DAVI D EDDI NGS

GUARDI AN OF THE WEST

PROLOGUE

Bei ng an Account those Events cane to the Throne of Riva and how he
sl ew
t he Accursed Cod Tor ak.

-fromthe Introduction, Legends of Aloria

After the seven Gods created the world, it is said that they and

t hose

races of nen they had chosen dwelt together in peace and harnony. But
UL,

father of the Gods, remained aloof, until CGorim |eader of those who

had no

God, went up on a high mountain and inportuned himmnmightily. Then the
heart

of UL nelted, and he lifted up Gorimand swore to be his God and God

of his

peopl e, the Ul gos.

The God Al dur renmined apart, teaching the power of the WIIl and the
Wor d

to Bel garath and other disciples. And a tinme canme when Al dur took up
a

gl obe-shaped stone no | arger than the heart of child. Men nanmed the
stone

the Orb of Aldur, and it was filled with enornmous power, for it was
t he

enbodi ment of a Necessity which had existed since the beginning of
time.

Torak, God of the Angarak peoples, coveted |ordship and dom ni on over
al

things, for to himhad cone an opposi ng Necessity. Wien he | earned of
t he

Ob, he was sorely troubled, fearing that it would counter his
destiny. He

went therefore to Aldur to plead that the stone be set aside. Wen

Al dur

woul d not give up the stone, Torak smote himand fled with the Ob

Then Al dur summoned his other brothers, and they went with a mighty
army of

their followers to confront Torak. But Torak, seeing that his

Angar aks mnust

be defeated, raised the Orb and used its power to crack the world and
bring

in the Sea of the East to divide himfromhis enem es

But the Orb was angered that Torak should use it thus and it | ashed
hi m
with a fire whose agony coul d not be quenched.



Torak's left hand was burned away, his left cheek was seared in the
arts of

sorcery and charred, and his left eye took flame and was ever after
filled

with the fire of the Orb's wrath.

In agony, Torak led his people into the wastel ands of Mallorea, and
ggiple built hima city in Cthol Mshrak, which was called the City
;:ght, for Torak hid it under an endl ess cloud. There, in a tower of
;gfgk contended with the Orb, trying in vain to quell its hatred for
hi m

Thus it endured for two thousand years. Then Cherek Bear- Shoul ders,
Ki ng of

the Al orns, went down to the Vale of Aldur to tell Belgarath the
Sor cerer

that the northern way was clear. Together they left the Vale with
Cherek's

three m ghty sons, Dras Bull-neck, Algar Fleet-foot and Riva

I rongrip. They

stole through the narches, with Belgarath taking the formof a wolf
to

gui de them and they crossed over into Mallorea. By night, they stole
into

Torak's iron tower. And while the mai ned God tossed in pain-haunted
slunber, they crept to the room where he kept the Orb | ocked in an
iron

casket. Riva lron-grip, whose heart was without ill intent, took up
t he

Ob, and they left for the West.

Torak waked to find the Orb gone and he pursued them

But Riva lifted up the Ob, and its angry flame filled Torak with
fear.

Then the conpany passed from Mall orea and returned to their own

| ands.

Bel garath divides Aloria into four kingdons. Over three he set

Bear - Shoul ders, Dras Bull-neck, and Algar Fleet-foot. To Riva Iron-
grip and

to his line he gave the Ob of Aldur and sent himto the Isle of the
W nds.

Bel ar, God of the Alorns, sent down two stars, and fromthem Ri va
forged a

m ghty sword and placed the Orb on its pormel. And he hung the sword
on the

wal |l of the throne roomof the Citadel, where it m ght ever guard the
West

from Tor ak.

When Belgarath returned to his home, he discovered that his wife,
Pol edr a,



had borne himtw n daughters, but then had passed away. In heartsick
sorrow, he named his daughters Pol gara and Bel daran. And when t hey
wer e of

age, he sent Beldaran to Riva Iron-grip to be his wi fe and nother of
t he

Rivan line. But Polgara he kept with himand instructed in the arts
of

sorcery.

In rage at the loss of the Orb, Torak destroyed the City of Night and
di vi ded the Angaraks. The Murgos, the Nadraks, and the Thulls he sent
to

dwell in the wastel ands along the western shores of the Sea of the
East .

The Mal |l oreans he kept to subdue all of the continent on which they
dwel t .

Over all, he set his Golimpriests to watch, to scourge any who
faltered,
and to offer human sacrifices to him

Many centuries passed. Then Zedar the Apostate, who served Tor ak,
conspired

with Salnmissra, Queen of the snake-people, to send enissaries to the
Isle

of the Wnds to slay Gorek, Riva's descendant, and all his famly.
Thi s was

done, though some clained that a lone child escaped; but none could
say for

certain.

Enmbol dened by the death of the guardian of the Orb, Torak gathered
hi s host

and i nvaded the West, planning to enslave the peoples and regain the
O b.

At Vo Mnbre on the plains of Arendia, the hordes of Angaraks net the
arm es of the West in dreadful slaughter. And there Brand the Rivan
War der ,

bearing the Orb upon his shield, nmet Torak in single conbat and
struck down

the mai med God. The Angaraks, seeing that, were disheartened and they
wer e

overthrown and destroyed. But at night, as the Kings of the West

cel ebrated, Zedar the Apostate took the body of Torak and spirited it
awnay.

Then the High Priest of the U gos, naned Gorimas all such High
Priests had

been, reveal ed that Torak had not been killed, but bound in slunber
until a

king of the line of Riva sat once nore on the throne in the Hall of

t he

Ri van Ki ng.

The Kings of the West believed that neant forever, for it was held

t hat the

line of Riva had perished utterly. But Belgarath and his daughter

Pol gara

knew better. For a child had escaped the slaughter of Gorek's famly,



and
t hey had conceal ed him and his descendants in obscurity for
generations.

But anci ent prophecies revealed to themthat the time for the return
of the
Ri van King was not yet cone.

Many nore centuries passed. Then, in a naneless city on the far side
of the

worl d, Zedar the Apostate came upon an innocent child and resolved to
t ake

the child and go secretly with himto the Isle of the Wnds. There he
hoped

that the innocence of the child might enable that child to take the
Ob of

Al dur fromthe pomrel of the sword of the Rivan King. It occurred as
he

wi shed, and Zedar fled with the child and the Orb toward the East.

Pol gara the Sorceress had been living with a young boy, who called
her Aunt
Pol, in obscurity on a farmin Sendari a.

This boy was Garion, the orphaned |ast descendant of the Rivan line,
but he
was unaware of his parentage.

When Bel garath | earned of the theft of the Orb, he hastened to
Sendaria to

urge his daughter to join himin the search for Zedar and the Orb

Pol gara

i nsisted that the boy nmust acconpany them on the quest, so Garion
acconpani ed his Aunt Pol and Bel garath, whom he knew as a storyteller
who

sometines visited the farm and whom he cal |l ed G andfat her.

Durnik, the farmsmith, insisted on going with them Soon they were
j oi ned

by Barak of Cherek and by Khel dar of Drasnia, whom nmen called SilKk.
In

time, their quest for the Orb was joined by others: Hettar, horse-
lord of

Al garia; Mandorallen, the M nbrate knight; and Relg, an U go zeal ot.

And seem ngly by chance, the Princess Ce' Nedra, having quarreled with
her

father, Enperor Ran Borune XXIII of Tolnedra, fled his pal ace and
becane

one of the conpani ons, though she knew nothing of their quest. Thus
was

conpl eted the conpany foretold by the prophecy of the Min Codex.

Their search led themto the Wod of the Dryads, where they were
confronted

by the Murgo Grolim Asharak, who had | ong spied secretly upon Garion
Then

the voice of prophecy within Garion's mnd spoke to Garion, and he



struck

Asharak with his hand and his WIIl. And Asharak was utterly consuned
in

fire. Thus Garion | earned that he was possessed of the power of
sorcery.

Pol gara rejoiced, telling himthat henceforth he should be naned

Bel gari on,

as was proper for a sorcerer, for she knew then that the centuries of
waiting were over and that Garion should be the one to reclaimthe
Ri van

Throne, as foretold.

Zedar the Apostate fled fromBelgarath in haste. Unwi sely, he entered
t he

real ms of Ctuchik, High Priest of the western Grolinms. Like Zedar
Ct uchi k

was a disciple of Torak, but the two had lived in ennity throughout
t he

centuries. As Zedar crossed the barren mountains of Cthol Mirgos,
Ct uchi k

wai ted himin anmbush and wested fromhimthe Ob of A dur and the
child

whose i nnocence enabled himto touch the Orb and not die.

Bel garath went ahead to seek out the trail of Zedar, but Beltira,
anot her

di sci ple of Al dur, gave himthe news that Ctuchi k now held the child
and

the Orb. The ot her conpani ons went on to Nyissa, where Sal m ssra,
Queen of

t he snake-1|oving people, had Garion seized and brought to her pal ace.
But

Pol gara freed himand turned Sal mi ssra into a serpent, to rule over
t he

snake-people in that form forever.

When Bel garath rejoined his conpanions, he | ed the conpany on a
difficult

journey to the dark city of Rak Cthol, which was built atop a
mountain in

the desert of Muirgos.

They acconplished the difficult clinb to confront Ctuchi k, who knew
of

their com ng and awaited with the child and the Orb. Then Bel garath
engaged

Ctuchik in a duel of sorcery. But Ctuchik, hard-pressed, tried a

f or bi dden

spell, and it rebounded on him destroying himso utterly that no
trace of

hi m remai ned.

