. But magicking the
cooked wineinto existence would keep them from thinking there’ s more of it hidden around the caravan,
someplace; in which case they would tear everything apart. The Mongols are known to be fond of
doohal.”

“I’ve heard that,” said Jm; and, indeed, he had, although he had not remembered it until just this
moment. It was another tag of knowledge from the twentieth-century world he and Angie had left behind.

“What about my using magic?’ he said. “How do you suppose the Mongols would react to that?’

“I think it would serve you very well,” said abu a-Qusayr. “It may even gain you some respect among
them. They will classyou with their shamans, who indeed are magickians of a sort, athough they are
other things aswell, including being rdigious figures among the Mongoals.”

“Speaking of magic,” said Jm, “I’ ve been enjoying the control of temperature you have in this house of
yours. That will be magic, of course?’

“Itismy oneindulgence,” said abu d-Qusayr, with something very likeasigh, “asyour Magter,
Caralinus, indulges himsdf with flowers and green turf through the year, around his smdl cottage. When
you reach A level, my son, experience will have made you clever in knowing how you can achieve your
ends without magick; and consequently you will have magicka energy to spend on an indulgence or
two.”

Hedghed again.

“| say anindulgence or two,” he went on, “because the architecture of thishome of minereflectsan
ancient memory, an ancient, fond memory, of the time when ourswas agrest civilization here to the south
of the Mediterranean Sea. We had builders and scholars and wise men of many kinds. But then Genghis
Khan's Mongols came and the cities were conquered or destroyed; and with them went much of the
ways of thought and wisdom. Now | live alone and quietly; and seldom do | have achance for discourse
with one who thinks and ponders what he thinks and looks at the world to try and understand what he
sesesinit”

He paused, and then aimost visibly shook himsdlf out of what seemed to be a sort of half-dream.

“But | talk too much about mysdlf,” he said. “Moreto the point is that, peaking of wise men and
scholars, there are till afew thinkers wandering the world. Y ou’ll encounter onein the caravan. HeE sa
young man till-no more than thirty years of age | would say-his nameisibn-Tarig and you may find his
conversation a boon to you on the long ride to PAmyra. Have you ever ridden acamel before?’

“No,” said Jm.



“Youwill finditinteresting,” said abu d-Qusayr.
CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
“Interesting” was not the word Jim would have chosen for the experience of riding acame.

The caravan with which he, along with Brian and Hob, had left was five days out of Tripoli on the route
that would take it eventualy through Palmyra, climbing the steep path into the mountains, and Jm had yet
to get any rea control over the beast herode.

It had to be made to kneel in order for him to get on the saddle because of the enormous height of its
legs, and anyone else in the caravan, except Brian who was having the same sort of trouble, could make
it do so smply by tapping its neck with athin stick. Jm could tap away lightly or strongly or any way he
wanted; and the camel smply ignored him. What the trick was, he had yet to learn. Also, the camed was
equipped with reins, with which he should be able to guideit like ahorse. But it ignored Jm'’ s attempt to
do any such thing.

What it would do, entirely on its own, was plod along in line with the other camels aslong asthey kept
moving. When the other camels stopped, it stopped. It smelled, it made noisy bubbling sounds, and it
was asindifferent to Jm on itsback asif he had been a piece of baggage.

The one welcome thing about it wasits pace, after the familiar jolting of atrotting horse. The came
traveled by moving both legs on one sde forward at the sametime. The result wasjoltless, and gave an
amost soothing, rocking motion to the saddle. It occurred to Jm that it would be amost easy to degp on
the move in such asaddle-even more easy than in the Tuareg saddle with its high cross before the rider
on which he could deep, resting his arms on the crossbar and putting his head down on them.

Infact, Jm had dready seen one of hisfdlow travelers degping hunched in hisordinary camel saddle.

Thiswasasmall, black-haired, bullet-headed man, with a short, curved sword and a couple of knives
stuck into his belt, who rode with his legs crossed on the came’ s neck before him, and who, it turned
out, wasaMongol.

His namewas Baiju; and he was apparently one of aMongol tribe or group that wasin disagreement
with the Mongols they might meet dong theway. It was difficult to learn much from him; but therewasa
strangely dangerous air about him, and Jm noticed that the population of the caravan in generd either
avoided him or were careful about doing anything that might offend him.

But another traveler wasindeed ablessing. Hewasibn-Tariqg, the wandering scholar and thinker that
abu d-Qusayr had mentioned to Jm.

He was obvioudy aman of means. His clothes, his baggage, his voice and actions and even the way he
sat his came proclaimed the educated aristocrat. In any case, whether he actualy was an aristocrat or
not, he was most certainly educated.

Jm could not make his camd go to thisman; but ibn-Tariq had no trouble bringing hisalongside Jm, and
telling him much about the country as they went through it, about caravans, trade, and the history of the
land. He was a camel-portable encyclopedia.

Often, during their conversations, Brian would either manage to urge hiscamel up to join them, or else



he would get the help of someone dseto doit for him; for ibn-Tarig wasinteresting to listen to.

Baiju the Mongol, however, never came over to speak with Jim when ibn-Tariq was there; and came
seldom enough when Jim was done. It seemed to Jm that Baiju looked at him, and hisinability to
manage the beast he rode, with a certain amount of contempt. But it was atolerant contempt, mixed with
aremarkable amount of respect. Somehow, he had learned that Jim was amagician.

Jmwondered if ibn-Tariq aso knew; but if so, he was having trouble thinking of away to ask about this
politely. Ibn-Tarig himself wasamodd of politeness.

“ About the ghouls and demons and such in these mountains,” Jm ventured finally during aconversation
between them on thefifth day. “How likely are we to run into them?’

“I have no doubt they are dl about us now, and will continue to be so for the length of our journey,” said
ibn-Tarig. Like Brian, he sat very straight-backed in his saddle so that he seemed taller than his actua
height, which was actually dightly shorter than Jm’s, but not by much. He had ahigh bridge to hisnose,
but otherwise his face was handsomein alean sort of way, and remarkably relaxed. His brown eyes
seemed to see beyond anything he looked at, asif he was aware of al the forces that moved it or caused
it to be. “To say nothing of Djinn and the lesser devils, aswell as Assassing, Mongols and wild tribesmen
who would rob usif they could.”

“Shouldn’t we be taking more care to protect oursalves against them, then?” Jim asked.

“I think we have rdatively littleto fear,” said ibn-Tariq. “ The ghouls prefer asingleman, lost in the
wagtes. To him they appear as beautiful women-only when they open their mouths, it will be seen that the
ingdes of those mouths are green. Asyou undoubtedly know, they devour mainly the dead, but will not
hesitate to devour the living who are helpless to keep them off. The demons prefer for their prey those
who have transgressed againgt the laws of God aslaid down in the Koran. Y ou are anasraney, of
course; and as an infidel would not be of greeat interest to them. | understand there are demonsin your
part of the world who would be, however; and of course against those you would have the protection of
your faith, such asitis. Here, of course, it would not protect you against one of our demons, who know
that thereisno God but Allah. But I am interested. In what way would you protect yoursdalf against one
of your northern infidel demons?’

It was apolite opening for Jm to hint that magic, though unlike that of ademon, was aso hisgame.

“I’'mnot dl that surewe have individual demonswhere | comefrom, any more,” said Jm. “They actudly
bel ong more to pagan supergtition than anything else. There' sthe Dark Powers, of course; and they
make and use such creatures as ogres, harpies and Worms. But none of those could properly be called
demons. They' re merely crestures created to physicaly attack humankind. They cannot be turned away,
asordinarily can al the Powers of Darkness, by such things as crossing yoursdlf or saying the Lord's
Prayer.”

“Ah, yes” said ibn Tariq. “ The prayer of Jesus of Nazareth. He is one of our saints, too, you know. A
Mudim can invoke the name of Allah and hopefor his protection; but whether he receivesit or not will
depend upon Allah' swill. Few men are so sure of that, that they would chance going unscathed among
the creatures of darkness. On the other hand, as| say, it is often those who have transgressed in the eyes
of Allah, whom these creatures deliberately seek out.”

“And the Assassins or the Mongols?’ asked Jm. “Any human enemies?’



“Wearealarge caravan,” answered ibn-Tarig. “ The Assassinslike to outnumber those they attack. Like
whatever tribesthat would prey upon us and live in these mountains, they are probably not numerous
enough to make an attempt against us. Againgt aforce of Mongols, of course, we would be helpless.
They would outnumber us and they are very fierce fighters. On the other hand, aforce of Mongolswould
not be interested in anything as small as a caravan. They would probably be happening acrossusin the
process of going toward something more important that they intended to attack, like acity.”

He paused and looked at Jm, clearly inviting him to speak. Jm hestated. It was very clear that
ibn-Tarig wanted to ask if he had some magica powersthat would alow him to defend himsdlf, and
possibly dl of the caravan, against Mongals, if they should gppear; but politeness would not alow him to
ask the question in any direct or leading manner.

Unfortunately, acomparable wariness made Jm hesitate to bring it up himself. By thistime he was
amost certain that ibn-Tariq knew he was amagician; but that was not the same thing as the fact being
openly acknowledged between them.

Jm’smind struggled for some subtle way of dedling with the Situation. He was not capable of the
intricate, polite ways of approaching the topic that ibn-Tarig possessed. On the other hand, ibn-Tariq
was pointedly leaving it to him to be the one to establish the fact; and Jm, while not wanting to hide his
magical status, on the other hand wanted to preserve as much as possible of his primary character asa
bluff English knight. An English knight who might have many other failings, but had certainly had some
schooling in courtesy-at least enough not to boast of his accomplishments.

It made for a definite awkwardness. Ibn-Tariq, asatraveling scholar, was eager to trade information for
information. He would have liked to have learned from Jm as much about magic as Jmwould tell him,
the names of any particular magicians he had studied under, and so forth. He had been trying to prod Jm
delicately into talking about thisfor four days now.

“l wasfascinated,” went on ibn-Tarig, when the pause had reached unnatural proportions, “to learn
about the great nasraney magician of Cordoba, and how he saved the city from an attack once more than
haf acentury ago.”

It was another delicate feder; clearly designed to give Jm the opportunity to talk of comparable powers
and situations with regard to an appearance of the Mongols. Unfortunately, m had never heard of the
great nasraney magician of Cordoba, acity in Spain which, during the e eventh and twel fth centuries, had
been dmost the center of the western world, asfar as North Africawas concerned.

“Ahwdl,” Jmsaid. “1 supposeif the Mongols show up, we ll just have to be polite to them and hope
everything goeswell.”

“Inshalah” (“Itisthewill of God”), said ibn-Tariq, defested. “In any case, the suniscloseto the
mountain tops, now. Shortly we will be stopping for the night. | will ride forward and find out what our
chosen stopping place will belike”

Ibn-Tariq rode on ahead, and Jim was left alone. He was not particularly disappointed in this because he
wanted to think. He would have liked to have asked ibn-Tariq more about Palmyra, and the chance of
finding Geronde sfather there. But he hesitated to talk about that until thisbusiness of hisbeing a
magician had been abandoned between them. What he redly wanted-and, in fact, he had been trying to
get into words-was to ask ibn-Tariq to keep any information on both Jim and Brian to himself.

It could probably not be kept entirely quiet, but the problem was that the name “magician” in ordinary



gossip and conversation easily dipped into being “great magician”; and great magicians atracted great
interest. Grest interest would stand in the way of hisand Brian' sinvestigation of PAmyraand the
whereabouts of the Lord of Mavern, by as many discreet routes as possible.

Jm’'smain difficulty lay in thefact that, even with the help of hisinvisble and undoubtedly magic
trandator, he smply did not have the clever control of histongue that ibn-Tariq had. He had yet to think
of agood way of meeting ibn-Tariq halfway about the subject; so that it could be acknowledged
between them without ever being put into words.

Hewasin the midst of this particular study when he became aware that he was no longer riding alone.
Another came had moved in beside him, and it was the one with Baiju, the Mongol, on its back.

Baiju had been riding along with him for several minutes; but in his usud fashion, he seemed in no hurry
to open conversation with Jm.

It was strange, thought Jm. According to dl visible characteristics, Baiju should appear unimportant, if
not ridiculous. He was not only alittle man, but he seemed to ride hunched in the saddle, although Jm
had findly decided that his posture wasindeed not so much hunched, as completely relaxed.

In fact, he seemed more at homein his saddle than anyone else in the caravan. Hisface was
dish-shaped, with dightly danted eyes and high cheek bones and yellow skin. Hisvery dark eyeswere
essentialy expressonless. It wasimpossible to read anything from them as to how hewasfeding, let
adonewha hisintentions might be.

Still, he had been friendly enough, in hislaconic way. He wasthe very opposte of ibn-Tariq, in that he
did not so much reply to what was said to him, assmply utter flat Satements. Jm knew he would not
spesk until Im initiated the conversation.

“Wewill be stopping for the night, soon,” said Jm. “It seemsto meit’' saready starting to get cool; but
then, we re steadily moving higher into the mountains.”

Helooked at Baiju, who, under acoat of mail, appeared to be wearing nothing but athin shirt of dark
blue color, made of what looked like some surprisingly modern, close-woven, thin materid.

“Y ou do not natice the cold of the mountain heights with only that shirt under your mail?” he asked.
“Theshirtisslk,” sad Baiju.

Jm felt alittle foolish. Of course the Mongols, with their connectionsto the Far East, would tend to have
garments made of silk. In fact, now that he stopped to think about the robe he had seen abu al-Qusayr

wedr...

“Still,” hesad, “in the west, we' re used to wearing agarment of padding under our chain mail. Don't
you usualy prefer wearing something like that? Or are ways of dressng smply different here?’

“Itisglk because of thearrows,” said Baiju. “When an arrow goesinto the body, the silk ispushed in
withiit. It isthen easy to remove the arrow by pulling gently on the silk.”

Jmwinced internally. He had never heard of such away of dealing with arrows; but perhapsit made
sense. Silk was aninteresting cloth in many ways, and it might well have the characteristic of entangling
the barbed ends of an arrow and the strength not to tear loose, but bring the arrowhead out when pulled,



instead of just tearing loose when it was pulled upon. At the same time, having an arrow removed that
way would not be the most comfortable of experiences-though, cometo think of it, having the arrow cut
out might be even worse.

“AreMongol arrows aways barbed?’ he asked.

“Always” sad Baiju.

“And do the arrows and suchlike vary from tribe to tribe?” Jim asked. “Maybe | should say from
kingdom to kingdom-*

“They do not vary,” said Baiju.
“In thewest, our weaponsvary,” said Jm. “ Generdly, of course there sthe short sword and the long;
and various styles of them. But usudly you can tell by the weapon and the way aman’ s dressed where

he' sfrom. How do you tell where another Mongol’ sfrom?’

“Youlook,” said Baiju. Jm thought he would go on from those first two words, but evidently they were
his complete answer.

“I suppose what | meant to ask,” said Jm, “iswhat differences do you look for? What about him, his
clothes or hisweapons, or whatever, tell you who heis?’

“Youlook,” said Baiju. “That isal. Y ou look-and you know.”

“I s said Jm. “If werun into aforce of Mongoals, have you any ideawhich kingdom of Mongols
they'Il be?

“They would be of the Golden Horde.” Baiju leaned from his saddle and spat on the ground.
“Y our people?’ asked Jm.

“No,” said Baiju. “I am of thell-khanate,” said Baiju. “We hold thisland against the House of Juchi in
the Golden Horde, to the north.”

They rode in slence together for alittle ways.

“Arethe Golden Horde friends of the Assassins?” asked Jm, findly. “ Are there any Mongols among the
Assassins?’

“No,” said Baiju. “The Assassins are not warriors. Mongols are warriors.”

“Ibn-Tariq,” said Jm, “said the chances were we wouldn't be disturbed by Assassins, anyway; because
the caravan istoo strong.”

Baiju turned his head and looked directly into Jm’s eyes. Then helooked away again. Jm was growing
used to thelittle man’ sways, and he recognized this as another gesture of contempt. Clearly Baiju did not
think much of the caravan’ sfighting ability.

They had been climbing arocky defile between two large stony dliffsthat ended in what looked like
razor-edged rocks. But now they came to the head of the defile and the walls dwindled on each side,



|etting them out into an open space, filled with boulders of al sizes, from that of apebbleto that of asmal
house.

It looked like an ancient water course; and indeed it had a stream running through it. The stream was
from aspring jetting out of the near vertical wall of acliff right before them. Jm could hear the cries of
came riders ahead of him, reining in their camd s and beginning to make them knedl. The stopping place
for the night had been reached.

Asthe sun disappeared behind the mountains, and the light dwindled, most of the camelswere at least
partialy unloaded and tents or tentlike shelters were set up. Thanksto abu d-Qusayr, Jm and Brian had
two baggage camels aswell asthe two beasts they were riding, and one of these carried atent, which
they had learned to set up for themselves.

They got it up, got acooking fire started just outsideitsfront flgp, using dried came dung for fud-it
having formed part of their load for this section of the trip over the mountains. Baiju had gone off by
himsdf. Asfar as Jm could see, the little man had no tent and merdly curled up next to hiscamel, or in
any convenient shelter from the wind he could find.

Ibn-Tariq had evidently joined another group, bardly visible between the boulders at somelittle distance
off, but it looked like agathering of half adozen of the merchants of the caravan in asort of communal
medl.

“Theseinfidel messes do not redly feed aman,” grumbled Brian, asthey sat down to eat the sew, made
up of foodstuffs that were also part of their camel loads, and courtesy of abu a-Qusayr.

“Medt isscarcein these parts, evidently,” said Jm. “For one thing they seemed to have nothing but
goats-or perhaps sheep; athough we haven't see many sheep so far.”

“Therewere at least adequate sheep on Cyprus,” said Brian. “ A roast of mutton canfill aman’'s
stomach. But afew gtrings of this goat meet can hardly make anything of ahandful of vegetables.”

In spite of what he was saying, Brian was managing to est more heartily than Jm at this, their late meal of
the day. They only had two, one on getting Sarted in the morning and one after stopping at night.

“Perhapswe will see some wild goats, or other gamethat live in these mountains,” said Jm. He started
to take off the thick leather ankle-boots he had bought in Tripoli for this mountain crossing; then changed
hismind. Hisfeet would be warmer overnight if heleft them on. “ And be able to kill an animd or two to
provide oursaves with mest.”

“May S. Francismercifully send it 0,” said Brian.

Hob had come out of his knapsack on Jim’s back and was perched on Jim'’ s shoulder. They were far
enough away from other members of the caravan so that he would beinvisblein thelast of thetwilight,
and thefaint illumination of thefire. In fact, anyone there seeing him would probably have taken him for a
monkey-ahairless, rather strange-looking monkey, but amonkey, nonethel ess. He was about the right
Sze and shape.

In any case, hewas good at being as near to invisble as possble. He reveled in these evening caravan
stops; and went riding from one waft of smoke to another, over dl the cooking fires of the caravan, to
come back burgting with usdlessinformation; plus stories of demons and mongters he had overheard-in
the talk of men who never thought of looking up into where the thinning smoke waslost againgt the



darkening skies. Tak that he could hardly wait to tell Jim all aboui.

However, he was a considerate hobgoblin; and when he came back to their tent this night, to find both
Jm and Brian adeep, he let them dumber peacefully. He went back out to lie on awaft of smoke from
what was | eft above their own cooking fire; thoughtfully, when it burned low, stoking it up with more of
the fud that had been planned to last them until the end of their journey.

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Jm woketo the feding he was being suffocated. His mind was stunned and baffled, but his surviva
reflexeswereworking at full capacity. He burst through the front flap of the tent and cameto full
awakeness rolling down arocky dopejust outsdeit, rolling over and over, tightly locked with adighter,
hooded figure, who had been trying to wind a cloth around his head and tightly over his mouth and nose.

With hismind working again, at least dightly, he shifted his grip to the shoulders of hisattacker, thrust
out akneeto incapacitate him at amoment when Jim was on top, and banged the other’ s head upon the
stony ground. The figure went limp and he got to hisfeet, only to be knocked off them again by three
other hooded figures, who held him down and wrapped another cloth tightly around him in the same way.
He fought mightily; and something hit him on the side of the head so lightly he scarcely felt it.

But, curioudy, that wasthe last he remembered for somelittletime.

He camefully to his sensesfindly, with afeding that quite sometime had passed. He was walking along
anarrow ridge of rock somewhere in the mountains, with Brian ahead of him, his handstied behind his
back. Also walking ahead of both him and Brian were anumber of robed, brown-skinned men, none of
whom he recognized. But then, he had redly known only two or three peoplein the caravan. Whoever
they were, they were not hooded; but that was little help. They could, for al he knew, have been
merchants from the caravan itslf.

Hewas aware of others like them behind him; and he had a confused memory of being half-conscious at
sometime earlier. He aso had the fedling he had been walking for along time, as much asaday or two.
The left Sde of hishead ached. Heingtinctively tried to put his hands up to touch it and seeiif it was sore,
and abruptly redized that, like Brian's, they were tied behind him at the wrists-uncomfortably tied, asa
matter of fact.

He had amemory some time back of stopping while walking in order to be deathly sick for somelittle
time. The men about him had been very annoyed by this; but someone who was evidently their leader
had come back, riding on ahorse, and ordered them sharply to leave him alone until he wasfit to walk

again.

He remembered the blow on the side of his head then, and the word * concussion” jumped into hismind.
Those were some of the signds- the impact that was enough to make him |ose consciousness, the present
headache and the soreness of his head, which he was now feding on theright Sde of his head, the
opposite of the side with the headache. There was amedical term for that pair of symptoms he could not
remember right now. But dl these three things pointed to a possble concusson. If he had been
concussed, he shouldn’t be walking like this. He should be resting as much as possible.

A concussion could cause brain damage, he remembered, because the blow on one side of the head
made the brain dash itsalf againgt the bony cage of the skull on the opposite side; and it was on that
opposite Sde that the damage to the brain occurred. He was not quite sure about the rest of it; the brain
was either bleeding on the sde that had been hurt, or swelling against the immovable bone of the skull,



causing the pressure there that made concussion dangerous. Someone with a bad concussion could
suddenly drop dead aday or so after being hit, without even knowing he or she had been badly hurt.

Now that he had concentrated on how he was fegling, he was also aware of exhaustion, an unsureness
of balance and aheaviness of hiswhole body; asif it had been worn out by trudging along through the
mountains this way, with hands bound behind it.

It made no sense. These men had apparently sneaked into the caravan when everyone was adeep; but
they had taken only Brian and him as prisoners and were now |eading them off someplace. He could
release both Brian and himself with magic. For that matter, he could aso transport Brian and himself
away from here with magic, probably. But that could be done later, if necessary. Right now, he wanted
to find out why this had happened. It might just be moving them closer to Geronde sfather, if they stuck
it out until they knew more abot it.

But he wished his head would stop aching so he could think more clearly. He dso wished he could put
his hands up and fedl the sore side of his head and find exactly what kind of abump or cut wasthere.

Wi, there was one thing he could certainly do; and if there was ever alegitimate use of magic, this
would beit. Magic could not cure disease, but it could heal wounds. The hit on the head he had taken
was clearly awound; his brain had been wounded. He had to fight the headache to do it, but with alittle
effort he managed to visudize his brain asred and swollen on the side that wasn't aching; and then
visudize both the redness and the swelling as going away.

It took a moment before he redlized this had worked. The sudden stopping of his headache was the
most noticeable thing of al. He redlized that he had almost become used to that heedache-now that it
was gone.

That didn’t matter, though. The main thing was, whatever danger might have been there from concussion
should be gone. Indeed, his head was very clear now; and unfortunately, one result of thiswasthat he
was much more conscious of the way the thongs, or whatever it was that was binding hiswrists together,
had been tied so tightly that his hands were aching from the interruption in norma blood flow.

He was ready, unthinkingly, to smply visuaize hisbonds as being more loose, so the blood could get
back into them. But anew thought occurred to him-one that he silently condemned himself for not having
had sooner. Thiswas aland of al sorts of magic and near-magic; much of it, in the case of the Naturals,
unconscious and not deliberately controlled; but there could be some from other sources that was
ddiberate. It wasjust possible that if he used noticeable magic, he would draw to himself the attention of
someone who wanted to catch him doing just that, demonstrating whatever powers he had.

Perhapsit might be better to seeif he could not get the bindings loosened some other way.

Whiledl this had been going through his mind, they had come out into an opening in the path, which had
formerly been aridge running dong amountain face. Now it was entering into another little tony valey,
with another pring coming out of the mountainsand asmall pool underneseth it, from which water
over-spilled and trickled away down the mountainsde.

Those of his captors ahead of him were dready gathered around the pool of the spring and drinking. Jm
himsdlf was suddenly conscious of araging thirst at the sght of the water. He lengthened his strides
toward it, but cameto ahalt behind the bodies of the captors ahead of him who were ill waiting their
turn to drink.



“Stand back, nasraney!” snapped one of his escort who had come up from behind him. There was
nothing compassionate about his voice, but Jm seized the opportunity to Soesk to him.

“Look,” hesaid. “I don’'t know where | am, and there’ sno way | could get away from you now. Can't
you take these ropes, or whatever they are, off my wrists? Or at least [oosen them? They’ re so tight my
hands have gone numb; and | won't be able to drink unless | can scoop up the water.”

For answer, the man swung a backhanded blow &t his face mat was so completely unexpected Jm was
nearly knocked off hisfeet.

Instantly there was a hubbub around him, and another figure pushed itsalf through the crowd-or rather
the crowd parted to let this other man through. He came up to Jm and the man who had hit him.

“What happened?’ he asked the man.
“Hetried to escape,” said the man.
“Helied” croaked avoice.

It was Brian' s voice, and Brian shouldered hisway through the crowd that had now closed tightly
around them to confront this new authority. “He only asked that our bonds be loosened. They should be.
Mine aso. We are unarmed and have nowhere to run.”

“Hedid not try to escape?’ asked the man he spoke to.

“Hedid not, damn your black soulsal to hell!'” said Brian. “I am an English knight; and my word is
good.”

Brian was a battered sight. Both eyes were black, his nose was alittle crooked now and his face had
been cut or tom open in afew places. Also, he had limped as he had appeared through the crowd.

“Itishewho lies* The man who had hit Jm was beginning again, when the man who had just arrived
struck him the same sort of backhanded blow the other had hit Im with; and the man went down.

“| shdl judgewnho lies, herel” said the leader. “You lie. These infidels do not.”

Jm was not so sure of that. If he did not have hismagic to fall back on, he told himsdlf, he would have
no more compunction about lying than the man now on the ground.

“Take off the bindings on their wrists!” said the leader, turning away and heading back toward the
spring. “And let them drink!” He added over his shoulder.

Fingers fumbled with Jm’swrists. The bondsfell away; and amoment later Jm fdlt asif hishandswere
being put through the cleverest of torture machinesthat any medieval mind could imagine. It wassmply
the blood returning to hisfingers, but for amoment he dmost regretted that hiswrists had been untied.

However, Brian was giving no sign of how his hands must fed-and they could not fed much different
from Jm’s. Also, those captors standing close around them, it seemed to Jm, were plainly-almost
eagerly- watching for any sign of weakness or admitted pain. Jm managed to keep his own face straight;
and dowly, the pain began to ebb away. He passed through a stage where he could actudly fed the
blood pulsing in hishands. Then this, too, faded; and he was | eft with the soreness of hiswristsashis



main concern.

He lifted hisarms before him and looked a hiswrists. They were an unlovely sight. The cords, thongs or
whatever they were had cut through the skin and the flesh was furrowed and coated with blood. He
made use of the pool to wash them off after drinking-he and Brian were thelast to be dlowed at the
water. Clean, the wrists showed themselves to be more bruised than cut. Magic could have hedled them,
too; but there was the danger of any more use of magic being observed-by someone. The less everybody
knew about his capabilities that way, the better.

Brian also washed his battered face; and it looked better with the traces of blood removed. He and Jim
were alowed to go on with their hands free. Jm’ sfingers had explored the bump on the right side of his
head- or where the bump had been; for evidently upon taking care of the concussion he had a so taken
care of the damage from the blow that caused it.

He and Brian were even dlowed to walk side by side, where the route they followed was wide enough.
Mogt of their escort was walking aso. Only the man who had come back and ordered that their bonds
be taken off was on horseback, and he rode at awalk at the head of the troop.

Jm did not spesk; and Brian did not spesk. Their eyes had met in aglance that perfectly agreed on the
Stuation. Their escort was close enough about them to hear anything they said; and undoubtedly thiswas
not unintentional. For once, Jm found himsdf lessthan grateful for the fact that everybody on thisworld
seemed, at least, to spesk the same language.

If there had been the same wedlter of different languages here that there had beenin Jm’'s
twentieth-century world, he and Brian could have talked English and possibly not been understood by
those who were guarding them. For that matter, they could even have spoken in the broad Somersetshire
didect of the part of England where they lived, perfectly understandable to an English ear but possibly
not so to an unaccustomed middle-eastern ear.

In any case, there would certainly be sometime later on when they would have a chance to compare
notes and discuss the situation.

Two hours after that they cameto their destination; acastle, or rather a stonefortification. It was
condderably larger than Sir Mortimor’s on Cyprus, but placed in dmost as strong anaturd defensive
position on the steep side of a mountain, facing downd ope.

It had no moat, but atrench had been cut-very probably by human labor, since it was obvioudy not a
natura part of the terrain-before the great door in the front of the structure. A wooden bridge led over it,
adrawbridge with chains running back into the castle; and as they crossed the trench, Jim looked down.

A second later he wished he had not. The trench was deeper than the height of aman; and its bottom
had sharp spikes or spears st init, pointing up, so anyone faling (or being thrown) into it would instantly
be pierced by half adozen meta points. In fact, there were dead bodies there-ranging from near
skeletons to some not more than afew days or perhaps some weeks dead; and the stench was choking.

But they passed on and through the doors, which opened before them; and came into something that
was a cross between aroofed-over, but very small, courtyard and an open-air stable. Heretheir leader
dismounted and gave his horse to an attendant.

He gave an order; and a couple of the escort prodded Jim and Brian forward at knife-point, so that all
fivewent off inasmdl group by themselves.



They passed through afarther entrance, along a passage and down aflight of stepsinto a shorter
passage, lined with cells on either side of anarrow corridor. They had been created by iron bars sunk
into the stone at top and bottom; and the cells were divided to make cubicles about ten feet square.

The cdlls were dmost twentieth-century modern in appearance; and by medieva standards they were
remarkably clean. What this meant, Jm had no idea; but somehow the very cleanliness of it stirred an
ominousfeding in him. He and Brian were herded into one of them and werelocked in by abar placed in
sockets from the outside, with achain hook below, so that the bar could not be lifted unless the end of
the chain were detached; and the other end of the chain was fastened to the stone floor, out of reach of
anyone behind the bars.

All thistimethe leader of the expedition, as Jm judged him to be, had said nothing. But now he did.

“Youwill wait here” hesaid. “Intime our Holy Grandmaster will have you brought before him. Do not
hope to escape. Thereisno way out.”

He and the two who had herded Jm before them down to the cdlls turned and | eft. Jim and Brian were
at last alone, left in aslence so profound that it almost seemed to thunder in Jm’sears. They looked at
each other in the yellowish, flickering light from a cresset at the far end of the cells, on the wall through
which the stairs descended to enter this place.

Brian il looked badly battered. But he was ignoring the fact, and his blue eyes were bright with
interest. Already he was carefully examining the bars and as much as he could see of the room around
them, including the ceiling and floor. After amoment he looked back to Jm and spoketo himin alow
murmur, spesking amost into hisear.

“I see no way by which they could overhear what we say to each other here,” he said. “But | will wager
such exigts. Still, if we keep our voices down, and speak only when close to each other, perhaps we can
keep any from understanding what we speak of, even if the sound itself can not be completely unheard.”
Jm nodded.

“Do you have any understanding of why they have brought us here?” asked Brian. “ Or, James, do you
have any plans about what we might do about it?’

Jm put his head close to Brian's and answered with equa softnessin hisfriend' sear.

“I don’t know athing about why they carried us away-just us-from that caravan,” he said. “The crazy
thing is, it looks amogt asif the raid was put on only to get the two of us. Of course, there’ sno way of
knowing what €l se they might have taken from the caravan while they were there.”

“I agree with you,” answered Brian. “It isdl passing strange. Where are we, do you suppose?’

“From the mention of a Grandmaster,” said Jm, “I’d guesswe re in the headquarters of the Assassns.
Why, | don’t know. Can you think of any particular reason why anyonein thisland wouldn’t want usto
find Geronde sfather, or why the Assassnswouldn't, either?’

Brian shook his head.

“Wadl, I'll tell you onething, Brian,” Jm said. “If necessary, | can use magic and get us out of thisthat is,



unlessthere’ s something in this castle, or in this country, to stop it from working. But | don’t think there
is. So | can dmost promiseyou I'll get us away safely, no matter what happens. The reason | haven't
used it before thisis because I'm beginning to think that for some reason someone might be wanting to
know just how much | can do with magic; so besides using aslittle magic as possible-l told you why |
was doing that-I'm trying to use the least amount when | haveto useit, and initssmplest form. That's
why | haven't healed our wristswhere they had ustied up. They’ d notice that right away.”

“Oh, those marks?’ said Brian. “ They are nothing, James. Nothing- that is, unlessthey interfere with you
doing-whatever you wish.”

“They don't,” said Jm. “ Anyway, we re undoubtedly best acting like any two ordinary people who've
been snatched up and brought here; and al we can do iswait for an explanation. Actualy | think one
will-*

Hewas interrupted suddenly by an unexpected but welcome voice.

“M’lord!” cried thefamiliar tones of Hob; and they both looked over to see thelittle hobgoblin dipping
between two of the bars. Just outside the bars was abrown dog wagging itstail ingratiatingly. “Look who
| brought, m’lord!”

“I tried to warn everyone in the caravan by barking,” said the Djinni-dog. “ Ther€ re no dogsin the
caravan. But either they did not rouse, or they were fearful of looking to see what made a barking where
no barking should be. But | did rouse your hobgoblin, here. | did my best to save you, master!”

“Didyou?’ said Jm, gtill suspicious, for Kelb was clearly trying to imitate the innocent, direct and almost
childlike way of expressing himsdf that came naturdly to Hob.

“Oh, that was one of the things | was going to tell you, that night, m’lord,” said Hob quickly. “ At every
cooking firel visited al the men weretelling each other that they were going to deep specidly heavily.
Then, after one of them talked about it, the otherswould &l look at each other strangely, without saying
anything more for amoment. But when | got back, you and m’lord Brian were both adeep-*

“What isthis?’ Brian was staring at Kelb. “A taking dog?’

“It saDjinni that wants my protection,” said Jm. “I haven't made my mind up yet-* he added,
enunciating clearly and looking directly and very hard at Kelb. “But ther€ s one interesting thing. HE' snot
trying to keep hisvoice down at all, so everything he' s said is being heard someplace in this castle. Hob,
you should remember that yoursdlf. Everything you say that loudly is possibly going to be heard and
understood someplace. We re sure they’ ve got ways of listening to us.”

“But they aren’t listening now, m’lord,” said Hob. “They’ ve al been having some kind of meeting.”