The shock of his destruction tunbled Rak Cthol fromits nountaintop
Whil e

the city of the Grolinms shuddered into rubble, Garion snatched up the
trusting child who bore the Orb and carried himto safety. They fled,
with

the hordes of Taur Urgas, King of the Mirgos, pursuing them But when



t hey

crossed into the lands of Algaria, the Al garians cane against the

Mur gos

and defeated them Then at last, Belgarath could turn toward the Isle
of

the Wnds to restore the Orb to its rightful place.

There in the Hall of the Rivan King at Erastide, the child whomthey
called

Errand placed the Orb of Aldur into Garion's hand, and Garion stood
on the

throne to set it in its accustoned place on the pomel of the great

Swor d

of the Rivan King. As he did so, the Orb leaped into flanme, and the
sword

bl azed with cold blue fire. By these signs, all knew that Garion was
i ndeed

the true heir to the throne of Riva and they accl ai med hi m Ki ng of

Ri va,

Overlord of the West, and the Keeper of the Ob.

Soon, in keeping with the Accords signed after the Battle of Vo

M nbre, the

boy who had conme froma hunble farmin Sendaria to becone the Rivan
Ki ng

was betrothed to the Princess Ce' Nedra. But before the wedding could
t ake

pl ace, the voice of prophecy that was within his head urged himto go
to

the room of docunents and there take down the copy of the Min Codex.

In that ancient prophecy, he discovered that he was destined to take

up

Riva's sword and go with it to confront the mai med God Torak and to
slay or

be slain, thereby to decide the fate of the world. For Torak had
begun to

end his long slunber with the crowning of Garion, and in this neeting
must

be determ ned which of the two opposing Necessities or prophecies
woul d

prevail .

Garion knew that he could narshal an arny to invade the East with
hi m But

t hough his heart was filled with fear, he determi ned that he al one
shoul d

accept the danger. Only Belgarath and Silk acconpanied him In the
early

nor ni ng, they crept out of the Citadel of Riva and set out on the

| ong

northern journey to the dark ruins of the City of N ght where Torak

| ay.

But the Princess Ce' Nedra went to the Kings of the West and persuaded
t hem

to join her in an effort to distract the forces of the Angaraks, so

t hat



Garion might win through safely. Wth the help of Polgara, she

mar ched

t hrough Sendaria, Arendia, and Tol nedra, raising a mghty arny to
foll ow

her and to engage the hosts of the East. They net on the plain
surroundi ng

the city of Thull Mardu. Caught between the forces of Enperor 'Zakath
of

Mal | orea and those of the mad King of the Murgos, Taur Urgas,

Ce' Nedra's

army faced anni hilation. But Cho-Hag, Chief of the C an-Chiefs of
Al gari a,

sl ew Taur Urgas; and the Nadrak King Drosta | ek Thun changed si des,
gi vi ng

her forces tine to w thdraw

Ce' Nedra, Polgara, Durnik, and the child Errand, however, were
captured and

sent to Zakath, who sent themon to the ruined city of Cthol M shrak
for

Zedar to judge. Zedar slew Durnik, and it was to see Pol gara weepi ng
over

his body that Garion arrived.

In a duel of sorcery, Belgarath seal ed Zedar into the rocks far bel ow
t he
surface. But by then Torak had awakened fully.

The two destinies which had opposed each other since time began thus
faced

each other in the ruined City of Night. And there in the darkness,
Garion,

the Child of Light, slew Torak, the Child of Dark, with the flam ng
sword

of the Rivan King, and the dark prophecy fled wailing into the void.

UL and the six living Gods canme for the body of Torak.

And Pol gara inmportuned themto bring Durnik back to |ife. Reluctantly
t hey

consented. But since it would not be nmete for her so far to exceed
Durni k' s

abilities, they gave to himthe gift of sorcery.

Then all returned to the city of Riva. Belgarion married Ce' Nedra,
and

Pol gara took Durni k as her husband. The Orb was again in its rightfu
pl ace

to protect the West. And the war of Gods, kings, and nen, which had
endur ed

for seven thousand years, was at an end.

O so men thought.



PART ONE

THE VALE OF ALDUR

It was late spring. The rains had come and passed, and the frost had
gone

out of the ground. Warned by the soft touch of the sun, danmp brown
fields

| ay open to the sky, covered only by a faint green blush as the first
tender shoots energed fromtheir winter's sleep. Quite early one fine
nor ni ng, when the air was still cool, but the sky gave promise of a
gol den

day, the boy Errand, along with his famly, left an inn lying in one
of the

qui eter districts of the bustling port city of Canmmar on the south
coast of

t he ki ngdom of Sendaria. Errand had never had a famly before, and

t he

sense of bel onging was new to him Everything around hi m seened

col ored,

overshadowed al nost, by the fact that he was now included in a small,
tightly knit group of people bound together by |ove. The purpose of

t he

journey upon which they set out that spring norning was at once

si nmpl e and

very profound. They were going honme. Just as he had not had a famly
before, Errand had never had a home; and, though he had never seen

t he

cottage in the Vale of Al dur which was their destination, he
nonet hel ess

yearned toward that place as if its every stone and tree and bush had
been

i mprinted upon his nenory and imagi nati on since the day he was born.

A brief rain squall had swept in off the Sea of the W nds about

nm dni ght

and then had passed as quickly as it had cone, |eaving the gray,
cobbl ed

streets and tall, tile-roofed buildings of Canmar washed cl ean to
greet the

nor ni ng sun.

As they rolled slowy through the streets in the sturdy wagon which
Dur ni k

the smith, after nmuch careful inspection, had bought two days
earlier,

Errand, riding burrowed anongst the bags of food and equi prment which
filled

t he wagon bed, could snell the faint, salt tang of the harbor and see
t he

bl ui sh norning cast in the shadows of the red-roofed buildings they
passed.

Durni k, of course, drove the wagon, his strong brown hands hol di ng

t he

reins in that conpetent way with which he did everything,
transmtting



somehow al ong those | eather straps to the wagon teamthe conforting
know edge that he was conpletely in control and knew exactly what he
was

doi ng.

The stout, placid nare upon which Belgarath the Sorcerer rode,
however,

quite obviously did not share the confortable security felt by the
wagon

horses. Bel garath, as he sometinmes did, had stayed late in the

t apr oom of

the inn the previous night and he rode this nmorning slunped in the
saddl e,

paying little or no heed to where he was going. The mare, also
recently

purchased, had not yet had the time to accustom herself to her new
owner's

peculiarities, and his al nost aggressive inattention made her
nervous. She

rolled her eyes often, as if trying to deternmine if this imopbile
[ unp

nmount ed on her back really intended for her to go along with the
wagon or

not .

Bel garat h' s daughter, known to the entire world as Pol gara the

Sor cer ess,

vi ewed her father's semi comatose progress through the streets of
Camaar

with a steady gaze, reserving her comrents for later. She sat beside
Durni k, her husband of only a few weeks, wearing a hooded cape and a
pl ai n

gray wool en dress. She had put aside the blue velvet gowns and jewels
and

rich, fur-trinmred capes which she had customarily worn while they had
been

at Riva and had assuned this sinpler nmode of dress as if alnpst with
relief. Polgara was not averse to wearing finery when the occasion
demanded

it; and when so dressed, she appeared nore regal than any queen in
all the

wor |l d. She had, however, an exquisite sense of the appropriate and
she had

dressed herself in these plain garnments al nost with delight, since

t hey

were appropriate to sonmething she had wanted to do for uncounted
centuries.

Unli ke his daughter, Belgarath dressed entirely for confort. The fact
t hat

his boots were ni smatched was neither an indication of poverty nor of
carel essness. It stemmed rather from consci ous choice, since the left
boot

of one pair was confortable upon his left foot and its mate pi nched
hi s

toes, whereas his right boot - from another pair - was npst
satisfactory,

while its conpanion chafed his heel. It was nuch the same with the



rest of

his clothing. He was indifferent to the patches on the knees of his
hose,

unconcerned by the fact that he was one of the few nen in the world
who

used a length of soft rope for a belt, and quite content to wear a
tunic so

wrinkl ed and gravy-spotted that persons of only noderate
fasti di ousness

woul d not even have considered using it for a scrub-rag.

The great oaken gates of Cammar stood open, for the war that had

raged on

the plains of Mshrak ac Thull, hundreds of |eagues to the east, was
over.

The vast arm es that had been raised by the Princess Ce' Nedra to
fight that

war had returned to their honmes, and there was peace once nore in the
Ki ngdonms of the West. Belgarion, King of Riva and Overlord of the
West, sat

upon the throne in the Hall of the Rivan King with the Orb of Al dur
once

again in its proper place above his throne. The nmai ned God of Angarak
was

dead, and his eons-old threat to the Wst was gone forever.

The guards at the city gate paid scant attention to Errand's famly
as they

passed, and so they left Cammar and set out upon the broad, straight

i mperial highway that stretched east toward Muros and the snowtopped
nmount ai ns that separated Sendaria fromthe |ands of the horse clans
of

Al gari a.

Fli ghts of birds wheeled and darted in the lum nous air as the wagon
t eam

and the patient mare plodded up the long hill outside Camaar. The

bi rds

sang and trilled alnmost as if in greeting and hovered strangely on
stuttering wi ngs above the wagon. Polgara raised her flawl ess face in
t he

clear, bright light to listen.

"What are they saying?" Durnik asked.

She sniled gently. "They're babbling," she replied in her rich voice.
"Birds do that a great deal. In general they're happy that it's
nor ni ng and

that the sun is shining and that their nests have been built. Most of
t hem

want to tal k about their eggs. Birds always want to tal k about their

eggs. "
"And of course they're glad to see you, aren't they?"
"l suppose they are.”

"Soneday do you suppose you could teach nme to understand what they're



sayi ng?"

She sniled at him "If you wish. It' s not a very practical thing to
know,
however . "

"It probably doesn't hurt to know a few things that aren't
practical," he
replied with an absolutely straight face.

"Ch, ny Durnik." She |aughed, fondly putting her hand over his.
"You're an
absol ute joy, do you know that?"

Errand, riding just behind them anong the bags and boxes and the
tool s

Durni k had so carefully selected in Canmar, smled, feeling that he
was

i ncluded in the deep, warm affection they shared. Errand was not used
to

affection. He had been raised, if that is the proper term by Zedar

t he

Apostate -a man who had | ooked nuch |ike Bel garath. Zedar had sinply
cone

across the little boy in a narrow alleyway in sonme forgotten city and
had

taken himalong for a specific purpose. The boy had been fed and

cl ot hed,

not hing nore, and the only words his bl eak-faced guardi an had ever

spoken

to himwere, "I have an errand for you, boy"' Because those were the
only

words he had heard, the only word the child spoke when he had been
found by

these others was "Errand."” And since they did not know what else to
cal
him that had becone his name.

When they reached the top of the long hill, they paused for a few
nonent s

to all ow the wagon horses to catch their breath. From his confortable
perch

in the wagon, Errand | ooked out over the broad expanse of neatly
wal | ed

fields lying pale green in the long, slanting rays of the norning
sun.

Then he turned and | ooked back toward Cammar with its red roofs and
its

sparkling blue-green harbor filled with the ships of a half-dozen
ki ngdons.

"“Are you warm enough?" Pol gara asked him
Errand nodded. "Yes," he said, "thank you."
nor e

easily to himnow, though he still spoke but rarely.

The words were coming



Bel garath | ounged in his saddle, absently rubbing at his short white
bear d.
Hi s eyes were slightly bleary, and he squinted as if the norning

sunl i ght

was painful to him "I sort of like to start out a journey in the
sunshine," he said. "It always seens to bode well for the rest of the
trip." Then he grinmaced. "I don't know that it needs to be this

bri ght,

however . "

"Are we feeling a bit delicate this norning, father?" Pol gara asked
hi m
archly.

He turned to regard his daughter, his face set. "Wy don't you go
ahead and
say it, Pol? |I'msure you won't be happy until you do."

"Why, father," she said, her glorious eyes wide with feigned
i nnocence,
"what makes you think | was going to say anything?"

He grunt ed.

“I"'msure you realize by now all by yourself that you drank a bit too
much

al e last night,'
do

you?"

she continued. "You don't need ne to tell you that,

“"I"'mnot really in the nood for any of this, Polgara," he told her
shortly.

"Ch, poor old dear," she said in nmock comm seration. "Wuld you |ike
to

have me stir sonething up to make you feel better?"

"Thank you, but no," he replied. "The aftertaste of your concoctions
lingers for days. | think | prefer the headache."

"If a nmedicine doesn't taste bad, it isn't working," she told him
She

pushed back the hood of the cape she wore. Her hair was |ong, very
dar k,

and touched just over her left browwith a single | ock of snowy
white. "I

did warn you, father,

she said relentlessly.
"Pol gara," he said, wi ncing, "do you suppose we could skip the "I
told you

so?' "

"You heard ne warn him didn't you, Durnik?" Pol gara asked her
husband.

Durni kK was obviously trying not to |augh

The ol d man sighed, then reached inside his tunic and took out a



smal
flagon. He uncorked it with his teeth and took a | ong drink.

"COh, father," Polgara said disgustedly, "didn't you get enough | ast
ni ght ?"

“"Not if this conversation is going to linger on this particular

subj ect,

no." He held out the flagon to his daughter's husband. "Durnik?" he
of f ered.

"Thanks all the sanme, Belgarath,” Durnik replied, "but it's a bit
early for
me. "

"Pol ?" Belgarath said then, offering a drink to his daughter
"Don't be absurd."

"As you wish." Bel garath shrugged, recorking the bottle and tucking
it away

again. "Shall we move along then?" he suggested. "It's a very |ong
way to

the vVale of Aldur." And he nudged his horse into a wal k.

Just before the wagon rolled down on the far side of the hill, Errand
| ooked back toward Canmar and saw a detachnent of nounted men com ng
out

through the gate. Aints and flashes of reflected sunlight said quite
clearly that at |east sone of the garnments the nen wore were nade of
polished steel. Errand considered nentioning the fact, but decided
not to.

He settl ed back again and | ooked up at the deep blue sky dotted with
puffy

white clouds. Errand |iked nornings.

In the norning a day was always full of promise. The di sappoi ntnents
usually did not start until later

The sol di ers who had ridden out of Canmar caught up with them before
t hey

had gone another nile. The commander of the detachment was a sober-
faced

Sendarian officer with only one arm As his troops fell in behind the
wagon, he rode up al ongsi de.

"Your Grace," he greeted Polgara formally with a stiff little bow
fromhis
saddl e.

"General Brendig," she replied with a brief nod of acknow edgnent.
"You're
up early

"Sol diers are al nost always up early, your G ace."

"Brendig," Belgarath said rather irritably, "is this sone kind of
coi nci dence, or are you follow ng us on purpose?"



"Sendaria is a very orderly kingdom Ancient One," Brendi g answered
blandly. "We try to arrange things so that coincidences don't
happen. "

"I thought so," Belgarath said sourly. "What's Fulrach up to now?"
"H's Majesty nerely felt that an escort m ght be appropriate.”

"I know the way, Brendig. |'ve made the trip a few tines before,
after

all."

"I"'msure of it, Ancient Belgarath," Brendig agreed politely. "The
escort

has to do with friendship and respect."

"I take it then that you're going to insist?"

"Orders are orders, Ancient One."

"Could we skip the "Ancient?" " Belgarath asked plaintively.

"My father's feeling his years this norning, GCeneral.
smled, "Al
seven thousand of them"

Pol gara

Brendi g al nost smiled. O course, your Gace.”

"Just why are we being so formal this nmorning, ny Lord Brendi g?" she
asked

him "I1'msure we know each other well enough to skip all that
nonsense. "

Brendi g | ooked at her quizzically. "You renenber when we first net?"
he
asked.

"As | recall, that was when you were arresting us, wasn't it?" Durnik
asked
with a slight grin.

"Well-" Brendig coughed unconfortably, "-not exactly, Goodman Durnik.
I was

really just conveying his Majesty's invitation to you to visit him at
t he

pal ace. At any rate, Lady Pol gara -your esteenmed wi fe- was posing as
t he

Duchess of Erat, you nay renenber.”

"Durni k nodded. "I believe she was, yes.

"I had occasion recently to | ook into some ol d books of heraldry and
I

di scovered sonething rather renmarkable. Wre you aware, Goodman
Dur ni k,

that your wife really is the Duchess of Erat?"



Durni k blinked. "Pol?" he said incredul ously.

Pol gara shrugged. "1'd al nost forgotten," she said. "It was a very
| ong

time ago."

"Your title, nonetheless, is still valid, your Grace," Brendig

assured her.

"Every landholder in the District of Erat pays a small tithe each
year into

an account that's being held in Sendar for you."

"How tiresonme," she said.

"Wait a mnute, Pol," Belgarath said sharply, his eyes suddenly very
alert.

"Brendig, just how big is this account of my daughter's -in round
figures?”

"Several million, as | understand it," Brendig replied.

"Well," Belgarath said, his eyes going wide. "Well, well, well."

Pol gara gave hima | evel gaze. "Wat have you got in your mnd
f at her ?"
she asked hi m pointedly.

“It's just that |'m pleased for you, Pol," he said expansively. "Any
fat her

woul d be happy to know that his child has done so well.'
back to

Brendig. "Tell ne, General, Just who's managi ng nmy daughter's
fortune?”

He turned

"It's supervised by the crown, Belgarath,"” Brendig replied.

"That's an awful burden to lay on poor Fulrach," Belgarath said

t houghtfully, "considering all his other responsibilities. Perhaps I
ought

to-"

“"Never mind, Od WIlf," Polgara said firmy.

"I just thought-"

"Yes, father. | know what you thought. The noney's fine right where
it is."
Bel garath sighed. "I1've never been rich before," he said wistfully.

"Then you won't really miss it, will you?"

"You're a hard woman, Polgara -to | eave your poor old father sunk in
deprivation like this."

"You' ve lived without noney or possessions for thousands of years,
f at her.
Somehow | ' m al nost positive that you'll survive."



"How did you get to be the Duchess of Erat?" Durnik asked his wife.

"I did the Duke of Vo Wacune a favor," she replied. "It was sonething
t hat
no one el se could do. He was very grateful."

Durni k | ooked stunned. "But Vo Wacune was destroyed thousands of
years
ago," he protested.

"Yes. | know. "

“I think 1'"mgoing to have trouble getting used to all this."

"You knew that | wasn't |ike other wonen," she said.

"Yes, but-"

"Does it really matter to you how old | anf? Does it change anythi ng?”
“No," he said inmediately, "not a thing."

"Then don't worry about it."

They nmoved in easy stages across southern Sendaria, stopping each

ni ght at

the solid, confortable hostels operated by the Tol nedran | egionnaires
who

patroll ed and nei ntained the inperial highway and arriving in Miros
on the

afternoon of the third day after their departure from Camaar. Vast
cattle

herds from Algaria were already filling the acre upon acre of pens
lying to

the east of the city, and the cloud of dust raised by their mlling
hooves

bl otted out the sky. Muros was not a confortable town during the
season of

the cattle drives. It was hot, dirty, and noisy. Bel garath suggested
t hat

they pass it up and stop for the night in the nmountains where the air
woul d

be | ess dust-clogged and the nei ghbors |ess rowdy.