“Mesting?’

“Yes, master,” said Kelb swiftly. “ They are being told of another raid such asthe one on the caravan.
Their Grandmagter istelling them.”

“Hmm,” said Jm.

He turned to Hob.



“But how did you two get here from the caravan. Hob?’

“Oh, | carried him here along with me on the smoke,” said Hob anxioudy. “Did | do wrong, too,
m’lord? 1 didn’t know what | could do to help; but | thought if | got here, maybe you’ d have an ideayou
could tell meand then | could doit; and | would be helpful .”

“They will not need you,” said Kelb to him. He turned back to Jim and Brian. “Oh, masters, fear not. If
for some reason you cannot yoursdlf free yourselves from this place, | will free you and set you once
more on your path for Palmyra and the one you seek there.”

“What do you know about us seeking someone in Plmyra?’ demanded Jm.

But at that moment there were voicesto be heard at the top of the stairsthat led down to this cell block.
Hob scrambled dong the barsto adark corner where his gray body was al but lost in shadow; and Kelb
literdly vanished.

CHAPTER NINETEEN

The voices came closer. They descended the stairs and four of their captors camein, together with the
one who had been in charge of those who had kidnapped Jim and Brian.

Without aword, they unlocked the cell door, motioned Jm and Brian out and pushed them ahead up the
gairs. They went through severa long corridorsinto alarge, square room with adomed roof in which
windows with glassin them had been built, so that daylight filled the room with afternoon light. At the far
end of the room aman sat upon cushions, and continued to sit motionless as Jm and Brian were brought
before him. Then helifted one hand; and the leader, aswell asthe four with him, |ft.

Brian and Jm were |eft standing before the seated man.

Hewas aman of indeterminate age, but Jm guessed him in hislate forties or even fifties. Hewas
possibly dightly overweight, but that could be smply because of his position, seated cross-legged on the
green cushions beneath him. He was wearing adark green robe of amost the same shade as the cushion
he sat on. He had a hat on his head that was rather like a beret that had been puffed out, and was white
in color. Hiseyes were dark, his eyebrows graying and his face clean-shaven. It was abenign face, a
cam face, an dmost gentle, fatherly face, except for arather round, aggressive chin and afirmly closed,
straight mouth above it that lent atouch of sternnessto his expression, at odds with the calm, unwrinkled
appearance of therest of hisfeatures.

“S0,” hesad, “you find yoursdlf brought before me.”

“And who the hell are you?’ snapped Brian.

The man moved his eyes dowly to focus on Brian.

When he spoke again the tone of hisvoice was exactly the same.

“Know,” hesad, “I am Hasan ad-Dimri, who left my father’ s home early to travel from town to town,
with otherslike mysdlf. After some years, people would give me gifts, and bowed before me to hear
words of wisdom from my lips. But in the night, one night, ablessed angel came and spokein my ear,

saying thus-* Oh, thou who are by rightsruler of al the world, the time of the return of Isma ‘il isat hand.
But the way must be prepared for him. Therefore go thou and take control of the Hashasheen of the



White Palace, in the mountains; revivether lost glory, and set them to the work of cleaning out the foul
weeds from among the faithful and unfaithful alike; so that when Isma'il does come, he shdl cometo an
earth cleansed and kept asisawell-kept garden.” *

His gaze came back to Jm.

“You are both nasranies,” he said,” and claim to be in search of another nasraney. Assuch, you area
gtench in the nogtrils of true believers. But you, who call yourself James, are worse than the one with you
or the one you seek, because you are also anasraney magician. | am in the shadow and protection of
Allah’shand, and your magicswill not work againgt me. | fear you not. But there are, even among the
faithful, those who may bewesk or erring in their worship of Allah; and upon those, your foul spells may
have some effect, turning them from the true faith and dooming them to everlagting death. Therefore, itis
my duty to seethat you do no such thing. My children, the Hashasheen that you cal ‘ Assassns,” will
guide and guard your friend on hisway to his destination. But you, at least, must be put to desth here, by
men who are of true faith and will be untouched by any infidd magic you may bring againgt them-*

He stopped speaking abruptly, on anote that sounded as if he had more to say. His gaze went between
and beyond Jm and Brian.

They turned to see what he was looking at; and there, standing just alittle behind them, upright in hisred
robe, was abu a-Qusayr.

“Sdaam,” said abu a-Qusayr to Hasan ad-Dimri.
“Sdaam dekum.”

Jm, hisbrain gill reging from the thought that he suddenly might be inches from an inescapable degath,
realized that for once histrandator was not trandating; but that thought was washed out by a powerful
fedling of relief. Help had come without his needing to use magic.

It was true that the two words he had just heard were some of the very few he recognized in
Arabic-ordinary words of greeting. But now abu d-Qusayr was continuing to speak in the perfectly
understandable words of the language everyone spoke here.

“Allah hasmadeit s0,” said abu d-Qusayr, “that those who are true to the faith may only be vulnerable
to those who are dso of the true faith-whatever that faith may be. Therefore |, who am aMudim and
whosefath is pure, have been sent as a representative from the Kingdom of Magickiansto spesk for this
nasraney whose life you would end.”

“I fear no magicians“ began Hasan ad-Dimri; but suddenly he was speaking Arabic again, and abu
a-Qusayr was answering him in the same language. Jm'’ s mind, sharpened by the threat of Hasan,
fumbled for the reason histrandator was once more not trandating. Their talk concerned him and Brian,
because he heard the English names mentioned in the flood of Arabic. But for some reason, he was not
to understand what they said to each other. Why should his unknown trandator on thisworld suddenly
become a censor? It never had before.

Then it cameto him-ten to one, it was abu al-Qusayr who did not want him to know what was being
said; and who had caused the change.

Suddenly, hefdt Brian’selbow diginto hissde.



“What are they talking about?’ Brian whispered in hisear. “I do not comprehend these noises.”
“I don’'t know, ether,” said Jm.

Hismind was still whirling over Hasan' s deeth threet. Of course, before letting himsdlf be killed he would
most certainly use hismagic to transport himself and Brian safely hometo England.

But Brian might not want to go. It could be that with Jm dead, the Assassinswould even help Brian as
Hasan had promised, to find Geronde' sfather, if he let them * guide and guard him” to hisdestination. On
the other hand, Hasan could be playing with them both, and Brian could aso be put to death aswell-

“-Clearly, thereisno moreto discuss,” said abu d-Qusayr, suddenly understandable again. He turned
from Hasan to Jm and Brian. “1 am sorry | could not be of help.”

Jm was conscious of ashimmer dl around them; and through the quiveriness of that part of the air that
shimmered, he saw Hasan il sitting with the same expression on hisface, and apparently looking
through and past them, asif they were not there. Obvioudy, abu a-Qusayr had hismagic at work again;
and their present gpeech was private from the Grandmaster of the Assassins.

“Youweren't dbleto hepusat dl?” Jm asked, staring at him.

“I’'m afraid not,” said abu a-Qusayr. “ Thereis nothing more to say but goodbye. | will explainto
Carolinus, of course, that | could do nothing.”

“Wait aminute,” said Jm. “What about us?’

Abu a-Qusayr shrugged.

“Itisthewill of Allah,” hesaid.

“What isthewill of Allah?’ demanded Jm.

“That whatever will happen here between you and Hasan must happen,” said abu a-Qusayr.

“Y ou mean he sgoing ahead with the idea of killing me and doing God knows whét to Brian under the
guise of sending him off with an escort?’

“I'm afraid 0,” said abu a-Qusayr. “He believes himsdlf completely invincible. Hewas a Sufi, as| told
you, and Allah usesthem in strange ways. Or it may be that Allah has deprived him of the power to
understand who and what you are. What is certain isthat thereis an aura of power around this place. A
low-ranked magickian like yourself, Jm, has probably not sensed it-but | do, very clearly. It may even be
that he has acquired a Djinni for afriend, or onefor adave; and-knowing little of real magick-believes
that nothing can stand againg him.”

“Wdl, why wasit just amatter of convincing him?” asked Jm. “Y ou haverea power.”

“I have, and you have, only defensive power, Jm-remember?’ said abu d-Qusayr. “In effect, heleft it
up to meto force him to change his mind; and of course | cannot use force for that reason.”

He became srangdly glum suddenly.



“It may just be, t00,” he said, “that he has become too much an Ismaili, with dl their subbornness.”

He cleared histhroat and spat on the floor beyond the quiveriness. Hasan stared straight ahead,
unperceiving.

“What arelamdilis?’ said Brian.

“Those who follow Ismal il instead of Musa, as the Seventh Imam,” answered abu a-Qusayr. * ‘But now
| must take my leave. What iswritten iswritten. Farewell.”

He disappeared. With him went the quiveriness of the air around them, and-happily-the results of his
spitting on the Grandmaster’ sfloor.

“Enough!” said Hasan, as suddenly as someone waked out of a sound deep. “ Take them away!”

Almost immediately, there were men back around Jm and Brian. Jm and Brian were hustled back to
their cell.

“James,” said Brian, when they were done again. *Y ou must explain dl thisto me. | am an ordinary
knight, who says his prayersdaily, but leaves al such mysteriesto those who are supposed to understand
them. ThisHoly Land seemsto be aplace of a multitude of strange names and even stranger happenings.
That man upstairswho called himsdf Hasten-something-*

“Hasan,” corrected Jm automaticaly.

“Hasan, then,” said Brian. “Can heredlly think that | would go blithely off with an escort to wherever |
wished with never abackward glance, if you were to be put to death? Has he no knowledge at all of
what aknight is?’

“Actudly,” said Jm, “he probably doesn’t. But don’t concern yoursdlf about it, Brian. | can easily use
my own magic to escape from here; and take you along aswell. We could be back in our own castlesin
amoment.”

“But | thought you were saving your magic.” Brian frowned at him.

“Not in the case of emergencieslikethis,” said Jm stoutly. “But | wasn't too sure that you would want
to go back to England; and if you stay, | should stay with you.”

“Well...” Brian looked uncomfortable. “ Perhaps... the fact of the matter is, James... wdll, | took avow.”
“A vow?" asked Jm.

“In the height of my happiness over having decided to put the King's present to good use,” said Brian, “I
took Geronde with me, down to the small chapel Malvern Castle possesses-as you know-and there,
before the dtar and the cross, | vowed to never cease from searching for her father until either | found
him, or came to certain knowledge he was dead. Could not your magic smply take us both to Pamyra,
James, since you are willing to spend it, after dl, to leave this place?’

“I’'m afraid not, Brian,” said Jm. “I can only take usto places| can visuaize. We could go back to abu
a-Qusayr’s, or Sir Mortimor’s; but | don’t know any other route to Palmyra but the one we were just
taking. We ought to be ableto travel overland to Pamyra, too, down from the north; but | wouldn’'t



know how to find my way. But, if we were anywhere on the Lebanon coast here, word would get back
to the Assassins and they’ d be on our trail again. If we' d been able to get to PAmyrausing magic, I'd
have been tempted to go that way in thefirst place, instead of with the caravan. But abu al-Qusayr
understood, back in Tripoli, when he suggested the caravan. We haveto travel like ordinary people; and
somehow we have to get where we want and find out what we want to find out, like ordinary people.”

“But we arenot ordinary,” said Brian, “1 am aknight; and you are not only aknight, but amagician.”
“True,” said Jm, “but neither of those things seem to be helping usright now.”

“M’lord...” 1t was the voice of Hob, once again perched on abar right above their heads, once more
timidly entering the conversation.

“Hob!” said Jim. “I’ d forgotten about you back herefor just amoment. Y ou don’'t know any way we
could get away, riding your smoke, do you?’

“WEe d have to have some smokefirgt,” said Hob, “and I ve lost the smoke waft on which | brought the
dog-Djinni here. Anyway | can't carry two big people on the smoke with me. | could take one-but for
smoke | need afire. There must be fires someplace in this castle, but | don’t know where, and | don't
know how to get to them. Do you think if | went and looked, that the people here would leave me
alone-or would they chase me?’

“I think they’d chaseyou dl right,” said Jm. “In fact, they’ d probably do their best to kill you. Y ou stay
whereyou are.”

“But I've got to get you out of this, m’'lord,” said Hob. “Y ou and m’lord Brian both. M’ lady would
never forgivemeif | didn’t.”

“It' sgood of you to fed that way, Hob,” said Jm, “but | don’t know what you can do.”
“Wadll, then, | thought we might talk to that Djinni once more,” said Hob.
“Djinni?’

A whine sounded on his ears and drew his attention to the corridor between the cages. Outside theiron
bars of their cell was the brown dog, again, wagging histall.

“Keb!” said Jm. “You' re afar-westher friend! If you wanted to be helpful, why haven't you been
helpful before this?’

“I have been hel pful, my master,” said Kelb. “Know that when that which surrounds us was built, it was
before there were any Assassinsinit. It was built by arobber knight, anasraney like yourseves, who
preyed upon the caravan route. He had come here as other Franks from the north came, two hundred
years ago, speaking of aHoly War againgt those who lived here. Thisis none other than the Kasr
a-Abiyadh, which is otherwise now called the White Pdace.”

“White?’ asked Brian.
“I don’'t know why it was so named,” said Kelb. “But so it was, and soitiscaled in thisday, even by

the Hashasheen, themsealves. In any case, | have searched for the secret way out and just now found it.
And with your great magic, O my master, you can undoubtedly not only loose yoursdlf and your nasraney



companion from this cage whenever you want, but with my help find that secret way and escape.”

Anaarm bl went off in Jm’smind. Any fortified place that Jm had come to know of in these Middle
Ages had such a secret way out. There was one out of Malencontri, for example-and knowledge of such
ways out was usudly thetightly guarded secret of the owners of the castle themsalves. Sometimesthe
secret was lost when the castle changed hands by war; but very often it was rediscovered again, and
once more kept secret by the finder and those valuable to him or her. But Jm had just come from nearly
aweek of polite prying by ibn-Tariq to find out aout him as amagician. The thought had crossed his
mind, while he had been dodging these questions of ibn-Tarig, that the other might have some ulterior
motive for wanting to know how much magic Jm could wield.

He had not worried too much about it. however; but now he was suddenly wary. Hiswarinesswas
reinforced by aglimpse of Hob out of the comer of his eye. The hobgoblin had left Jm’s back and
climbed the bars of Jm'’ s cage first-almost like amonkey-and had gradualy, but unobtrusively, gone over
to the bars of the next cage and out on its door which was swung open. The result wasthat now he sat at
the top of that door behind Kelb’ svision and, sitting on top of that door, Hob was now shaking his head
vigoroudy and making facesat Jm.

The hobgoblin’ s vigorous unspoken message crystdlized Jm’ ssuspicion.

“Very good, Kelb,” hesaid. “That’ sapoint in your favor. | will takeit into consideration. Meanwhile,
you may go. | must st and think awhile”

“Yes, O my master,” said Kelb. And he disappeared.

As soon as he was gone, Jm beckoned Hob in until he was once more stting on Jm'’ s shoulder; and
then Jm moved closer to Brian, who was |looking puzzled.

Thereisatimefor smal magics, Jm thought to himself. He visudized Brian and Hob asbeing ableto
hear him when he thought at them; and he would be able to hear them when they thought back.

Now, Brian, Hob, he said, | will talk to you without using my voice and you must Smply think the words
you want to tell meand | will hear them.

Exactly like that, thought Jm. He looked at Brian again and saw that Brian was understanding. There
was atight smile on hisface. Now Hob, and Brian, you both know I’ m trying to conserve my magic; so
we' re going to do thiswith aslittle use of magic aswe can. To begin with. Hob, could you get some
smoke from that cresset in the corner? Remember, just think, don’t say the words.

| don't know if | can think them without talking, said Hob-and looked at first astounded and then
tremendoudy pleased. | candoiit! | candoit! The cresset hardly puts out agood waft, but | can gather
enough | think- like | gathered the smoke for the boats. Y es, m’lord, | can climb up to that cresset. The
bars go up within afew feet of it and then | can smply take ajump to the bracket that holds the basket
wherethefireis,

Y ou won't burn yoursalf? asked Jim.
Oh no, said Hob. Fire and smoke are friends of mine.

Fine, said Jm. Haob, | want you to climb up the cresset, so that you can reach the smoke, and then ride
some smoke through as much of the palace as you can, without people seeing you around the building,



and find that secret way Kelb was talking about.

Hah! said Hob proudly. M’lord, | dready know whereit is. When the Djinni brought me here, the first
chance got to leave him alone, | rode the smoke around the building and it was no trouble at dl to find
out al about it and particularly the underground tunnel that leadsto the outside. I’ m sure that’ swhat he
was talking about-it’ sjust like the one a Maencontri.

Thanks, Hob, thought Jm. But if | were you, | wouldn't mention the tunnel a Maencontri in front of
anyone but Sir Brian here.

Oh. Yes, m'lord, said Hob. Do you want me to take you on the smoke and go out that way?
He checked himsdlf suddenly.

| forgot, he said sadly, you'retoo big, m'lord, you and Sir Brian, to go through the vents.
Thevents? said Brian.

The ventsjust above the cresst, to | et the smoke out.

Y es, said Jm. Do we have to go through areas of this place where there are alot of Assassins?

Y es, m'lord, thought Hob. The way passes through a part of the building that contains a place they cdl
Paradise, to which new Assassin people are taken. They are al sort of drunk and funny there.

| see, said Jm.
James? said Brian.
Jmlooked & him.
Do you think you can find away there without magic? 1 vow it isbeyond my abilities.
| guessI’ll haveto, said Jm. I’ll giveit atry, anyway.
He pondered for alittle while, staring unseeingly at the bars and sonewallsin front of their cell.
“Kelb!” he said out loud.
Kelb appeared, wagging histall.
“Tel me, Kelb,” IJm said, “you can make yoursdf invisble any time you want to, can’t you?’
“Invisble, © my master?’ echoed Kelb. “1 do not understand.”
“Areyou capable of making yourself so people can't see you, even though you' re till there?”
“Oh, yes,” said Kelb. “Infact, | do that alot when I’'m being chased. I’ [l go around a corner and get out
of their sight; and those who chase me will come around the corner and see only aroom or a corridor

wherethereisno dog to be found. They will wonder amoment; but then go someplace elsethat | might
have gone. Then | turn back into being seen and go about my way-it's easier, you see, being seen. | can



make myself so they can’t see me, but | have to keep working at it to stay s0.”
“And when you turn invisible, everything about you turnsinvisbletoo? asked Jm.
“Ohyes, master,” said Kelb.

“Good,” said Jim. “Then, I've got ajob for you. You'll carry Brian and me out that secret escape tunnel
you talked about. Now, I’ll tell you what to do, Kelb. Just turn sdeways and lean against the bars at the
front of this cage of ours, would you?’

“If | dothis, master,” said Kelb, with anew, cunning note in hisvoice, *“you will then take me under your
protection againgt Sakhr a-Jinni?1f so, | will be your most loyd follower.”

“You can't bealoyaer follower than | am,” said Hob quickly. He jumped on to Jm’s shoulder and
clung to Jm’ s neck.

“Yes, | can,” said Kelb.
“No, you can't!” said Hob. *Y ou absolutely can not!”

“Never mind that now,” said Jm. “Wewon'’t worry about it. Hob, you are my old and faithful Hob of
Maencontri. Asfor you, Kelb, you'll have to show yourself faithful over the same number of yearsthat
Hob has been faithful to me-*

“-Sincem’lord and m’ lady first moved into Maencontri,” put in Hob hatily. “I know | didn’t talk to you
alot a fird... and so forth, m’lord. But ahobgoblinisadwaysfathful to those in whose house helives.
And you and m'’ lady were people | loved from the first moment. | am the most loyd-the most loyal-*

“Yes, Hob,” said Jm. “No need to get excited. Fed secure. And I’m glad you reminded me you were
there. | wasthinking only of Brian and myself for amoment. Lean up against the bars, Kelb; and, yes, |
will take you on and promise you my protection-which | shal continue to do until you do something that
causes meto cast you off. So you' d better be on your best behavior at al times.”

“None shall be on better behavior than me,” said Kelb.

“You can't possibly-“ Hob began energeticdly; but Jm cut him off.

“Hob,” he sad, “never mind, now. | told you you were my old and trusted retainer, and as yet Kelb has
got to win hisplace. Now, Kelb, we three are going to be small insectsriding on your back; and you're
to carry usto asecret passage out of this palace. Do you, or do you not, know how to find it?’

“1 do,” whined Kelb. “It’ sjust beyond Paradise-*

“Good enough,” said Jm. “Lean againgt the bars.”

Kelb il hestated.

“What does my master intend to do?’ he asked, cautioudy.

“Nothing important,” said Jm. “I’ll amply turn mysdf, Brian and Hob into fleas on you, hidden in your
hair. You'll sneak through the corridorsto the way out, and when you go invisiblewe' Il be that way too.”



“I know not if you will indeed become unseen when | do, master,” said Kelb.

“If the dog can go invisble, why can’t he make usinvishble?” said Brian. “ That way we wouldn’t have to
befleas”

“l can't, master,” said Kelb.
“Why not?’

“He'saNaturd, not amagician,” Jm reminded Brian. “Let’ snot have any moretalk, now. Kelb-against
the bard”

“Ought to be ableto,” muttered Brian.
“Whatever,” said Jm impatiently. “Asfleaswe Il be too smal to be noticed anyway. Now, Keb!”
Kelb turned sdeways and pressed himsdlf against the bars.

Jm had never turned himself into an insect before. He had heard Carolinus threaten to turn humans,
animasor Naturalsinto insects;, and he had actually seen Carolinusturn athirty-foot seadevil into avery
large beetle. But Jm had never doneit, or even turned himself into an anima before. Still, visudization
had lately been making everything seem possible, and he could think of no drawbacksto theidea. They
would smply ride Kelb al the way out of this Kasr a-Abiyadh, or White Palace. He half closed hiseyes
and concentrated on visudizing Brian, himsalf and Hob asfleas on Kelb's hide, and locked the picture
firmly in hismind and concentrated onit.

“Herewego,” hesaid.
And so they went.
CHAPTER TWENTY

Asit turned out, luck was with them. Kelb encountered no one on hisway up the stairs from the cell
block, or after that for some distance.

It wasjust aswdll that things had falen out that way, Jm thought later. Because hisfirst reaction after
transforming himself into afleawasto discover at least one of the unfortunate side effects of the
transformation. He had forgotten entirely what the viewpoint of afleawould be, out of sight in the hair on
adog's back.

Bagcdly, theview was of hair. Hairsliketree trunks, al around them and leaning over them. There was,
of course, the skin of Kelb underneath him. He felt amomentary ingtinctive urgeto try to get a some of
the blood beneath that skin, but overruled it. However, meanwhile, asin adense growth of something
like bamboo, he was still completely fenced in by hair-hair not only enclosing him but reaching up to shut
out any sight of what might be aboveitstips.

Thiswould not do. What he needed was aviewpoint outside his fleabody. He visuaized the prospect as
seen through Kelb' s eyes.

However, what he found himself seeing, though recognizable, was-asin thevison of dl dogs-in black



and white and so different that it took a moment for him to make out even the stconewalls and stone roof
overhead. Thiswould not do.

What he wanted was human vision; but human vision that would be completely disembodied.

Well, there was no reason why that should not be achievable by avery small amount of magic. What
cameimmediatdy to mind wasapair of invisible human eyesfloaing inthe air just above Kelb’'shead. A
concept that fitted into words easily enough, but was alittle hard to picture in the mind. To begin with,
how did you picture eyesif they wereinvishble?

He had wrestled with that for amoment until the obvious answer cameto him.

Of course, theinvighble eyesdidn’t haveto belike apair of human eyebdls, only invisible. It could be as
if hisflea-eyeswere magic glasses connected to an invisible television camera hookup, which could be
swiveled around, up or down, to let him hear and see thingsin perfectly norma human fashion, in any
direction from Kelb’'s head.

He had visudized such a cameraarrangement, then made it invisible, then turned it on; and suddenly he
had achieved agood view of the corridor down which Kelb wastrotting. It was a corridor perfectly bare
of any kind of decoration, no carpet on the stone floor-that accounted for the sound he now heard of
Kelb's claws clicking as he moved. The only thing that broke the corridor walls on either sdewere
occasiond entrances, either to rooms or other corridors; but Kelb was proceeding with apparent
confidence, giving every indication of knowing where he was going.

“Where arewe?” Jim started to ask the Djinni-dog. But even before the words were formed, he realized
he had nothing to form them with. Not only was he so tiny that his voice would probably not be heard by
Kelb; but he had no voca apparatus as aflea

It was true, he remembered, that the watch-beetle that Carolinus had summoned up on Jim'’ sfirst
acquai ntance with the magician had spoken in ahigh tinny voice, but that might smply have been made
possible by Carolinus s magic. Jm aso remembered that Rrrnlf the giant seadevil, reduced to beetle
Sze, had apparently had no voice at al. Though Carolinus had appeared to hear him saying things then,
and talked with him in a conversation of which only Carolinus sside was audible.

What he wanted now, Jm decided, was to be able to speak insde Kelb’smind.

Hetried to visualize what a Djinni’ s mind might look like. A sort of place of shadows? He had
discovered sometime since that his visudizations did not have to be correct to work. It was the concept
behind the visuaization that made the structure on which his creative ability could act.

He concentrated on his place of shadows; and in his own mind he spoke to the dog.

Where are we?

Kelb came to an abrupt stop.

“Magter?’ he said, in avoice that quavered with what-if it was not fear-was avery good imitation of it.

That'sdl right. It sme, thought Jm. Where are we?

“I am concerned, master,” said Kelb. “We re now in the quarters of the ordinary Assassins, and | would



have thought we' d run into some of them before now. | do not understand this, unless anumber of them
are now out on someraid or other.”

Jm redized that Kelb was speaking his words out loud.
Y ou don't haveto actudly say what you tell me, Jm said. Just think it. I'll hear it. Think the words.
Indeed, you are agreat magician, said Kelb, thinking the words. Do you hear me now?

| hear you loud and clear, said Jm. Y ou were just saying anumber of the Assassins might have been
sent off on araid-againgt the caravan again ?

Oh, no, said Kelb. But there has been talk for some time of the fact that the Golden Horde Mongols
were planning aforay down hereinto what is actualy [I-Khanate Mongol territory; and during the last
two hundred years Mongols have taken many Assassin castles. Hasan ad-Dimri could have sent out
many of hismen in astrong group to seeif any such Mongoal forceis coming thisway; so he can take
measures for defense. That’ sthe only thing | can think of-

He broke off suddenly, astwo men barely in their twenties stepped out of one of the entrances ahead
and turned to stare directly at him.

Kelb went invisible, and began to try to snesk up dong the wall & hiseft, which was farthest from
where they were sanding. He moved with surprising softness, his nails no longer clicking onthe floor. Jm
suddenly thought of Brian and Hob. He turned his mental cameraview back on himself and hisfellow
fleas, and discovered they were being carried dong in mid-air, quite visble themsdaves-but only as

specks.

It suddenly occurred to him that the amount of magica energy required to makethreefleasinvisible
would be hardly any amount at al. Accordingly, he did so. He spoke mentaly to Brian and
Hob-meanwhile making sure that when they tried to speak back it would be a mind-to-mind
contact-though where amind could hide in the body of aflea, he had no idea. He did not know much
about afled sanatomy; but he wasfairly sure that like most insectsit did not have abrain.

Brian? he asked. Hob?

M’ lord- Hob began on anote of darm; but Brian interrupted him.

James? he said. Where are you? | don’t know whether | was seeing you or just feeling you close here;
but | can’t do that now.

I’'mright here, said Jm. | made usal invisble and inaudible, so that those two Assassins up ahead won't
hear or see us. Kdlb’'sdready made himsdlf invighble.

| noticed, thought Brian, alittle sourly. James, thisis not my favorite way of traveling.
It sthe best | can do at the moment, Brian, said Jm.

Oh, I'm not blaming you, James, said Brian. It' sjust that fleas are foul crestures. | don't like being
one-craving your pardon, James, he added hurriedly, since you yourself are dso afleaat the moment.

No offense taken whatsoever, Brian, said Jm. | quite understand how being aflea could bother aknight.



I’m not too bothered myself, possibly because of being amagician, and being more used to this than you.
Of course, said Brian, naturdly. Pray forgive my bad manners.

They aren’t bad manners, Brian- Jim broke off. They were now amost leve with the two men, who
were talking to each other in low voices. To Jm’ssurprise their faces were a pasty white.

“I saw adog,” onewas saying. “I’m sure of it”

“l saw no dog,” said the other Assassin. Hewasalittle bit taller and possibly ayear or so older than his
companion-at least somewhat more mature-looking. He closed hiseyes. “1 saw nothing, | heard nothing.”

“But | was sure-“ began the Assassin who had been first to speak, uncertainly.

“Allah curse thee for the donkey wits thou wast born with!” snapped the other. “O, fool! Were there
ever any dogsin the White Paace?’

“No...” sad the other.
“Could adog get in here without passing the guards at the gate?’
“No, of course not-*

“If adog wasto be allowed in, would we not have heard about it- unless such asyou or | was not
supposed to know it was here?’

Thejaw of the smaller Assassin dropped.

“So,” went onthetaler Assassin, “I say it again. Thereisno dog, no voice! Do you see adog now? Do
you hear avoice now?’

“No.”
“Then therewasnone; and |, & least, was never here.”
The smaller Assassin’ s face had now whitened further, possibly to the shade of awell-laundered ghost.

“Neither was|,” he said, and ducked back into the entrance out of which they had come, colliding with
thetaller Assassin, who was dready on hisway out of sight.

What now? asked Brian, asthey passed the entrance into which the two men had vanished, and got a
glimpse of ashort halway with agreen door at the end, tightly closed.

I’m not sure, thought Jm. Kelb?
Y es, my master? said Kelb, becoming suddenly visible again.
How close are we to this secret way out now? Jim asked.

We have only to pass through Paradise, said Kelb. It isthe place to which they bring the new recruits.
Therewill be some there, undoubtedly, but it will not matter if they see us, or hear us, because we will



smply be something elsein what they believe is Paradise; and they may not even seeusaswe are.
Paradise? said Jm thoughtfully. Why do you call an indoctrination center for recruits* Paradise’ ?

Forgive me, magter, said Kelb, my understanding does not extend to knowing what ‘indoctrination’
means. But it isthe place where they take those newly committed to being Hashasheens, after filling them
with hashish firgt, and then telling them they are going to paradise; and to them, under the drug, it isasif
they went.

WE¢ I gothroughit invisble anyway, sad Jm.
Madter, it is not necessary-

Youwill gay invisble, sad Jm.

Y es, master.

Shortly after that they turned down one of the other entrances into a corridor that led for somelittle
distance, but ended in awide high door painted ayellow-gold color that filled the full height and width of
the corridor. Kelb' s voice came out of nothingness.

“Forgive me, master,” he said timidly, “but | can pass through this door without openingit. Isit so with
you, master?’

“Thanksfor telingme” said Jm. He hadtily visuaized himself and the two other fleas passing through the
door asif it was no more than a projected illusion; quickly adding the magic stipulation that he, Brian and
Hob should do thiswhile till in connection with the skin of Kelb.

They passed through.

Within was avery large room indeed.

Its domed ceiling and much of its upper walls were painted a bright sunlit blue. Beneeth this was what
seemed to be arather crude mock-up imitation of an casis-the kind of imitation that inexperienced
amateur theater stage carpenters might have produced. The treesthat surrounded them were dl fake
palm trees, reaching up to an umbrella of fase leaves at the top. From somewhere relatively cool air was
blowing through the place, therewas apool of water in the center of the room, and in the middle of the
pool afountain spurted somethree feet in the air and splashed back into the water.

Around the edges of this pool, sitting with their backs propped up againgt imitation palm tree trunks,
were anumber of young men, most of them seemingly lost in thought, or with their eyes shut-whether
adeep or not he did not know. There were dso a number of women around, most of them middle-aged
and rather businesdike in expresson, who seemed mostly concerned with gathering in groups, talking and
egting. Nearly dl the maefigureslying around had trays of food near them, but very few were paying any
attention to them. They looked dazed.

The women, however, were busy with their conversation and food. Occasionaly one of them would
break off to go over to one of the recumbent figures and stroke some fingers under his chin, possbly
murmur to him or pay various sorts of little attentions, then carefully evade the dow grasp which might
respond to these attentions-but by no means dways did- and then return to the group; or go onto give
the same sort of momentary touching and talking to another of the recumbent figures. The women were



dressed in what seemed to be layers of filmy, semitransparent silk garments that covered them from neck
to wrigts and ankles, and were of various hues.

The clothes, in fact, were lovely. The women, Jm decided, on the whole were not; nor did they seemto
be making any effort to be so.

What are those round things they are eating? Brian demanded, staring at the gathered group of women.
Sheep' s eyes, answered Kelb.
Jm gagged, mentaly, but nonetheless uncomfortably.

Say you s0? said Brian, in an interested voice. | wonder what they taste like. What about those long
rope like thingsthat they chew on?

Sheep'sentrails, said Kelb, stuffed of course with rice and sugar and cinnamon and other good things.

Hah! Like a Scot’ shaggis, en? said Brian. There were certainly Scotsmen with the first crusade. They
must have gotten in among these infidels“ He broke off.

They are not particularly dainty about how they reach into the communa pot of food, however, he went
on. Itistruethey wipetheir hands, but only so often; and | have seen more than one hand go into the
wrist. Also they feed each other, and those beneath the trees.

Thislast wastrue, Jm noticed. One of the things done by these women, who must be playing the part of
the Houris, the women with which the Blessed were solaced in Paradise, would be to occasondly make
asmadl ball of food from some of the foods on the tray beside arecumbent figure and put it into his
mouth. But not dways. Very often she just gave the dazed man a pat, or a stroke-and went on to the
next one.

They skirted the pool and went on through the fake palm trees, with the figures against them becoming
fewer and fewer until they saw awal ahead of them. Low down, the wall was unpainted; and asfar as
Jm could see, there was no door init. But Kelb carried them right to the wall, regardless.

Arriving at the point where the sand of the floor met thewall, he sniffed doglike along the linewhere wall
met sand until he reached a spot where he began to dig industrioudy with his front paws. Sand spurted
backward until he finally exposed what appeared to be part of atiled floor, blue and white squares of
glazed tiles alternating in a checkerboard pattern.

He pressed one of the bluetiles with apaw, and in front of him the apparently seamlesswall dipped
downward, revedling arectangular opening.

“We now enter, my master,” said Kelb, aloud.

Hewent in. In the dimness of the narrow, walled passage, he hesitated.

“Areyou ill with me, master?’ he asked.

Jm remembered the fact that the Djinni could probably no more fed them than see them.

“We're here, Kelb,” he said, aso alowing hiswords thistime to come out as spoken sound.



“I am much relieved, my master,” said Kelb. He went back to the opening in thewall, and using his
paws pulled sand back over thetile that he had exposed earlier. Then he returned to approximately
where he had stood before, and dowly but silently, the stone of the entrance did up to fill the aperture
through which they had entered.

Asit did, an utter blackness descended on them. Kelb's voice came out of it.

“Madter, there isno more need for you and those with you to ride as fleas upon me. If you will return to
your ordinary bodies, you will find to your right, on thewal, arack of torches, and at the end of the rack,
aflint and stedd wherewith to light them. Thereisapowder on the thick end of the torch that will make
them light eadlly if you get aspark to them.”

Jm made the necessary magic adjustment. Still in darkness, but now fegling the dight weight of Hob at
the back of hisneck, and also fedling rather than seeing Brian' s presence beside him, he reached out. He
rammed hisfingersrather painfully against ahard wal surface. Then heran his hand over it, up and down,
moving aong asif hewasusing abrush to paint it. Findly he touched what felt like a curved wooden
stand.

In the stand, he felt arow of upright bundles of something that felt more like tightly rolled paper than
anythingdse.

Helifted one from its hole, groped again, and found, dangling on a cord, theflint and sted that Kelb had
mentioned. Holding thetorch in hisleft armpit, he struck the flint and sted together with both hands until a
spark jumped in the right direction to touch the upper, thicker end of thetorch. A flame burst into view,
gpreading and brightening until it illuminated the end of along tunnd in the rock.

It dso revealed Brian, till looking somewhat battered, but cheerful, and Kelb in his dog form looking
expectantly up a him.

“Hob, areyou dl right?” asked Jm.

“Yes, m’lord,” camethe smal voice just above hisleft shoulder; and he remembered suddenly that, like
Brian, he had been deeping in histrave clothes for warmth, when the Assassins had captured them. But
he had not felt Hob climbing back into the knapsack.

“Should | come out?’ Hob asked.

“There snot muchto see” said Jm. “We'rejust in adark tunnd. Perhaps you' d better just stay where
you are.”

“Yes, m'lord.”

They went forward, Kelb trotting confidently alittle ahead, but still within the circle of torch-light. The
tunnd waslonger than Jim had expected, considering that it clearly had been hewn out of solid rock. In
the end, he judged they must have walked close to a quarter of amile before Kelb stopped and waited
for themto join him. They werefacing asimilar wal that seemed to bar off the tunnd at this point.

“1 have pressed what needs to be pressed to cause this end of the tunnel to open,” said Kelbinan
gpologetic voice, “but, my magters, it isevidently suck. Would you mind very much jumping up and
down on thefloor?1 think that will jar it loose and it will go up.”



Not surprising, thought Jm. Mechanica contrivances here in the fourteenth century could hardly be
expected to work better than those in the twentieth century.

“Inthat case,” he said, “we d better jump together, you and |, Brian. I’ [l say one, two, three and then we
jump-that way we should come down together.”

“Hah!” said Brian. “Infidel magic! Of courseit does't work right!”

Jm was not exactly sure what he meant; but there was no point in going into the matter now. He counted
off and they jumped. They came down hard on the stone floor; but evidently that was just what was
needed, for dowly the stone dab before them began to move upward-but jerkily, asif it needed ailing.

“It isnot used much, you see, my masters,” said Kelb, “and anyone who is brought here, except the
Grandmaster, must of course die after he has seen thistunnel. Thereforeit is necessary that hebe dain
and hisbody be taken out to be left at somelittle distance on the mountaingde, that he shall not be
connected with the entrance, here, onceit is closed again. But for us, we need but step outside now.”

He had timed hiswords excellently. As hefinished, the stone stopped jerking upward, and there was
room to duck under it out into the star-lit night of the mountainsde. There were afew bushes around

them, and the rocks dl but closed them in. Kelb did something behind them, and they heard the door
scraping downward and finally ceasing to make any noise.

“Itisclosed now,” Kelb said in asatisfied voice.

“That’sgood,” said avoice out of the darkness. “And the place of its opening is now known. That will
be useful. Abu a-Qusayr spoke truth to me, though | am not of hisfaith. So, now | find you all again,
Franks.”

It was the voice of Baiju, the Mongol from the caravan.
CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Jm looked in the direction of the voice, but he could still see nothing but what seemed like three or
perhaps four patches of pale white, which might be or might not be therein actudity, but which seemed
to waver and change outline dightly.

“Night-devild” cried Kelb. “Master, protect me!”
“You?' sadJm. “A Djinni? And you' re afraid of night-devils?’
Jm could fed the dog' s body pressing against the back of hislegs.

“Afrad? said Kelb quaveringly. “Who, me? | am the most-the most powerful of Djinni. But some of
these night-devils can be very crud, master.”

“Send the Djinni away,” said the voice of Baiju. “I will talk to you done.”
“Go,” said Jmto Keb.

“But, master-*



“And don’'t just make yoursdlf disgppear,” added Jm. “I’ll know if you do; and then you'll wish it was
night-devils got you instead of me!”

It was acompletely empty threet, of course. Asde from the fact that Jm knew nothing of what
night-devilswere, or could do, he knew very well he could never bring himself to treat even aDjinni with
ddliberate cruelty. Nonetheless, the pressure of Kelb against the back of hislegs suddenly ceased.

“| don’'t understand this,” said Jm, speaking in the direction of Baiju’s voice. “How do you happen to be
here? And why?’

“Sometime back, in Tripoli,” said Baiju, “ but after he had seen you and the Brian-Sir with you, |
happened to vist abu d-Qusayr to find out when those of the Golden Horde that are coming thisway
would come; and how they might be stopped. He looked into water and told me only two things. One,
stopping ibn-Tariq was the key to stopping them; and, two, you were the only one who could stop
ibn-Tarig. | should try to find you at thistime a this place in the night, and help you to get to Pamyra
before the caravan.”

“And so you came, and showed up here, just on the basis of that?’ asked Jm. Baiju had not struck him
asaparticularly trusting or credulousindividud.

“That wasal he said he could tell me,” said Baiju. “ Y ou are amagician yourself. | paid the price he

asked for in gold-gold, not silver- and he gave me hisanswer. Y ou would know better than | if a
magician would cheat me after setting a price and getting it.”

Baiju had apoint, thought Jm. Magicdom’ s rules were very emphatic about that. Abu a-Qusayr could
not play anything but fair with someone who had struck a bargain with him-once the bargain was
accepted. If thiswas generaly known, even among the Mongoals, then it was just possible that Baiju
would, indeed, have trusted the elderly magician. It a so meant that even abu al-Qusayr had not known
why stopping ibn-Tarig could stop the other Mongols.

“Let meseeyou,” Jm said to Baiju.

“Yes,” sad Brian' svoice a his shoulder, “and any who are with you, Mongol!”

Baiju gave abrief snort of laughter.

“Then make alight, magician,” he said. “1 will make none. Y ou are not that far from Kasr d-Abiyadh
that any light will not be seen by one of those on watch from its higher towers.”

“If that isso,” said Brian, “mayhap it is better to forgo the light. What think you, James?’

“I think you'reright,” said Jm, “and particularly if you think so, Brian.”

“Itisordinary sense” said Baiju, with a contemptuous edge to hisvoice. “ Come, then. | have white
camelsfrom Basra, for each of us. Not only are they faster, and do they go farther, than the heavy beasts
of the caravan, but we will push harder. We will push very hard. Infivedays| will bring you into
Pdmyra”

Jm fet areturn of the pressure at the back of hislegs, and Kelb' s voice spoke.



“O, mighty master, forgive your willful and unruly dave for coming back without permission. But what of
me?’

“HeisaDjinni,” said Baiju. “Let himfind hisown way to PAmyra.”
“Master-* began Kelb again.

“No,” interrupted Jm decisively. “ Y ou are aDjinni, as Baiju says. W€ || meet you there. Go
then-however you can go. | will cal for you again, possibly when | get into PAmyra.”

“Master-*

“Go!”

The pressure againgt hislegs ceased.
“He'sgone” sad Jm. “Now what?’
“Cometoward my voice,” said Baiju.

Jm felt Brian’ shand on his shoulder and stepped cautioudy forward, over what was obvioudy fairly
rough terrain. He stumbled once on what was either alarge pebble or asmall boulder, and aimost lost his
balance but regained it again. A moment later he smdlled Baiju’ s breath. 1t smelled of acohol. Thelittle
Mongol had evidently been drinking. But he sounded sober enough.

At the same time Jm began to make out the white wavering shapesin the darkness, which turned out to
be the camels Baiju had mentioned. Baiju helped both of them to mount; and amoment later, with the
Mongol on his camel leading, they were making their way up the steep dope amid the rocks.

Jm could not remember how long atime the caravan had been supposed to take in making the journey
to PAmyra; but it was now six or seven days sinceit had left Tripoli. Still, five days more from hereto the
city seemed like making very good speed indeed. He was encouraged.

Later, hewished he hadn't been.

It wastrue they were near the top of the mountains; and it was only afew hoursfrom the time they had
met Baiju before they rode through the dark pass at the peak, with the absol ute blackness of rock walls
on both sdes and anarrow dit of night sky sprinkled with starsfar above them. 1t was a o true that the
following day after afew hours deep just before dawn they reached the bottom of the far side of the
mountains looking toward the desert valey area, in the midst of which Pamyrawas placed; and asthey
went in the days that followed, the air grew warmer, and somewhat less dry-athough it wasfar from
being what might be consdered bamy.

All indl, Jm ended up with the conclusion that he would just as soon not make another forced march
with Baiju. Thelittle Mongol drove them from before daybresk until after dark; and if they had let him
have his own way they would have had no more than three hours of off-camel deep anight. The camels
themsdlves stood up to it admirably. Brian said nothing; but hisface began to look alittle more gray with
each day passed, and he was definitely showing exhaustion by the time they got to PAlmyra.

Soit wasnot apleasuretrip. Their cames might indeed, as Baiju said, be jewed s among ther kind, and
bred for racing; and it was undeniable that their gait, if anything, was smoother than that of the camelsJm



and Brian had ridden in the caravan.
But Jm and Brian, both of them, were worn out by the time they dl findly reached PAmyra.

At last, dumped in their saddles and swaying with fatigue, they entered the city in late afternoon. It was a
good-sized place of tents and more or less lightly constructed wooden buildings, which had risen on the
foundationslaid out for an early Greek or Roman city.

At that time, clearly, the city had been constructed on aregular pattern; and the main street running east
and west in the center of the city had ruins till standing of a double portico caled the Great Colonnade.
It was close to this Great Colonnade that Baiju &t last brought them to a caravansary where they could
lodge.

Jm and Brian were shown to aroom. It was not until then that Jim realized neither of them had their
usual baggage. Their heavy armor and weapons, their extra clothing and-worst of al-his persond,
deverminized maitress were missing.

To hdl with it, he thought exhaustedly, and chose aclean patch of floor. He visudized amagic line
around it that would send dl vermin and suchlike running from it in fear, and lay down, pulling his cloak
over him. He had just enough consciousness | eft to magically make the splintered wooden floor
underneath him as soft as a bed-and he fell ocean-deep in dumber.

They were wakened by Baiju. The Mongol showed no signs of weariness from thetrip, just as he had
shown no sgns of weariness during it. They woke to find him standing over them.

“Will you deep forever?” he demanded.

“Not any more, in any case, with your braying!” said Brian. “James, | must have breskfast-and a sword.
We must both get swords. But food now! Where do you get some food in this hell-bound place?’

“Riseand comewith me,” said Baiju. Without waiting for them he turned and started out of the room.
“Wait aminute,” said Jm. Unlike Brian, who woke up with anasty temper until fed, but came fully
awake at once, Jm needed alittle time to reach full dertness. “If you walk out that door without us,
you' d better count on not having anything to do with me from now on. | need alittletime.”

Balju spun about on hished!.

“I brought you here,” he said dangeroudly, “and now you will not repay me as you should?’

“I didn’t make any bargain with you,” said Jm. “ Abu a-Qusayr told you I might be useful to you; and
the only reason you helped us get here was because of that. If you' ve got any disagreements, go talk to
him.”

He switched his atention away from Baiju completely.

“Hob?’ hesad.

“Yes, m'lord,” said asmdl voice from behind him. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Baiju go pde and
rigid, and his eyes opened very wide.



“That'sdl right,” said Jm, answering both Hob and Baiju’ s superdtitiousaarm at once. “1 just wanted to
make sure you were there and dl right. It must have been pretty boring for you thistrip. | know you
don't deep.”

“That doesn't matter,” said Hob. “ Any hobgoblin is used to going along time with nothing happening.
Wejust st and think about happy things that happened to usin the past, without deeping.”

“I will walit for you downgtairsin the room where everyone eats and talks,” Baiju said, less pale now, but
walking hadtily out.

Jm had dl but forgotten him aready. He was coming dl theway awake; and it struck him that he felt
hot, sticky and uncomfortable. He would have given amost anything for ashower, twentieth-century
style, but of course that wasimpossible.

A bath was an adternative; but the bathhouses that might be available were more trouble than they were
worth. Jim only wanted to get clean. He did not want to be offered female or male company, food, drink,
drugs or anything else. Particularly he did not want people pretending to help him bathe, and then asking
apricefor it. It was not so much the price that bothered him as the annoyance of having to get rid of such

gadflies

He could magic himsalf and his clothes clean-but he had been nibbling avay at his magic reserves, in
Spite of hisgood intentions to use them aslittle as possible.

“I’'mready,” he said to Brian. “How about you?’
“Y ou should wear your mail shirt,” said Brian reproachfully.

Jm looked at the pile of metal links on the floor by his mattress with sourness. That was right. He had
taken that off before collgpsing in deep. Now, wearing his shirt and undershirt done, he was quite
comfortable in the passably warm atmosphere here, and it would undoubtedly get warmer during the day .
To wear themalil shirt, with its sewn on, interior quilted padding, would be to make himsdlf
uncomfortably hot. Still, Brian wasright. They were in astrange city, among strangers, and the rule of the
fourteenth century, whether you were in England, the Middle East or any place else, seemed to be“Go
protected, and be ready for anything.”

Regretfully he put on the mail shirt. Hewas dmost immediately prickly with heet; but hopefully, hisbody
would adjust to it during the day. Brian was on hisfeet, sanding in the clothes he had been wearing dll
through the trip and moving from foot to foot impetiently.

“I amready,” Brian announced. “1f you are too, let usgo.”

“No offense, Brian,” said Jm. “But you stink.”

“And so do you, James,” said Brian, “though no worse than before. But it is better to stink and live than
not stink and be dead. The chance will comefor usto get our weapons and some other clothes or clean
the ones we have. Meanwhile | need food; and | cannot believe but what you do aswell.”

Heled theway out the door and Jim took afew long strides to catch up with him.

When they got to the coffeehouse, restaurant, or whatever it was that was part of their lodging place, it
was enclosed by acircular wall of ancient marble in which were niches. Each niche had alow table and



pillows on which to st cross-legged around it. They looked about for Baiju, but he was not there.

“Wdl,” said Jm, after they had sat down and ordered whatever was available for breskfast-Jim included
alarge container of cool sherbet with his. Having done this and watched their server leave, helooked
around, saw no one was Sitting close enough to overhear easily, and spoketo Brian in alow voice.

“Had you any plan for how we might go about finding Geronde sfather here?’ he asked Brian.

Brian finished gulping down what wasin his mouth and answered.

“To be honest with you, James,” he said, “| had planned to do as| have done all the way here so far, to
search out an English knight, or at least a French or other knight of good repute, and ask hishelp and
guidance. But this place ssems singularly free of any but thelocd infiddls. Y et we might ask.”

He looked around the eating place they were in, caught the eye of the man who had served them and
waved him over. While waiting, he dipped into the single dish that had been put down between Jm and
himsdlf, picked up another mouthful of it with thetips of hisfingers as hewould have donein England,
and stuck it in hismouth. The server arrived at their table, as Brian was hagtily trying to get this chewed
and swallowed. Brian got it down just intime.

“Fdlow,” he said to the server, “ by the way, what kind of mest isit in thisyou have brought us?’

“It isatender young she-camel, masters,” said the server. “One who broke aleg in the stables of Murad
of the Heavy Purse, and which we were fortunately able to buy for daughter. Isit not flavorful and good
to eat?’

“Wadll, itis, at least, not goat,” said Brian. “ Tell me, do you know of any English knights herein this
caty?’

“English knights?’ said the server, looking puzzled.
“Yes yes” sad Brian. “Y ou know-English knightsl Knights from England.”

“Master,” said the server, wonderingly. “ Of Frankish knights | have heard; but | do not understand what
you mean by these that are called English.”

“I was speaking of England,” said Brian, speaking the word dowly, and pronouncing the word dowly
and moreloudly. “England.”

“My friend is speaking of alord from his own country,” said Im. “And that country is England-an idand
not far from the land of those you call the Franks.”

“Isit soindeed?’ said the server. “There are no Franksin PAmyraeither, may Allah be thanked.”
“Areyou sure?’ asked Jm. “ Couldn’t there be one around in this city who you haven't heard of 7’

The server shook his head.

“If there was such aman, masters,” he said, “surely | would know it, since those who pass through here

in caravans, and others speak of many things, and never fail to mention those who are strangersto our
land”



The server went off; but his place was amost immediately taken by Baiju, who sat down next to Jm on
acushion in the niche where they were seated, and drew hislegs up in cross-legged position. He reached
out and helped himsdf from their bowl of food.

It was only after he had taken amouthful and eaten it that he looked at Jm and Brian.

“Now what do you plan?’ he said to them.

“Thefactis” Jm said, “we relooking for someone who might be herein PAmyra. He-"

“But swords, first. We must buy oursel ves wegpons, Mongol. Asfor telling him about Sir Geoffrey, you
need not bother, James,” said Brian. “I have dready told Baiju about our search.”

“When did you do that?’ asked Jim.

“Oh, one of thetimesin the caravan, when you were talking with that wordy fellow ibn-Tarig-or should |
cdl himagentleman?’ said Brian.

Helooked a Baiju, who wasindustrioudy esating.
“Was heagentleman?’
Baiju shrugged and took another handful of food.

“Inany case | told Baiju what Sir Geoffrey would look like,” said Brian, “in case he should see him. You
have not seen him, | takeit?’

Hewas till looking at Baiju, who shook his head and went on egting.

“Weare a something of animpasse,” Brian told him. “Leave the food alone for amoment, if you please,
Mongol, and give usyour attention. Thereisreason to believe that heisin thistown; but we have noidea
of how to go about searching for him.”

“Look!” said Baiju, pausing only briefly asfar asfeeding himsdf went, and staring a Jm and Brian.
“Look-and ask to seeif anyone ese has seen him.”

“Wejust did,” said Jm. “We asked the server here who brought usthisfood. He said that if therewas
someone like that in Palmyra, he would know it because those who pass through here on caravans and
by other means usudly stop and eat here; and the word gets out of any strangersin theland.”

Baiju gave amomentary short sound that was somewhere between a cough and alaugh.

He looked around the room, and focused on the server who was busy with some peoplein another
niche aquarter of the circle around.

“Come!” shouted Baiju.
In the other niches, the men in flowing robes eating there stopped, looked at him, looked at each other

and spoke to each other in low tones which were unintelligible to Jm and Brian ditting in the booth, but
which were pretty clearly-judging by the hand gestures and the facia expressions-either shocked or



contemptuous statements about Baiju's manners. The server deliberately kept on doing what he was
doing for afew moments, asif he had not heard, then turned and amost ran across the room to Baiju, all
gmiles

“My master called?” he asked.

“Tell me” said Baiju abruptly, “are there any Frankish davesin PAmyra?’

“Assuredly, there are, master,” said the server. “ But how many, or to whom they belong, | could not tell
you. Who keepstrack of daves?’

“Y ou told me there were no Franksin PAmyra,” said Jm.

“So| did, master,” said the server. “But daves*

He shrugged his shoulders and spread his hands.

“We arelooking for a Frankish dave, then, taler than you by ahand placed sdeways,” snapped Brian,
“with graying hair that has gone halfway back on the head, and a small mustache which is perhaps pure
white. It could be that he is beardless and that the hair iswhite. But heisnot old and feeble, but ill
upright and strong, with blue eyes and a scar acrossa corner of his chin and jaw. He will have other

scarsaswdll, but thisis the most notable one. Have you seen such adave?’

“I have not, O master,” said the server. “I could ask those who pay attention to such thingsif they know
of any such? Perhapsinaday or so | would hear.”

“Hewill reward thee” said the Mongol. “1t will not be agreat reward. But it will be acertain oneif you
have found the dave | speak. Do you understand?’

“Indeed, understanding comes clear to me, O generous and beneficent master,” said the server,
sdaaming. “Isthere any other thing | can do for you?’

“Yes” sad Baiju, “bring us more of what wasin thisbowl.”
“Yes, magter,” said the server. He took the empty bowl and hurried off.

Baiju leaned back againgt the padded wall of the niche. He sighed contentedly, looked at Jim and Brian
and belched.

Brian had grown accustomed to this eastern way of expressing satisfaction with the medl. Jm had
learned to control hisface at this, but he till winced inside; even though he knew that here it was away
of saying, “That tasted good!”

Baiju grinned at them, afierce and sardonic but undeniably humorous grin.

“Ibn-Tariqishere” hesad. “I caught sight of him earlier in the day, before you were down.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Both Jm and Brian sared at him.



“Thecaravanisin?’ said Jm.
“No,” sad Baiju. “Yet heishere”

“How could hebe?” said Jm, remembering how they had pushed their came sfor long hours during the
day, snatched alittle food and deep and gone on again day after day, to the limit of their endurance.

“I do not know,” said Baiju. The server brought anew bowl of food and Baiju dug intoit.

“I do not know,” he said again, after eating a couple of mouthfuls. “It is barely possible-his camelswere
good, possibly as good as ours-and if he started not two days after you had been taken, aswe did, but
at once. If he started as the sun came up, or before, with one camel, alone but taking enough food and
water. If hedid that and knew theway well, it isjust possible a house-dweller could be here by thistime.
Inany case, here heis. | saw him buying a headdressin the souk. He did not see me.”

“Did helook like aman who'd pushed himsdf to the limit, when you saw him?” Jm asked.

“Do |7’ said Baiju sardonicaly. “If he could make such atrip, he could be ableto travel even as| do.
Do not judge the world by yoursdlf.”

“Let usgo to this same merchant hevisited in the souk,” said Brian, “and examine hiswares. Mayhap in
conversation we can discover from him something he may have learned about ibn-Tarig; such aswhere
heislodging herein Pamyra, and even perhaps the reason for his hurrying to this place. Furthermore, it
wasin the souk herethat Sir Geoffrey, my lady’ sfather, was seen by the knight who brought newsto her
of catching sght of him. So, we oursalves might be lucky enough to catch sight of him. It may beheisno
dave but amerchant, or someone concerned with one of the merchants of the souk, but hiding the fact he
isan Englishman. He will be changed, perhaps-it has been over six years now-but he cannot have
changed so much that | will not recognize him.”

“Well enough,” said Baiju. “I will est some more here, and then wewill go.”

“Fine” said Jm. “Inthat case, I’'m going to step upstairs and get that smdll friend you know of, Brian. |
want to bring him dong with us”

Baiju had stopped chewing on hislatest mouthful and was staring at Im. Jm ignored him.
“Isthat wise, James?’ said Brian.

“Itis, if hehasto act in an emergency.” He looked hard at Brian to remind him of the fact that Hob was
with them to carry word home on the smoke at high speed, to tell both Geronde and Angieif anything
happened to them. Brian frowned, then dightly nodded.

“Asyouwill,” he said. He looked back at the second bowl, which still contained afair amount of food.
“I might have abite or two more mysdf, whileI’m waiting.”

Jm went upstairs. He had aready decided that about the only way to manage things would be to wear
the cloak that had the secret pouch for Hob on his shoulders and at the back of his neck-the same cloak
he had worn with the caravan, and had in fact been deeping in when he was captured. If hewas going to
be hot anyway, he might aswell have Hob with him. Then if anything happened to them, the hobgoblin
would be dong to know of it.



It was fortunate, he told himsalf now, that Hob had not been in the cloak at the time he and the Assassin
had rolled over and over down the stony hillside. Hob would have been squashed. But then Hob must
have been in hisfavorite spot, lying on top of the smoke of thefirein front of their tent.

The cloak, he decided now, looking at it up in their room, and he was once more tempted to use his
magic to control the temperature inside the cloak, so that he would be comfortable.

But no, better he just toughed it out. Carolinus had never given any advice yet that had not turned out to
be important. He reminded himsdlf hopefully that the cloak would hide the chain mail he was wearing, not
only from public view but from the direct rays of the sun, which might otherwise heat up the metd linksto
make matters even more uncomfortable.

“Hob,” he said, before picking up the cloak where he had lft it, “you’ re back in your pouch there?’
“Yes, m'lord,” Hob' s voice came back.

“All right,” said Jm. “I’m going to put the cloak on and we' |l be going out to go through the souk-that’s
asort of market they have down here. Do you still have that special tinder? And do you remember the
magic word | gave you to say to makeit light up and create smoke, so that you ride the smoke right out
of the pouch and be out of peopl€ s reach before they even know you' re there?’

“Yesm'lord,” said Hob. “And | remember the magic word to light the tinder very well. It' s

“Don’'t say it!” said Jm hadtily, and alittle more loudly than he had intended. He lowered hisvoice.
“That'sonly to be used if you need to hurry hometo the Lady Angelawithword Brianand | arein
serious trouble. The minute you say the word, that tinder isgoing to kindle; and you'll bein apouchful of
smoke”

“I"d like that,” said Hob.

“Yes” said Jm, “but you redize that once you' ve used it you won't have any other way of making
smokein ahurry if trouble crops up.”

“Oh,” said Hob. “Very sorry, m'lord.”

“That' sdl right. Just remember theword isfor emergenciesonly,” said Jm. “I’ll try to call out your
name when the time comes you should go. But if for some reason whatever happensto us doesn’'t give
me a chanceto, thenit'll be up to you to decide when to make your smoke and start back for England as
fast asyou can.”

“I'll watch everything very carefully,” said Hob. “Isit dl right, then, if | peek out of the pouch, or ride on
your shoulder? Somebody said something to you about my being taken for amonkey, | think they said, if
they saw me here”

“I supposeit’ll bedl right,” said Im. “But if you can see by peeking, I d like that better. After dl, I'd
just as soon not have anyone know that there' s anyoneriding with me.”

“Yes, m'lord,” said Hob.

Jm put on the cloak and went down. The second bowl was empty; and both Brian and Baiju seemed in
agood humor. Jm paid for their meal- there was evidently nothing such as putting your meals on your



hotd bill in this place-and they sdlied forth.

The souk, Palmyra s open-air market, occupied what must have been the location of the chief Sanctuary
of PAmyraat onetime; now, in thisfourteenth century, the remains of the Roman architecture were
generdly buried by an accumulation of dirt and filth. In thetime of Jm'’sorigina world, he remembered
reading once, a French expedition of archaeologists had uncovered four porticoes and aritual basin plus
alarge dtar for sacrificesaswell as other pieces of architecturein thisarea.

Certainly, at the present moment there was nothing architecturaly remarkable about it. Most of the
shops were hdf-tent and haf-shack, and the lanes between them wandered like trailsin the wilderness,
barely broad enough for three people to walk abreast.

The one thing the shops all had in common was an opening fronting on the lane that passed them, in
which samples of their wares were displayed. Baiju led the way, first to awegpons shop, where they did
not seem to have swords but offered long and heavy knives amogt aslarge. For want of anything ese,
both Brian and Jm bought one, plus scabbards, and sashesto go around their waist and hold the
scabbards.

Next Baiju took them to a shop that had both headwear and other items of clothing ready-made, plus
bolts of cloth.

“What isthis?’ Baiju demanded of the shopkeeper, ablocky, not unkindly-looking man with agraying
mustache and a striped headdress.

“It isthefinest silk from beyond the Great Wall inthefar, Far East,” said the shopkeeper.
Baiju dropped the silk asif he had discovered it was suddenly unclean.

“ItisEgyptian dlk,” he said flatly. “I had afriend who bought a headdress from you this morning, and
gpoke of silk thiscolor. | would have been interested if it had indeed been silk from beyond the Grest
Wall, or eventhe silk of Hind.”

“Allah pity me!” said the shopkeeper, wringing hishands. “And | bought it believing it to be the true
Eastern slk. How will | ever recoup the great amount | paid for it?’

“By finding some other idiot who cannot tell Egyptian silk from the Eastern cloth,” said the Mongol.
“How else?But | see my coming has been wasted, as another friend of mine from whom | would buy
knows silk-though not as | do. He believed you had better stuff than this.”

“I have indeed some better silks-silk that would ravish your soul if you knew the true materids,” said the
shopkeeper. “It isin the back of my shop. But do you truly wish to buy? | would not exposeit to the light
before one who was not serious about buying.”

“How can aman know if he wishesto buy until he has seen what isfor sdle?” said the Mongol.

“Thisslk isvery carefully wrapped and protected and deep under other piled goods of great vaue. It
would be some labor to get to it. A shopkeeper cannot go to such trouble for any not serious.”

“Ho, asfor buying,” said Baiju, waving ahand at Jm, “the buyer is here with me. | have comewith him
merely because | know slk. But heisinterested in many things, and silk was only one of them. If it istoo
much labor for you to find thisfine slk of yours, undoubtedly we can find some elsawhere in the souk;



and meanwhile he can be gaining information and possibly buying other things which he wishes.”
“Indeed?’ said the shopkeeper. “What might these other things be?’

“They are too numerous to mention. But perhaps you might point theway for usto the dave market. He
has afancy to buy aFrankish dave. Being aFrank himself, and being able to indulge hiswishes, he
prefersto have Frankish daves only around him.”

“Alas” said the merchant. “ Thereis no dave market today. There will be onein afew days, perhaps.
But Frankish daves are not normaly found in PAmyra.”

“Y et my other friend, the one who bought the headdress from you,” said Baiju, “ spoke of seeing a
Frankish dave here in the souk. He saw him for only amoment before he waslost in the crowd, but
recognized him immediately for what hewas”

“I know of no Frankish daves about the souk, or in PaAlmyraat all,” said the shopkeeper. 1t may be that
those with much wealth might have one or two. But the price would probably be very high. Isheindeed
willing to pay such aprice?’

“He cannot know that until he seesthe dave,” said Baiju.

“Such adaveismerely acuriosty, of course,” said the shopkeeper, “but | do not think one would ever
come cheaply. The price would be much more even than that for my finest silk.”

“Priceis not the problem if the daveiswhat hewants,” said Baiju. “ The problem isthat heis staying but
afew daysonly in PAmyra; and then he will be traveling on. It isapity you do not know of any Frankish
dave. Hewould be grateful to one who could direct him to finding one, particularly one that was for
sde”

“What isnot for sdle?’ said the shopkeeper. “ But, if the owner haslittleintention of sdlling, of course, the
price may be-possibly | could be of help in getting him a better price. | am, of course, amerchant in
clothsonly, and daves are of no interest to me. Still, | hear things, and | know the ways of those who buy
and sdll here. It isjust possible that before he leaves | might hear of such adave. If so, perhaps| could
get word to him. It would be an effort, of course, on my part and | would welcome his gratitude for my
finding such adavefor him.”

“I am sure that hewould not forget gratefulnessin such acase,” said Baiju. “If you should hear
something, and if it should lead to what he wants, and if the purchase was practica, certainly the matter
of hisgratitude will be something he and you can discuss between yoursa ves when the time comes.”

“Certainly-* the shopkeeper was beginning, when the attentions of al of them were suddenly attracted to
ahubbub that had broken out at some distance down the lane between shops. It was enough of a
distance, and there were too many people crowded around, for them to see exactly what was happening,
but voices were being raised, and even sticks were being waved.

Without warning, afigure broke through the crowd of people and ran toward them down the lane. Al
those in hisway hagtily got out of it, and the mob he had momentarily left behind tore after him, dl but
catching up with him and striking out at him with sticks. Only afew of the blows got home, but they kept
him running; and in amoment he was up to the shop where Jm and the others stood, level with them and
gone on, and there was ajostling, shouting and screaming crowd filling the lane in pursuit of him.



But in that ingtant, Jm had amomentary glimpse of atal, brawny man with black eyebrows and black
mustache and the deeve of his nearer arm torn completely off, showing some unsightly disfiguration,
which could have been ascar, running amost from wrist to elbow, or awide, grayish-whiterash. His
face, glimpsed for amoment, was white and staring, his mouth half open asif he was screaming; but if he
was, he could not be heard over the noise of the crowd on his hedls.

“Allah protect us,” said the shopkeeper, “it is Albohassan Karasanij, the Persian-the leather-sdller. It has
been suspected for some weeks past now that he might bear the curse of leprosy secretly among us. He
has sworn that he was only subject to boils; but someone must at last have torn off part of his garment to
make sure.”

He cast aglance up the lanein the opposite direction, then shrugged his shoulders and brought his gaze
back to meet those of Brian, Baiju and Jm.

“Those with the shops on ether side of him will have gained al hisgoods by thistime,” he said with a
touch of regretfulnessin hisvoice. “It isthewill of Allah. Now, what ese would please you?’

“I think that’sdl,” said Jm. He wanted to get away from here.

“I will send word if thereisany word to send,” said the shopkeeper. “ Depend upon it. Where may you
befound, O my masters?’

“At the caravansary of Yusuf,” said Baiju.
“Good, | will send word therethen. | am Metaab, the slk merchant. All men know me.”

Jm, Brian and Baiju moved off. It was ardief to Jm to be away from the shop with its association with
what had just happened and what he had just seen.

“Whereto, now?’ Baiju sad.

Jm found he did not want to go back to the caravansary.

“Actudly,” hesad, “aslong asI’m here, I’d like to see PAmyrawhilethere stimeto doit.”

“Y ou want to seeacity?’ said Baiju, staring a him. “Y ou are seeing it now.”

He waved hishand at the shopsin front of him.

“No,” said Jm, “1 mean thewhole city.”

“Cometothink of it,” said Brian, “I would like that too. Particularly let uslook around the oasisfrom
which thewomen are carrying water on their heads. | am curious asto how they doit. Besides, itis
awayswiseto look around any new placeyou arein.”

“Perhaps,” said Baiju, “but acity! They areall the same.”

Therewould be no point, Jm knew, in mentioning to either Brian or Baiju the remnants of architecture
that betrayed the hand of Rome, and civilizations before that, herein this place. The caravan route must

beasold astimeitsdf. But whatever they did it would be better than going back to the caravansary,
garing at thewall and seeing the reputed leper, running.



He il kept seeing-asif in asudden il shot made by acamera- the staring eyes, the haf-open mouth
of the fleeing, hapless |eather merchant. Strangely, the sight had moved neither the shopkeeper nor Baiju
at al. Nor, for that matter, had it evoked any emationa reaction from Brian. In fact, he was now talking
to Baiju about the European way of handling such Situations.

“-Our lepers are given abell and must wear agarment that covers them completely head to feet,” he
was saying. “ The leper rings the bell as he moves, that al clean people may safely move out of hispath.”

“Smpler justtokill him,” said Baiju. “With arrows, from adistance.”

They had reached the end of the souk-or at least one of its edges. At any rate, they were coming out
from among the shops.

“If you must wander about this dung heap, | had best go with you,” Baiju went on sourly. “Y our customs
are clearly not their customs; and you are just aslikely to end up dead instead of back at the
caravansary, through not understanding what you should do or should not do. Come with me, then.”