“Are you planning to acconpany us all the way to the Val e?" he asked
General Brendig after they had passed the cattle pens and were npving
al ong

the Great North Road toward the nountains.

"Ah -no, actually, Belgarath," Brendig replied, peering ahead at a
band of

Al gar horsenmen approaching along the highway. "As a matter of fact,
"1l be

turni ng back about now. "

The | eader of the Algar riders was a tall, hawk-faced nman in |eather
clothing, with a raven-black scalp lock flowi ng behind him Wen he



reached

t he wagon, he reined in his horse.
"CGeneral Brendig,"
of ficer.

he said in a quiet voice, nodding to the Sendarian

"My Lord Hettar," Brendig replied pleasantly.

"What are you doing here, Hettar?" Bel garath denmanded.

Hettar's eyes went very wide. "I just brought a cattle herd across
t he

nmount ai ns, Belgarath,” he said innocently. "I'Il be going back now
and |

t hought you might |ike some company."”

"How strange that you just happen to be here at this particul ar
time."

"I'sn'"t it, though?" Hettar |ooked at Brendig and w nked.

"Are we playing ganes?" Belgarath asked the pair of them "I don't
need

supervision and | definitely don't need a mlitary escort every place
| go.

I'"m perfectly capabl e of taking care of nyself."

Durni k went to the wagon and took a coil

"We all know that, Belgarath," Hettar said placatingly. He | ooked at
t he

wagon. "It's nice to see you again, Polgara," he said pleasantly.
Then he

gave Durnik a rather sly look. "Married |life agrees with you, ny
friend,"

he added. "I think you ve put on a few pounds."

"I'"d say that your wi fe has been adding a few extra spoonfuls to your
pl ate
as well .’

Durni k grinned at his friend.
"Is it starting to show?" Hettar asked.
Durni k nodded gravely. "Just a bit," he said.

Hettar made a rueful face and then gave Errand a peculiar little

Wi nk.

Errand and Hettar had al ways got on well together, probably because
neit her

of themfelt any pressing need to fill up the silence with random
conversati on.

“I"l'l be leaving you now," Brendig said. "It's been a pl easant
journey." He

bowed to Pol gara and nodded to Hettar. And then, with his detachnent
of

troops jingling along behind him he rode back toward Miros.



"I"mgoing to have words with Fulrach about this,
darkly to
Hettar, "and with your father, too.

Bel garath said

"It's one of the prices of inmmortality, Belgarath," Hettar said
bl andl y.

"People tend to respect you -even when you'd rather they didn't.
Shal | we

go?"

The nmount ai ns of eastern Sendaria were not so high as to nmake trave
across

t hem unpl easant. Wth the fierce-1ooking Algar clansmen riding both
to the

front and to the rear of the wagon, they traveled at an easy pace
al ong the

Great North Road through the deep green forests and besi de mountain
streans. At one point, when they had stopped to rest their horses,
Dur ni k

st epped down fromthe wagon and wal ked to the edge of the road to
gaze

specul atively at a deep pool at the foot of a small, churning

wat erfall.

“"Are we in any particular hurry?" he asked Bel garath.
“Not really. Wy?"

"I just thought that this mght be a pleasant place to stop for our
noon

nmeal ," the smith said artl essly.
Bel garath | ooked around. "If you want, | suppose it's all right."
" Good. "

Wth that same slightly absent [ ook on his face, Durnik went to the
wagon

and took a coil of thin, waxed cord from one of the bags. He
carefully tied

a hook decorated with sone brightly colored yarn to one end of the
cord and

began | ooki ng about for a slender, springy sapling. Five m nutes

| ater he

was standing on a boulder that jutted out into the pool, making |ong
casts

into the turbulent water just at the foot of the falls.

Errand drifted down to the edge of the streamto watch

Durni k was casting into the center of the nmain flow of the current so
t hat

the swiftly noving green water pulled his lure down deep into the
pool

After about a half an hour, Polgara called to them "Errand, Durnik,
your
lunch is ready



"Yes, dear"' Durnik replied absently. "In a nonment."

Errand obedi ently went back up to the wagon, though his eyes yearned
back

toward the rushing water. Pol gara gave himone brief, understanding
| ook,

then laid the neat and cheese she had sliced for himon a piece of
bread so

that he could carry his lunch back to the stream bank

"Thank you," he said sinply.

Durni k continued his fishing, his face still intent. Pol gara cane
down to

the water's edge. "Durnik," she called. "Lunch."

"Yes,"
He made
anot her cast.

he replied, not taking his eyes off the water. "I'm comning.'

Pol gara sighed. "Oh, well," she said. "l suppose every nman needs at
| east
one vice."

After about another half-hour, Durnik |ooked baffled. He junped from
hi s
boul der to the stream bank and stood scratching his head and staring
in

perplexity at the swirling water. "I know they're in there," he said
to

Errand. "I can al nost feel them"

"Here," Errand said, pointing down at the deep, slow noving eddy near
t he

bank.

“I think they'd be farther out, Errand,” Durnik replied doubtfully.

"Here," Errand repeated, pointing again.

Durni k shrugged. "If you say so," he said dubiously, flipping his
[ ure out
into the eddy. "I still think they'd be out in the main current,

t hough. "

And then his pole bent sharply into a tense, quivering bow He caught
four

trout in rapid succession, thick, heavy-bodied trout with silvery,
speckl ed

sides and curved jaws filled with needlelike teeth.

"Why did it take you so long to find the right spot?" Belgarath asked
| ater
t hat afternoon when they were back on the highway.

"You have to work that kind of pool nethodically, Belgarath," Durnik
expl ai ned. "You start at one side and work your way across, cast by



cast."

"I see."

"It's the only way to be really sure you've covered it all."
"Of course."

"I was fairly sure where they were |ying, though."

“Naturally."'

"It was just that | wanted to do it the right way. |I'm sure you
under st and. "

"Perfectly," Belgarath said gravely.

After they had passed through the nmountains, they turned south,
riding

t hrough the vast grasslands of the Algarian plain where herds of
cattle and

horses grazed in that huge green sea of grass that rippled and swayed
under

the steady easterly breeze. Although Hettar strongly urged themto
stop by

the Stronghol d of the Algar clans, Polgara declined. "Tell Cho-Hag
and

Silar that we may visit |ater,
to the

Vale. It's probably going to take nost of the sumrer to make ny
not her' s

house habitabl e again."

she said, "but we really should get

Hettar nodded gravely and then waved a brief salute as he and his

cl ansmen

turned eastward and rode off across the rolling grasslands toward the
nmount ai nl i ke Stronghold of his father, Cho-Hag, Chief of the C an-

Chi ef s of

Al gari a.

The cottage that had belonged to Polgara's nother lay in a valley
anong the

rolling hills marking the northern edge of the Vale of Aldur. A
sparkling

stream fl owed t hrough the sheltered hollow, and there were woods,
birch

interm xed with cedar, stretching along the valley floor. The cottage
was

constructed of fieldstone, gray, russet, and earthy-brown, all neatly
fitted together. It was a broad, |ow building, considerably |arger

t han the

word "cottage" suggested. It had not been occupied for well over

t hree

t housand years, and the thatching and the doors and wi ndowf ranmes had
| ong

since surrendered to the elements, |eaving the shell of the house

st andi ng,

branmbl e-filled and unroofed to the sky.



There was, nonethel ess, a peculiar sense of waiting about it, as if
Pol edra, the wonan who had lived here, had instilled in the very
stones the

know edge that one day her daughter would return. They arrived in the
m ddl e of a gol den afternoon, and Errand, lulled by a creaki ng wheel
had

drifted into a doze.

When t he wagon stopped, Polgara shook himgently awake. "Errand," she
sai d,

"we're here." He opened his eyes and | ooked for the first tine at the
pl ace

he woul d forever call honme. He saw the weat hered shell of the cottage
nestled in the tall green grass. He saw t he woods beyond, with the
white

trunks of the birch trees standing out anong the dark green cedars,
and he

saw the stream The place had enornmous possibilities. He realized

t hat at

once. The stream of course, was perfect for sailing toy boats, for
ski ppi ng stones, and, in the event of failing inspiration, for
falling

into. Several of the trees appeared to have been specifically

desi gned for

clinmbing, and one huge, white old birch overhangi ng the stream

prom sed t he

exhilarating combi nation of clinmbing a tree and falling into the

wat er, al

at one tinme.

The | and upon which their wagon had stopped was a long hill sloping
gently

down toward the cottage. It was the kind of a hilldown which a boy
coul d

run on a day when the sky was a deep blue dotted with dandeli on-puff
cl ouds

racing in the breeze. The knee-hi gh grass would be lush in the sun,
and the

turf damply firmunderfoot; the rush of sweet-snmelling air as one ran
down

that | ong slope would be intoxicating.

And then he felt quite keenly a sense of deep sorrow, a sorrow which
had

endured unchanged for century upon century, and he turned to | ook at
Bel garath's weat hered face and the single tear coursing down the old
man' s

furrowed cheek, to disappear in his close-cropped white beard.

In spite of Belgarath's sorrow for his lost wife, Errand | ooked out

at this

small, green valley with its trees and its streamand its |ush meadow
with

a deep and abi ding contentnent. He snmiled and said, "Hone,
t he word

and liking the sound of it.

trying



Pol gara | ooked gravely into his face. Her eyes were very |arge, and

| um nous, and their color changed with her nmood, ranging froma |ight
bl ue

so pale as to be virtually gray to a deep |lavender. "Yes, Errand,"”
she

replied in her vibrant voice. "Homne.