He led them about the town and passed the oasis. In spite of what Brian had said, it was on the women,
rather than on the water-filled pots on their head, that Brian’ s eye lingered.

“If i’ sthe women you want,” Baiju said after watching him for alittietime, “I can find you placeswhere
you can see much more of them than you can here.”

“That would be ingtructive, would it not, James?’ said Brian, looking across at Jm, for Baiju, being
shorter than either of them, was walking between them, which was the most convenient position for
conversation among dl three of them.

Jm did not fed any particular urgeto follow Baiju’ s suggestion; but since hisonly interest wasin keegping
from the caravansary, he agreed.

In the end Baiju took them to a place where coffee was served, but aso where they were given the
opportunity to buy, snce they were obvioudy not Mudims, athin astringent white wine at which even
Brian made aface, though he drank it.

There, one by one, women came out and danced. They were il clothed, however, though in layers of
gauzy clothsthat, while evidently caculated to tantaize, actudly were little lessreveding than the
complete coverings of the women getting water from the oasis.

All indl they killed about four hours and by thistime Jm had managed to come to termswith the
memory of the leper-although he had anotion that the memory would continue to haunt him for the rest of
hislife. It had not been just the fear of the crowd that had put that look on the man’sface. It wasthe
horror of what he, himsdlf, now believed-or was at last acknowledging to himself-what afflicted him.

Evenif he himsdf had truly believed he did not have leprosy, he was now facing afuturein which he
would haveto live closely with actud lepers, and being aman of hisplace and timein history, he
undoubtedly profoundly believed that it would be only ashort time before he would catch the disease
fromthem.

Jm, Brian and Baiju werefindly back at the caravansary. There they were met by one of the regular
workers, or employees-whatever they were-in the place asthey camein.



“Onewaitsfor you,” he said, asthey camein. “Hisnameisibn-Tariqg; and he waitsin the eating place of
this caravansary.”

Jm would much rather have headed toward hisroom; but Baiju and Brian had immediately started off
toward the caravansary eating place, and Jm went aong with them. They found ibn-Tariq there, seated
cross-legged on the cushionsin one of the small niches, with what looked like some sort of pancake,
grilling rather smokily on abrazier set up by histable.

“Ah, my friends” he cdled, seeing them. “Come. Sit with me!”

They continued across the room, and as the smoke from the brazier met them hadfway Jm gtifled a
cough that he thought might be considered impoalite.

“Areyoudl right, m’lord?’ said asmall, concerned voicein his ear; for the cough had only been partly
Slenced.

“Fine, Hob,” murmured Jm. “It’ sjust that smoke.”
“It’snot the best smoke,” said Hob. “But there’ s no such thing as bad smoke.”

Not, thought Jim, to a hobgoblin, maybe; but they were now at ibn-Tarig’' sniche, and gregtings were
being exchanged. There was no chance to utter the thought aloud.

“-A storekeeper in the souk, who was to specialy make me a headdress, delivered it to me not an hour
ago,” ibn-Tariq was saying. “He enclosed a message that you three were here, had visited his shop and
mentioned me. He also said you were seeking a Frankish dave. It happensthat | have acquaintances
herein PAmyra, having been here before, and it may well bethat | can help you find him you seek.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Jm gulped at the small cup of incredibly sweet, incredibly strong coffee that had just been put before him
by aserver, scading histongue but ignoring that in his need to get some stimulant in him to sharpen his
wits. They were now seated with ibn-Tarig a histablein aniche.

Seeing the man was shock enough. His seeking them out like this, on top of their knowing that he must
have pushed himself as hard or harder than they had pushed themsalves to be here at thistime, had rung
every warning bell in Jm at ibn-Tariq sfirst sentence.

Therewere severa thingswrong with his offer. In thefirst place, it wasfar too suddenly made,
according to the rules of norma conversation in this part of the world, where the practice wasto talk for
anywhere from fifteen minutesto an hour about unimportant things before getting to the point. Also, it
was remarkably direct for somebody likeibn-Tarig, personaly, who had shown an amost machiavellian
indirectnessin his conversation.

But the man was looking at him now, smiling, with the open countenance of someone who was no more
than delighted by being able to bring good news to someone he liked. It wastrue, Jm and ibn-Tariq had
found agood dedl of common ground in their talks, riding together in thefirst few days of the caravan;
but they had certainly not become friends, in any real sense of that word.

“Ah,” Brian was saying cheerfully, “the sk merchant.”



“Yes, itisMetaab, the Slk merchant you spoketo,” said ibn-Tariq. “ There are severd other silk
merchantsin the souk. But | have aways found Metagb the most honest.”

“He promised to help us, too,” said Jm. It was the first thing he could think of to say.

“That would be like Metagb,” agreed ibn-Tarig. “However, his conversations are with those in the souk,
in the street and in other low places. Those | know live on rather amore important level; and some arein
positionsto ask questionsfor me. | got the impression that this Frankish dave was more than casudly
important to you,” said ibn-Tarig. In the easy, casud way in which such matters were regarded in these
parts, hewent on to ask, “An old lover of yours, perhaps?’

Jm, who had taken another, somewhat larger mouthful of the hot coffee, had trouble swallowing it
politely.

“No,” he managed. “Merely aneighbor to whom | owe aduty.”

“Ah,” said ibn-Tariq, “it istoo seldom that duty is highly regarded in thisworld. | have gone about the
lands, talking and asking, and seldom do | find pure examples of any of the virtues enumerated in the
Koran-*

Hewas interrupted by a sudden outburst of noise at the entrance to the eating place; and they all looked
around to see five men wearing hemets, curved swords in scabbards and carrying long weapons that
were halfway between a spear and ahaberd. For amoment Jm simply assumed they were going to one
of the niches on ether side of them; but-no, they were coming directly toward himsdlf and the rest.

They cameright up to the niche and stopped before it. They did not look friendly. They were all dressed
more or lessthe same in brownish-white robes. Four of them wore boiled leather jackets, and their
helmets were dso of leather. The fifth one, who wasin advance of the others and seemed in command,
hed asted hedmet and achain mail shirt.

He had anarrow, long face with cold brown eyes that |ooked hard at them.

“You three are under arrest, by order of the Dey!” he said, arriving. “1 see you are wearing knives. Y ou
will givethem up. Now-hilt first.”

“Hah!” said Brian, and his hand was on the handle of hisknife, but not in such apostion asto pull it out
and offer it hilt first; and immediately four of thelong weaponswereleveled a him from no more than half
afoot away.

“Brian!” said Jm warningly. But ibn-Tariq was dready spesking.

“Cdmyoursdf, my friends,” hesaid. “I’m surethereisamistake here. Officer, may | speak to you apart
for amoment? | am ibn-Tarig, and my nameis not unknown in this city.”

“Forgive our disturbance of your med, O ibn-Tariq,” said the officer gracioudy, with acircular outward
wave of hishand. “I assure you there is no mistake; but of course, if you would wish for aword-?’

Ibn-Tariq got up and the two of them walked alittle avay. The four men stayed with their spears il
leveled, dthough now at least one pointed each a Jm, Brian and Baiju.



There was a matter of some minutes of rather tense waiting. Brian looked fiercely at the four spears. He
had taken his hand from his sword and dropped it to his Side. In appearance this seemed amoveto
make himsdlf look more harmless, but Jm knew better and the knowledge made him uncomfortable.

Knights were not supposed to need what Jm'’ s twentieth century wasto cal “hold-out” knives; but
Brian had explained to Jm along time ago, near the beginning of their friendship, no one who could
afford a second knife ever went without one hidden about him.

In Brian's case, he had at least one Jm knew of. Up the deeve of the arm behind the hand that Brian
had just taken from his sword hilt, hisfriend carried ashort, but heavy knife, hiltless, but with aleaded
center to giveit specid weight, and awide double-edged blade with out-curving edges that would ensure
acutting blow.

A sngp of Brian’swrist could didethe hilt of it into his hand, and it would come out, tearing itsway
eadly through his deeve, ready for abackhand strike at whatever he wished. The blade was heavy
enough to shear through at |east one of the wooden staves behind the metal spear points that were aimed

ahim.
“I think we can giveibn-Tariq achance,” said Jm out loud to Brian.

Brian looked a him without disagreement. Baiju was aso looking at him, but with something more like
contempt.

It was after only afew moments, by the standards of eastern conversation, that ibn-Tarig and the officer
came back.

“I'm afraid you'll haveto go with thisofficer,” ibn-Tariq sad to them. “But I’'m still convinced that a
mistake has been made. | will see about having it corrected right away. This officer isunder the command
of the military governor herein Palmyra, whom | know. | would strongly suggest that you go quietly,
without complaint; and leave dl to me.”

Baiju gave one of his snortsthat could have been laughter or not asthe case might be.

Jm hagtily pulled out his sword and offered it hilt first to the officer, who disdainfully stepped aside and
motioned for one of the spear-carriersto takeit. The man did, still keeping his spear leveled on Jm.
Seeing Jm had done this, Brian reluctantly gave up his sword but made no move to hand over any of the
other weapons he might be carrying. It was quite possble, thought Jim, that he had more blades about
him than the one up hisdeeve.

Baiju stood up, letting the spear point in front of him come right againgt his chest, piercing hisskin
beneath his clothes. Helifted his own short, curved sword from its sheath with hisleft hand and, reaching
forward, rammed the hilt into the somach of a spear-carrier opposite him, who hastily snatched at it and
took it.

“Now,” said the officer, “wego.”

They were led out into the street, attracting a crowd as they went, and marched for some distance
followed by the same crowd. They went by various turns through aleyways until they reached one so
narrow that the officer seemed to lose histemper with the onlookers, and told off two of hissoldiersto
block it behind them againgt any who might follow.



That left him and the other two soldiers now behind Jim and Brian and Baiju, herding them forward.
They continued on, following the directions of the officer to turn here, or turn there, until they cametoa
door in astonewall, with another soldier standing besideit.

The officer had moved in front of them by thistime, since they were out of the narrow confines of the
aley. Hewashighly visble; and at his gpproach the soldier slanding beside the door hastily opened it.
Without aword the officer marched Jm and his companionsin and through asmall dirty room where
three other soldiers, dl heavily armed with swords and wide, curve-bladed kniveslong enough amost to
be swords, lounged on dirty cushions. They were herded farther through avery narrow door-so narrow
that only one could pass at atime-down adark flight of stairs, down, down and findly into a passageway
that had earth underfoot and stone walls dl around.

They went alittle farther by the flickering light of atorch on one stony wall, until the passageway
widened out to become aroom divided by metal barsinto cages. There were a couple of barely human,
barely diveindividudsin the first two cages they passed, dressed in rags. Then Jm and Brian were
pushed into another, empty cage together and its door dammed on them. Baiju was | eft outside.

“Not you, Mongol,” said the officer. “We ve got someplace else to take you.”

He and the three guards from the room above, who had evidently followed him down, surrounded the
little Mongol and they moved off together, leaving Jm and Brian staring at each other in the empty cage.

A single cresset provided poor lighting to the whole room in which the cages stood. However, it
happened to be fixed to the wall just behind the empty cage to Jim' sleft, dmost within arm’ sreach; and
this alowed them to see each other, and their immediate surroundings fairly well.

“What will they do with that small man, do you suppose?’ Brian asked Jm.

Jm shook his head.

“| don't understand any of this” said Jm.

“| should not ask, perhaps,” said Brian, “but is there some way in which you could use your magic-*

He left the end of the sentence hanging.

“Of course” said Jm, “but things aren't that desperate yet. There' sadways magic if everything esefalls.
But we ought to be braced for the fact that there' re some situations magic won't dedl with.”

He looked around him.

“I wish | knew more about this place where they put us,” he said. “Doesit look like acity jail to you?’
“Not exactly,” said Brian doubtfully. “City jailstend to be earth dungeons, like the one you got me and
Gilesout of, under the French King' slodging placein Brest, the last time we werein France. These are
not only dry but clean.”

“Clean?” echoed Jm, looking around himsdlf in disbelief.

“Oh, yes,” Brian went on dmost cheerfully, “the sort of place you would have to lock up someone of
rank. | do believe that’ s a chamber pot in the corner there.”



Jm decided not to be drawn into any further discussion of the luxury of their quarters.

“I think you'reright,” he said to Brian. “I’ d like to know what the rest of thisbuilding lookslike. But |
don’t want to use my magic to do it. I'm beginning to get a strong suspicion that there may be other
magic going on around here-maybe keeping an eye on us.”

He stared thoughtfully at the guttering light of the cresset, and the soot-blackened celling just above its
flame.

“On the other hand, now, there' s some smoke right there. And there has to be some way for that smoke
to get out of here-some kind of ventilation opening. Maybe Hob could ride the smoke out such an
opening, possibly using the smoke of other torches, or cooking fires, or whatever, and then come back
and so tell us about the place.”

He half turned his head.
“Hob?’ he said. “ Do you think you could do that?’
There was no answver from behind him.

“Hob?" he repeated; and when there was still no answer, he put up his hand to fed the pouch behind
him where Hob should be. It was limp and perfectly empty.

“Heisgone?’ said Brian, garing at Jm’sface and his groping hand.

“Yes” Jim let hishand drop. “1 know he was there with us when we went in to talk to ibn-Tariq,
because the smoke from that cooking device amost made me cough; and he spoke to me.”

“He surdy wouldn't have left uswithout permission or orders?’ said Brian. “What? Leave hisLord
without permission? What sort of hobgoblinis he?’

“I think they’redl like him,” said Jm thoughtfully. A cold fear had crept into him. “Y ou don’t suppose he
thought this was a sort of emergency where he was supposed to go home to England and tell Angie and
Geronde about it?’

“Back to England? Tell Angelaand Geronde?’ Brian stared a him. “What' sthis?’

“Part of what | arranged with Hob before he and | left England. | told you about thisat Sir Mortimor’'s
castle-remember? There might be a situation where | wouldn't be able to order him to go and carry back
to Angie and Geronde amessage of what had happened to us. In that case he wasto use hisown
judgment when to leave. He must have thought our being arrested was that kind of situation, and ridden
the smoke of the brazier off aswe left. We might not have seen him go because he was trying not to be
seen by anyone dse there. Besides, as we | eft, we were looking toward the entrance, and everyone else
was watching us go. Also, therewas no one esein the nichesnext to us. I'll bet that’sjust what he did!”

“But if hedid,” said Brian, “and if it could be done...”
“Oh, it can be done, dl right-or rather, ahobgoblin candoit,” said Jm. “And | got theimpression that

thefarther it was, the faster he could travel. He seemed to think he could get from wherever we might be
to back homein afew hours, no more.”



They looked at each other.

“And he'll betelling the Lady Angelathat we ve been taken by soldiers and locked up, our weapons
taken away?’ Brian demanded.

Jm nodded glumly.
“But it will only serveto disturb her-and Geronde, when sheisaso told!” said Brian.

“That' swhat I'mthinking. | mean,” said Jm, “that’ swhat I’ m worrying about. Angi€ |l have been told
we rein adangerous spot; and there she'll be back in England, acouple of thousand miles away and not
ableto do anything about it.”

“They’ll want to cometo our aid, of course,” said Brian. “| can assure you Geronde will.”

“Sowill Angie, of course,” said Jm. “Luckily, they won't be able to. How could they possibly get
here?’

“How will we possibly get there?” said Angie, striding up and down the solar of Maencontri. Geronde
was perched on the edge of the bed, and Hob was sitting on awaft of smoke that had politely extended
itsdlf into the room from the fire that burned in the fireplace, though it was afresh spring day outside. The
walls of the castle would till be cold for another month or more yet.

“I could probably scrape together the money to travel,” said Geronde. “But after that it would still take
usmonths.”

“That' sthething,” said Angie, ill pacing. “ Asfar asthat goes, | can lay my hands on enough money
right herein the castle, dong with agem or two we could turn into money in any city of any szeif we
needed more along the way. But you' reright, it’ d take us months; and who knows what would have
happened to them by the time we got there? We not only need to get there, we need to get there
quickly.”

She stopped pacing suddenly and whirled about to stare at Hob.
“M’ lady?’ said Hab, hiseyes growing large.

“Hob-Hob-One de Maencontri-“ said Angie, “Jim told me how you took him for aride on the smoke.
Y ou can take Geronde and me to them, just the way you took Jim.”

“Oh, m'lady!” said Hob. “We're only redly supposed to take children. It wasjust because you're
m’lord and m'lady that it was probably al right to take either one of you. But | redly can’t take anyone
dse likem'lady Geronde. And anyway the smoke won't carry two big grown-up humans along with me.
Oneisasmuch extraweight asit can carry. | might take two little children-if they wereredly little.”

“Bah!” said Geronde.
“No, hecan't helpit,” Angietold Geronde. “He€ |l do whatever he can, | know. Won't you, Hob?’

1] Oh y%, mi Iajy.”



“All right!” said Angie energeticdly. “If we can’t do it oneway, we |l do it another. I’ ve got an ideahow
we could manageit.”

“What ideaisthis, Angela?’ asked Geronde.

“I'll tell you up on theroof of the tower, when there’ s no one around to hear,” said Angie. “Come on,
Geronde. Y ou too, Hob.”

She led the way out of the solar and up the short flight of stone stepsto the top of the tower, which was
actualy theroof of the solar. The sentry on duty there gaped at them-not so much at Angie and Geronde
asat Hob, stting on the waft of smoke. But then, he was a seasoned member of this household of a
magician; so it was beneath him to show any red alarm or emotion.

“Y ou can go downdtairs, Harold,” said Angie. “I’ll call you when | need you; or if you haven't heard a
cdl in an hour, then come back up by yoursdlf. If we' re gone, pay no attention.”

“Pay no attention, m’'lady?’ The seasoned member of the household was beginning to weaken in his
sf-control.

“You heard me,” said Angie. “Down the stairswith you, now!”

Harold obeyed. When he was gone, Angie turned to Geronde with asmile.

“Wdl?" demanded Geronde.

“Geronde,” said Angie, “remember not too long ago when Jm and | in dragon form landed on your
tower, and you came up and tried to shoo us off thinking we were dragons that were looking for
Malencontri and landed on your tower by mistake?’

“I remember, Angela,” said Geronde.

“Well,” said Angietriumphantly, “we Il turn oursalvesinto dragons and fly therel”

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Geronde stared at Angie. If it had been anyone but her, it would not have been too much to say that she

gaped open-mouthed. But Geronde was too much like Brian, too fierce a person to look dack-jawed
and foolish.

“Y ou can do magic aso, Angela?’ she asked.

“I've never tried,” said Angie, with her own brand of fierceness. “But the day we landed on your
tower-top, Jm had turned meinto adragon. If I’ ve been adragon once, | ought to be ableto be a
dragon again. And if | can make mysdlf into adragon, | ought to be able to make you into adragon.”

“But how will you do it?" asked Geronde.

“How exactly, | don’'t know,” said Angie. “ That's beside the point. I’ ve watched Jm often enough. If

you live with aman aslong as | have, Geronde, you get so you know him very well-very well indeed.
Stand back and I'll try it.”



Geronde backed off afew steps.

Angie stood where shewas. Shetook a deep bresth. Her hands were at her sides, and she clenched her
fistsand closed her eyes. She stood tensed.

Momentsticked by.
Geronde parted her lipsto say something, and then changed her mind. She waited.

Angie exhded exhaustedly and opened her eyes. She stood amoment limply, breathing deeply with her
whole body relaxed.

“I tdll you,” she said to Geronde, “thereé saway to do it! Jim sort of believesin hismagicin hisown
mind; and he believes enough so that it happens-something likethat. If | believel candoit, then | can. If
hecandoit, | candoit”

“Of courseyou can, Angela,” said Geronde.

Angietook another deep breath, closed her eyes and clenched her fists, and again Geronde waited.

“l amadragon, | am adragon, | anadragon...” muttered Angie between her teeth. Another little period
of time passed while Geronde waited. Then Angie gasped, opened her eyes again and relaxed.

“I tell you | candoit!” she said angrily to Geronde.

“Of courseyou can, Angdla,” said Geronde.

“Theirritating thing is’-Angie began to pace up and down on the tower-top-“that | realy know how he
doesit. I'm close enough to him to fed him doing it. Now, if | can just get that feeling. Bear with me,
Geronde. I'm going to try again.”

Shetried-with no success.

“Angela” said Geronde gently, “don’t you think, perhaps-*

But Angi€'seyeswere closed again and she was not listening.

Also, suddenly she was a dragon.

Geronde took severd involuntary, extra steps backward.

“Angda..” shesad. “Angda, areyouin there?’

The dragon turned its head on a gracefully curving neck and looked at her. It was avery big dragon, in
iteof itsoverd| gracefulness.

“It'sme, Geronde,” said the dragon. “ See?| told you | could doit. Now dl | haveto do isturn you into
one, too.”

“Oh, yed” said Geronde enthusiagtically. She added in atone of curiogty rather than fear, “Doesit hurt
much?’



“Not at dl,” said Angie. “Now, just stand till and I’'ll concentrate on believing you' re adragon. | don't
know just what | did, but I'm sure | can do it again; only for you it may take alittle longer to manage. We
mustn’t be impatient.”

The dragon closed its eyes, bunched its clawed feet into fists and took a deep breath.
“Geronde isadragon, Geronde is adragon, Gerondeis adragon, Gerondeisadragon...” it intoned.

The dragon that was Angietried very hard for quite awhile; but nothing happened to Geronde. Geronde
stood patiently waiting. Hob was gazing at them with awe and delight from hiswaft of smoke, though
both women had long since forgotten he was there.

After severd pauses Angie drew an unusua series of deep breaths and looked at Geronde.

“You know,” shesad, “it might help if you too, close your eyes and say to yourself, ‘| am adragon, |
amadragon...” while I’m trying to make you one.”

“Of course, Angela,” said Geronde. “ Should | dlso-*

There was abang and a puff of smoke; and Carolinus was standing in front of them, looking nine feet
tall. His beard bristled with rage.

“THAT WON'T WORK!” he said. Both the dragon and Geronde opened their eyes and exhaed. They
dared at him.

“Angie” hesad, “thisisthe end-well, dmost the end! One of you is bad enough. That husband of yours,
legping around the world, burning up magicka energy right and left asif it could be had for nothing, doing
everything wrong and coming up with the right answer by some sort of miracle every time, usng some of
that other-worldly whatever he brought in his head with him when he came. Two would betoo much. I'm
an old man. Angela Eckert, thiswill not do!”

“I’vegot to find IJm!” said the dragon.

“Wall, you're not going to do it that way!” snapped Carolinus-and suddenly the dragon was gone and
Angelawasthere again.

“How dareyou!” cried Angie.

“I only took back what you had no right to havein thefirst placel” said Carolinus. “Angela Eckert, you
are not going as adragon, to search for Jm, let alone turning someone else into a dragon and taking her
with you. Infact, you' re not turning yourself into adragon at dl. If im choosesto turn you into adragon,
| can’'t stop him. That’ swithin his prerogative. But you can't turn yourself into adragon. You can't turn
yourself into anything. There. It'sdone. Y ou weren't only breaking every rulein the Encyclopedic
Necromantick, you were doing it, as unlicensed as a sorcerer, without the supervision of asenior
magickian and no sort of permisson from anywhere. The whole balance of Powers trembled therefor a
minute, I’ [l have you know!”

“Letittremble,” said Angie. She seemed to grow afew feet hersdf and glared back at Carolinus. “I’'m
going to get Jm out of whatever he' sin, and you can't scop me. If your stopping me from turning into a
dragon turns out to make things so that | won't be able to save himin time, you' d better ook out,



Caralinus. | mean that!”
“God blessmy soul!” said Carolinus, for Angie had been utterly convincing in what she had said.
“Just remember that,” she said, now, in the same voice.

“Angie,” said Caralinus, “thisisnonsense. Don’t you know that you can’t possibly manageto harm a
Madgter Magickian like mysdlf?’

“I'll find away!” said Angie ominoudly.
“Blessmy soul,” said Carolinusfor asecond time, in awondering tone. “I had no idea, Angie, that you-*
“Wadll, you know now,” said Angie.
“My dear,” said Carolinus patiently, “believe me. | fed for you, | fed for Im. | would help if | could. |
can't. If you can save him on your own, without magick, | will be there cheering when you do it. But
what you were trying just now can not be, will not be, and has been utterly closed to you. I’ m sorry,
Angie. That'sthelast word.”
With that, he disappeared.

Slowly the rage leaked out of Angie. Shelooked at Geronde; and Geronde looked back at her in
Slence.

“Don’'t worry, Angela,” said Geronde, after amoment. “We' Il save James and Brian. We will. We Il find
someway.”

“What way?’ said Angie emptily.
Hob cleared histhroat. It was such asmdl noise that if there had not been a perfect silence on the top of
the tower as Angie and Geronde gazed at each other, the two women would not have heard it. They

looked at him.

“Er-hem,” said Hob, clearing histhroat again; and shrinking alittle asthe direct gaze of two pairs of eyes
drilled upon him. “I had anidea...”

Angierdaxed.

“That'sdl right, Hob,” she said, wesarily but gently. “But tdl usalittle later, would you? We ve got things
on our mindsright now.”

“No, no!” said Hob excitedly. “But thisisaway you could get to wherem'lord and m’lord Brianis, ina
hurry, after dl, using the smoke- maybe.”

They stared a him.
“But you said-* began Geronde.

“Oh, I know what | said,” said Hob smply. “1 said | couldn’t carry two of you on the smoke at the same
time. But I’ ve thought of away around it, if | can just get some help. | mean, if | can get an agreement.”



“Agreement?’ asked Angie. “What sort of agreement?”’

“Oh, not from you, m'’lady, or m’'lady Geronde,” said Hob. “But Lady Geronde, your Mavern Castle
hasits own hobgoblin, of course. | don’t know him well. I’ ve met him a couple of timeswhen wewere
both out on the smoke at the same time and our paths crossed. But if | could carry Lady Angela, then
your hobgoblin could carry you-if hewould.”

“If hewould?’ echoed Geronde. Her face hardened. “Y ou mean he can and he' d refuse?”’

“Oh, please, m'lady,” said Hob. “Please don't think of trying to make him do it. HE snot like me, you
know. He svery timid and not used to going far from home. Quite different from me. Let metalk to him.
I’1l go talk to him right now; and why don’t the two of you come over to Mavern Castle on horses, or
however you want to do it? With luck I’ [l meet you there with him &t the top of Mavern’ s highest
tower-just like this one- and maybe we can smply dl take off from there.”

“Hob,” said Angie, “do you serioudy think you can talk himinto it?’

“I wouldn’t want to promise anything, m’lady,” said Hob, “but I'll do my best; and | really have high
hopes. As| say, he' stimid, but maybe | can rouse the fierceness that liesway down deepin al us

hobgoblins”
“| certainly hope s0,” said Geronde, with an ominous notein her voice.
“I'll try my best, m’'lady,” said Hob anxioudy. “| redly will, believe me!”

“We believe you, Hob,” said Angie. “ Y ou just have to understand. The Lady Geronde wantsto get Sir
Brian safely back, as much asyou and | want to get your Lord back safely.”

“I know,” said Haob. “I think it’'Il be dl right. I’ll meet you there”

Hiswaft of smoke accelerated away into the sky toward the east, picking up speed asit went. In afew
seconds it was out of sight.

“Will they never feed us? Will we stay here until Judgment Day?” said Brian. “ Do you Suppose?’

He had been pacing back and forth in their cage. m had found something that might be considered a
bed, also in the cage, except that it was small enough for achild. Hehad sat oniit, gingerly at first, but it
had borne hisweight. He was sitting there now.

“I know what you'rethinking, Brian,” hesaid. “I promise I’ ll use my magicif | haveto. But | want to put
it off until 1 know it’ sredly necessary. | wouldn't be so closewithiit if it wasn't for something that realy
impressed me, Brian.”

“Hah,” said Brian doubtfully.

“But | was” said Jm. “When Carolinus told me about using aslittle as possible of it, there was
something about the way he did it. He was more seriousthan | think I’ ve ever seen him. I’ ve seen him
wave hisarms and be emphatic; but this was different. He was trying to get something acrossto me; and
thetrouble with dl this magic businessisthat, as he dwaysingsted, he can't just tel methings. I'vegot to
find them out for mysdlf; and he can only point mein the direction where they' reto befound. | think I'm



beginning to seewhy | haveto find them for myself. It' s because, if someone esetellsyou, you never
redly believeit the way you need to until you run into it as anecessty in ared-life Stuation--

“Hush!” said Brian, interrupting him, low-voiced. “ Someone s coming. Thelessthey learn from usthe
better, whoever they are.”

They both fel slent; and into the room of cages came the same officer they had seen before, thistime
with four guards much more negtly and finely dressed Also, their clothing was of blue and white and they
al wore hdmets and mail shirtsmade of stedl.

“Comel” said the officer, unlocking the door. The tone of his voice was now perfectly neutral. There
was nothing to indicate whether he was being pleasant, or speaking with the same voice of authority he
had used before. “ These men will take you to a place where you are expected.”

Jm and Brian walked out of the cage, the four men formed up around them, and they reascended the
dairs, with the officer somewhere behind them. Thistime they followed the corridor to an opening that
led them into awider, cleaner corridor which ran for some distance and changed into one with carpetson
the floor, and walls that were faced with marble.

Eventudly they came to awide entrance on the right-hand side, and the officer indicated with awave of
his hand that Jm and Brian should pass through it. The guards themselves stood back. From the moment
Brian and Jm had first seen them, they had not said aword.

Brian and Jm went in, passing through a short but opulent corridor and into an equally opulent room,
only differing from the corridors they had recently been passing through by the fact that cloths hung like
curtains from some sections of itswalls, suggesting that there might be further semihidden entrances
behind them.

Baju and ibn-Tariq sat there on cushions, with atray of food between them, amost touching the knees
of their crossed legs, and coffee cups on small, highly polished black wood stands beside each man.

“Food,” said Brian ravenoudy, under his bregth.

“Ah, my frienddl” cried ibn-Tarig, seeing them. “We have been waiting for you. Comein, refresh
yourselvesand | will explain why you were put to such distress.”

He clapped hishands. In thewall just behind him two areas of the stonework dipped backward, then off
to one side, and four men came out dressed in robes of the same rich, deep blue and gleaming white as
the guards that had brought Jm and Brian here. Even before the two of them reached Baiju and
ibn-Tarig, cushions had been set down for them; and next to these, little black wooden stands were st
and coffee was being poured into the coffee cups on top of the stands.

“You'redl right?” Jm asked Baiju.
“I was never otherwise,” said Baiju.

“Luckily,” said ibn-Tarig, “I was able to sraighten out things before our friend herewastakento a
somewhat less-*

He paused, watching Brian, who was popping smal pastrylike foods into his mouth like a child eating
bits of candy. He clapped his hands; and when the four men who had come out of the wall stopped and



looked at him, he jabbed afingertip twice toward the tray. They went off into the wall.

“-Less pleasant quarters than yours,” ibn-Tariq went on. “Actudly, it was never intended that any of you
should end up just as you two did. But, what can be done-*

He broke off, for the four serving men had come back, bearing four trays. These were arranged around
so that while one was within reach of each person there, three of them were more or less clustered
around Brian.

“-l ask you?’ continued ibn-Tarig. “1n any matter of government, complexities occur, and mistakes will
happen.”

Jm had devoted himsdlf to the coffee, to begin with; and that black liquid dynamite was, asusud,
brightening him up insde.

“Isthisthe place of the military commander of the city?” he asked.

“No,” sadibn-Tariqg, “itisnot. It isthe house of Murad of the Heavy Purse, with whom | am
acquainted.”

“Then | takeit,” said Im, helping himsalf to one of the smdl items of food on histray and watching his
cup being refilled with coffee by aman who had apparently appeared out of nowhere, “that Murad of the
Heavy Purseisthe military commander of the city?’

“No,” sadibn-Tariq, “heisnot. But heisaman of many possessions, and of importance in the city; and
the military commander let him use some of the soldiers. Unfortunately, as| say, the ingtruction given to
those low fellows was garbled when it reached them; and they took you for offenders of some form or
another.”

That first foodlet he had esten had avakened Jm’s hunger. He felt asready as Brian was showing
himsdf to be to wade into the food; and was trying to do this discreetly whiletaking at the sametime. It
was not easy, but he persisted.

“All right, then,” he said, around mouthfuls, * can you tell me why we were brought here?’
Ibn-Tariq spread his hands.

“I must express my own persona deep regretsthat it happened,” he said. “Murad of the Heavy Purse
wished only to do me afavor, by bringing our friend Baiju here; so we two could speak without arousing
undueinterest in the streets. It is not unusual to see such aone asaMongol being arrested by soldiers of
acity. But, asit happened, before the soldiers were sent out-and this may have contributed to the
confusion of their orders-| discovered that one of the matters Baiju and | need to discussfully turns out to
involve you two to acertain extent, although to what extent | am not quite sure.”

Helooked inquiringly at Baiju, pausing asif to give the other an opportunity to spesk. Baiju looked back
at him, poker-faced, and said nothing.

“Asadl men know, the Mongols conquered the castles of the Assassinsin Persia, whereas we of
Egypt-for that is my native land-conquered al those here. However, in recent times, these Assassins have
revived in the shape of Grandmaster Hasan ad-Dimri and his White Paace, to which | beieve you two
were taken after you were captured and stolen from the caravan. Recently the sultanate of Egypt was



approached by people speaking for Hasan ad-Dimri, and offering friendship to our Bahri Mameluke
caliphate-may something be done for you, my friend?’

Hislast words were addressed to Brian.
“Wine-or water!” said Brian thickly. “I choke on cinnamon!”

“Of course,” said ibn-Tarig. He clapped his hands, and within seconds Brian was diluting the
cinnamon-loaded foodlet he had tried to swalow with the help of atall vessd like avase full of weter.

“-Asl| wassaying,” ibn-Tariq continued to Jm, “Hasan ad-Dimri has been making approaches to our
Egyptian cdiphate. It was not long before it was found there was areason for this offer of friendship.
Hasan had gotten word of the Golden Horde' s push southward toward Persia, with possibly its ultimate
am being Egypt; but it had been announced that they came to take out Hasan and his foul nest of
Assasains. Asafriend of afriend among the Mamelukes, | undertook to speak with one or possibly
more of the Mongolswho might be coming and inquireif this matter could not be settled otherwise. We
of Egypt would prefer to destroy Hasan ad-Dimri oursalves, and intend to. Therefore thereisno need for
the Mongolsto come thisway. Indeed, the argumentsin favor of thisare overwheming; we are closer, in
abetter position to do so, and our Mameluke soldiers are better suited to the task than nomad
horse-riding ones-| say that without any intention of offenseto friend Baiju.”

He paused and smiled at Baiju, who looked back a him with the same unchanged expression.

“But then word came to me, just before we were going to have Baiju conducted to where heand | could
talk, that he had recently acquired some information through you two that would give the Mongols
perfect confidence they could take the White Palace with great ease. | have no ideawhat thisinformation
is, but it caused meto ask the soldiersto inquire whether you would join Baiju and myself in our
conversation. Asyou know, that order to take you from the caravansary was badly misunderstood.”