Then she put her arms about him

to
hold himsoftly, and there was in that gentle enbrace all the
year ni ng

toward this place which had filled her down through the weary
centuries
that she and her father had | abored at their task.

Durnik the smith | ooked thoughtfully at the hollow spread below in

t he warm

sunshi ne, considering, planning, arranging and rearranging things in
hi s

mnd. "It's going to take a while to get everything the way we want
it,

Pol ," he said to his bride.

We have all the time in the world, Durnik," Polgara replied with a
gentle

smle.

“I'"l'l help you unload the wagon and set up your tents,"
sai d,

scratching absently at his beard. "Then tonorrow | suppose | ought to
go on

down into the Vale -have a talk with Beldin and the twins, look in on

ny
tower- that sort of thing."

Bel garath

Pol gara gave hima |l ong, steady |look. "Don't be in such a hurry to
| eave,

father," she told him "You talked with Beldin just |last nmonth at

Ri va and

on any nunber of occasions you've gone for decades without visiting
your

tower. |I've noticed that every tine there's work to be done, you
suddenl y

have pressing business somepl ace el se. ™

Bel garath's face assuned an expression of injured innocence. "Wy,
Pol gara-" he started to protest.

"That won't work either, father,"
-or a

month or two- of helping Durnik isn't going to injure you
per manently. Or

did you plan to | eave us abandoned to the w nter snows?"

she told himecrisply. "A few weeks

Bel garath | ooked with sonme distaste at the shell of the house

st andi ng at

the foot of the hill, with the hours of toil it was going to take to
make

it livable stanped all over it.



"Why, of course, Pol," he said somewhat too quickly. "I'd happy to
stay and
I end a hand."

"I knew we coul d depend on you, father," she said sweetly.

Bel garath | ooked critically at Durnik, trying to assess the strength
of the

smth's convictions. "I hope you weren't intending to do everything
by

hand,"” he said tentatively.

"What | nmean is -well, we do have certain alternatives available to
us, you

know. "

Durni k 1 ooked a little unconfortable, his plain, honest face touched
with

the faintest hint of a disapproving expression. "l-uh-I really don't
know,

Bel garath,"” he said dubiously. "I don't believe that I'd really fee
right

about that. If I do it by hand, then I'll know that it's been done
properly. I'mnot all that confortable with this other way of doing
t hi ngs

yet. Sonmehow it seens |like cheating -if you get what | nean."

Bel garath sighed. "Sonehow | was afraid you might ook at it that
way." He
shook his head and squared his shoul ders.

"All right, let's go on down there and get started."

It took about a nmonth to dig the accunul ated debris of three eons out
of

the corners of the house, to reframe the doors and wi ndows and to re-
beam

and thatch the roof. It would have taken twice as |ong had Bel garath
not

cheated outrageously each tine Durnik's back was turned. Al manner
of

t edi ous tasks sonehow performed thensel ves whenever the smith was not
around. Once, for exanple, Durnik took out the wagon to bring in nore
timbers; as soon as he was out of sight, Belgarath tossed aside the
adze

with which he had been | aboriously squaring off a beam | ooked
gravely at

Errand, and reached inside his jerkin for the earthenware jar of ale
he had

filched from Polgara's stores. He took a long drink and then he
directed

the force of his will at the stubborn beamand released it with a

si ngl e

nmuttered word.

An absolute blizzard of white wood chips went flying in al
directions.
When the beam was neatly squared, the old man | ooked at Errand with a



sel f-satisfied smrk and wi nked i npishly. Wth a perfectly straight
face,
Errand wi nked back

The boy had seen sorcery perforned before. Zedar the Apostate had
been a

sorcerer, and so had Ctuchi k. |ndeed, throughout alnost his entire
life the

boy had been in the care of people with that peculiar gift. Not one
of the

ot hers, however, had that air of casual conpetence, that verve, with
whi ch

Bel garath performed his art. The old man's of fhand way of meking the
i npossi bl e seem so easy that it was hardly worth nentioning was the
mar k of

the true virtuoso. Errand knew how it was done, of course. No one can
possi bly spend that rmuch tinme with assorted sorcerers w thout picking
up

the theory, at least. The ease with which Belgarath made things
happen

al nost tenpted himto try it hinmself; but whenever he considered the
i dea,

he realized that there wasn't really anything he wanted to do that
badl y.

The things the boy |earned from Durni k, while nore commonpl ace, were
nonet hel ess very nearly as profound. Errand saw al npost i medi ately

t hat

there was virtually nothing the smth could not do with his hands. He
was

famliar with al nost every known tool. He could work in wood and
stone as

readily as in iron and brass. He could build a house or a chair or a
bed

with equal facility. As Errand watched cl osely, he picked up the
hundr eds

of little tricks and knacks that separated the craftsman fromthe
bumbl i ng

amat eur .

Pol gara dealt with all donmestic matters. The tents in which they
sl ept

while the cottage was being readied were as neatly kept as any house.
The

beddi ng was aired daily, neals were prepared, and | aundry was hung
out to

dry. On one occasion Bel garath, who had conme to beg or steal nore
al e,

| ooked critically at his daughter, who was humri ng contentedly to
hersel f

as she cut up sonme recently cooked-down soap

"Pol," he said acidly, "you' re the nost powerful wonman in the world.
You' ve

got nore titles than you can count, and there's not a king in the
wor | d who

doesn't bow to you automatically. Can you tell ne exactly why you
find it



necessary to nmake soap that way? It's hard work, hot work, and the
snell is
awf ul . "

She |l ooked calmy at her father. "I've spent thousands of years being
t he

nost powerful worman in the world, Od WIf," she replied. "Kings have
been

bowing to me for centuries, and I've lost track of all the titles.
This is,

however, the very first time |I've ever married. You and | were al ways
t oo

busy for that. |1've wanted to be married, though, and |'ve spent ny
whol e

life practicing. | know everything a good wi fe needs to know and
can do

everything a good wife needs to do. Please don't criticize ne,
father, and
pl ease don't interfere. |'ve never been so happy in my life."

"“Maki ng soap?"

"That's part of it, yes."
"It's such a waste of tine,"
cake

of soap that had not been there before joined the ones she had
al ready

made.

he said. He gestured negligently , and a

"Fat her!" she said, stanmping her foot. "You stop that this nmnute!"

He picked up two cakes of soap, one his and one hers. "Can you really
tel
me the difference between them Pol ?"

"M ne was made with love; yours is just a trick."

"It's still going to get clothes just as clean.”
"Not mine, it won't,"
hand.

She held it up, balanced neatly on her palm Then she blewon it with
a

slight puff, and it instantly vani shed.

she said, taking the cake of soap out of his

"That's a little silly, Pol," he told her

"Being silly at tinmes runs in ny famly, | think," she replied
calmy
"Just go back to your own work, father, and | eave nme to mne."

"You're alnpbst as bad as Durnik is," he accused her

She nodded with a contented smile. "I know. That's probably why I
marri ed

him"



"Cone along, Errand," Belgarath said to the boy as he turned to

| eave.

"This sort of thing m ght be contagious, and | wouldn't want you to
catch

it."

"Oh," she said. "One other thing, father. Stay out of nmy stores. If
you
want a jar of ale, ask ne."

Assunming a lofty expression, Belgarath strode away wi thout answeri ng.
As

soon as they were around the corner, however, Errand pulled a brown

j ar

frominside his tunic and wordl essly gave it to the old man.

"Excellent, my boy." Belgarath grinned. "You see how easy it is, once
you
get the hang of it?"

Throughout that sunmer and well into the | ong, golden autumm which
fol | owed

it, the four of them worked to nmake the cottage habitable and

weat herti ght

for the winter. Errand did what he could to help, though nore often
t han

not his help consisted primarily of providing conpany while keeping
out

from underf oot .

When the snows cane, the entire world seenmed sonehow to change. More
t han

ever before, the isolated cottage became a warm safe haven. The
centra

room where they took their nmeals and where they all sat in the |ong
eveni ngs, faced a huge stone fireplace that provided both warnth and
light.

Errand, whose tinme was spent out of doors on all but the nost
bitterly cold

days, was usually drowsy during those golden, firelit hours between
supper

and bedtine and he often lay on a fur rug before the fire and gazed
into

the dancing flames until his eyes slowy closed. And | ater he waked
in the

cool darkness of his own roomwi th warm down-filled coverlets tucked
up

under his chin and he knew that Polgara had quietly carried himin
and put

himto bed. And he sighed happily and went back to sl eep

Durni k made him a sled, of course, and the long hill which ran down
into

the valley was perfect for sledding. The snow was not deep enough to
make

the runners of the sled bog down, and Errand was able to coast
amazi ng



di stances across the nmeadow at the bottom of the hill because of the
terrific momentum built up as he slid down the slope.

The absolute cap of the entire sledding season came |ate one bitingly
cold

afternoon, just after the sun had dropped into a bank of purple

cl ouds on

the western horizon and the sky had turned to a pale, icy turquoise.

Err and

trudged up the hill through the frozen snow, pulling his sled behind

hi m

When he reached the top, he stopped for a nonent to catch his breath.
Igztched cottage below nestled in the surroundi ng snowbanks with the

}Lgﬂfits wi ndows gol den and the col unm of pale blue snoke rising from
LL?nney as straight as an arrow into the dead calmair

Errand smiled, |ay down on his sled, and pushed off. The conbination
of
ci rcunst ances was perfect for sledding.