“Hah!” said Brian quite digtinctly. He had finally succeeded in satisfying his hunger and was just now
availing himsdlf of abasin of water and atowel being held for him by one of the servitors. In the process,
he checked suddenly; and Jm redlized that he had caught the eye of Baiju, and it was looking at him with
aparticularly deadly intent. Jm had a sudden strong guess that the little Mongol was regretting that he
had not killed Jm and Brian before they could be trapped into such a situation asthey were now, where
undoubtedly torture could-and undoubtedly would, if necessary-be tried to extract the secret of their
escape from the White Palace. The Mongol must have alowed them to live this long because he intended
to use their experience of the secret way out of the White Palace. Now he was regretting he had done
0.

Jm turned back to ibn-Tarig, only to see that ibn-Tariq was occupied at the moment, by a servant who
was whispering something into one of his ears. As he looked, the servant stopped whispering and went
back into thewall of the room; and ibn-Tariq turned to him with another of hisready smiles.

“I havejust had word,” he said. “Murad of the Heavy Purseis now able to meet with you. Will you do
me the honor of coming with me, then?’

Therewas anoise-not alarge noise, but ashuffling of feet and adight clinking of metd, and Jm, looking
around with Brian and Baiju, saw at least a dozen of the soldiers dressed in the colors of the house,
armed with spearsthistime, aswell astheir swords, coming in through the entrance through which Jm
and Brian themsaves had entered just a moment before.



“Perhaps we could go now,” said ibn-Tarig mildly.
CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

They were conducted politely enough, but dso effectively, with haf the armed men behind, haf in front
and themsdlvesin between; asagroup effectively filling even the wide corridor through which they were
ultimately taken.

They did not turn down any side passage. Thislast corridor led directly to the spacious entrance of a
very large room, empty of furniture or anything else except at the far end, where, beneath a canopy under
the domed ceiling high overhead, avery wide, big man sat on cushionswith trays, cups and begkers
around him.

He was, thought Jim, asthey got closer in the great room, not merely big but dmost unbdlievably huge.
Not only that, but his face was dmost buried under an amazingly full, fluffy, white beard that seemed to
dart right under his eyebrows and bury his features-chin, neck and al-in abeard that would amost make
amattressfor abed. The only thing redly visble wasthe red interior of his mouth, as he picked up some
morsel and it disappeared into that aperture.

Hewore aturban on hishead and amassive, overflowing gown of silk in purple and red that made him
seem even bigger. It musgt, thought Jm, take at least four of his servantsto help him even get to hisfest.

It wasjudt at thisjuncture that he was alittle Startled to hear Brian' s voice, low-pitched and hoarsein his
ed.

“Isthat thisfdlow with the heavy purse?’ muttered Brian. “ There' s something false about dl this, James.
Asif I'd seen him somewhere before.”

“Where?” Jm would have asked, but they were aready too close to the massive owner of this
establishment for any further low-voiced conversation.

“Welcome!” said the enormous man in aheavy voice. “Pray be seated”

Servants rushed forward with cushions, trays, stands. To JJm and Brian they gave tankards; and to
Brian' sobvious ddight, they filled them with ared liquid that was al too clearly awine.

“O, Murad of the Heavy Purse,” said ibn-Tariqg, “these are those | have spoken to you of: Baiju the
Mongol, Sir James and Sir Brian-the noble Franks.”

“They arewelcome, very welcome!” said Murad. “Am | right, my guests, that you, being unknowing of
Allah, believe yoursdvesfreeto drink acohol ?”

Jm suddenly noticed that Baiju aso had aflagon. Not only that, but he was aready drinking out of itina
way that would have it emptied in afew more seconds. Ibn-Tariq had not said anything; so Jm supposed
it was up to him or Brian to answer.

“You areright, Murad of the Heavy Purse,” he said. “Wethank you for thiswine, it being afamiliar
drink to us”

“I wish my guests to be pleased and furnished with whatever brings them pleasure,” said Murad. “I
appreciate my food and drink-and | wish al othersto appreciate theirstoo. As Allah has commanded, |



feed dl those who are truly hungry who come to my door; and to the best of my guests| offer their
choice of my food.”

“All know that, O Murad of the Heavy Purse,” said ibn-Tarig, while Jm was till hunting for apolite
formin which to make an answer.

“Itiswell,” said Murad. “O Franks, | understand you are looking for a Frankish dave; and my great
friend ibn-Tariqisading you in thissearch. | mysalf will dowhat | can to help. What sort of man would
he be?’

“When | last saw him, some years ago,” said Brian, “he was an erect man somewheét taler than I, but not
astal as Sir James, here; with black hair just beginning to go gray, asmall mustache, ahigh, arched nose
and ajaw that cameto apoint in front. A scarred and somewhat small jaw, for the rest of hisfeatures,
which were big-boned and strong.”

“A search shdl bemade,” said Murad. “1 have connections and affairs with many people; and the search
shall be an extensve one. We will hopethat it finds what you need.”

“Arenot theways of Allah marvelous, Murad, my friend?’ said ibn-Tarig. “ That the emirs of the
cdiphate of dl Egypt should need information which possibly these Franks can supply; and they should
be led directly to you, who are in abest position to answer the Franks own need to find thislong-lost
other Frank?

“Itisso,” sad Murad. And asmall brown dog came out from somewhere behind him and sat down,
besi de the cushion on which he rested, looking directly at Jm. “The wonders of Allah are beyond al
men’s comprehenson.”

“But perhaps some of the wonder may be guessed at,” said ibn-Tariq.

“Egypt is by rights the source and headwater of amighty empire and so destined to be. The cdiphate
with its many emirs does not aways move as swiftly asit might. Perhaps the time has come for another
like Sala-ad-Din was-may Allah keep him forever in Hisarms-aKurd as thou art aKurd, O Murad.
Some magter of wisdom and possessor of infinite courage, who will lead usinto this new empire.”

“Blessed indeed, be the name of Sala-ad-Din,” answered Murad. “1t would indeed be well to think that
someone like him might arise again, and even that he might be a Kurd. But we must not ook beyond the
present moment.”

Whilethis flowery speech was going on between the two men, Jm was looking at the brown dog and
the brown dog was looking back at him. It was aridiculous Situation.

He could not say to the dog, “What are you doing here?’ in spite of the fact that he was sure that the
dog he waslooking at was none other than Kelb, till in his canine shape.

Likewise, he could not say, “Kelb, | told you not to show up again unless you were caled by me” And
in fact something suggested that if the two of them were aone together, even then it might not be wise.
Therewasan air of insufferable arrogance about the dog' s yellow eyes, which were meeting his
unblinkingly at the moment.

There had to be, of course, an outside chance that the dog was not Kelb. Small brown dogs were small
brown dogs, particularly when they had obvioudy been pushed around by circumstance; and were



scruffy and unkempt, with short hair.

But if it was Kelb, then what possible connection could he have with Murad? Jm looked into that
guestion and saw possible different answers stretched out apparently without limit.

He gave up onit, for the moment. There was no point in exercising hisimagination on it now. He
returned his attention to Murad and ibn-Tarig. The compliments were il flowing back and forth
between them.

“If Sdla-ad-Din were to be once more among us,” Murad was saying, “he could do no better than
gppoint you ashisVizier, ibn-Tarig-“ Murad was saying. But Jm missed the last of that particular verba
flourish, because Brian had just caught his elbow between thumb and middle finger and was digging those
two fingersinto hisflesh to attract his attention.

Brian had an iron grip, and it would have been hard to ignore this example of it in any case; but Jm only
glanced sdeways out of his eyes, enough to see that Brian, athough he had hitched himsdlf alittle closer
to Jm, was aso pretending to look straight forward and listen to the dia ogue between ibn-Tariq and
Murad. However, he was aso now close enough so that he could murmur out of the comer of his mouth
toJdm.

“Jamed” hesaid. “That server, just going back into the wall. Look quickly.”

Without turning his head, Jm danted his gaze swiftly over intimeto catch aglimpse of ardatively tal but
bent man with gray hair, thin dmost to the point of emaciation, going into the wall. Before he could see
more, thewal closed behind him.

“Sir Geoffrey! Geronde sfather!” muttered Brian. “ James, I'm sureit washim!”

Jm thought swiftly.

“WEe ll haveto wait, Brian,” he murmured back. “Wait until he comes out again.”

“But he hasn’t come out beforethisl” said Brian urgently. “He may not come again!”

Thiswas adl too possible, Jm redlized. Murad seemed to have as many servants as a queen bee had
workers feeding and caring for her. Hismind raced.

“Give me achance to bregk into the conversation,” he said to Brian, and resolutely returned his attention
to ibn-Tariq and Murad.

Their talk had wandered off to matters dedling with Sunnis and Shi’ ites-which, as Jm vaguely
remembered from the days of his twentieth-century education, were the two mgor sectsof Idam. In fact,
if he remembered rightly, the Sunni were the orthodox, and perhaps by far the largest sect; but the

Shi’ ites were numerous enough to be formidable. At the moment, Sunniswere being spoken of with
gpproval and Shi’ites not s0. Jm got the strong impression that both Murad and ibn-Tarig belonged in
the Sunni camp.

“-A changeiscoming, O Murad,” ibn-Tariq was saying, “1 tell thee. We must be ready; and thereisno
timelikethat which isnow.”

He paused and Jm jumped in quickly, before Murad could speak again.



“If you will forgive me, O Murad of the Heavy Purse and ibn-Tarig,” he said, “aremarkable thing has
just happened. My friend Sir Brian and | have just seen aman that grestly resembles the one we seek.
He was dressed as one of your servants, O Murad of the Heavy Purse, and has but afew moments ago

left usthrough that entrance there.”

He pointed to the wall that had now closed up again to Murad' sright.

“A servant of mine? Areyou sure, Frank?’

“I cannot be sure,” said Jm. “Neither can Sir Brian. Would it be possible to have the man back so that
wecan look a him?’

“Indeed, thisisatime of wonders,” murmured ibn-Tariq, stroking his neat mustache.

“What manner of man was he?’ demanded Murad.

“He was dderly-more elderly than any of the others who have served us since we have been here,” said
Brian. “Heisgray-haired, somewhat stooped and thinner than | remember him; but heisvery like Sr
Geoffrey, the man we seek, if heisnot indeed Sir Geoffrey himself.”

“In my own household!” said Murad. He clapped his hands three times.

The door through which Jim and Brian had seen the man they were interested in disappear opened
again; but thistime what came out was atal old man with awispy white beard and atdl staff, with some
sort of gold ornamental top on it. He sdlaamed, bowing very low to Murad.

“Isthere something in which Murad of the Heavy Purse needsto be served?’ said the old man.

“Yes,” said Murad. “ There has been, within a short time here, a servant who came into the room, more
elderly than any of the other servants, stooped and gray-haired, which two of my gueststhink they
recognize and would like to see again. Find that man and send him back out here again.”

“The command of Murad of the Heavy Purse will be obeyed,” said the bearded man. He backed into
the aperturein thewall, which closed upon his exit.

“Did you know him very well?" asked ibn-Tarig, turning to look at both Jm and Brian.

“I' knew him very well,” said Brian, “though it was some years back and | was younger then.”

“Well, wewill soon see,” said Murad.
Infact, it was only afew moments before the gperture opened again and the man Jm had just caught a

glimpse of came back into the room, followed by the bearded man with the staff, who herded him around
to face Murad. Even though his face was half averted, Jm could see a sort of worn hopeessnessinit. He

did not raise his gaze to meet Murad’ s eyes.
“How art thou called?’ demanded Murad.

“l am cdled ‘the Nasraney,” “ said the man in arusty, worn-out voice.



“Thou art adave, then,” said Murad. “ So much the better. Look toward those who sit before me, so
that they may see your face clearly,” said Murad.

Wearily, the man turned, but his eyes were till on thefloor.

“Lift up thy head!” said the bearded man sharply.

Theman lifted hishead.

Brian stared dmogt fiercely a him, athough Jm, ibn-Tarig and Baiju were dso looking.

“I had never thought to see aman so changed,” said Brian at last, in something very closeto adeep
growl, “but | think itishim. Sir Geoffrey?’

The man lifted his head alittle more, saring at Brian.

“Answer him,” commanded Murad.

“I-“ The man seemed to stumblein his speech. “1 was once... Sir Geoffrey de Chaney.”

Brian leaped to hisfeet, took three steps forward and threw his arms around the man.

“Sir Geoffrey!” he said, kissing him on both cheeks. “ Do you not recognize me? Brian-Brian
Neville-Smythe? Recall how | often used to be at Mavern, amog, in fact, growing up with your

daughter Geronde?’

“Geronde...”

The man seemed stunned. He had not returned Brian' s embrace. m was feding astrange uneasiness.
There was nothing wrong with what was happening-in fact, it was probably the most fortunate thing in the
world; but it came very, very close to being awhopping coincidence-that they should meet ibn-Tariq,
who knew Murad of the Heavy Purse, who just happened to have as one of his household davesthe one
man they were seeking for in dl of the Near East.

“Sir Geoffrey, speak to me!” Brian was saying.

“Perhaps” said Jm, “thisisal alittle too much for aman who has not seen one of hisown kind for
someyears. Perhapsif Brian and | could have sometime donewith him...”

“Whatever wits he had aregone,” said Baiju harshly.

“Morelikdy itissmply the suddenness of meeting someone he used to know from along time back,”
said ibn-Tarig. He turned to Murad. “ Perhaps this suggestion of Sir Jamesis not unwise. O Murad, of

thy mercifulness and great generosity, wouldst thou alow this dave to be done with your two infidel
guests, here?’

“Letit beso,” said Murad, with adismissive wave of his hand. He looked at the man with the beard and
the staff and made amotion with hisfinger. The man with the staff stepped forward to Brian.

“Follow me” he said. The dave turned automaticaly, Brian went with him, and Jm jumped hadtily to his
own feet and joined them.



They were led back to the entrance of the large room, and there a portion of the wall opened up again,
and they were ushered through into anarrow corridor, but one il richly furnished, that led them a short
distance to asmall room furnished the same way. Here the bearded man stopped and took a step back
fromthem.

“Y ou will stay here until Murad of the Heavy Purse summonsyou,” he announced, turned on hished
and walked out.

Asthe sound of hisfeet died away on the stone surface of the corridor they had just come dong, the
dave gradudly raised hiseyesto Brian.

“Isitredly you, little Brian?’ he said, in abroken voice. “Brian, you areyou, aren’'t you? You are red ?’
“Yes, Sr Geoffrey,” said Brian. “ Come-*

Hetook the older man by the arm and led him to one of the walls of the room where some pillowswere
piled up.

“Sit down, Sir Geoffrey,” he said. He dmost had to push the man into a seated position on a cushion,
where the older man automatically crossed hislegsin eastern fashion. Jm and Brian sat down with him.

“Brian,” said the man, in awondering voice, “do you recdl going looking for hobgoblinsin one of our
chimneys, and getting stuck? Geronde came screaming to me, sure that something terrible had happened
to you. | had to climb into the chimney myself to get you out.”

“I remember it well,” said Brian, chuckling. “And well | remember the begting you gave mefor doing
such afoalish thing.”

“It was but achild’ sadventure,” said Sir Geoffrey. “I wastoo impatient in those days...”

He put up his one hand and lightly stroked one side of Brian’ sface.

“And now you are aman and aknight, with scarsl”

“And do you remember,” said Brian eagerly, “the Christmas that no one was expecting you home and
you came just the day before. It was when | was fourteen years old; and Geronde and | thought we
would be done al through the twelve days of Christmas-and then you showed up?’

Sir Geoffrey nodded.

“And then the Easter that...” Brian went off into aflood of reminiscences. Jm stood aside, forgotten. Sir

Geoffrey was nodding to everything Brian suggested, but Jm could not be sure whether heredlly
remembered al that Brian mentioned, or wasjust agreeing to keep the flow coming. His face looked

happy.

There was nothing for Jm to do while the two renewed their acquaintance. It was probably just aswell,
thought Jm. Finding Sir Geoffrey was not the end of dl their problems. In asenseit wasjust the
beginning of them.

Murad had spoken of Geoffrey asadave. That meant that he was property that Murad owned. Would



Murad let him go? Probably. But, what kind of enormous price might he not ask, now that he must have
gathered that getting Sir Geoffrey back and taking him home to England must mean agreet ded to Sir
Brian, and supposedly to Jm aswdl?

Jm moved restlessly about the room, his mind searching for a point from which to attack the severa
problemsthat had presented themselves to him dl at the sametime. Brian still had most of the capful of
gold coins he had received as the winner of the tournament. The coins were now sewn into the padded
vest he wore undernesth his chain mail shirt; and since, as commonly done, the vest had been sewn
directly to the chain mail, the weight of the gold coins, hopefully, would be masked by the weight of the
ded shirt.

By English slandards, it was a princely sum. But what would it look like to someone like Murad, who
evidently was the equivaent of abillionaire-judging by this place, these servants and the submissve
attitude ibn-Tariq had been showing to him? Even assuming the gold pieces, perhgps with Jm’s money
added, were enough to buy the freedom of Sir Geoffrey, the three of them would still be far from
European friends, or any other help in thiscity.

How, to begin with, would they pay the expenses of their trip home? How, indeed, would they even be
ableto get out of PAlmyraand back to Tripoli, where Brian could possibly find some English or
connections that would lend them enough to get home on? From what he had seen of thisland, credit
was not something that came easily to strangers-cometo think it, credit never came eadily to strangers
anywhere, he reminded himsdif.

Then there was the matter of ibn-Tarig and Baiju. The fact that they both had been on the caravan was
now somewhat explained by the fact that there seemed to be some kind of political business between
them with this matter of the Mongols of the Golden Horde coming down from the north into L ebanon and
the attitude toward this of either the Mamelukes, or the Egyptian caliphate-or perhapsthe last two were
one, and ibn-Tariq represented them both.

It could be that both ibn-Tarig and Baiju might have prices of their own to demand for the freedom of
Sir Geoffrey. Baiju had not smply supplied them with camels and brought them from the Assassins
fortressto this city with such speed because he was a generous soul.

Nor, in spite of hisrepetition of the word “friends,” wasibn-Tariqg Smply afountain of generosty.
Moreover, ibn-Tariq was entirely too well connected, and in exactly the right place a the right time too
often, for Jm’s present peace of mind. Could it be possible that ibn-Tariq had somehow aready known
they were searching for Sir Geoffrey?

But if so, how? And, if S0, had he planned to lead them to Geronde' s father, so that he could set some
price on hisassistance in getting Sir Geoffrey into their hands?

It was not beyond the bounds of possibility that ibn-Tarig, who seemed the most polished of paliticians
and possibly one of the most clever individuasthat Jm had met here in the fourteenth century, had gotten
word from Cyprus of an English knight searching for Geoffrey. But why should that interest the Egyptian?

But if he had such aninterest, having learned this much, ibn-Tariq could then have joined the caravan
and tried to pump Jm for further information. Failing in this, he might then have somehow arranged with
Hasan ad-Dimri to have Brian and Jm kidnapped and brought into the White Pl ace.

But could he have foreseen their escape from there?



Baiju, according to what the Mongol had said, had learned from abu a-Qusayr where to wait for im
and Brian and on what day and at what time. That suggested something very strongly. Which was that
abu a-Qusayr had known ahead of time they would be taken to the White Palace, but then escape by
the tunnel. If he had somehow known this-he was a senior legd magician, after dl-though he pointedly
mentioned scrying would not show the future-he might have told Baiju to provide some help for Im. That
was the sort of thing Carolinus might do...

Jm’shead began to spin. I'll stop thinking about it, he told himself, and come back to it | ater.

In hiswanderings around the room, Jm had haf-unconscioudy drifted into examining the walsthat
surrounded them. With the exception of the entrance, the walls showed no openings. There were not
even windows to be seen, and the only light came from severd torches burning around the room,
athough these shed aremarkable amount of light for their size and the activity of their flames. Jm found
himsdlf running his hands dong the walls as he passed, absently feding for any difference.

He had seen both thewall in the first room where he had met Baiju and ibn-Tariq in this house, and the
wall behind Murad of the Heavy Purse, open and reveal a space through which a servant could enter the
room. It was not beyond possibility that thisroom had something likethat. And if it did...

His mind was only absently considering this possibility when hefelt under hisfingersadight vertica
edge, the dmost invisible upper sde of ajoint between two of the carefully fitted stones of thewall. He
stopped and ran hisfingers up and down it-finding it continuous, stone to stone, from floor leve to just
above hishead.

Now that he knew what he was looking for, he could see that the joint also ran crosswise from its
highest point, over to another line that descended again to the floor. The outline of a possible secret door
was made less obvious by the fact that thiswall, like dl the others he had seen in the rooms where he and
Brian had talked with ibn-Tariq and Murad, was faced with square dabs of polished marble; and the
lineswhere they joined, both vertically and horizontaly, helped hide the joint hisfingers had discovered.

But finding the doorway was one thing. To open it could be amore difficult matter. Hetried pressing and
pushing at the dab which faced the door, and running his hand up and down just insde the joint on either
Sde

Hewas not sure exactly when he touched the place that opened it, but suddenly the stone facing before
him moved back some six inches and then without a sound supped sideways. Unthinkingly he stepped
into darkness, and then hastily on out to the daylight two steps farther on.

He had expected to find only some sort of secret passage, hidden in the thickness of the wall between
thisroom and whatever was next to it. Instead, he now came out into another room, this one with one
sde plainly open to fresh air, or whatever else was beyond being hidden by severd layers of filmy
curtan.

Excited, he went across and tried to part the curtain just enough so he could see through it. By gathering
amog afull armful of sheer cloth, he managed it findly; and what he saw beyond was asort of interior
courtyard with afountain in the center, and trees growing around it.

The treeswere not very tall, but were heavily laden with what seemed to be oranges and lemons, some
half-ripe, and some clearly ready for picking. Over-topping these trees and beyond them, Jim could see
what apparently was an exterior wall, protecting this garden spot-and he thought as he peered through
the tree trunks that he could see agreen door at ground leve inthewall that might lead to freedom.



His happiness over this discovery suddenly tripped and dropped into a cold sensation more like despair.

Evenif they did escape, how could they take avauable dave from Murad of the Heavy Purse and hope
to hide with him? Particularly in this city where Murad evidently had so much power, and undoubtedly
many people to search and locate them. In fact, they could dmost surely not leave even this part of
Pdmyrawithout being seen; and once they were seen, Murad would hear of it.

Hewas struggling to pull himself back up from this sudden fall of spirits, when suddenly two wafts of
smoke came through the curtains between him and the garden asiif the curtains were not there; and dso
coming through the cloth asif they were not there, riding on the smoke, were Hob and Angie on one,
Geronde on the other, riding with another hobgaoblin.

The smoke deposited Angie and Geronde on their feet on the floor directly in front of Jm. Thetwo
hobgoblins stayed, perched where they were.

“Jm!” cried Angie, wrapping her aams around him.

Hekissed her gratefully and heartily; then, remembering, came up for air long enough to say over her
shoulder, “Geronde, we found your father. HE sin the next room.”

“You found him?” Geronde stared, and Angie suddenly let go of Jm and stepped back.

“Youdid, Jm?’ said Angie. “Tha’ smarvelous. Let’' sgo to him right now!”

“There re some complications-* Jim was beginning, but even ashe said this, he saw Brian and Sir
Geoffrey enter the room through the still-open wall door, looking inquiringly in the direction of the voices.
Brian raced to Geronde.

“Look, Geronde!” Brian was saying, amoment later, as he came up for air. “We have Sir-*

But Geronde had stiffened, and a cold ook had come over her face as she stared at the elderly man.
She brokein now, icily, before Brian could finish talking.

“That’snot my father!” she said.

CHAPTER TWENTY-SX

“Geronde!” said Brian. “Heis much changed and aged, | know, but he remembered thetime | got stuck
in the chimney looking for hobgoblins at Mavern Castle-he mentioned it first to me, before | ever
mentioned anything about the castle yet he-*

“What of it?" said Gerondefiercdly, glaring a the man. “He may remember what he likes! But heisnot
my father-favor me with your understanding, Brian! | should know my own father, should | not? And this
man isnot Sir Geoffrey de Chaney!”

Brian looked helplesdy at Jm and Angie, who were standing, stunned, looking from Geronde to the
man.

“Sweeting-* the man said, advancing with his arms outstretched. Geronde recoiled.



“My father never cdled me*‘sweeting’ in hislifel” she sngpped. “ Stand back!” From somewhere about
her clothing she had suddenly produced asmdl but undeniably useful dagger. The man hated asif hewas
on atether suddenly jerked taut.

“Brian, what made you pick up thisimpostor?” said Geronde, fiercely turning on Brian, the dagger till in
her hand.

“Geronde- Brian ran out of words and looked helplesdy at Jim, Angie and the man who had just been
labeled an impostor.

“If thisman isan impostor, Geronde,” said Jm, “the Situation is more complex than you can imagine.
We'redl going to have to do some quick thinking. Put that knife away, will you please, Geronde?
Whatever the situation is, | don’t think much of the blame attaches to thisman if he'snot Sir Geoffrey.”

Geronde reluctantly did the dagger back out of sight through adit in the cloth behind the belt that
gathered her full gown at thewaist. Jm turned back to the man.

“Wel?" heasked. “Areyou Sir Geoffrey, or aren’t you?’

“I am Sir Geoffrey!” said the man, and Geronde snorted. “ This child of mineis merdly...” Hisvoice
dropped off and failed. He looked at the floor at hisfeet. “What isthe use?’ he said in adead voice. “I
have been expecting degth every day for the last twelve years. It will come now, oneway or another. It
makes no difference.”

“Who taught you thingsthat only Sir Geoffrey could know?’ demanded Jm.

“It was Murad of the Heavy Purse, himsdlf,” the man said. He raised his head suddenly and hisface had
become stern. “1 was aknight once. Sir Rend de Oust. | was aknight and aman once. But twelve years
of being adave have made me nothing, nothing at dl.”

“For heaven' s sake, Geronde!” said Angelato Geronde, who was il sneering a Sir Rendl. “Have
some pity for the man. This must have been hisfirst and only chance to escape-*

Sheturned to Jm.

“How did this whatever-he-was-of -the-Purse know to tell this one about it?” she asked. “Perhaps he
hasthe rea Sir Geoffrey hidden somewhere around here.”

“That | can answer for you,” said Sir Rend, till in the same dead voice. “1 have been here the last three
yearsasadave. | cantell you, on the faith of the man | was once, he has no other here who, like me,
was once agentleman and aknight.”

Jm’smind, which had been poking halfheartedly-in fact, more or less hopelessly-at their problems since
the moment of their arrest in the caravansary eating place, suddenly snapped into high gear and began to
work with welcome clarity. It was something that had taken place in him during anumber of crises, both
largeand smdl, in hislife. The closest thing he could compare it to was the way a sudden awareness of
oncoming danger brought mind and body together in an instant dert.

He remembered it happening to him onetime during acritical term-end physics exam asan
undergraduate. He had sat through nearly half the time dlotted for taking the exam, being defeated one at
atime by each question in thetest. He had felt exactly asif he wasfacing a solid barrier in which there



never had been and never would be an opening. Then suddenly had come this moment of wakening; and
thewadll dissolved. Suddenly, al that he knew, all that he had absorbed over some months of the class,
was back with him and, going back to the beginning he found the test questionsto be child's
play-obvious. The same thing happened now.

“Hob,” hesaid.

“Yes, m'lord,” answered Hob.

Jm looked a him. The two hobgoblins on their miraculoudy hovering wafts of smoke hanging in placein
midair in the room were dmost identical. About the only difference was the fact that Hob had a cheerful

look and sat proudly upright on his smoke, whereas the hobgoblin from Mavern was not only thinner,
but sat hunched up inasmal gray bdl, asif hoping no one would notice him.

“Would you introduce usto your friend?’ Jm asked.
“ThisisHob from Mavern Castle, m'lord.”
Hob from Mavern Castle hunched himsdf even smdler.

“l seg,” said Im. “Could you, and possibly Hob Mavern with you, then, go out into that garden?
There' safountain there. Seeif you can’t find something to bring some of the water in to me. Y ou know
how big asoup plateis?’

“Oh, of course, m’lord. Y ou want some of the water brought you in asoup plate. | don’t think there are
any soup platesin the garden, though,” said Hob.

“Not inasoup plate,” said Jm, “in something the size of a soup plate.”

“Oh, then that’ seasy,” said Hob.

He wheded around on his smoke, Hob of Mavern following him, and they both vanished through the
curtainsin the direction of the garden.

“What do you want water for, Jm?’ asked Angie. “Or are you and Brian thirsty?”’

“No, we' refine-“ Jm began. But before he could even finish the sentence, Hob and his counterpart from
Malvern were back in the room; and Hob had brought him the water he had asked for, cradied in the

bowl-shape of -some smoke.
Jm stared at it for a second, then recovered.

“Put it on the floor, Hob,” he said. There was no place esefor it. Hob put it down on the carpet under
their feet, and Jm got down on his hands and kneesto stareinto it.

“It'sfor scrying,” he said to theroom at large. “ Back in England we use crystd balls, or mirrors. Here
they do it with water. Brian and | watched amagician in Tripoli scrying that way. If hecan doit, | can do
it”

Scrying was ause of magic, and he was il trying to conserve his. But there was no other way to what
he wanted to discover.



He concentrated on the water, willing himself to visuaize the room he and Brian had just |eft a short
while ago; and where Baiju, ibn-Tariq and Murad of the Heavy Purse, with Kelb beside him, should ill
be.

Theimage of the room formed in the shimmering surface of the water. But the room was empty. None of
those people was there. Neither was Kelb.

“I don't seeanything,” said Angie, peering interestedly over his shoulder.
“Youwouldn't,” said Jm absently. “Y ou have to have magic.”

“Oh, of course!” said Angie. “How could | be so stupid? And of course | can’t possibly have any
megic!”

She strode off and peered through the curtains, asif her gaze would penetrate their thicknessto show
her the garden beyond.

“What?’ asked Jm, il absent in hismind. He had avague notion that Angie had just said something
important, but he could not remember just what it was. He returned to his scrying, trying to summon up a
picture of ibn-Tariq and Baiju, wherever they might be.

The picture formed. The two werein aroom not much different from this one, except that it had alittle
morein theway of furniture. Ibn-Tariq wastalking, Baiju was lisening; and Stting watching both of them
was Kelb.

“Good,” muttered Jm to himsdlf; and he immediately began to search in the water for an image of
Murad, and his present surroundings, whatever they might be.

He had suddenly remembered that Kelb-and he wasfairly sure the brown dog was Kelb-had kept his
gaze solely on him and Brian. The memory backed up his sudden suspicion just now that the whole
business with Murad, and Sir Rend playing the part of Sir Geoffrey, had been a show of some sort for
hisand Brian's benefit. Sir Renel had clearly been fed to them as surely asacard trickster “feeds’ a
particular card to someone who thinks heis picking a card from a deck at random.

In any case, now the necessary thing to discover was where Murad himsalf was. Jm concentrated on
the bow! of water. Gradually shapes began to form.

Sowly, they solidified. He saw Murad, lying on his back in a bed that would have been nothing but a
huge mattress on the floor of aroom, if it had not been so opulent and thick that it raised the possessor of
the Heavy Purse agood two feet off thefloor.

“Hob-and Hob Malvern-“ Jim said. “Come here and look in the water. | want to show you something.”
Whatever Angie had said afew moments ago findly registered somewhere in the back of hismind, along
with aclear feding that she was displeased over something. “Oh, Angie, if you' d like to see what things
look like in the water, do you want to come and ook now? I’m making one of the picturesvisibleto

a"'ya’e”

“No, thank you,” said Angie from the curtains, without turning. She was il furioudy angry-at Carolinus,
a Jm, a Brian... she was even more than alittle annoyed at Geronde. Geronde knew why she was
angry. Theleast Geronde could have done, as afriend, was to come and show alittle sympathy.



Then it occurred to Angiethat if Geronde had done that, just now, her own response would have been
to snap at Geronde; and Geronde, never shy in such matters, would of course, immediately have
snapped back... the whole thing was ridiculous. Angie suddenly found hersdf smiling, the anger gone
aoruptly.

Jm just doesn’t understand, shetold hersdlf, of course. He never will.

Sheturned and went back to Jim and leaned over his shoulder with her head close to the heads of the
two hobgoblins.

“What isit?’ shesad. “Oh, who' sthe big man with the beard?’

“Someone caled Murad of the Heavy Purse,” said Jm. “He ownsthis place we' rein. Hob, could you
and Hob Malvern go to that opening in thewall behind methere? That’ swherel camein here. | didn’t
redlly look as | went through, but | think there’s enough thicknessto the wall, so that there' s a chance of
apassageway. These walls have passageslike that al the way through them. Could you and Hob
Mavern search through them on your smoke and try to find the way to the room that has the man you
seeinthe water here?”

Both hobgoblins stared at the image of Murad.

“| don't seewhy not,” said Hob. “It's just likelooking through chimneys, only straight through instead of
up and down.”

“Can you find him quickly, do you think?’ asked Jm. “He sdoneright now and I’ d like to get to him
while heisdone, as quickly as possible. If you can, find aroute to him for me that won't have me running
into other servants who just happen aso to be in the same passageway.”

“You don't have to have them search,” said the voice of Sir Rend. “1 know where heis. Itisoneof his
private rooms. He' s just resting-as he often does-for about an hour a atime. | can lead you there; and if
we run into other servants, | think I can keep them from being curious.”

Jm looked up.

“Brian,” he said, “what do you think? If we can be done with Murad for alittle while, we can learn alot
more from him about this Situation than we know now. What do you think about trying to get to him and
find out something?’

“I would say itisamost excdllent ides,” said Brian. “But | will go firgt, even though de Oust pointsthe
way.” Therewasaflip of hishand, and the knife from up hisdeeve wasin hisfist. Helooked at the two
women.

Geronde produced the useful little knife again, so swiftly that it was like aconjuring trick. Angie was
dower, and had asmaller knife, but she too had been carrying one concedled in what she was wearing.
Jm reached down under his eastern-style robes to some very western, and twentieth-century-style,
socks that Angie had made for him; and came up with aknife very much like the skean dhu favored in
Scotland. It was short, with a blade broad next to the hilt but tapering quickly to aneedle point; and it
fitted comfortably into hishand.

“We are hardly properly armed asagroup,” said Brian dryly. “Nonetheless, provided you, Angela, and



you, James, are not squeamish and hesitate about using what you have, | think we may do fairly well
aganst unarmed servantsin adark passage, if necessary.”

“Itwon't be” said Jm. “At leadt, | don't think so. Sir Renel, show ustheway.”

“Heaven blessyou, Sir James, for speaking to me as knight to knight,” said Sir Renel. “For that alone |
will go bare-handed into whatever may befdl us, that | may do one worthwhile thing before | die. But
you must let melead, Sir Brian, for that will be quickest. | know theway and you do not. If you still have
doubts of me, you have your knife at my back.”

“I would not be truthful if | said | did not doubt,” said Brian. “ Should my mind become less doubtful at
any time dong the way or in the near future, perhgps| can give you something to fight with.”

“That would be theway to die! God send the chance comesto me! Now, follow, dl of you.”

He led them back to the opening between the two rooms, and as they stepped into it, Jm redlized that
the wall had been thicker than he thought, but it was apparently solid on both sides of the opening.
However, Sir Rend turned to the solid portion at hisright, touched it lightly, and it swung back to show a
dark passageway. They could go no more than two abreast, and possibly it would be best to go single
file

“Hob. Mavern Hob?’ Jim caled over his shoulder. “ Are you with us? Y ou hobs can see preity well in
the dark, can’'t you?’

“Yes, m’lord,” answered Hob' s voice from behind Jm. “Very wel.”

“Brian,” Jmsaid, “1 suggest we let Hob and Hob Mavern go ahead of us on the smoke, staying about
fifteen feet in front, to give uswarning if someoneis coming toward us. They can travel slently onthe
smoke; and aren't likely to be seen in the darkness here. Even if we hit a passage with torches, they’ll be
hard to see.”

“Let it beso, then,” said Brian.

Jm fet abreath of air past his ear that Sgnaed the passing of the two hobgoblins on their wafts of
smoke. They moved into the dark, chain fashion, each touching the one ahead to find their way. Moving
50, they forged ahead, moving more rapidly than Jim would have expected, snce Sir Rend strode
through the darkness with the confidence of someone long accusomed toit.

After adistance, light grew ahead of them; and they emerged into awider passage that had torches at
intervasaong it. They passed down thisaswell, without encountering anyone; but then Sir Rend |ed
them off to go into amaze of other turns and passages, dl lit, and al as empty asthe onesthey had met
so far-until, entering anew one. Hob came flying back to Jim.

“A man!” hewhispered in Jm’se=r.

“Brian-" Jm began; but before he could finish what he was going to say, in avoice just loud enough to
reach Brian's ear, the man was upon them and had amost bumped into Sir Rend.

“Nasraney!” hesaid. “What do you do with dl these-*

“Donot ask!” said Sir Rend in astrong, hard voice. “And do not remember!”



Startled, the other servant stared at him for amoment, then hastily sdled past them all with hiseyes
turned away from them, to the wall.

“Wemust hurry.” Sir Rend’ svoice came back from the front of their column. “He may beslent alittle
while; because normally | am aservant of servants and do not speak up to anyone. He will think that |
must be under orders, to talk so boldly. But sooner or later he will tell someone, and the news will get
back to dl in the palace-to Murad himself.”

Sir Rend did indeed pick up the pace. Jm found himsaf waking fast behind Brian. Luckily, there was
light-enough &t least to keep him from bumping into Brian from behind, and those behind from bumping
into him. In the gleam asthey passed under the occasiona torch he was able to catch aglimpse of Sir
Rend out in front. Now, suddenly under one torch, Rend held up ahand and stopped. Again, hisvoice
came back.

“Weturnto theright here,” he said. “There will be morelight; but there will aso be people closeto the
walls on either side. So make no noise. We are very close to the room in which you saw Murad.”

He made the turn. They followed him; and amoment later he made afina turn, scopping before what
seemed to be solid wall. But it opened to histouch, and he led them into the room where Murad lay
asleep on the overstuffed bed.

Oncethey were dl in the room, the aperture in the wall through which they had entered closed
automeatically behind them. Sir Rend turned and looked at Brian, who himsdlf turned and looked at Jm,
who was examining their surroundings.

Now that they were in the room he saw that an open archway in the wall beyond the bed led to another
room, in which he glimpsed curtains, and the lemony-orange smell of the garden cameto him.

“We'll haveto wake him up,” said Jm, looking back at Murad.

He walked to the edge of the bed, reached out and took hold of the nearest wide shoulder. To his
aurprise, hisfingerssank into it, asif there was nothing there. He moved his grip up closer toward the
neck, and felt something solid under the clothing that was more like ashoulder. It was only then, getting a
look at it behind the beard, that he noticed the neck was relatively thin, compared to the rest of the big
body. He took a strong grip on the solid portion of the shoulder and shook the figure.

Murad' s eyesflew open.

“What-who...” He sat up in bed with surprising nimbleness for someone of hissize and his gaze took
them dl in, but fastened on the face and figure of Geronde.

“Geronde!” he cried. It was asif none of the rest of them were there and she was the only person to be
seen. Hiseyes moved enough to take in Sir Renel. “How could you bring her to me?’ he cried.

“Because | remembered what | oncewas,” answered Sir Rend..

“Damnyou!” said thefase Murad, therea Srr Geoffrey, or whoever hewas. “I might ill have had a
chanceif you' d played the man!”

Heliteraly bounced off the bed and stood up, towering over Sir Rendl.



“Say what you want. Do what you will,” said Sir Renel, meeting hiseyes unflinchingly. “Yes, dl that |
once was had |eft me years since. But | recovered it, leading them here to you. Do what you will.”

Heturned away indifferently. Therea Sir Geoffrey glared after him for amoment and then turned his
eyestoward Geronde.

“Daughter-“ he said awkwardly.
Geronde drew back. Her face had grown cold and forbidding again.

“If I am daughter of yours-and onething is certain, you have my father’ s voice and manner-itisonly by a
fault of naturel” she said grimly. “Y ou, who would blame this gentleman for leading usto you, have you
looked at yoursdf? A vile, gross figure. So, you found the riches you sought at last, turned Musselman,
and no doubt live happily here with ahareem and dl the other infiddl vices!”

“But Geronde, listento me-" began Sir Geoffrey.

“I do not need your words, Sir!” said Geronde, withdrawing as he took a step toward her. “1 need only
your vile body back in England, dressed like an English gentleman, and at least pretending to be so and a
Chrigtian, long enough to give me permission to marry Sir Brian Neville-Smythe, here beside me now.
Do that and you can return to your Musselman ways, and the women of your hareem for dl | carel”

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
But you don’t understand!” repeated Murad-Geoffrey. “Wait!”

Hisfingersdived into what were apparently openingsin hisrobes and worked there. Asthey watched,
he seemed to fall gpart down the front. Then his hands withdrew from the deeves of hisrobe, the two
halves of hisbody on either sde of the opening parted, and adim, gray-haired, clean-shaven man, very
like Sir Rend indeed, stepped out of al that had been Murad-even the fluffy, white beard-leaving it
standing there upright on the floor of the room, asif the robes were made of something stiff and solid,
rather than cloth.

“Itistruethat dl PAmyrabdievesmeaMudim,” said Sir Geoffrey earnestly to Geronde, “but the
hareem-you don’t understand. Thereis so much herethat | can’t explain to you. But | am your father,
Geronde. I’ ve dways been your father. | have dwaysloved you-*

“Hah!” said Geronde.
“But-" began Sir Geoffrey.

“You never loved mel” said Geronde, suddenly and wildly. “Y ou didn't even know | wasthere, until |
was old enough to take on the duties of chatelaine at Mavern-at the age of eleven. Eleven years, Sir
Knight, my father! Y ou left me to do ajob that would have been heavy for agrown woman with
experience. But | did it; and you came home when you wished and went when you wished, hardly ever
noticing that the castle was in order and strongly protected, that the lands were productive, that our
tenantswereloyal. | had done dl that. Y ou never even noticed!”

“I was hoping to do something for you,” said Sir Geoffrey. “I had hoped al my life to do something for
you and your mother-only she died too soon. But you were still young and strong and | had hopes; and |



kept trying. We needed money-*

“Y ou needed money!” said Geronde. *Y ou needed money to try a hundred things that would cost.
Money to get you to where you wanted to go, money to engage you in some endeavor that would bring
back afortune. Well, you have won that fortune-long since, evidently. But did you come hometo me
with any of it? No! So how can you stand there and say that any of it wasfor me?’

“Y ou do not understand!” said Sir Geoffrey desperately. Helooked a Jm and Brian. Jm felt agtir of
sympeathy in him for the man, athough he found it hard to believe the good intention he professed. At the
same time he noticed that Brian's face was as cold as Geronde's; and Angle sface wasamost as
condemning. “I’'m not redly aMudim. | sill amaChrigtian.”

“Then proveit!” snapped Geronde. “Find apriest in this God-forsaken city! Confessto him; and tell him
truthfully you are my father and give permission for our marriage; and stand there while he marries us.
Then wewill happily leave you forever to your Sins”

“Thereisno priest in PAmyra,” said Sir Geoffrey.

“Then wewill wait until one comes through with a caravan, on hisway to some mission or other Holy
duty, somewhere elsel” said Geronde. “ Then you will confess, give us permission to marry, and we will
berid of you! Y ou can go back to being whatever you are here.”

“Evenif apriest camethrough,” said Sir Geoffrey, “1 could not do that, either. | cannot tell you why. Just
believe me. | could not do it any more than | could go home with you-and Geronde, believe me, | yearn
to seeMavern again.”

Geronde laughed jaggedly.

“Oh, aye. But you can not do anything that will see to the purpose for which we came!” shesaid. “I am
sorry, my father, but | do not accept that you are unable to do what we need!”

She pointed to her right cheek.

“You seethisscar?’ she demanded. “1 got that scar because you were not there to protect me. Because
you were not there to lead the defense of the castle. Malvern was as good astaken, and | wasin the
hands of aman who said he would disfigure me dowly, day by day, until | agreed to marry him. After
which, with the help of those he had bribed at the King's court, he would have had you declared dead in
the Holy Land, myself awarded him aswife, and he would own Mavern. | did not giveinto him. | saved
Mavern-againgt your homecoming-sometime, maybe. | did that for you, Father. But you will do nothing |
need!”

Sir Geoffrey closed hiseyes. Thelines of hisface had gone deep, so that dl a once he looked twenty
yearsolder.

“I cannot,” hesaid. “And | can not tell you why | can not. Think of mewhat you will. But what | do is
far better for you than giving in to what you want. Y ou must believe that.”

“1 will never beieveit,” said Geronde; and she turned her back on him.

Angie went to her and was about to put her arm around Geronde' s shoul ders when Geronde spoke to
her.



“Do not touch me now, Angdla,” said Geronde, without turning her head. “1 would do you ahurt. But
day withme”

They stood side by sidein silence, their backsto the others.

Sir Geoffrey took a deep breath, backed up, and started to step back inside the framework of whatever
held up hisMurad disguisein position on the floor by his bed.

“Just aminute, Sr Geoffrey,” said Jm. “Do you know me?’

“No,” said Sr Geoffrey, in adisinterested voice.

“I am Sir James Eckert, aneighbor of yours, now in Maencontri.”

Sir Geoffrey stopped in his attempt to fumble hisway back into hisdisguise, and turned to look at Jm.

“Maencontri?’ hesaid.

“Yes” sad Jm. “I took it from that sameill-knight who marked your daughter’ sface. I'm aclose friend
of Sir Brian and Geronde, both; asis Lady Angda, my wife, who is standing with Geronde now. |
suggest you wait amoment before considering thereis no possibility of your escaping whatever you fed
has you entrapped here. | am known in England as the Dragon Knight, because | can aso take on the
form of adragon. Infact, I’'m amagician, an apprentice of S. Carolinus, who you ought to know aswell
asl do.”

“A magician?’ Sir Geoffrey stared at him.

“Right,” said Jm. “I don’t use magic lightly; but I’'min apostion, by knowing it, to sometimes see more
than those who aren’t magicians. Perhaps, if you told us more about what holds you here | might see
something | could do-something you' d never imagine was possible yoursdf-to free you, after dl.”

Sir Geoffrey stared at him amoment longer, then dowly shook his head, with asad smile.

“Not even amagician can hep meinthis” hesad.

“Y ou show smdll couragefor aknight,” said Brian grimly.

“It isnot amatter of courage, Brian,” said Sir Geoffrey to him. “ There are some things againgt whichit is
hopel ess to attempt to fight. Y ou cannot fight the tempest, nor the cold in winter that may kill you before
morning if you arelogt in the woods. No man, no knight, no magician can change such things.”

“No,” said Jm, *but an open human mind possibly can.”

For thefirgt time he was beginning to get alittle warm-tempered himself.

“An open mind, for example,” hewent on, “could show you away to build ashelter to survive overnight
in those woods. It might also show you a place to hide from, or ride out the tempest-if you were on the
seawhenit blew. You ve only got one mind, Sir Geoffrey, and it sees no way out. But that does not

mean that another mind, like mine, or Sir Brian's, or Geronde's, or my wife s-or al of them put
together-might not find away you have never thought of. Think. What will it cost you to tell uswhat holds



you?’
“Too much,” said Sir Geoffrey. “The one pricel can not pay.”

Helooked once more gppedingly in Geronde sdirection; and Jm, following his gaze, saw that both
Geronde and Angie were moving toward the entrance into the other room. A moment later they had
passed through it and were gone.

Sir Geoffrey turned back to face those left, and took a couple of stepstoward them. Therewasa
sudden new light in his eyes. He lowered his voice and spoke.

“Rend, go you into the other room aso. Thisisfor the ears of Sir Brian and Sir Jamesalone.”

“l anaman again, not adave,” said Sir Rend. “I am at no on€ sorders, not even yours. | no longer
hope for freedom, but only to die asaman should. | will say.”

“Then you will run the same risk these two will run,” said Sir Geoffrey. 1 would rather speak for their
earsaone. If | ask you to go-not as what you know meto be, but as afellow knight, an old
companion-would you do me thefavor of going?’

“Itistrue” said Sr Rend, turning to Brian and Jm. “Once he and | were companionsin afoolish
adventure to raise alast crusade and wade knee-deep in infidel gold and gems. In those days we looked
much dike, so that people took us for twin brothers, athough we had fallen together merely by chance
and were no redl kin. But we went different ways, and the next time he saw me, | wasin the dave market
here in PAlmyra. He had become Murad of the white beard and Heavy Purse. How he did that | do not
know; but he rescued me from aworse davery by buying me himsdf and bringing me back here.”

He stopped and looked at Sir Geoffrey.

“For that | ill thank you,” he said. “ Though | think you had other reasonsfor it, even then.”

Sr Rend turned back to Jm and Brian.

“He secretly favored me when none of the other servants were around, and finally proposed that |
should go back to England as him, and take over lordship of Mavern and the name of Sir Geoffrey de
Chaney. He would help me escape. Indeed, we had this planned; and then for some reason he could not
tell meit became difficult and had to be put off. While the months went by and | till hoped, there
suddenly came you people upon us. Now you know everything that | know. How he became Murad |
do not know. What magic he usesto look like Murad, | now know. Asyou see, not even the beard ishis
own. We could change places right now; and if he went back between the walls, the other servants
would take him for me. With dl that between us, why should | leave?’

“I don’t think you should,” said Jm. Helooked at Sir Geoffrey. “What do you say, Sir Geoffrey?’

Sir Geoffrey raised hishandsin ahelpless gesture.

“Perhgpsit will make no difference” he said. “ Stay, then, Rend.”

“I will stay; and insomuch as| can il fight | will fight for you and what you need as things may turn out.
| pledge you that”



“And | pledge you equa succor,” said Sir Geoffrey. “Rend, you are afriend | do not deserve.”

“Neither of usdeserves much,” said Rend with atight smile. “Enough of that. Let uslisten to what you
haveto say.”

“Very well, then,” said Sir Geoffrey, lowering his voice even more, so that Jm and Brian and Rend all
had to move close to him to hear. Out of the corner of hiseye Jm saw the two hobgoblins on their
smoke aso edging closer. Helooked at them.

“No,” said Jm.

“Beg pardon, m'lord,” said Hob as both wafts of smoke backed up hagtily. “ Should we leave the
room?’

“No,” said Jm. “Just stay far enough away so that you don’t hear and we have privacy.”

Thetwo little Naturas backed off even farther, nearly the width of the room. Jim turned back to Sir
Geoffrey and the others.

“I am under acurse” said Sir Geoffrey, quietly and smply. “The curse will fall upon meif | ceaseto do
the bidding of him who is my master-and that is Hasan ad-Dimri, Grandmaster of the Assassins. It
happens-1 do not know how, it is undoubtedly magic-that as 1 move around through the passagesin the
walls of thishouse of mine, | can find myself coming out, not herein PAmyra, but in the White Pdace up
in the mountains where Hasan rules. | will know then that he has called me for some reason. | know my
way around there, dso, as| know my way around my own house here. | will go where| know | would
find him; and when | find him hewill tel mewhat hewants, and | will obey.”

“Why?" asked Brian bluntly. “If he has no wegpon but the curse, he can only use it once and-"

“Not s0. It wasacurseon him,” said Sir Geoffrey, “that | agreed to take from him, in exchange for all
this"

Hewaved hishand in awide, level sweep about him.
“How-?" began Brian.

“Let megoon,” hesad. “Also, when he wishes, Hasan comes here. The servants see him but do not
know who heis. He takeswhat he wants and does what he wants here. The hareem is his, not mine. |
have not been near awoman, dave or free, ever since | cameto dwell here. It is part of the curse Hasan
gave over to me. Also, | can go to roomswhere thereis tremendous wedlth, silver coins heaped high and
gold aswell, and other preciousthings. But I can no more touch them than | can touch awoman. They
areHasan's”

“How did you cometo be under such evil influence?’ asked Brian.

“That which makes melook like Murad,” answered Geoffrey, “was something | had once learned to
congtruct from aman in Italy who made masks, devil costumes and other such thingsfor religious
fedivals. Hewas very clever. But | learned quickly; and when | left him, | knew enough to be able to
make mysaf appear asvarious different people. It happened that | fell upon evil times-it was after we
had parted, following the battle in the mountains, Rend-*



He had turned to his friend for amoment; but then he turned back to concentrate on Jm and Brian.

“After that, | went back to England for awhile, then was other places- no need to tdll dl that-then came
thislast trip here; when it happened | found that in spite of my armor and wegpons | wasin danger. | had
to deegp sometime; and it was only amatter of days before | would wake to find my throat being cut and
al | had taken-and that would be the end of me.”

He paused, glanced around him and lowered hisvoice even alittle more.

“It was necessary for meto passasaMudim. Not only that, but as one whom other Mudlims would not
only accept but see benefit in dedling with, rather than killing. | still had some silver and gemswith me
from arecent battle and our sacking of-aplace. | went into the first place that could sell mewhat |
needed, and took this off into the desert. There, where | was alone and safe, | made up aKurd disguisel
had perfected. It turned me into one with the appearance of the Murad you have seen; and | used what
wedth | had |eft in the manner of onewho isarich but parsmonious Kurd merchant. | wastraveling
down toward Tripoli, where | hoped to find &t least one friend left; so that | could lay asde my disguise
and borrow the extramoney | needed to start me homeward to England. But before | got there, the
group with which | wastraveling was waylaid by Hasan's Assassins, and | was taken with the othersto
hisWhite Pdace.”

He stopped speaking.

“Thenwhat?’ asked Jm.

“Then Hasan offered me dl thisthat you see around you, the wedlth | told you of, the hareem, the
power, the position-provided | would accept hiscurse,” said Sir Geoffrey. “1 wasin his power. He could
do anything with me he liked; and | thought it most likely he would have mekilled if | did not agree. Also,
at that time | foolishly thought | could find some way of getting free of the curse. | waswrong.”

“And what isthis curse?’” demanded Brian. “What happenswhen it strikesyou?’

“That,” said Sr Geoffrey, “istheonething | will not tell you. | will only tell you this. Itisacursethat no
sensible man would wish to dare- let alone passit on; for it wasthat if | managed to escape him after
accepting it, the curse would follow meto the ends of the earth to till fall on me, and then it would dso
fal on my descendants unto the seventh generation.”

“Hmm,” said Jm. “Where would a human get the power to lay on a curse like that-and come to think of
it, what about Kelb?’ asked Jim.

“Keb?

“A Djinni,” said Jm. “Don’t try to tell me you don't know about him. He came out and sat by you when
wewered| gathered talking in that large room alittlewhile ago.”

“Thebrown dogisaDjinni?’ Sr Geoffrey stared at him. “1 knew only it was adog; and that it had been
et to watch over me at certain times. | suspected it was Hasan' s messenger, or spy, or what you will.
But | did not think of it asbeing aDjinni.”

“That sinteresting, too,” said Jm.

“May | ask why?’ asked Sir Geoffrey.



“BecauseaDjinni isaNatural,” said Jm. “And aNatural doesn’t have the power to curse, either.”
Sir Geoffrey stared a him.

“Tell me something,” went on Jm. “Do you know the placeisin this house of yoursthat takesyou
ingtantly to the White Palace? And can you teke me there?’

Geoffrey hestated.

“Infact, | do,” hesaid at last. “It is one of two places, first one, then the other, taking turnsto put mein
the stronghold of Hasan. Do you mean you would wish to go to the White Palace?’

“Yes” sad Jm.
Hiswords dropped into a pool of silence. All the rest of them were staring at him.
“James,” said Brian. “Isthiswise? We are not even armed. If somehow we could get swords-*

“I don’t think thisis going to be amatter of swords, or weapons of any sort,” said Jm, “and | was only
talking of me and Sir Geoffrey going.”

“What, put your head into the lion’s den without me at your Side, James?’ Brian said emphatically.
“Never!”

“Wel,” sad Jm doubtfully, “then, if you come, Brian-and it’ safoolishly risky thing for you to do-you |l
haveto smply trust what | do in thisingtance. | won't be able to explain thingsto you as | go aong, and
giveyou reasons.”

“Of course, | need no reasons,” said Brian. He added wistfully, “But, | would | had asword.”

“We can pick up asword for each of you on theway | will show you,” said Sir Geoffrey.

“Fing” sad Jm. “Give mejust aminute.”

He left them, walked over to the entrance and stepped through it into the other room.

“Angda” hesad, “Brian, Sr Geoffrey and | are just going to leave you for alittle while. We want to
look into something down in the passages.”

“Oh, no, you don't,” said Angie. “If you're going someplace, I'm going with you.”

“Soam|,” said Geronde.

“That' s going to make ustoo much of acrowd,” Jm said. Hisorigina ideaof going with Sir Geoffrey
aone had suddenly developed into something more like an expedition. “Besides, if you come, we' |l have
to make it our main duty to take care of you; and | don’'t want to take you where we' re going, anyway.”

“The two hobs can carry us away from any danger,” said Angie. “It’ s settled, JIm!”

She pointed alittle to the Sde and past Im. He turned and saw the inquisitive faces of a couple of



hobgoblins on their smoke right behind him, having evidently followed him into the present room. Jm
gaveup.

“Hobgoblins” he said, “we re going to the Assassns fortress.”

“Y ou understand?’ Angie asked them.

“No,” said Hob of Malvern. It wasthe first actual word Jm had heard from him.
“I'll tell you aswego,” said Hob-Jm and Angie sHob. “You'll likeit. It sexciting.”
The Mavern Hob gulped and nodded.

Jm gave up. It was something he was used to doing, and he no longer wasted extra energy fighting with
theinevitable.

“Comeaong, then,” he said, heading back into the next room.

Sir Rend waswaiting for him there,

“Surely, Sir James,” he said, “you were not thinking of leaving me, done, behind?’
Jmsgghedinterndly.

“I guessnot,” hesaid.

“Damned caravan,” muttered Brian.

“Equally surely,” said Geronde, “you had never been thinking of leaving me behind here, had you,
Brian?

“No. Of course not,” scowled Brian. “ Damned caravan...” he muttered again under his breath, but in
such alow voice that Jm, who was closest to him, was probably the only oneto hear it.

Some fifteen minutes later, besworded-including the women-they were going down one more of a
number of dmost lightless, narrow passageway's, between the walls they had traversed; and the voice of
Geoffrey, in thelead, came back to say they were not far from their god.

“I wish | had my boar-spear,” Geronde said wistfully in the gloom. Geronde s boar-spear was her
favorite weapon, light enough for easy use and very effective.

“No boar-spears here,” said her father.

There was sllence after that until they cameto one of the things Jim was beginning to get used to
encountering in these between-the-wall passages, smply ablank wall that ended a corridor.

“Y ou can open it, of course?’ he said to Geoffrey.

Geoffrey nodded, pressed at various points on the wall, and it did downward out of sight. Ahead of
them was compl ete darkness.



“Follow me,” said Geoffrey, plunging into it and disgppearing dmost immediately. Jm and Brian did o,
followed by the rest of their group.

It wasalittle like stepping into a pool of ink-even to the point where the air that touched them inthis
darknessfelt dmost liquid, heavy and clammy against them.

“Don’t worry,” came Sir Geoffrey’ svoice, “just walk forward.”

They did so, blindly; and suddenly they were in aroom that was lessthan haf the sze of Murad's
bedroom, but completely unfurnished-bare sonefloor, calling and wals, with the only illumination being
dielate afternoon light coming from asingle arrow dit in one of thewalls.

Jm turned to seeiif everybody else had got through dl right. They were there. Angie, Geronde and the
two hobs on their smoke. Brian was with him and just behind them were Sir Rend and up in front was
Sir Geoffrey.

The place had no door. No place of entrance or exit. It was solid wall al the way around except for the
arow dit.

“How do we get out of here?’ asked Brian.

Jm had been turning to Sir Geoffrey to ask him the same question; but now he saw the knight beckoning
him from one of thewalls. He walked over and saw that there was a chink between two of the squared
rocks that made the wall, hidden from casua view by the fact that one rock protruded enough to hide the
dit except from acertain angle.

“Look through that,” said Sir Geoffrey.
Jm looked.

He saw, from what seemed to be about fifteen feet aboveitsfloor, the large square room with adomed
roof he remembered from hisvisit to Hasan in the White Palace-a domed roof with windows now filled
with the fading pink sky of new twilight. Insde the room torches had been lit; and these burned most
brightly at thefar end to Jm’ sright, where Hasan ad-Dimri wasin conversation with ibn-Tarig. Baiju,
with both wrists and both ankles bound together, sat on the floor most at Hasan’ sfeet; and, Sitting just
beyond him, looking like athird partner in the conversation with Hasan and ibn-Tarig, wasasmal brown

dog.

When abu a-Qusayr, the Tripoli magician, had come to speak with Hasan on behalf of Jim and Brian,
he had told Jim after failing to help that there was someone or something aiding Hasan-that a power was
at work here; though Jim, as alow-ranking magician, possibly could not senseit. Jm had not been sure
about such apower then; but he could fed it now, in the room below.

It waslike a cold pressure, emanating outward from a point in the room that was like the depresson in
the center of awhirlpool of water. He could fed it pushing like alarge, open hand againgt him; but aso,
oddly, it seemed to him, he could dmost smell it-astirange, bitter smell. Also, asthese thingsimpressed
themsdlves on him, he became aware that the ordinarily fully lighted room below now seemed to have
acquired, to hissight at least, dl sorts of strange, hard-to-see shadows; lurking not only in cornersbut in
mid-air, moving to and fro, some darker than others- but al becoming invisible when hetried to look
directly at any one of them.



Whatever dl this meant, there was certainly no question about where the center of the whirlpool of the
power hefelt was. It was centered not upon Hasan, but upon ibn-Tariq.

Down below, the brown dog turned its head to look up in the direction from which Jim waslooking
down on him. Jm felt adistinct shock, asif he and the canine were face to face.

“We are observed.” The dog' s voice floated upward clearly to Jm’sear.
CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
“Wecome, O vistors” said ibn-Tariq softly.

Abruptly they were, dl of them, down in the room Jm had been looking into, standing before the four
who were there, but at alittle distance from them.

Jmwas acutely, immediately conscious of matters of measure-shape and shadow. Without any need to
caculate, he knew that he, standing in front of the rest, was exactly three lengths of his own body from
ibn-Tarig, who was the closest of the three. He was aware that ibn-Tariq, the dog and Hasan ad-Dimri
marked the points of atriangle, enclosing Baiju at its center, that had exactly three equal Sides, and that a
globe enclosing dl four of them would have adiameter that was exactly twice Jm'sown height

It was asif the nonexistent globe could be the heavy, if invisble, head of some massve hammer, the
handle of which reached haf thelength of the distance from them to him. He found himsdlf imagining, as
he might have imagined a sudden strike out of darkness, the hammer rising on the base of the handle,
pivoting up to fall down again upon him and those with him, crushing them dl. A hammer controlled by
any one, or possibly al three, of those who sat at the points of the triangle.

Thiswas power of a magnitude he had not encountered before. Power only to be found otherwiseina
senior magician-perhaps not as great asthat he had faced in his original battle at the Loathly Tower to
free Angie-but then Carolinus had been there to dedl with it. Here, he was the only one who used magic.
The vortex of this power was still with ibn-Tarig; but it could be that the other two, Hasan and the dog
Kelb, had not yet shown their hand. He had an uneasy fedling that there might be more here than had yet
appeared.

But, heredlized, it could not be Hasan. Hasan could not be amagician if he was heading up agroup like
the Assassins. The activities of the Assassinswere flatly againg the rules of Magicdom. Also, if Hasan
had been anyone else with magical powers, abu a-Qusayr would not merely have reasoned with him,
then backed off. That left only the two who could be direct opponents of hisin this moment. 1bn-Tariq
alone was a the vortex. But he dso could not be amagician and act as he was acting now-aggressively.
That |eft only one thing he could be.

“You'reasorcerer,” Jmsaidtoibn-Tariq.
Ibn-Tarig smiled.

“And stronger than any you ever expected to encounter,” he said. “Isthat not so? Y ou thought Julio
Eccati, the counsdor to King Jean of France who made the alliance with the sea serpentsyou
defeated-you thought he must have the utmost strength of we who study and use the Whole Book of
Spells. But thetruth is Julio learned only alittle; and then ran out into the world to becomerich withiit. |
stayed, and never ceased to study with the masters of my art. Already, my strength overcomesyours.”



Jm abruptly became aware of something he should have noticed earlier. In the dome above them, the
windows showed a sky in which late afternoon was moving toward twilight. It was not naturd that
evening could have come so soon-but then time was now an area beyond the actud. The dimming sky
now made amost visible the shadows he had first felt, rather than seen from the room above, and which
now had gathered and thickened in the hdl. Also, they were moving in on him and hissmal group.

They, too, he realized now, were creatures of angles and distances. Each had its own particular sze and
pattern; and the tota of those patterns was closing in on Jm and those with him, dowly, but dways more
and moretightly.

There was no time left to waste. Now afull understanding came to him of why Carolinus had warned
him to hoard hismagica energy against some great possible need.

Theoretically, hisdrawing power therewas “unlimited.” In practice, there had to be alimitation.
Otherwise, he could break the bank-call for all the free magical energy there was, and leave no reserve
supply for any other of the world’ s magicians. But now he needed everything he could get, for he could
fed that what he faced was stronger than he was. Grateful ness washed through him that he had not
wasted any more of what had been available to him.

He reached for that available amount, now-and found himself climbing a steep, ony mountainsde,
toward a peak, gray against a bloody-colored sunset. Far and high the top of the mountain stood dark
againg the light; and he knew without needing to be told that the staff he had come to get was only to be
found at that top.

Hiswill dmost failed him. It wastoo far to go in the small period he dared be absent from the domed
room in the White Palace. But suddenly, there was Carolinus, standing on agreat boulder above him
aong the path upward he must go, and looking down at him.

“Therewill betime,” said Carolinus, “but save your strength to reach the very top; or you may fail with
what you face.”

He stood for amoment more, looking at him.

Then Carolinuswas gone. A little wind whispered and whistled among the boulders and smdler rocksto
ether sde of the narrow path on the rocky mountainsde Jm saw before him. There was nothing growing
anywhere. All wasrock.

The small wind whistled and sighed among the stones. It stroked hisface and chilled hisbody insde his
clothesashe drew the air degp into hislungs. Deep, for the air was thin aswell as cold. Leaning forward
to balance himself against the steep dope, he started up the path that wound between the bigger rocks.

Now there was sound in addition to the talking of the wind. He had not redlized how complete otherwise
the silence had been. But now he heard the grating of pebbles and the rasp of immovable stone below his
boot soles, and hefelt amoment of gratitude for that night back in the caravan encampment when the
Assassins had kidnaped him, when he had |eft his boots on as he went to deep, to keep hisfeet warmin
the air that grew mountain-cold at night there, too. The foot-sound, and the sound of his breathing,
seemed loud in the otherwise perfect soundlessness around him. No far-off rocks fell, no solitary hawk
cdled, high overhead.

He climbed. If it was not a path he followed, he told himself, it was another old, dry streambed that had
once snaked down this mountainside; and it waswell it was there, because as he looked to right and |eft



he saw nothing but awilderness of stones, large and smdll, through which he would otherwise have had
to climb and squeeze hisway. But the path was becoming even steeper now, and the going was not easy.
The cold began to reach deeper into him. He pushed it back with the inner heat of his determination to
get to the top.

Hewalked so for sometime, leaning farther forward asthe way grew steeper. The muscles of histhighs
began to ache lightly as he went on upward, and the path or watercourse narrowed, winding up and up
until he could have reached out and touched the taller stones on either side at once, as he went.

The wilderness of boul der-tumbled mountainsde came to an end, abruptly, as aforest stopsdmost
nestly at the edge of ameadow.

The pathway narrowed and ended. He turned sideways to pass through the last large rocks, and came
out in an open space, at the edge of a sheet of ice-gray, smooth ice with no sign of snow on it, tretching
likeariver itsdf up the mountaingde.

There was adarkness at the far end of it. More rocks, he assumed; but he was breathing so hard now
and his eyeswere misting, perhaps because of the dryness of the air, so that he could not make out
exactly what the dark shape was. In any case he would have to climb theice, and it was as smooth and
clean asafresh-shaved skating rink. It was like the out-reaching limb of aglacier, except for itsglasdike
clarity; likeariver of ice; and, thinking of it asariver, for thefirst time, he looked over at thefar Sde of it.

The brief stop while helooked had alowed him to catch his breath, and his vision had cleared and
sharpened On the other side, he saw what looked like spaces between the rocks there that went up also
toward hisgoa and might give him an ice-free place to climb. But he would have to crosstheriver to get
toit.

His hand had reached for the hold-out knife that Brian had taught him to carry, and which he had
produced when they had al begun to follow Sir Rend between the walls of Murad' s palace. Leaning out
over the edge of theice, he began to chip hand- and footholdsin it

Sowly, building hisway as he went, he crossed the ice-and he had been correct. On the far sde it had
not flowed completely in among the rocks and there were spaces of flat, dry stone that required only an
intermediate hand- or foothold chipped in theice to get him from one to the next stony space. With the
help of hisknife, he worked hisway up the far sde of theice river until the line of rocks began to run out
and theriver itsdf narrowed.

He had forgotten to look ahead in his absorption with making hisway. Instead, the knife in his hand had
reminded him of Brian, of Geronde and most of al of Angie-and then even of the hobgoblins, Sir
Geoffrey and Sr Rend. Therewas aliving warmth in thinking of them that counteracted the cold that
seemed to be dtiffening dl his movements now; and with thisin mind he had been feding asif hewas
amogt to the staff. So it was a shock when he came to the end of the ice floe, and the end of the rocks
aongsdeit where he had been moving, dmost running into it before he stopped and saw what was there.

It was along dope of scree-pebbles and broken stones-that must have come down as alanddide over
theiceriver. It offered adry route toward the top; and for thefirst time he could see how closethe top
was. It loomed only a hundred feet above him.

He went faster now, seeing himsalf so close. It was moments, only, before he got to the scree and
started up. He took hisfirst two steps with confidence, but his feet supped and hefdll, for the surface
under hisfeet might aswell have been made by an avalanche of glassmarbles. It rolled and did, one



pebble and fragment over another, as hisweight came upon it. He could go upward only by climbing with
both hands and feet.