There was not even a breeze to inpede his rapid descent, and he
gat hered
astoundi ng speed on his way down the hill

He fl ew across the neadow and in anpng the trees. The white-barked
bi rches

and dark, shadowy cedars flashed by as he sped through the woods. He
nm ght

have gone even farther had the stream not been in his way. And even
t hat

conclusion to the ride was fairly exciting, since the bank of the
stream

was several feet high and Errand and his sled sailed out over the
dar k

water in a long, graceful arc which ended abruptly in a spectacul ar,
icy

spl ash.

Pol gara spoke to himat sonme | ength when he arrived home, shivering
and

with ice beginning to formup on his clothing and in his hair

Pol gara, he

noti ced, tended to overdramatize things -particularly when an
opportunity

presented itself for her to speak to sonmeone about his shortcom ngs.
She

took one long | ook at himand i mediately fetched a vile-tasting
medi ci ne,

whi ch she spooned into himliberally. Then she began to pull off his
frozen

cl ot hing, comrenting extensively as she did so. She had an excell ent
speaki ng voice and a fine command of | anguage. Her intonations and

i nfl ecti ons added whol e vol unmes of meaning to her commentary. On the
whol e,



however, Errand woul d have preferred a shorter, somewhat | ess
exhaustive

di scussion of his npst recent nisadventure -particularly in view of
t he

fact that Belgarath and Durni k were both trying wi thout nuch success
to

conceal broad grins as Polgara spoke to himwhile sinultaneously

r ubbi ng

hi m down with a |arge, rough towel.

"Well," Durni k observed, "at |east he won't need a bath this week."

Pol gara stopped drying the boy and slowy turned to gaze at her
husband.

There was nothing really threatening in her expression, but her eyes
wer e

frosty. "You said sonething?" she asked him

"Uh- no, dear, He | ooked at
Bel garath

a bit unconfortably, then he rose to his feet. "Perhaps |'d better
bring in

some firewood," he said.

he hastily assured her. "Not really.'

One of Polgara's eyebrows went up, and her gaze noved on to her
f at her.
"Wl | ?" she said.

He blinked, his face a study in total innocence.

Her expression did not change, but the silence becane om nous,
oppr essi ve.

"Why don't | give you a hand, Durnik?" the old man suggested finally,
al so

getting up. Then the two of them went outside, |eaving Errand al one
with

Pol gara

She turned back to him "You slid all the way down the hill," she
asked

quite calmy, "and clear across the neadow?"

He nodded.

"And then through the woods?"

He nodded agai n.

"And then off the bank and into the strean?"

"Yes, ma'am" he admitted.

"I don't suppose it occurred to you to roll off the sled before it
went

over the edge and into the water?"

Errand was not really a very tal kative boy, but he felt that his



position

inthis affair needed a bit of explanation. "Well," he began, "I
didn't

really think of rolling off -but I don't think | would have, even if
| had

t hought of it."

"I"'msure there's an explanation for that."

He | ooked at her earnestly. "Everything had gone so splendidly up
unt i

then that -well, it just wouldn't have seened right to get off just
because

a few things started to go wong."

There was a | ong pause. "I see," she said at |ast, her expression
grave.

"Then it was in the nature of a noral decision -this riding the sled
al

the way into the strean®?"

"I suppose you might say that, yes."

She | ooked at himsteadily for a monent and then slowy sank her face
into

her hands. "lI'mnot entirely certain that | have the strength to go

t hr ough

all of this again," she said in a tragic voice.

"Through what?" he asked, slightly al arned.

"Rai sing Garion was al nost nore than | could bear," she replied, "but

not

even he could have conme up with a nore illogical reason for doing
sonmet hing." Then she | ooked at him |aughed fondly, and put her arns.
about

him "Oh, Errand," she said, pulling himtightly to her, and
everyt hi ng was
all right again.

CHAPTER TWO

Bel garath the Sorcerer was a man with nany flaws in his character. He
had

never been fond of physical |abor and he was perhaps a bit too fond
of dark

brown ale. He was occasionally carel ess about the truth and had a
certain

grand indifference to sone of the finer points of property ownership
The

conpany of | adies of questionable reputation did not particularly
of f end

his sensibilities, and his choice of |anguage very frequently |eft
much to



be desired.

Pol gara the Sorceress was a wonman of al nost inhuman determ nation and
she

had spent several thousand years trying to reform her vagrant father
but

wi t hout nuch notabl e success. She persevered, however, in the face of
overwhel mi ng odds. Down through the centuries she had fought a
val i ant

rearguard action against his bad habits. She had regretfully
surrendered on

t he points of indolence and shabbi ness. She grudgi ngly gave ground on
swearing and |ying.

She remai ned adamant, however, even despite repeated defeats, on the
poi nts
of drunkenness, thievery, and wenching.

She felt for some peculiar reason that it was her duty to fight on

t hose

i ssues to the very death. Since Belgarath put off his return to his
t ower

in the Vale of Aldur until the follow ng spring, Errand was able to
Wi t ness

at close hand those endl ess and unbelievably invol uted skirm shes
bet ween

father and daughter with which they filled the periodic quiet spaces
in

their lives. Polgara's coments about the lazy old man's | ounging
about in

her kitchen, soaking up the heat from her fireplace and the well -
chilled

ale fromher stores with alnost equal facility, were pointed, and
Bel garath's snooth evasi ons reveal ed centuries of highly polished
skill.

Errand, however, saw past those waspi sh remarks and blandly fli ppant
replies. The bonds between Bel garath and his daughter were so

prof ound t hat

they went far beyond what others m ght conceivably understand, and
so, over

the endl ess years, they found it necessary to conceal their boundl ess
| ove

for each other behind this endl ess facade of contention. This is not
to say

t hat Pol gara mi ght not have preferred a nore upstanding father, but
she was

not quite as disappointed in himas her observations sonetines

i ndi cat ed.

They bot h knew why Bel garath sat out the winter in Poledra' s cottage
wi;hdaughter and her husband. Though not one word of the matter had
E!gged between them they knew that the nmenories the old man had of
Lzhze needed to be changed -not erased certainly, for no power on
EELTE erase Belgarath's nenories of his wife, but rather they needed



to be

altered slightly so that this thatched cottage m ght also rem nd the
ol d

man of happy hours spent here, as well as that bleak and terrible day
when

he had returned to find that his bel oved Pol edra had di ed.

After the snow had been cut away by a week of warm spring rains and
t he sky

had turned bl ue once again, Belgarath at |ast decided that it was
time to

take up his interrupted journey. "I don't really have anything
pressing, "

he admitted, "but I1'd like to look in on Beldin and the twins, and it
nm ght

be a good tinme to tidy up nmy tower. |'ve sort of let that slide over
t he

past few hundred years."

“If you'd like, we could go along," Polgara offered. "After all, you
did

help with the cottage -not enthusiastically, perhaps, but you did
hel p. It

only seens right that we help you with cl eaning your tower."
"Thanks all the sane, Pol,"
cl eani ng

tends to be a bit too drastic for ny taste. Things that night be

i mport ant

| ater on have a way of wi nding up on the dust heap when you cl ean. As
| ong

as there's a clear space somewhere in the center, a roomis clean
enough
for ne.

he declined firmy, "but your idea of

"Oh, father"' she said, |aughing, "you never change."
"Of course not,"
who was

quietly eating his breakfast. "If it's all right, though," he said,
"1

take the boy with nme."

he replied. He | ooked thoughtfully over at Errand,

She gave hima quick | ook.

Bel garath shrugged. "He's conpany and he m ght enjoy a change of

scenery.
Besi des, you and Durni k haven't really had a chance to be al one since
your

weddi ng day. Call it a belated present if you want."

She | ooked at him "Thank you, father,"’
wer e
suddenly very warmand filled with affection.

she said sinply, and her eyes

Bel garath | ooked away, alnost as if her | ook enbarrassed him "Did
you want
your things? Fromthe tower, | nean. You' ve left quite a few trunks



and
boxes there at one tine or another over the years."

"Why, that's very nice of you, father."

"I need the space they're taking up," he said. Then he grinned at
her .

“"You will watch the boy, won't you? | know your mind sonetines
wander s when
you start puttering around in your tower."

"He'll be fine with ne, Pol," the old man assured her

And so the follow ng norning Bel garath mounted his horse, and Durnik
boosted Errand up behind him "I1'Il bring himhone in a few weeks, "
Bel garath said. "Or at | east by m dsumer." He | eaned down, shook
Durni k' s

hand, and then turned his nount toward the south.

The air was still cool, although the early spring sunshine was very
bri ght.

The scents of stirring growmh were in the air, and Errand, riding
easily

behi nd Bel garath, could feel Aldur's presence as they pressed deeper
into

the Vale. He felt it as a calmand gentle kind of awareness, and it
was

dom nated by an overpowering desire to know. The presence of the God
Al dur

here in the Vale was not sonme vague spiritual perneation, but rather
was

quite sharp, on the very edge of being pal pable.

They moved on down into the Vale, riding at an easy pace through the
;fL;ér-browmed grass. Broad trees dotted the open expanse, lifting
L?gg;s to the sky, holding the tips of their branches, swollen with
Lrgency of budding | eaves, up to receive the gentle kiss of sun-
warmed air.

"Well, boy?" Belgarath said after they had ridden a | eague or nore.
"Where are the towers?" Errand asked politely.

"A bit farther. How did you know about the towers?"

"You and Pol gara spoke of them"

"Eavesdropping is a very bad habit, Errand.”

"WAs it a private conversation?"

"No, | suppose not."

"Then it wasn't eavesdropping, was it?"



Bel garath turned sharply, |ooking over his shoulder at the boy riding
behind him "That's a pretty fine distinction for somebody as young
as you

are. How did you arrive at it?"