But the scree did not stretch far. He struggled up it, not looking ahead, until he was stopped by awall of
rock.

Helay, the loose stones hard againgt him, hislungs pumping, pumping thethin air in and out to get
enough oxygen to dow hisracing heart. Thiswas the darkness he had not been able to make out from
farther down. It was a cuff, likeawall built to keep him back at the last.

Gradudly the pounding of his heart dowed, bresth and calmness came back together upon him. He
looked up at the cliff. Thered of the sunset was gone from the sky overhead now. The twilight was
moving in, and darkening. But sill, sharply outlined against what was | eft of theilluminated western sky,
was the top of the mountain not far away. The cliff did not rise straight upward. It leaned back, but at a
near-vertical angle. There were handholds and bosses of rock sticking out. It could be climbed.

He breathed for amoment more, and then began to try to make hisway up it.

He had believed he could do it when he started; but by the time he was halfway up, that confidence was
dying in him. The muscles of hisarmswere trembling and week; and hisbody seemed to weigh many
timeswhat it should.

He hung where he was, doubting that he could go on, sure that hewould fall if hetried to go back.

Then ahatred of hisbody took him. Hisbody was only an anima, after al, hetold himself. It had to do
what hismind told it. Sowly he began to climb again, not thinking any more about atime when hewould
stop climbing but ready to climb forever. And, after some time beyond measure, hisright hand, reaching
up, went over the top edge. He had reached the end of the climb.

With what seemed thelast of his strength he pulled himsdlf out on to alittle space of flat rock, tilted
upward, but by comparison with the cliff dmost level. He lay there, once more working to get oxygen
back into hisbody. It was a strange thing-that the stopping should seem to be so much harder than the
going on; and for thefirgt time he began to notice the cost of hisstruggles.

Hisfeet hurt and his hands hurt. His knees hurt. He looked at his knees and they were naked, the
clothing over them worn away. His boots were hardly more than collars around his ankles and the top of
hisfeet Like hishands, hisfeet wereicy from their contact with cold ice and the cold rock; but now he
felt pain inthem aswell, and looking more closely at his hands, he saw the cuts and tearsin them. He did
not try to see the soles of hisfeet.

But he was very close to the top now. He looked to see above him the spire of rock that it was; and for
thefirgt time his courage died within him. Between him and it was alast, short stretch that was ajungle of
large and small boulders. There was no path. There were only the tops of rocks, some rounded, some
jagged, but al with spaces between them, into which he could dip asinto the jaws of atrap. Now, o
close, but barred like this, tears cameto hiseyes.

He made himsdlf think again of Angie and the others; but now it was asif they were at adistance, and he
did not rouse at the thought of them. Something inside him was surethat if he tried to cross those rocks
he would fal between two of them and be caught forever-or dip and fall on some sharp spine or spire of
frost-broken boulder, and spear himself onit.



Hewas aware of Carolinus once more beside him. Herolled alittle on to hisleft sdeto look up at the
red robe, the white beard, the old face and the faded blue eyes, looking down at him.

“Why?" he asked.
What he had meant to say was Why does it have to be so hard?

“Because,” Carolinus answered, asif Jm had spoken the words aoud, “the staff is made by your effort
inreachingit. If you give up right now, you will till reach out and gain agtaff. But it might not hold the
strength you need. Y ou could have stopped anywhere before now and gained whatever that much had
earned you. But the stoutness of the staff is measured againgt your will, the strength of your spirit, which
will be tested againgt the strength of what you'll need to useit againgt”

It seemed to Jm suddenly that he had known this from the beginning, only he had never put the
knowledge into words. Known it, not merely from the beginning of his climb, but from the beginning of
the moment that he and Angie had found themsalves back here in this fourteenth-century world where
they did not belong-where they were foreign matter introduced into something that had no room for them,
like grit into the crankcase of arunning engine.

From the beginning he and Angie had known they had to make a place for themsalvesin this different
world; and it had been their choice to stay-they could have left. It wastoo late to change that choice
now. Even without thinking, he found his body move, beginning to climb thefirst of the rocksin thejungle
between him and the top of the mountain.

That last cold and impossible distance he did not redlly see or fed ashe madeiit, nor after was he ableto
remember. But after atime he could not measure-going beyond dl thingsin him, beyond his strength,
beyond his courage, beyond his desire, beyond his love for those still back in the reception room of
Hasan now with the shadows moving in on them-he came to the end of the rocks; and half fdl into an
open space; and the staff was there, standing straight and upright against the last of thered glow inthe
western sky, which disappeared even as he looked.

He reached out and took hold of it-and he was back in the domed room with the others.

He had returned dmost to the moment he had | eft; people were ill dl in their same positions. “-my
strength overcomes yours.” Ibn-Tariq’ swords still echoed in hisears.

But during the small moment between, the shadows had moved closer. He lifted the staff and they drew
back... not far, but they drew back. He glanced for amoment down a himself. His clothes were untorn,
his shoes complete again, his hands unlacerated. Angie waslooking at him penetratingly, but outside of
that, none of the others showed any sign of being conscious he had been away.

“Your rodisnothreat,” sad ibn-Tariq.

Jmrisked aglance at his staff. It was neither astall as nor asthick as Carolinus s had been in thosefirst
days when they had come and with Carolinus s help they had made the assault on the Loathly Tower to
rescue Angie. Then Carolinus srod had held back the Dark Powers while he, Brian and Dafydd ap
Hywel fought its crestures and won.

Thisthat he grasped would not hold as much power as Carolinus s had; but it was straight and
wegthered. It fitted like atalisman in hisright hand. Itslower end now rested on the floor of the room;
and the floor, through various underpinnings, reached down findly to touch the earth itsdlf, drawing



strength upward from the planet into the staff and him.

“I say,” camethe voice of ibn-Tariq again, “the staff isno threst. We are Mudim. Y our Christian magic
cannot attack us, asyou yoursdf know. Lay it down. Y ou will suffer lessfrom us”

“Not dl of you are Mudim,” said Jm. For thefirst time he noticed that Baiju, seated with knees drawn
up to his chest, had hiswrists bound tight to his ankles.

“Baiju,” hesad, “if it iswhat you wish-come stand with us.”

Ashe spoke, hevisudized it. A smdl lightning flickered from thetop of his staff, burning through the
cords that bound Baiju-and the little Mongol appeared behind Jm, standing on hisfeet. Baiju gavea
grunt, but that wasdl.

“So much for magic,” said Jm. “1 went along way and ahard way for what | hold; and you' reright-I'm
not allowed to attack with it. But I’'m not here to attack, but to defend those who need defense. Even
you- | will defend you, too, if you'll cometo me. But you' |l have to leave your own unlicensed sorcery

behind.”

Ibn-Tariq' s gaze sharpened like that of a cornered hawk.

“Am | only an apprenticein my art,” hesaid, “to think | might need the aid of onelike you?’

Jmdid not answer.

His mind was fully open and understanding, sharp and clear now that he had the staff in his hand.

“To beginwith,” he said, “you could have wanted only to stop Brian and me from finding Sir Geoffrey
and taking him back to England. Then you found out about us by chance, probably from abu
a-Qusayr-carefully hiding the sorcerous dement in you when you dedt with him-that our success would
mean the end of al you planned-*

Ibn-Tariq seyesglittered.

“I hidefrom no magician!” hesaid.

“If that wastrue, you' d beafool,” said Jm, “and you' re not that. So, you found out about me, and that |
was one of the junior grades of magician, who ought to be easy to handle. But when you couldn’t get me
to talk about magic, so you could get someidea of my powers, aswe traveled in the caravan, you
arranged to have Brian and me captured by the Assassins; and tried to trick me into showing what magic
| had by forcing meto escape with it, didn’t you?’

Ibn-Tarig only smiled.

“But then when we escaped, using no important magic, but learning of the secret way inand
out-knowing which could alow the Golden Horde Mongolsto get in and conquer the White Palace
eadly-we became area danger. But why should we, or even Baiju, who met us as we | ft the secret

way, tell those of the Golden Horde about this?’

“Heisof theHorde,” said Hasan, behind ibn-Tarig.



“Yabarid!” snapped ibn-Tarig, turning on him. “Fool!”

Both Hasan and the dog cowered away from him. 1bn-Tariq turned back to face Jm; but Jm had
aready looked back to meet the eyes of Baijul.

“Isthat true?” Jm asked. Baiju met hisgaze unyiddingly.

“No,” hesaid. “I am of the II’Khanate, those of thefirst horde who hold Persia, as| told you in the
caravan. | thought you, with your magic, would understand.”

“I didn’t then,” said Jm, “but | do now. By letting them think you were of the Horde, you hoped to learn
what the Mamelukes of Egypt planned for the Horde.”

Baiju did not nod or spesk-but he smiled tightly.

“So,” said Jm, “you never were their spy. But your learning the exit point of the secret way out of here
was il athresat to ibn-Tarig, who wanted the White Palace to survive.”

He turned back to face ibn-Tarig, who spread his hands before him, calm once more.

“I?” hesaid. “1 have something of afriendship for Hasan ad-Dimri, but why should | be concerned with
the White Palace or the attack on it by any Mongols? And what could one sorcerer do, in any case,
agang anarmy?’

“One sorcerer done might not be able to do much,” said Jim. “But asorcerer connected with an army of
Mame ukes coming to oppose Mongolsis something else again.”

“I have no connections with Mamelukes,” said ibn-Tarig. “ Though | have friends among them, of
course.”

“I think you have,” said Jm. “Y ou' rewhat, where origindly come from, iscaled a‘poalitician.” |
wondered, when | first saw you here just now, why you talked to Murad in front of us about a new
leader being needed to make Egypt into an empire. A leader like Saladin, who was a Kurd-as was
Murad. Why say thisto Murad, when you and he knew hewasn't really Murad, but Sir Geoffrey? Of
coursg, it wasdl for my benefit. For our benefit. Sir Brian’sand mine, to reinforce the image of Murad,
so we' d not even suspect he could be Sir Geoffrey. It was your idea, wasn't it? To arrange for usto
caichaglimpseof Sr Rend?’

“And when did you come to these wild imaginings?’ asked ibn-Tariq.

“As| say-when | first looked down on you here through a crack in thewall of that room above us that
connects with the palace of Murad,” said Jm. “If you knew Murad was Sir Geoffrey, why talk to him
like that when the only oneslistening were Brian, mysdlf and Baiju?’

“S0,” sad ibn-Tarig, “then you think | see mysdlf as asecond Sda-ad-Din, taking the fire and sword of
Egypt over hdf theworld, like Alexander; and then weeping because there are no more worldsto
conquer?’

“No, | don’'t,” said Jm bluntly. “I think you' re interested in something much more managesble and
practica. Reviving the nests of Assassinsand increasing their power, by combining it with sorcery. Y our
plan must be to recruit younger, lesstrained sorcerersto work with the other Assassin nestsyou'd



create; and you would be the master of those apprentices, the shadow Grandmaster of the sorcerers
behind the power of dl the Grandmasters of the Assassins”

“Youdream,” sad ibn-Tarig.

“I don't think s0,” said Jim. *'Y ou dreamed-of an empire. But you'd only just started to build it with the
White Palace here. Y ou built your power over this particular nest of Assassins by offering Hasan power
and wealth when he was a Sufi. If he would become leader here, you' d help him to gain power. It was
something easy for you to do for him, using sorcery to impressthe Assassins alreaedy here.”

“You guess, only.”

“I'm sure enough,” said Jm. *Hasan was agood man in hisown way and you turned him to evil. The
White Pdace has survived and grown since then; but the beginning of your private empireisn’t ready yet
to stand up to aMongoal attack. That’ swhy neither Baiju, Brian nor | could be let survive; and Hasan till
had to be held by the curse.”

“Youweaveliesinto acloth of falgty,” saidibn-Tariq coldly. “Hasan ad-Dimri isunder no curse, asyou
know. It isyour Sir Geoffrey who bearsthe curse.”

“Yes” sad Jm. “But there were things about cursesthat, being asorcerer, you didn’t know; or else you
wouldn't have had anything to do with them. Curses are like some vile disease. They eat away at the
person they’ ve touched. Y ou saw the signsin Hasan too late to cure what had aready been doneto him.
Y ou’ d undermined hisfaith by tempting him away to lead Assassins. That Sarted the decay in him; and it
was gradually eating away al his strengths. Strengthless, he' d be no good to you. So, you arranged to
have his curse transferred to Sir Geoffrey; and al the wealth and luxury you promised him became only a
step from the White Palace, moved sorceroudy into the home of Murad of the Heavy Pursein PAimyra.”

“Sir Geoffrey isa Chrigtian,” said ibn-Tarig. “How could I, aMudim sorcerer, take acurse from
someone else and placeit on him?’

“You,” said Jm, “couldn’'t. A sorcerer can't, any more than he can lay curses on personsin thefirst
place-any more than aMudim sorcerer can work magic against a Chrigtian, a Christian against aMudim,
or either against aHoly person of their own faith. And it couldn’t be done by Kelb. Or isKelb redly
Keb?

“No!” A voice boomed out that echoed off the walls and rang down again from the cup of the domed
celling-and where Kelb had been there was a puff of smoke and then nothing, only the voice-

“I am Sakhr d-Jnni! Kelb was awaysthe least of my davesand till is. | put on his shape to watch you
on Cyprus. Solomon, David’ s son, locked me in a bottle and threw me into the sea. But now | am free. It
isno weak demon or sorcerer you face here, but Sakhr d-Jinni, Djinni of Djinn!”

The smoke thinned; and standing on the platform was the hideoudy ugly turbaned figure with the
mismatched eyes and misplaced mouth that Jim and Hob had seen on Cyprus when Jm had asked to see
Kebin hisDjinni form.

“Thou hast dways been overproud and boastful!” said ibn-Tariq to him with sudden startling savagery,
“and it ssemsthy timein the bottle taught thee nothing! Of al here, thou art the weakest, not the
strongest. Now, a dog thou chose to be-be therefore that dog and not otherwise for ninety-nine
lifetimed”



Suddenly, where the Djinni-figure had been, was a smadll, ugly brown dog that yel ped and vanished.

“Enough talking, James,” said Sir Brian. “We have our swords. Let us move on this hell-begotten infidel
and his-hisDjinni! A Mudim or aNatural can fed the edge of a Christian sword, or else the Crusades
never werel”

“And likewise turnabout!” said Geronde sharply. “Hush, Brian!”

“What you suggest, too, isalie,” said Jm, sill spesking to ibn-Tarig. “No Djinni-not even Sakhr
a-Jinni-can lay acurse on anyone, Mudim or Christian. Below the one you Mudimscal Shatain, only
the beings of afew kingdoms can. And the only ones of those available to a sorcerer are those who
inhabit the Kingdom of Devilsand Demons.”

“Soyouthink,” said ibn-Tariq.

“So | know,” answered Jm. “ Only the Devils and Demons are creatures of pure hate, set in thisworld
to test the children of humans. But Devils and Demons are penned in their own kingdom. They are
released into human affairs only to plague humankind, or upset the ba ance between History and
Chance-which iswhat reviving the Assassins and blending them with sorcery would do. But Djinn can’t
cal them up. Sorcererscan!”

Helooked over at the puff of smoke, to where it was now shredding into nothingness, then back at
ibn-Tarig.

“We magicians, too, could raise Devilsand Demons,” he went on, “but our rulesforbid us. Sorcerers
have no rules. You, ibn-Tariq, caled up aDemon to lay that curse on Hasan. Now heisfree and you
cannot lay him again. Now you must tell me, in the name of dl the Kingdoms, what Demon wasit that
you cdled?”’

Ibn-Tariq’ sface changed. It did not pale, so much as go fixed-like agtilled picture in three dimensions of
hisfeatures.

Awarenesslike ajolt of cold dectricity dl through him made Jm look up. The talking had gone on too
long. It had distracted just enough of his attention from the shadows, and they had gained on him. Now
understanding failed him. The shadows were not controlled by ibn-Tarig, but by the Demon.

They were close now, hardly an arm’ s length away from one or other of the humans clustered behind
him. In the aftermath of the shock of seeing this, arage that someone likeibn-Tariq could freeabeing
with these powers rose and burned hismind clear.

He struck out at the shadows, with al the power in the staff, so that itstop burned with smal lightnings,
scorching them back and back-not asfar as they had been before; but enough so that he could again
take some smal part of his attention from them, for just the moment necessary to delve into his memory
of dl that waswritten in the Encyclopedic Necromantick, insde him and magicaly apart of him.

Somewhere was the permission he needed. Still holding the shadows at bay, he found in his memory the
section marked Devyls & Deamons and read swiftly from the huge type of the prohibition against any
magicians having to do with them, down and down to the smaler and smaller type, until he found what he
was searching for.



Y es, there was an exception. One speciad Stuation in which it was permitted.

He snapped back to full attention on the shadows. They had crept forward once more; but again he
drove them back, until they were a safe distance from him and those with him.

Only then, with bresthing space, heraised hisvoice.

“Demon who has been summoned and isloose in this period between History and Chance, by the
power and right of the Kingdom to which | belong, | call on you to name and show yoursdlf. Now!”

Theair around them was partly sucked away for amoment. Asif some giant, dmost aslarge asthe
earth itsdlf, had inhaled. Next, agreat whisper, but awhisper only, spoke soundlesdy in Jm’s head-and
he knew it would be speaking aso in the heads of everyone e sethere aswell.

“lamhere” it said. “1, Ahriman, Demon of Demons.”

Around them, the walls, the domed roof overhead, melted toward invisibility; becoming asinsubgtantial
asmig.

Jm, al those with him, ibn-Tarig, Hasan ad-Dimri and the space where Sakhr d-Jinni had reveded
himsdlf, wereleft standing together on nothingness, far above the earth.

It was asif they were now s0 high in the atmosphere that they could see beyond al ordinary horizons.
Their gaze went out and out until the sky around them and the landscape below merged in the far
distanceto asort of dark mist. Below them was alandscape that was a pattern, acrazy quilt of not only

space, but time.

In one areq, far below and beyond ordinary vision, in bright sunlight a battle was being fought. It was
‘Ayn Jdut, two centuries past, and the Egyptian Mamel uke |eader was winning over aforce of
Mongols-Bay-bars, who wasfirst to dedl adefeat to the Mongols and went on to drive out the Christian
forces from Lebanon. Closer, and more directly below them, at this moment a sandstorm was destroying
crops and burying the homes of villagers. Things now, and thingsin the past, were dl taking place a the
sametime, somewherein that vast landscape.

“Answer me” said Jm doud. “ Ahriman, isibn-Tarig now your master?”
The Whisperer who was Ahriman laughed voicdesdy in dl their heads.

“Who calsaDemon and isits master?’ it whispered. “When a Demon is summoned, the Demon
becomes madter. | ruledl; andibn-Tariqismy cresture. Look at him.”

Jm looked acrossthe airy space that now existed between him and ibn-Tarig, and the man was il
unchanged-asif he had become awax figure of himsef-the look on hisface till the same.

“Now look down at what else | have done.”

Jm looked; and perhaps aweek’ s march away to the north, he saw aforce of Mongols coming toward
the mountainsin which the White Paace was hidden.

“Look now south and east.”



Jm looked, and the Mamelukes were there less than three days march from the mountains holding the
White Palace-much closer than the Mongols.

“The Mongols believe they have only to reduce one more nest of Assassins, asthey have reduced so
many before,” said the Whigperer in their heads, “but thistime they will find afortress armed, prepared
and ready to resist them; and with an army of Mamelukes much larger than theirs, already in postion,
encircling them, but out of sight until they have comein, before the White Pdace. The Mongolswill dieto
aman; for Baiju will not have been ableto tell them what he knows. And you will have told them nothing.
In the end there will be nothing but awhole world, aflame with war between Mamel ukes and Mongols.”

There was whispering laughter.

“And Murad of the Heavy Purse will take up hiswork again. Hasan ad-Dimri will gt asruler of dl, but
puppet of ibn-Tarig, who is puppet of mine. Y ou and these with you will be gone.”

“No,” said Im. “Wewill not.”
As Ahriman talked, apart of Im’smind was reviewing what they al would haveto do.

He turned to those behind him.

“Now, if you'll help,” he said, looking a them, “with luck, we can win. The world can win, and Ahriman
can be dedlt with.”

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

He watched their faces asthey al looked back a him. There was something likejoy in Brian' sface,
therewastrust in Angi€'s, and in the hobgoblins'; and an echo of Brian' sfiercejoy of battle in the face of
Geronde. Some of that eagernessto be at grips with the enemy wasthere aso in Sir Geoffrey and Sir
Rend-and Baiju grinned.

“If hewins, wedie” said Jm. “But if we hold together, we can drive him back to his own place, where
his power here will be ended. But you' re going to have to ask something more of yourselves than you've
ever asked before. Each one of you, once you join hands, must hold until it isover. Y ou must never let
go, for the sake of something in you that you would die for-something more important than lifeitself to
you.”

He waited a second to seeif they al understood, then went on.

“If we, holding to what we would die for and together, al have that, we form ahuman chain Ahriman
can never break through. All together, we can drive him back to his own place.”

“There are not enough of you,” said the Whisperer. Jm ignored him.

“Who can join hands under that condition?’ he asked.

Angie smiled and put her hand into Jm’s one free hand. With her free hand, she took one of Brian's.
Geronde had dready dipped one hand into the other hand of Brian. Hob-Jm and Angi€’ s own Hob of

Ma encontri-reached out and proudly put hissmall hand into Geronde' sfree one. Hob of Mavern
reached out and took Hob’ s other hand.



“1 want to be brave, likeyou,” he said to Hob of Maencontri.
“Youwill,” Hob told him.

Sir Geoffrey had earlier reached for Geronde' s free hand, but she had pulled it away from him. Now,
ignoring him, she looked past him a Sir Rendl.

“Sr Rend?’ shesaid inaclear, hard voice. “Have you something to die for?’

“Yes” sad Sr Rend. “My honor, which | lost and found again.”

He stepped forward and took the free hand of Hob of Malvern, then turned and offered his other to Sir
Geoffrey, who took it; and they both smiled, gripping each other like old friends meseting after along time.
The human chain was complete, from Jm to Sir Geoffrey.

“Good,” said Jm. “Now, make asemicircle with me-*

He broke off suddenly. Ibn-Tariq had stepped forward and taken the only free hand remaining-that of
Sir Geoffrey.

“I would befree,” hesaid, looking across at Jm.

“We can use your strength,” Jm said-and at that, Hasan ad-Dimri came and took ibn-Tariq' s other
hand.

“I would be as| wasin the years before this,” he said.

“All hold together then,” said Jm. “For if any letsgo, the chain losesiits strength. Now-make asemicircle
and wé ll herd him back.”

“Youwill fall,” said the Whisperer.
Jm ignored the words.

“Ahriman,” hecdled. “By the gaff | hold, and the rules that bind you in your own kingdom, | call on you
to make yoursdlf vishleto ug!”

A hissanswered; a continuing, wordless, maevolent hissin their headsthat was dizzying in its effect. But
ahead of them-and it wasimpossible to tell whether it was at the horizon or close to them-had appeared
something like ablack sun.

Likethe sun, it wasimpossibleto look at directly. It glared, and seemed to shimmer and move, if the
gyestried to hold it in focus, asif it was one black disk swiftly overlaying and melting into another onea
little out of place from where the origind was. Now, from it, came something like a powerful but
pressurdessicy wind that numbed their wills, rather than their bodies.

It was not awind that could push them backward, or even take them off their feet. But it waslike agrest
hand laid against each of them. It tried to drive them back, without any red fedling of touch; but only with
the tremendous, reiterated threat not to approach the black and burning sun-shape.



“Hold to each other. Kegp going!” said Jm.

Hetook thefirst steps forward; and the rest moved with him. They fdlt the pressure hard against them,
not only on their faces, bodies and limbs, but within them-to the very marrow of their bones.

But they went forward; and each step of theirs was like afive-league stride across the space-and-time
surface far below them. Even with their first few steps, the black sun grew larger and closer. The
pressure against them increased. It reached into them and tried to suck the life from them. Their steps
dowed.

“Kegp moving!” said Jm. “Never stop!”

The strain was on their linked hands, numbing their willsto hold together. It became harder and harder
to do s0. But now the knowledge was clear in each of them, unspoken but in al their minds-there was no
way but forward. To stop, to go back now, meant that the blackness ahead would follow and destroy
them.

Jm, at hisend of the chain, alittle in advance of al the rest and with the staff held before him, risked a
glance at the faces of the others. So far, they were holding.

Brian was single-mindedly engaged in the struggle, asdways. Hishand held Geronde' sand Angle's
hands firmly but with the gentleness of strength and confidence. Angi€ sface was cam, and Geronde's
was aught with fierceness. The two Hobs had fixed, steady expressions on their small, dark faces that
gave no clueto how they were feding.

Beyond thesetwo. Sir Rend and Sir Geoffrey showed something of Sir Brian' sjoy in the battle, but with
it something more-admost ahunger for the ultimate meeting. Asif they had just been freed from chains
they were so used to that they had hardly redlized they had been carrying them about. The face of
ibn-Tarig, beyond the two of them, was knifdike and expressonless, but with no sign of yielding.

Only at the end, the whole face and body of Hasan ad-Dimri gave an impression of crumbling insgde. His
body seemed to have grown smdller, asif hewasfaling in on himsdlf; and hisface was pale and fixed,
like aman in whom doubt waslike arising tide, lapping on the pilings of his courage until it threetened to
overflow and drown him.

Of them dl, Hasan seemed to be the only one showing signs of weakening so far. im looked back,
marveling a the two hobgoblins. Of dl of them, he would have expected the most frailty in those two
smal wisps of life, used to running and hiding from al things. But thiswas a battle of wills, not of muscle
and bone.

Angie, Brian and Geronde, he knew, would go to the end. Sir Geoffrey and Sir Renel might do the
same. Possibly, too, ibn-Tarig had an equa courage in him. 1t would not have been easy to make himself
asorcerer of the power he controlled.

True, he would be pricked on now by the spurs of the thought of his own mistake in raising Ahriman-his
ignorance of the fact that the Demon would be free and independent once he had obeyed hisraiser’s
origina command-a piece of smple knowledge he would have had if his studies had been in magic, rather
than sorcery.

Inits own way that knowledge would now cast shadows of doubt on al he would have studied for most
of hislife



But ds0, there was astrength in him. Hasan, only, looked like he might fail. Y et, he must have d'so had a
strength of his own, when he was a Sufi, before he let himself be seduced by ibn-Tariq’ s offers of power
and wedth.

They were few enough together to try to drive back abeing as powerful as Ahriman. Fighting on their
sdewasonly their individud faiths, and the knowledge that the here and now wastheir place, not
Ahriman’'s. Timewasthe crucia thing. The longer it took, the greater the chance that the weaker onesin
the chain must bresk. Timewasall.

“Faster!”

Theword had cometo Jm’slipswithout hisintending it. But the others heard-and they tried. Their
leagues-long steps above the landscape far below could not be hastened, but they were making longer
ones. Ahead, Ahriman had seemed to grow tremendoudly, as they got closer to him. Now he blocked
out aquarter of the sky ahead; and seemed not merely to face them, but to tower and loom over them.

But something like a collective fury had taken them, like the frenzy of battle. Consciousness, dl logical
thought, was set aside. Their awareness was only of Ahriman aheed, of the handsthey gripped &t either
sde, and the consciousness of being part of ateam, asingle-minded fighting unit; and their own intent to
do what was before them. They had lost dl thought of themselves asindividuas, caught up in the unity of
their effort.

They were very close to Ahriman now. Whether they had not been that far from him to begin with, or
whether the enormous distances they seemed to be covering in their steps above the landscape below
were actud, the fact remained that there wasllittle farther to go. But now, at the end of theline, Hasan
ad-Dimri sumbled and dmost fdll.

But did not-for ibn-Tariq had held tightly to his hand and for amoment literdly held him up.

“Itisthewill of God,” ibn-Tariq said, looking straight into his eyes.

Hasan sraightened upright, bearing his own weight again.

“Yed” hesaid, and alight had comeinto hisface. “God willsit!” And he went on strongly.

“He' sgoing back, m’lord!” cried Hob of Maencontri suddenly, in ahigh, thin, triumphant voice.

Jm gared. It wastrue. The sky had become like dark blue velvet, with night above; and in that darkness
the lights of starswere to be seen. By ones and twaos these points of light were emerging into view from

behind Ahriman as he backed away from Jm and the others. Hob had been the first to seeit; but it was
there and it was 0.

“Yed” Jm called out to therest. “Listen! Those in the middle hold back. We at the ends go forward, to
deepen the pocket; so we can enclose him completely when he backs al the way to the borders of the
Kingdom where he belongs. Give him no chance to escape to either sde. He must have no choice but to
go backward into the Kingdom where he belongs!”

Jm himsdlf lengthened his stride; and Hasan struggled forward at the other end, with ibn-Tariq close
beside him now, and al but physicaly helping him forward. The two Hobs, Geronde and Brian sagged
backward. In adeep cup formation they moved on Ahriman. Findly they were so closeto him that he



seemed no more than two steps away-and his black brilliance was blinding.

Now they saw that he had no real shape. He had seemed a sphere from a distance; but now he
gppeared as many shapes, constantly melting into each other.

But hewas dive, and hewas Hill strong and vicious. They could fed hisrage hammering at them; and
Geronde, hersdlf, sumbled-but for just a second. She caught hersalf back up without any help from Brian
or anyone else, and pushed forward enough to make asmal bulge in the pocket of the semicircle.

Ahriman’ srage was now something they were close enough to hear, aswdll. It came through to them
like a high-pitched keening in their ears, and afedling that was not-but greetly resembled-the searing
sensation of the heat from the open door of afurnace, with afireraging insgdeit. Ahriman had dowed in
his backing now.

“He sclosetotheedge,” said Jm, for the awareness of that frontier came to him through his saff ina
way he could not have explained, but of which he was certain. “Hold fast, move forward,” he went on.
“I’'m going to let go of you, Angie, and move to the center of the semicircle. I'll try to push him over with
the taff.”

Helet go, and Angie gave his hand a small squeeze as she released it-a small squeeze and aquick amile.
He grinned back briefly and moved, with effort becauise it seemed asif the air had become dmost solid,
until he stood in the center of the cup their bodies made. Then he held the staff out in front of himsdlf.

“Back, Ahriman!” he said. “By the power in this staff-by all the laws of al the Kingdoms-back, back,
back to your proper place!”

The keening, or whatever it was that was S0 close to keening, rose and rose until it waslike a shrill
scream of terrible pain. Then, dl at once, it ceased.

There was silence. They looked at each other.

“Youcandl let go,” said Jm wearily. “We' ve put him back; and there he'll stay, unlesshe' scaled up
by someone else. May it never happen!”

They were too exhausted to voice agreement. Hands fell apart, and they flexed aching, bloodlessfingers.
They looked at each other, amazed to find themsalves only the humans they had aways been, mere
mortals and victorious.

“I'm freel” said Sr Geoffrey suddenly, in awondering voice. “It'sgone-the curseisgone. | canfed it's
not with me any more.”

“All that the demon did,” said Jm, “for ibn-Tarig, and on hisown, will now be wiped out of History.
Look below us”

They looked.

Off intime and distance, Baybars had amost won his battle against the Mongols. But nearly everything
€l se below them had otherwise changed. The village that was being buried and destroyed by the
sandstorm was untouched. There was no storm and no sand. The Streets were free and the villagers
moved back and forth along them.



“Look north,” said Jm.

They turned their eyesthat way; and there was no force of Mongols coming south toward the mountains
and the White Pdace.

“The attack from the Golden Horde was something ingtigated by the Demon, after he found himself no
longer under the orders of ibn-Tarig, and out of his own desire to see humanskilling and destroying each

other,” Jmsaid.

Helooked at the sorcerer; but ibn-Tariq only smiled with hislipstight closed.

“The Mameukeswill not be there either-look. All these things, like the curse, have gone back into what
now never will be. Ahriman hasfailed. If he had been able to accomplish any of what he wished, adesath,

achangein History, then those things would have been permanent. But because we stopped him before
they could be accomplished, dl hetried for islost and gone.”

Jm looked across at ibn-Tariq.

“From here,” he said to the sorcerer, “1 think my people and I-and you, with Hasan ad-Dimri-go
different ways”

“Wedo,” saidibn-Tariq.
Almost with hiswords, he and Hasan were no longer with them.
Jm turned to face the rest. Weary faces brightened.

“Now,” hesaid, “I think | can risk spending some magic to take usal back to England without any more
delay. Whose degtination isit to be? Will you come to Maencontri, or Castle Smythe-*

“Oh pray, m'lord!” piped Hob of Malvern. “Mavern? Pray?’

He had been looking as he spoke, not at Jim, but at Sir Geoffrey.

“Yes” said Geronde harshly. “Best it be Mavern. | must stay there until | am properly wed.”
Shelooked across at her father.

“But I will occupy adifferent part of the castle,” she said. “Y ou can have your own old quarters.”

“Geronde-* began Sir Geoffrey. But then hisvoice died in histhroat, and the hand he had raised toward
her dropped to hisside again.

Hadtily, Jm visudized them al in the great hdl at Mavern, on the daisthat held the high table-and they
werethere.

CHAPTER THIRTY
“Ah!” said Brian, hiseyeslighting up a sight of thetable. “ A servant herefor my lady! Ho!”

No one responded immediately; then ayoung man who was actually rather low in the serving-room



hierarchy cautioudy sidled into the room. He stared at dl of them.
“Food and wine for my father’ s guests!” snapped Geronde automatically. “Quickly, man!”
But the servant stood where he was, staring blankly at Sir Geoffrey.

“Yes, yes!” said Geronde impatiently. “ That isyour Lord, come home again. Now, fetch what | told
you. Now!”

The servant turned and ran into the serving room and out of sight.

They stood looking around themselves and at each other awkwardly. The Great Hall & Mavern was
amogt ashig asthe Great Hall & Maencontri. But after the buildingsthey had al recently spent some
timein, at thismoment it appeared dark and bare, with primitive-looking furniture.

Thetable onthe dais, the high table, had itstop unfolded and laid out upon itstrestles. But the two low
tables sretching away at right anglesfrom it on the regular floor level weretrestles only, with their table
tops folded and leaned againgt thewall. Only afew ditlike windows | et the late afternoon light of araw
Spring day into the room. The two Hobs, bereft of their smoke wafts, and therefore standing on the floor,
looked like thin little dark-skinned rabbits. They gazed wistfully &t the cold and empty mouth of the Single
widefireplacein the Great Hall; for of course, with the castle' s Lady gone, therewasnofireinit. Thear
of the hal was chill.

“Oh!” said Geronde suddenly, like someone waking up from a deep deep into automatic courtesy.
“Pray be seated, m'’lady, Sird”

They all mounted the dais and sat down in the padded chairs at the top table, which looked like-and, in
many instances were-literally barrels, partly cut out to make a chair with aback and aseat insde. The
middle chair at the table was politely |eft open for the host, but Sir Geoffrey quickly took a seet near one
end; and, with asecond’ s hesitation, Geronde sat down in the middle chair.