Errand shrugged. "It just canme to ne. Do they always graze here like
t hat ?"
He pointed at a dozen or so reddi shbrown deer feeding calmy nearby.

"They have done so ever since | can remenber. There's sonething about
Al dur's presence that keeps aninmals from nol esti ng each other."

They passed a pair of graceful towers linked by a peculiar, alnpst
airy

bri dge arching between them and Belgarath told himthat they

bel onged to

Beltira and Belkira, the twin sorcerers whose ninds were so closely
i nked

that they inevitably conpleted each other's sentences. A short while
| ater

they rode by a tower so delicately constructed of rose quartz that it
seened alnost to float like a pink jewel in the |anbent air. This

t ower,

Bel garath told him belonged to the hunchbacked Bel di n, who had
surrounded

his own ugliness with a beauty so exquisite that it snatched one's
breath

awnay.

At last they reached Bel garath's own squat, functional tower and
di snounted. "Well," the old nan said, "here we are. Let's go up."

The room at the top of the tower was |arge, round, and incredibly
cluttered. As he | ooked around at it, Belgarath's eyes took on a
def eat ed

| ook. "This is going to take weeks,

he nuttered.

A great many things in the roomattracted Errand' s eye, but he knew

t hat,

in Belgarath's present nood, the old man woul d not be inclined to
show him

or explain to himnmuch of anything. He located the fireplace, found a
tarni shed brass scoop and a short-handl ed broom and knelt in front

of the

cavernous, soot-darkened opening.

"What are you doi ng?" Bel garath asked.

"Durni k says that the first thing you should do in a new place is get
zpot ready for your fire."

"Oh, he does, does he?"

“It's not usually a very big chore, but it gets you started and once

you
get started, the rest of the job doesn't |ook so big. Durnik's very



W se

about things like that. Do you have a pail or a dust bin of sone
ki nd?"

"You're going to insist on cleaning the fireplace?"

"Well -if you don't mnd too nmuch. It is pretty dirty, don't you
t hi nk?"

Bel garath sighed. "Pol and Durni k have corrupted you al ready, boy,"
he

said. "l tried to save you, but a bad influence |like that always w ns
out
in the end."

"I suppose you're right," Errand agreed. "Were did you say that pai

was?"

By evening they had cleared a sem circular area around the fireplace,
finding in the process a couple of couches, several chairs, and a
sturdy

t abl e.

"I don't suppose you have anything to eat stored anyplace?" Errand
sai d

wistfully. His stomach told himthat it was definitely noving on

t oward

suppertinme.

Bel garath | ooked up froma parchnent scroll he had just fished out
from

under one of the couches. "What?" he asked. "Oh yes. |'d al npst
forgotten.

We'll go visit the twins. They're bound to have sonething on the
fire."

"Do they know we're com ng?"

Bel garath shrugged. "That doesn't really matter, Errand. You nust

| earn

that that's what friends and famly are for -to be inposed upon. One
of the

cardinal rules, if you want to get through |life w thout overexerting
yourself, is that, when all else fails, fall back on friends and

rel ations.”

The twin sorcerers, Beltira and Bel kira, were overjoyed to see them
and

the "something on the fire" turned out to be a savory stew that was
at

| east as good as one that m ght have energed from Pol gara's kitchen.

When Errand commented on that, Bel garath | ooked amused. "Who do think
taught her how to cook?" he asked.

It was not until several days later, when the cleaning of Belgarath's
t ower
had progressed to the point where the floor was receiving its first



scrubbing in a dozen or nore centuries, that Beldin finally stopped
by.

"What are you doi ng, Belgarath?" the filthy, m sshapen hunchback
demanded.

Bel din was very short, dressed in battered rags, and he was gnarl ed
like an

old oak stunp. H's hair and beard were matted, and twi gs and bits of
straw

clung to himin various places.

"Just a little cleaning," Belgarath replied, |ooking alnpst
enmbarr assed.

"What for?" Beldin asked. "It's just going to get dirty again." He

| ooked

at a nunber of very old bones lying along the curved wall. "What you
really

ought to do is render down your floor for soup stock."

"Did you cone by to visit or just to be disagreeabl e?"

"I saw the snmoke from your chinmmey. | wanted to see if anybody was
here or
if all this litter had just taken fire spontaneously."”

Errand knew that Bel garath and Bel din were genuinely fond of each
ot her and

that this banter between them was one of their favorite forns of
entertai nnent. He continued with the work he was doi ng even as he
listened.

"Whul d you like sone al e?" Bel garath asked.

“"Not if you brewed it," Beldin replied ungraciously. "You'd think

that a

man who dri nks as nmuch as you do have | earned how to make decent ale
by

now. "

"That last batch wasn't so bad," Bel garath protested.

“I"ve run across stunp water that tasted better."

"Quit worrying. | borrowed this keg fromthe twins."

"Did they know you were borrowing it?"

"What difference does that make? We all share everything anyway.
One of Beldin's shaggy eyebrows raised. "They share food and dri nk,

and you

share your appetite and thirst. | suppose that works out."
"Of course it does."
"Errand,

do you have to do that?"

Bel garath turned with a slightly pained | ook.



Errand | ooked up fromthe flagstones he was industriously scrubbing
" Does
it bother you?" he asked.

"Of course it bothers ne. Don't you know that it's terribly inpolite
to
keep working |ike that when |I'mresting?"

“I''"l'l try to remenber that. How | ong do you expect that you'll be
resting?"

"Just put the brush down, Errand," Belgarath told him "That patch of
floor

has been dirty for a dozen centuries at |east, another day or so
isn't

going to matter all that mnuch."

"He's a great deal |ike Belgarion was, isn't he?" Beldin said,
sprawing in

one of the chairs near the fire.

"It probably has something to do with Polgara's influence," Belgarath
agreed, drawing two tankards of ale fromkeg. "She | eaves marks on
every

boy she nmeets. | try to noderate the effects of her prejudices as
much as
possi bl e, though." He | ooked gravely at Errand. "I think this one is

smarter than Garion was, but he doesn't seemto have Garion's sense
of
adventure -and he's just a bit too well behaved."

“I"'msure you'll be able to work on that."

Bel garath settled hinmself into another chair and pushed his feet out
t oward

the fire. "What have you been up to?" he asked the hunchback. "I
haven't

seen you since Garion's weddi ng."

" | thought that somebody ought to keep an eye on the Angaraks,"
Bel di n
replied, scratching vigorously at one arnpit.

" And?"
"And what ?"

"That's an irritating habit you' ve picked up sonewhere. What are the
Angar aks doi ng?"

"The Murgos are still all in little pieces about the death of Taur
Urgas."

Bel di n | aughed. "He was conpletely nmad, but he kept themunified -
unt i

Cho-Hag ran his sabre through him His son Urgit isn't nuch of a
king. He's

barely able to get their attention. The western Golinms can't even
function



any nore. Ctuchik's dead, and Torak's dead, and about all the Golins
can

do now is stare at the walls and count their fingers. My guess is

t hat

Murgo society is right on the verge of collapsing entirely.”

"Good. Getting rid of the Murgos has been one of ny main goals in
life."

"I wouldn't start gloating just yet," Beldin said sourly. "After word
reached ' Zakath that Bel garion had killed Torak, he threw off al

pr et enses

about the fiction of Angarak unity and marched his Ml loreans on Rak
Goska.

He didn't | eave nmuch of it standing."”

Bel garath shrugged. "It wasn't a very attractive city anyway."

"It's a lot less attractive now 'Zakath seems to think that

cruci fixions

and inpalings are educational. He decorated what was left of the
wal | s of

Rak Goska with object |essons. Every time he goes any place in Ctho
Murgos, he |eaves a trail of occupied crosses and stakes behind him"

"I find that | can bear the nmisfortunes of the Miurgos with great
fortitude," Belgarath replied piously.

"I think you' d better take a nore realistic |ook at things,

Bel garath, " the

hunchback growl ed. "W could probably match Murgo nunbers if we
really had

to, but people don't talk about the uncountabl e hordes of boundl ess
Mal | orea for nothing. 'Zakath has a very big arny, and he commands
nost of

the seaports on the east coast, so he can ship in as many nore troops
as he

wants. |f he succeeds in obliterating the Mirgos, he's going to be
canped

on our southern doorstep with a | ot of bored soldiers on his hands.
Certain

i deas are bound to occur to himat about that time."

Bel garath grunted. "I'Il worry about that when the tinme conmes."”
"Ch, by the way,"
out

what that apostrophe is doing in his nanme."

Bel din said suddenly with an ironic grin, "I found

"Whose name?"

"' Zakath's..woul d you believe that it indicates the word 'Kal"'?"

"Kal Zakath?" Belgarath stared at hi mincredul ously.

"I'sn't that outrageous?" Beldin chortled. "I guess that the Mll orean

enperors have been secretly yearning to take that title since just
after



the battle of Vo Mnbre, but they were always afraid that Torak mni ght
wake

up and take offense at their presunption. Now that he's dead, a fair
nunber

of Malloreans have begun to call their ruler 'Kal Zakath' -the ones
who

want to keep their heads do, at any rate."

"What does 'Kal' nean?" Errand asked.

"It's an Angarak word that nmeans King and God," Bel garath expl ai ned.
"Five

hundred years ago, Torak set aside the Mallorean enperor and
personal ly | ed

hi s hordes agai nst the west. The Angaraks -all of them Muirgos,

Nedr aks,

and Thulls, as well as the Malloreans -called himKal Torak."

"What happened?" Errand asked curiously. "Wen Kal Torak invaded the
West ,
I mean?"