They had barely seated themsalves before not one but four servants were back, spreading atablecloth,
putting mazersin front of each person and pewter plates, with alarge spoon on the side. Two other
sarvantswere sarting to lay logsfor afirein the fireplace.

Brian and Jm had automaticaly reached for the knives at their belt, but Sir Geoffrey and Sir Rend, after
automatic hand movements toward nonexistent belts, sat looking embarrassed.

“Eating knives for your lord and Sir Rendl,” snagpped Geronde.
One of the servantsran off toward the serving room.

“Stay!” said Brian to the servant who had just filled hismazer. He drained it and held it out for arefill,
which wasimmediately given him.

“Sir Brian!” said Geronde sternly.

“Damnit to hdl, Geronde!” said Brian. “I'm thirsty. After what we' ve just been through, you' d deny me
afadt first cup?'Y ou have my promiseto sip nobly and politely from now on.”

“Sirs” said Gerondeto Sir Geoffrey and Sir Rend, “do not stand on manners, | beg you. Drink!”



The two men rather hesitantly picked up filled mazers-which neither of them had touched in years and
which they handled with unusua caution-and conveyed them dmost reverently to their lips. Geronde
hersdf set an example by drinking from her own mazer.

Angie, Jm was glad to see, was dready drinking from hers. Encouraged by this, he drank almost as
deeply of hisfirst cup as Brian had done. With the taste of the wine, the last of afedling of being out of
placeleft him. He drank amost as deeply from his mazer as Brian had done-and almost choked. None of
them had thought to water their wine, though there were water pitchers on the table. His mazer was
aready being refilled, even though it had not been emptied.

Angiesmiled a& him. He amiled a Angie.
“Oh!” said Angie, setting her mazer down. “ The Hobs!”

Sheturned. They al turned and looked. Hob of Maencontri and Hob of Mavern sill stood side by
sde, smal and forgotten on thefloor.

“Therewill be agood fire dready going in the serving room, little ones,” said Geronde gently. “Take
your guest there, Hob Mavern!”

The faces of both Hobslit up.
Hob of Mavern took Jm and Angi€' sHaob by the hand.
“Comewith me!” he said, and together they ran off into the serving room.

“See that none disturbsthe small creatures!” said Angie severely to the closest server. “They areto have
whatever they want”

“Yes, m'lady!” he said, and followed the Hobs into the serving room.

Those at the high table took to the food, when it arrived, gratefully; for in fact, no onethere had eaten
recently. But better than the food was the rel ease of tenson that came with the eating and drinking.
Gradudly, even Sir Geoffrey and Sir Renel relaxed enough to take part in the nearly forgotten pattern of
the socia conversation they had been used to back in their homeland.

They talked only to each other, however. At the other end of the table, Brian’s normal ebullience revived
with the food and drink; and he led the conversation there into something very much like norma chatter
between himsdlf and Jm, Angie and Geronde. But there was ill acertain congtraint evenin Brian' stalk,
Jm observed.

Geronde' s hardness toward her father had not softened, and there was a consciousness of thisamong
the others that added an uneasy note to the gathering, even though everyone pretended that it was not
there; and the manners of the day caused Geronde to speak to her father-when she did speak-with the
same respect she would have shown if he had never left home. Asif he had dways remained Lord of the
cadtleand inthe cadtle.

Sir Geoffrey replied in the same manner. But it was clear to everyone that he would happily have traded
al this courtesy for one word from Geronde that would indicate that the antagonism in her had diminished
alittle, and that she might sometime forgive him for dl those things of which she had found him guilty.



There was nothing worse, Jm thought, than a polite dinner party; where everybody was avoiding what
wasforemost on theminds of dl here. Hefound himsdlf feding amost aswistful about theill feding
between daughter and father as the Hobs had shown standing forgotten on the floor, before Geronde had
sent them to the serving room fireplace.

Thiswould have been avery happy, celebratory occasion, he found himsdf thinking, if the
daughter-father feeling had not been present. But it was-like aghost with them at the table. It pushed
them dl into forma mannersthat were not in key with what should have been a celebratory occasion. A
little anger stirred in Jm that neither Angie nor Brian-nor yet even Geronde herself-had ever chosen to tell
him of these degps of resentment in her toward her father.

Perhaps they had not known, ether; but it was hard to believe that people as close to her as Brian and
Angie had not.

Jm could see that the unhappiness was pressing on them, too; and gradually, after everyone had taken
the edge off hisor her very rea hunger, and begun to reach the point where food and drink did not have
such agreat ded of interest, talk began to dow at both ends of the table.

“But you must betired!” said Geronde to Jm and Angie. “Will you stay overnight here’-she cast a
glance down the table-“with my father’ s permission, of course?’

“Oh. Certainly, certainly, say, | pray you, m’lord, m’'lady,” said Sir Geoffrey hadtily. “I have scarcely
had time to meet either one of you, and to thank you. | know it would pleasure me; and | am sureit
would pleasure Geronde.”

Angie cast ameaningful glance at Jm. Under the manners of the period, it was hisjob to announce
whether they would stay or go; and Angie was clearly sgnding that she believed they would do no good
by hanging around here. Im’ s guess was that she sensed that Geronde, hersdlf, in spite of her invitation,
would just as soon have dl her visitors out of the way, so she could stop being hostess and be herself
with her father- except, of course, when servants were present.

“Y ou tempt us, Geronde,” Jm said. “But you know, with Angie aswell as my sdf gone from
Madencontri, we need to get back there. There' s something about your own roof, you know, that calls
you back. Also, asyou know, while our servants are pretty well trained now, they can’'t compare to
yours, and they’ ve been on their own with both of us gone. Something'll have gonewrong. I’ve no idea
what-but something will have. It dways doeswhen neither Angie nor | arethere. Y ou understand?’

“I do indeed know the way of servants,” said Geronde. “ Therefore, though | would loveto haveyou, |
will not pressyou to stay.”

She turned and looked down thetableto Sir Rendl.

“Sir,” shesaid. “You are welcome to stay here as our guest until you have reason to go someplace el e,
of course-*

“I'm afraid, Geronde,” interrupted Angie quickly, “that Jm and | are guilty of having hoped to invite Sir
Rendl to stay with us. Particularly, it would pleasure usto take him back with us now; and then after heis
settled down alittle bit, perhaps he can come back for avisit with you and Sir Geoffrey. Besides, you'll
fed aduty to entertain him; but | know how busy you' |l be getting ready for your wedding.”



Whatever insengtivity Sir Rend origindly had to the attitudes and emotions of those around him, it had
been burned away by hisyearsasadave.

“Indeed, m'lady,” he said to Geronde, faling back with remarkable ease and a certain amount of
obviousrelish into the formality of earlier years, “blithe | would beto stay with you and Sir Geoffrey. But
aso | was hoping to vist with Sir James and hislady wife. | an mogt interested in onewhom Sir
Geoffrey tells me has renown as a Dragon Knight. Also, as Lady Angela has mentioned, | would not bea
burden to you with your present cares and needs.”

“Alas,” said Geronde, “it cannot be denied there will be certain pressures upon me’-she darted aglance
down at Sir Geoffrey-“but | will indeed have much to do; and would enjoy seeing you with more
freedom of time on my hands, and more of achanceto enjoy your company. | must sound like anill
hostess to you, but perhaps Lady Angelaisright and it would be best that you return with her and Lord
Jamesto Maencontri.”

After afew more stilted verba exchanges that fooled no one and were not intended to-Jim had heard
their exact counterparts anumber of times as he had been leaving socia gatherings back in hisown
twentieth-century world-it was established that Sir Rendl would not consider Geronde an ill hostess; and
Geronde would not consider Sir Rend an ungrateful guest who was scorning Mavern's hospitality,
because of a preference for the company of Jm and Angie. Sir Rend would leave with Angie and Jm.
But now Jm himsalf was beginning to fee more and more uncomfortable,

He could not shake the feding that there was something wrong with al this, the three of them going off
(four, counting their own Hob, of course, though indeed the little hobgoblin might be a Maencontri right
now, having returned there on awaft of smoke from Malvern). There was something badly wrong about
leaving Sir Geoffrey here aone, abject and despairing, and Geronde as hard toward her parent asonly
Geronde could be.

It was not right. They were all on their feet now, ready to go their separate ways.
“Hold on!” said Jm.

He had spoken without thinking, but his anger was now out in the open. It was aimed primarily a
Geronde, but also at Sir Geoffrey and al the rest of them, including himsdlf.

Hewas stared back at awkwardly. He had broken the glass curtain of sociability with which they were
covering up an uncomfortable situation; and the two responsesto that in their historical period wereto
chalenge him onit, or pretend to ignore what he had just said. Ignoring it had become alittle difficult. On
the other hand, Brian was his closest friend, Geronde would be in a sense acknowledging the Situation by
saying anything, Sir Geoffrey owed him his freedom from something very like davery and Sir Rendl had
literally been rescued from that state.

Jmwasaware of dl this, and of Angie moving closer to him and looking back at the rest of them with
him, and he had no solution to the impasse he had created. But it did not matter. He was now in the full
tide of his own emotion, and he charged ahead without bothering to sort out hiswords ahead of time.

“Thisisal wrong!” he said. “ Sir Geoffrey, tdl your daughter why, though you had the paace that she
saw you in and the wedlth to go with it, you couldn’t come back to her, much less bring back what you
hed with you. Tdl her!”

Sir Geoffrey stared a him with awhite face, saying nothing.



“Tell her, man!” sad dm. “Tél her, or | will!”
Jerkily, moving like ajointed doll, Sir Geoffrey turned to face Geronde.
“I could not,” he said to her. “| was under acurse.”

“Could not?" said Geronde with emphasis on the first word. Her lip did not exactly curl contempt, but it
looked asif it might.

“I dared not,” said Sir Geoffrey then, bluntly.
“Dared not. Sir Father?’

“Tell her thewhole gtory,” said Jm. “The curse had originaly been laid on Hasan ad-Dimri, he
transferred it to you and you accepted it from him. Tl her why.”

“Hasan offered me the paace and dl that went with it that you saw in PAmyra, Geronde,” said Sir
Geoffrey. “That wasto be my price for accepting the curse and lifting it off him on to mysdf. It offered, |
thought, dl | had been searching for. But he laughed when | accepted.”

“Why did helaugh?’ said Jm rlentlesdy.

Sir Geoffrey was till looking only a Geronde.

“Helaughed, and | did not mind it, then,” said Sir Geoffrey. “He laughed because he told me that now |
had accepted, if | should ever try to escape from him, the curse would follow me wherever | went. Not
only that, but it would be extended.”

Sir Geoffrey ran down again.

“Tdl it al to her,” said IJm, more gently now.

Sir Geoffrey looked at the ground, away from Geronde' s eyes.

“Hesaid part of the cursewasthat if | did escape, its effect would go with me. It would not only fall on
me, but on my descendants unto the seventh generation. That was why he laughed. “ Think of your sons,
and your son'ssons,” hesad, ‘al of them suffering it, down to the seventh generation!” “

Sir Geoffrey took a deep bresth, and without raising his eyes went on.

“I had gathered as much aready from what he had said, dthough he had not made it plain in words until
then,” hesaid. “But | was sure | would find some way to get out from under the curse, you see; and
manage to take much of what | now had back to England. Indeed, | doubted a curse that would hold a
Mudim would have any effect on a Chrigtian. | was wrong; but when | found out how wrong, | could not
come back. | could never escape the curse-but | could not bring it back to you.”

Heraised hiseyesto Geronde.

“So,” shesaid cuttingly to him, “asyou say, in the end you dared not.”



“Tell her what the cursewas,” said Jm. “Geronde, you saw Ahriman. Hewas rea enough. What would
have followed Sir Geoffrey home would have been red enough too.”

“| am not afraid of curses” said Geronde, raising her head proudly. “Evenif my father is”

“Tell her what the curseis,” said Jm. “ She may think differently after she hears.”

Sir Geoffrey looked at him, the knight’ sface drawn and old.

“Surely, | need not-“ He stopped.

“Nameit,” said Jm. “Don’'t you seethat you' re going to have to nameit, for Geronde to understand?’
Sir Geoffrey took a deep bresth and straightened, stiffening. He looked back at Geronde.

“I could not bring it back to you, my daughter,” he said in aharsh voice. “ The curse was leprosy.”
“Leprosy!”

Brian’sand Sir Renel’ s voices spoke together. Asfor Geronde, she said nothing; but the blood Ieft her
face.

In England, as Brian had told Baiju, lepers were not driven into adesert by men with clubs and sticks;
but certainly, here too, they would be as surely put out, not only of the society of those they knew, but of
their home and family-to wander, begging and ringing abell to warn everyone out of their path. The

horror of the disease asit was known in England during the Middle Ageswas no lessthan it wasin the
Near East.

“That waswhy he would not come back, Geronde,” said Jm softly.
Geronde' s eyes moved. She stared at Jim for a second. She made asmall choking sound, looked once

more at her father for another second. Then she leaped up, whirled and ran, down from the dais and out

through the doorway leading toward the stairs to the tower, where her own solar room was-leaving
dlence behind her.

After along moment Angie spoke, her voice clear inthe hall.

“Sr Geoffrey,” shesad, “I think what' s been between your daughter and yourself will beginto hed,
now. But it will taketime, and you will haveto prove yoursdf adifferent man.”

The tablewas sllent for along moment.

“God send it s0,” said Sir Geoffrey.

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

They were wing to wing, soaring on the broad river of air, home to Maencontri.
“Areyou sure Sr Rend redlly wanted to Stay & Madvern after al?’

Jm nodded, then redlized the ridiculousness of thisin his dragon body.



“Yes” hesad. “He sastranger here, and the situation’ d gone through alarge change since we had
talked about taking him home with us. After dl, Sir Geoffrey’ sthe only one he actualy knows, and they
were close friends once, evidently. HE |l be better off with afriend around, particularly if things are going
to be starting to mend at Mavern.”

“We hope. No, | shouldn't say that,” said Angie, asthey began to circle upward on another thermal.
“Thingswill mend. I'm sure they will.”

“Soam|,” sad Im, and meant it

He was happy; and he knew mat Angie was too. Happy to be going back to Malencontri. Happy that
they would be aone there-alone, that would be, except for young Robert and the castle staff-and both
were welcome elementsin homecoming. Inaway it wasamost asif he and Angie had shared inthe
reconciliation of Geronde and her father.

Hewinced alittleinternaly, thinking of the shock to Geronde-to learn that her father had been ready to
accept leprosy for himsdlf, rather than inflict it on her. Particularly after the way she had been thinking of
him for years.

In any case, she understood him better, now. He and Angie had never had to suffer that way; and right
now, for both of them, the world was good. Warm in their dragon bodies, riding the air currents together,
it seemed to Jim that the sun had a specia brightness.

Above, the sky was amost cloudless. Below them, alittle of the rawness of winter till survived in the
leavesthat were still curled up tight in buds-too tight to show green on the dark limbs of the trees; and
even farther down on the ground black patches of wet earth still showed through the drab carpet of
soggy |leaves reveded by the melted snow of awinter now vanquished. But the whole world,
nevertheless, seemed to be demanding summer just as soon asit could get there; and birds called loudly.
The amdl of early spring wasin the rushing air around them. Jm snuffed it through his dragon nostrils with
pleasure.

Hewas happy Sir Rendl had decided findly that he would remain at Mavern, even if it had only been
after everybody thoroughly assured him he would offend nobody by staying; and Geronde would echo
that assurance if shewaswith them.

So, with no reason for im and Angie to go home on horseback, asthey would have if they had taken
Sir Rend with them, it was anatural decision to bedragon themselves and fly. The others had waved
them off from Malvern’ stower.

“I’'m going to beredly glad to be home,” Jm said to Angie.

“Metoo,” shesaid. “1 hope everything’ s been al right with Robert.”

“I'msaureit has,” said Jm, and amoment later, they were landing on the tower roof. The man-at-arms
on lookout gave what sounded more like awhoop than the usua ritua shout, on seeing them; but by the
time they had changed back into their human bodies, clothes and dl, hisface was unusudly rigid.

“Wdll, we're back, Harold,” said Jmto him.

“Yes m'lord,” said the guard, without giving up abit of the stiffness of hisexpression.



“Super-forma!” said Jm under his bregth to Angie, grinning once his back was safely turned to the
guard and they were going down the flight of stairsinto the solar. There was no one on duty at the
outside door; and inside there was afire in the fireplace that was avery low fire indeed- just enough to
“ar thecloth,” asthe servants put it, coming from a profound belief that clothes hung in aroom without a
fireplace would overnight become damp and mildewed.

Actudly, there was some reason for it, Snce many castles were afflicted with dampness most of the year
around. Jm stood, gazing about himsdlf with pleasure. What a homelike sort of spaceit was, hetold
himsdf.

“I'll go see Robert,” Angie said, vanishing out the door toward the separate room created for Robert out
of the solar floor.

Shewas back in aminute.
“Hejust fell adeep, thelamb,” Angie said.

Woken out of his pleasurable contemplation of their private quarters, Jm autometically went to add
some of the logs standing beside the fireplace to the flames. Angie stopped him just intime,

“Oh, yes,” said Jm, suddenly reminded that people would be along to take care of thisin amoment-in
fact, the man-at-arms overhead could be heard shouting something from the top of the tower down to the
courtyard below right now.

Undoubtedly, the message was being passed that the Lord and Lady of the castle were back. The
servantswould be very upset if Im had needed to pick up alog with hisown handsto lay it on afire.
Indeed, there was only time for Jim to take off the mail shirt he had practically lived in these last weeks
and settle himself in one of the comfortable chairs he had caused to be made for the solar, while Angie
also got rid of her traveling cloak and sat down, before there was a scratching at the door.

It was opened without waiting for the order to come in; severa servants entered, one of whom rebuilt
the fire, another who went around straightening and dusting things, and a third who was dready carrying
atray with wine and cakes into the room.

“Put it onthetable, Beth,” said Jm. He was till too full from the medl at Mavern to want anything more;
and he suspected that Angie wasin exactly the same condition. But to smply send the food and drink
back could hurt servant fedlings.

“Yes, m'lord,” said Beth, aserving woman in her late twenties, her lips now thinned alittle bit. She
spoke without looking directly at him.

The othersfinished their tasks and they al went out, backing through the door, saying with the same odd
gtiffness the sentry had shown, “With your permission, m’lord!” and “ Crave pardon, m’lord and lady, for
the disturbance!”

After the door was shut behind them Jm looked at Angie.

“Did you notice anything?’ he asked Angie. “I1t seemsto methey’redl acting unusualy strange. | thought
they werejust being extra correct. But it's something more than that.”



“Itis” sad Angie. “1 don’'t know why.”

“If thisistheir way of welcoming usback,” said Jm, “1 wish they’ d get over it. Y ou don't suppose they
were upset by both of us being gone?’

“I don’'t know why they should be-* Angiewas interrupted by another scratching at the door.
“What isit?’ cdled Jm.

“Crave pardon, m’'lord.” The voice of amae servant came back, loudly. “John Steward is here to speak
with you, m'lord. If your Lordship permits.”

“Send himin!” said Im. Helooked a Angle. “Whatever' s going on here, we ought to get ahandle on it
from John.”

The door opened and John Steward camein. They had inherited him, as they had the blacksmith and
nearly dl the other servants, when they had taken ownership of Maencontri. Hewas atal,
rectangular-framed, stern-looking man in hisforties.

He had been steward here during the times of the last three owners of the castle; and he was proud of
having most of histeeth, though two of these were missing in front. He smiled seldom, either to hide the
gap, or amply because he believed hisair of unquestionable authority required it. His black hair, il
untouched with gray, was combed straight back; and even indoors he aways wore a hat that was shaped
likealoaf of bread, and a cast-off robe from the castle' sformer lord that had once been adark bluein
color. He was heavily boned and broad shouldered enough to make a good man-at-arms, rather than a
steward; but of course, from his present position he looked down on dl men-at-arms below the rank of
squire.

“I'hope | am not intruding, m’'lord, m’lady,” he said, once he was in and the door was closed behind
him. He stood agood eight feet from them, upright as a post, and frowning down on them likea
schoolteacher at acouple of pupils.

“Not at al, John,” said Jm genidly. “We re glad to be home and to see you al. How have things been?
Happily, your Lady was not gonelong, so | supposethereisn’'t muchtotel.”

John Steward looked a him for along moment, his expression unchanged.

“Yes m’lord,” hesadflatly. “If your Lordship so desiresit.”

“Dedre?’ said Jm. “What'smy desire got to do with it?”

“l am entirely at your service, m'lord,” said John Steward, till in the same voice. Belatedly, it occurred
to Jm that the magic with which he, Angie and the rest had been involved might have caused some kind
of backwash affecting the castle staff.

“Has something been changed, for al of you, here a the castle?’ he asked.

“I' would not say so, m'lord,” pronounced John.

The suspicion in Jm of something being badly wrong, which had been faintly woken by the manner of
the tower sentry’ s greeting, suddenly blossomed. Jm’s happiness at being home was rapidly evaporating.



He knew John well enough by thistimeto read in the other’ s voice that the answer he had just heard had
hinted a things unsaid.

“No nonsense, now, John!” said Jm. “If it’'s been different for you people, | want to know about it.
How long did it seem to you that m’lady Angelawas gone, for example?’

“Sinceyou asked, m'lord,” said John Steward, “it has been ten days.”

“Tendayd” Jm dared at the Seward, then got himsalf under contral. “Isthat so? Well, that’s something
| hadn’t expected. But it may have been because of what we were doing. Anyway, the people of the
castle shouldn’t be surprised if we' re gone for any length of time. We'll always come back. Now, if we
were gone ten days, perhaps you' ve got thingsto tell us. What happened while we were gone?’

John looked a him for amoment, like a physician consdering whether a patient was strong enough to be
told bad news.

“Wdl, m’lord,” he said ddliberately, “Mistress Gwynneth Plyseth, who as your Lordship knows has
charge of the serving room, spilled agresat jug of your lordship’ s finest French red wine.”

Thiswas not exactly earth-shaking news. The wine John was talking about was something normally
reserved for their most specia guests, and brought out only on specia occasions even then. Theloss of a
great jugful was & least agallon and ahalf, which was certainly regrettable, but not the sort of thing to
send ether im or Angieinto fits, and John knew it There was something behind dl this.

“What ds2?’ he asked.

“Shewasclearly at fault, m’lord,” went on John, inexorably, “but she had some reason. Mage Carolinus
had just appeared beside her.”

“Carolinus?’ asked Jm, ditting up in his chair. “ Carolinus was here while we were gone?’

“Yes m'lord,” said John heavily.

“Why was he here?’

“He came, m’lord,” said John, “because the blacksmith’ s foot had been stepped on.”

“Foot?’ sad Jm.

“Stepped on?” said Angie.

“Yes, m'lord and lady,” replied John.

“A horse, | suppose,” said Jm. “Still, I'm alittle surprised that Carolinus would come here just for that.”
“It was not ahorse, m'lord,” said John. “The devil did it”

“The devil?’ said Angie and Jm together.

“The devil from the sea, m'lord,” said John. “Y ou had scarce been gone three weeks when he came
seeking you. Y ou know of whom | speak, m’lord. He s been here before. Heisagiant devil.”



“Y ou mean Rrrnlf!” said Jm.

“Yes, m'lord,” said John. “He wished to speak to you; but | spoke to him mysdlf and told him you were
not here. And when he would speak with the Lady Angela, | must needstell him that she was not here
either. So he settled down in the courtyard to wait for your return, like he did before when the serpents
attacked-you remember, m'’lord. A terrible time the stablemen had getting horsesin and out, for hefell
adeep in such apogition that there was only alittle space to get past hisarm into the stables with the
horses; and the horses grew very skittish when led close to him.”

“I'll bet,” said Im. “Wdl, I'm back. | can see him now.”

“Now, m'’lord, he hasleft,” said John. “Crave pardon if | exceeded my duty. But in desperation | had
sent one of the men-at-arms to the cottage of the Mage Carolinus, to ask if something could be done.
The Mage returned, bringing the man-at-arms with him-both carried back by magica ways-so that they
suddenly appeared in the courtyard. The devil was till adeep, but Carolinustold meand al elseto go
insde the castle. He would spesk privily with the devil. He did so and then disappeared. The devil was
il here, so | went to see what had occurred; and the devil said that he had |ooked for you in Cyprus
and not found you and then come here and not found you; but he would return to speak to you at alater
time”

“Oh,” said Jm, sinking back into hischair. “That’sdl right, then. And it explains Carolinus being here.
Carolinus didn’t say anything to you about me or anything else, did he?’

“Hedid not, m'lord.”

“Oh, by the way, John-* Jm began, and then changed his mind. “No, on second thought that’ sl right.
Thank you. Y ou may go now.”

“Yes, m'lord.”

John Steward bowed himsdlf out. He was the one person in the castle who could bow properly;
athough Theol uf, the man-at-arms who had become Jm’ s squire, had gotten better at it Snce his
promotion. Jm suspected him of practicing privately.

“| was going to ask him directly about the way people are acting,” Jm said, looking a Angie. “But it
wouldn’t have been any use. He' d never tdl usright out, whatever it is. W€ Il just have to wait and see
what develops.”

He stared into the flames of the fireplace.

“Not that it matters...” he said to the flamesin alow voice.

“You've been through alot,” said Angie, getting up to go to the fireplace and kissing him as she passed
his chair. Shetook the poker and jabbed at the logs. Sparks flew upward and the flames reached higher.
She put the poker back and came down and sat in her chair. Im was still staring into the flames.

“Tell me” Angie said, after amoment, in aconversationd voice, “where did you go just before you got
your saff?’

“Go?" Jm darted asif he had been woken out of deep. “ Staff?’



“Y ou told me once that Carolinus said he had to go along way for his staff when he helped you at the
Loathly Tower to rescue me,” went on Angiein the same gentle voice. “Y ou must have gone along way
too.”

“What made you think | went at all?’ asked Jm. “Did | disappesr?”’

“No,” said Angie. “But | could fed you were gone. The you wasn't there. It was more than amoment
for you, wasn't it? What did you have to do to get the aff?’

“Climbamountain,” said Jm. “lt was...”
Helooked at her, wanting very much to tell her, but unable.

“I don’t think | cantell you about it right now,” he said findly. “Let me have alittle time. Get away from
it sothat | can think about it differently; then I'll tell you dl about it.”

“But I'mright, aren’'t 7’ said Angie. “Y ou had to go along way too, like Carolinus, didn’t you?’
Jm nodded.
They sat in sllencefor alittle while and thefire crackled as another smal burst of sparks went up.

“It'sdl part of awhole” said Jm, looking at the fire again. “It’ slike this business now with the servants
acting so funny. Y ou know aswdll as | do they wouldn’t do that with any Lord or Lady of the castle who
was born and raised here in the fourteenth century. We may dresslike they dressin thistime, we may use
their manners and talk the way they talk; but we' re different and these people who haveto live with us
fed it”

Helooked over & Angie again, grimly now.

“Wejust wanted to stay in thistime because we liked it,” he said to Angie. “Remember? We didn’t want
to change anything. But that’ swhat I’ ve been doing. | never planned to be amagician, either. But I'm a
magician whether | likeit or not; and I’ m doing thingsto their magic. I'm twigting it in twentieth-century
ways, using it with twentieth-century twists, just like we' re infecting these people in the castle here with us
with our twentieth-century attitudes.”

He paused but Angie said nothing. There was, he thought, nothing much she actudly could say to what
he'djust said.

“Wecan't helpit and they can’t help it-but it' s happening,” he went on. “1’m like something put in the ol
of an enginethat was running smoothly, but now with methere, it runsdifferently. | think | cantell you
what' s bothering everyonein the castle right now. They resent our leaving them.”

“Oh, | don't think so,” said Angie.

“That-or something just asbad,” said Jm. “They’ ve got al sorts of advantages having us here-they can
boast about having amagician for aLord; and we' re the most easygoing superiorsthat any
fourteenth-century castle help ever had. They can twist us around their finger, and they do that al the
time. Now they’re letting us know that we shouldn’t have done anything like going away without
checking with them first and getting their permission.”



“Jm-" said Angie.

“No,” said Jm strongly, “I’ m right about this. The way we make them fed-things like the hypocaust that
warms thisroom from underneath itsfloor, al thethingsthat | thought | was so clever about changing
around the castle-all these have to have been going againgt the grain for them. And they'reright. They
should have their world the way they made it, without me messing it up. | think secretly they’ ve cometo
hate us. They won't even admit it to themsealves, probably, but that’ s how they fed; and now it's
beginning to show. Wait and seeif that isn't what we find out behind this new attitude of theirs.”

He stopped spesking, and Angie sat looking at him for along moment.

“Y ou realy must have had a hard time getting that staff,” she said at last, gently. “But | think-*
There was ascratching at the door.

“Now, damn it-what?’ said Jm, looking up.

“Comein!” caled Angie.

John Steward entered once more, carefully and quietly closing the door behind him.

“M’lord,” he said formaly, “Migtress Plyseth is here from the serving room and wishesto crave pardon
and mercy from you for her spilling of thewine.”

“Your Lord will seeher,” said Angie before Jm could answer.

“Very good, m'lady,” said John, going out and closing the door behind him. There was alittle pause and
then the door opened again and John ushered in Gwynneth Plyseth, with a tear-streaked face and
wringing her hands. She made directly for Jm and started to fall on her knees before him.

“Stand up!” said Im harshly.
Gwynneth Plyseth caught her balance with an effort and remained upright.

“M’lord,” shesaid in onefagt, garbled string of words, “the - fault -was- al - my - own-and - | -
acknowledge - it - freely. Whatever -your - Lordship - feels - should - be - done - to - me-is-only -
right. Yet - for - al - these - years-1 - have - served - you - may -1 - crave -your - mercy - and - your
- pardon?’

It was a set gpeech, but im was in no mood to pick on that fact.

“It' sdl right. Midtress Plyseth,” he said, dtill harshly. “That' sdl. We Il say no more about it. Y ou can go

“Wait aminute!” Angi€ svoice cut in. Only amonth or so earlier, in addition to Robert’ sroom being
partitioned off from the solar, the remaining, till large, circular areahad been divided into two lesser
rooms- there was plenty of spaceinit to do so, sSince the original space had occupied one complete floor
of the tower-and now there was aliving room and separate bedroom, with an extrafireplace in the
bedroom. Angie pointed at the door of the bedroom, now. “Go in there and wait for me, Gwynneth. 1’1l
beinin amoment. John, you can go now.”



1 YS’ m! |ajy.”
John took his gtiff-backed way ouit.
Angie got up from her chair again.

“I'll find out for you why the servants are acting thisway,” she said to Jm. “Gwynneth and | get along
very well together. Wethink dike. I'll have an answer for you. Just stay put”

She went into the bedroom, closing the door behind her. Jm sat where he was. After awhile,
mechanicaly, he got up, poured himsdf somewine, sat down again and Spped &t it. Thedivison
between the rooms had been made with stone blocks like those that made up the rest of the castle.
These, in fact, had been stolen from lower levelsto make the partition wall. They were effectively
soundproof; but through the door, which was just an ordinary door of wood, Jm could hear Angle sand
Gwynneth’ svoices, without being able to make out what was being said.

Not that it mattered, he told himsdlf. He had never been cut out to be a fourteenth-century knight and
magician. He should have redlized that from the start.

Anyway, hismind was not redlly on what he was hearing from the other room, which could make no
differencein what he now understood. He sat staring at the fire and thinking black thoughts.

After alittle while, the sound of someone weeping roused him from these, however. It was almost
certainly Gwynneth. Angie did not weep easlly, like that, on the rare occasions when she wept at dl.

“Thewholething’sacharade,” he muttered to himsdf, Spping at thewine and staring a thefire. “I'm
just playing the part of Lord of the castle. | don’t belong here and everybody knowsit. The hdl of itis,
it'sbecome home-and | don’t want to be anywhere else.”

Hefdt bleak insde. Whether he even had enough magic available now, to take Angie and himself back
to the twentieth century, he did not know. He doubted it, after what he must have spent to get the staff.
But right now, his mind refused to come up with any other possibility but magic transfer back to the
twentieth century, where at least the most damage he could do to anyone else was what he could do as
hisordinary, nonmagical sdf in hisnaivetime,

The door opened suddenly and Angie came out, followed by Gwynneth. Gwynneth’ sface was till wet,
but happy.

“It's so good to have you and m’lady back!” she said to him, bobbed a curtsy, hurried to the outer door
and let hersdf out. Jm stared at Angie, who had not sat down again but was standing over him.

“What happened in there?’ he asked.

“I found out what’ sgoing on,” said Angie. “ She couldn’t keep up the act with me-just as| thought. Jim,
our people heredidn’t resent our being gone. It never occurred to them they had any right to resent it.
Jm- they love us! But they thought it’ d be presumptuous of them to show it. They were very happy to
have us back safe-when peopleleave you in thistime, remember, you' re lucky to see them safe and
sound again.”

“But,” said Jm, “the way they were acting-"



“They weretrying to act asif our coming back as good as ever was nothing important-when they redly
wanted to celebrate. Jm-we should make an excuse to let them celebrate!”

Jm gtared a her. He was having trouble adjusting to everything she said. He started at the first
unbdievable satement.

“Loveus?’ hesad. “What for?’

“What doesit matter what for?’ said Angie. “They love us because they love us. And we like them-we
lovethem, too. Weloveit here. Here loves us. Y ou must’ ve been carrying thisworry around with you
for months now, haven't you?’

“Asamaiter of fact...” said Jm, hisvoicetrailing off into silence for amoment. “Maybeit began when |
first sarted to fed that Brian and Dafydd and Giles and al our other friends were giving me way too
much credit... | don’t know. And then, gradudly they were al seeming to be so glad to have us around

because they had afalseideaof what I-1 don’t know. It’ s been upsetting, sometimes. Angie, you know
what | am. All | am-dl I’ ve ever been-ismysdf.”

Angie cameto him, sat down in hislap, put her arms around him and kissed him.

“Jm Eckert,” shesaid, solemnly, looking into hiseyes, “that’ sdl you ever haveto bel”
Therewas ascratching at the door.

“Oh, no!” said Jm. Angie sprang to her feet.

“Comein!” she snapped.

Once more, John Steward came through the door. 1t was hardly perceptible, but now Jim saw that there
was achangein him. He was back to being his old sdlf, rather than the stern and distant master of lesser

servants he had been, talking to Jm and Angie earlier.

“1 do beg pardon, m’'lord and lady,” he said, gpologeticaly, “but the Devil is back. He sin the courtyard
right now and wantsto talk with you. And he’ sgot an ugly little man with him.”

Jmlooked at Angie. Angie looked at Jm.

“Tdl him I'll bedowninjust awhile,” said Jm.

“Yes, m'lord.” John went out.

Jm and Angie exchanged glances again. Sowly, Jm relaxed. He sighed, and shook hishead. Angie
amiled widely a him; and gradudly he felt himsdlf beginning to smile back, in spite of himsdlf. Then they
were both laughing.

“Maybe you better go take care of your Devil before he decides to take another nap,” she said, wiping
her eyes.

He sighed deeply but happily, and got to hisfet.



“Ah, well...” he said; and headed out the door.