Bel garath shrugged. "It's a very old story."
“Not until you've heard it," Errand told him

Bel din gave Belgarath a sharp look. "He is quick, isn't he?"

Bel garath | ooked at Errand thoughtfully. "All right," he said.
"Putting it

very briefly, Kal Torak smashed Drasnia, laid siege to the Al garian
Stronghol d for eight years, and then crossed U goland to the plains
of

Arendi a. The Kingdons of the West nmet himat Vo Mnbre, and he was
struck

down in a duel with the R van Warder."
"But not killed."

“No. Not killed. The Rivan Warder struck him straight through the
head with

his sword, but Torak wasn't killed. He was only bound in slunber
until a

king sat once again on the throne of Riva."

"Bel garion," Errand said.

"Ri ght. You know what happened then. You were there, after all."

Errand sighed. "Yes," he said sadly.

Bel garath turned back to Beldin. "All right," he said, "what's going
on in

Mal | or ea?"

"Things are about the sane as al ways,"
of

al e and bel ching thunderously. "The bureaucracy is still the glue

Bel din replied, taking a drink



t hat

hol ds everything together. There are still plots and intrigues in
Mel cene

and Mal Zeth. Karanda and Darshiva and Gandahar are on the verge of
open

rebellion, and the Golinms are still afraid to go near Kell."

"The Mallorean Grolins are still a functioning church then?"

Bel garath

seenmed a little surprised. "I thought that the citizenry might have
t aken

steps -the way they did in Mshrak ac Thull. | understand that the
Thul I's

started building bonfires with Golins."

"Kal Zakath sent a few orders back to Mal Zeth," Beldin told him
"and the

army stepped in to stop the slaughter. After all, if you plan to be
Ki ng

and God, you're going to need yourself a church. Zakath seens to

t hi nk that

it mght be easier to use one that's already established.”

"What does Urvon think of that idea?"

"He' s not making nmuch of an issue of it right now Before the arny
noved

in, the people of Mallorea were finding a great deal of entertainnent
in

hangi ng Grolins up on iron hooks. Urvon is staying in Mal Yaska and
keepi ng

very quiet. | think he believes that the fact that he's still alive
nm ght

just be an oversight on the part of his exalted Majesty, Kal Zakath.
Urvon

is a slimy snake, but he's no fool."

“I've never nmet him"

"You haven't mi ssed a thing,"
t ankar d.

"You want to fill this?"

Bel din said sourly. He held out his

"You're drinking up all of mnmy ale, Beldin."

"You can always steal nobre. The twi ns never |ock their doors. Anyway,
Urvon

was a disciple of Torak, the sanme as Ctuchi k and Zedar. He doesn't
have any

of their good qualities, however."
"They didn't have any good qualities,"”
back the

refilled tankard.

Bel garath sai d, handing him

"Conpared to Urvon, they did. He's a natural -born bootlicker, a
f awni ng,
contenpti bl e sneak. Even Torak despised him But, like all people



with

those charming traits, as soon as he got the least little bit of
power, he

went absolutely berserk with it. He's not satisfied with bows as a
si gn of

respect; he wants people to grovel before him*"

"You seem noderately unfond of him" Bel garath not ed.
"I | oathe that piebald back stabber."
"Pi ebal d?"

"He's got patches of skin on his face and hands with no color at all
so he

| ooks all splotchy -as if he had sonme gruesone disease. |'mviewed in
sone

quarters as passing ugly, but Urvon could scare a troll into fits.
Anyway,

if Kal Zakath wants to turn the Golimchurch into a state religion
with

his face on the altars instead of Torak's, he's going to have to dea
with

Urvon first, and Urvon al ways stays holed up in Mal Yaska, conpletely
surrounded by Grolimsorcerers. Zakath won't be able to get near him
I

can't even get near him | give it a try every hundred years or so,
hopi ng

that somebody might get careless or that | night get |ucky enough to
get a

| arge, sharp hook into his guts. What 1'd really like to do, though,
is

drag him face down over red-hot coals for a few weeks."

Bel garath |l ooked a little surprised at the little man's vehenence.
"That's
all he's doing then? Staying under cover in Mal Yaska?"

“Not hardly! Urvon plots and schenmes even in his sleep. In the |ast
year

and a half -ever since Belgarion ran his sword through Torak- Urvon's
been

scranbling around, trying to preserve what's left of his church
There are

sonme ol d, noth-eaten prophecies -the Golinms call them Oracles- from
a

pl ace call ed Ashaba in the Karandese Muntains. Urvon dusted them off
and

he's been twi sting them around so that they seemto say that Torak
will

return -that he's not dead, or that he'll be resurrected or possibly
reborn.”

Bel garath snorted. "What nonsense!"”
"Of course it is, but he had to do sonething. The Grolimchurch was

convul sing Iike a headl ess snake, and Zakath was right on the verge
of



putting his fist around everybody's throat to nake sure that every

time any

Angarak bowed, it would be to him Urvon nmade sure that there were
very few

copi es of these Ashabine Oracles left Iying about and he's been

i nventing

all sorts of things and clainmng that he found themin the
propheci es.

That's about the only thing holding Zakath off right now and probably
t hat

woul dn't even work, if the enperor weren't so busy trying to decorate
every

tree he cones across with a Murgo or two."

"Did you have any trouble noving around in Mll orea?"

Bel din snorted a crude obscenity. "Of course not. Nobody even notices
t he

face of a deformed man. Most people couldn't tell you if I'man Alorn
or a

Marag. They can't see past the hunmp on ny back." He rose from his
chair,

went to the cask, and refilled his tankard again. "Belgarath," he
said very

seriously, "does the name Cthrag Sardi us nean anything to you?"

"Sardi us? Sardonyx, you nean?"

Bel di n shrugged. "The Mallorean Golins call it Cthrag Sardi us.
VWat's the
di fference?"

"Sardonyx is a genmstone -sort of orange colored with mlky-white
stripes.
It's not really very rare -or very attractive."

"That doesn't quite match up with the way | heard the Malloreans talk
about

it." Beldin frowned. "Fromthe way they use the name Cthrag Sardius,

I

gather that it's a single stone -and that it' s got a certain kind of
i mportance.”

"What sort of inportance?"

"I can't say for sure. About all | could gather was that just about
every

Golimin Mallorea would trade his soul for the chance to get his
hands on

it."

"“I't could just be sone kind of internal symbol -something to do with
t he
power struggle that's going on over there."

"That's possible, | suppose, but why would its nane be Cthrag Sardius
t hen?
They called the Ob of Aldur 'Cthrag Yaska,' remenber? There'd al npst



have

to be a connection between Cthrag Sardius and Cthrag Yaska, woul dn't
t here?

And if there is, maybe we ought to have a look into it."

Bel garath gave hima long | ook and then sighed. "I thought that, once
Tor ak

was dead, we mght get a chance to rest.”

"You' ve had a year or so."
you

start to get flabby."

Bel di n shrugged. "Mich nore than that and

"You're a very disagreeable fellow, do you know t hat ?"
Bel din gave hima tight, ugly grin. "Yes,"
nm ght

have noticed that."

he agreed. "I thought you

The next norning Belgarath began neticul ously sorting though a
nount ai nous

heap of crackling parchnents, trying to inpose some kind of order
upon

centuries of chaos. Errand watched the old man quietly for a tine,
t hen

drifted over to the window to | ook out at the sun-warmed neadows of
t he

Val e. Perhaps a nile away, there was another tower, a tall, slender
structure that |ooked sonehow very serene.

"Do you mind if I go outside?" he asked Bel garath.

"What? No, that's all right. Just don't wander too far away."
“I won't, "
spiral ed

down into the cool di mess bel ow

Errand promised, going to the top of the stairway that

The early norning sunlight slanted across the dewdrenched neadow, and
skyl arks sang and spun through the sweet-snelling air. A brown rabbit
hopped out of the tall grass and regarded Errand quite calmy. Then
it sat

on its haunches and began vigorously to scratch its long ears with a
busy

hi nd foot.

Errand had not cone out of the tower for random play, however, nor to
wat ch

rabbits. He had soneplace to go and he set out across the dewy green
meadow

in the direction of the tower he had seen from Bel garath's w ndow.

He hadn't really counted on the dew, and his feet were unconfortably
wet by
the tinme he reached the solitary tower.

He wal ked around the base of the stone structure several tines, his
f eet



squel ching in their sodden boots.

"I wondered how long it would take before you canme by," a very calm
voi ce
said to him

"I was busy hel ping Belgarath," Errand apol ogi zed.
"Did he really need hel p?"

"He was having a little trouble getting started."
"Whuld you like to come up?"

“If it's all right."

"The door's on the far side."

Errand went around the tower and found a | arge stone that had been
turned
to reveal a doorway. He went into the tower and on up the stairs.

One tower room was mnuch |ike another, but there were certain

di fferences

between this one and Belgarath's. As in Belgarath's tower, there was
a

fireplace here with a fire burning in it, but there appeared to be
not hi ng

in the flames here for themto feed upon. The roomitself was
strangel y

uncluttered, for the owner of this tower stored his parchnment
scrolls,

tools, and inplenents in sone uni magi nabl e place, to be sunmoned as
he

required them

The owner of the tower sat beside the fire. His hair and beard were
white,
and he wore a blue, |loose-fitting robe.

"Cone over to the fire and dry your feet, boy," he said in his gentle
voi ce.

"Thank you," Errand replied.

"How i s Pol gara?”

"Very well,"
think." He

lifted one foot and held it close to the fire.

Errand said, "And happy. She likes being married, |

"Don't burn your shoes."
“I"1l be careful.”
"Woul d you |ike sonme breakfast?"

"That woul d be nice. Belgarath forgets things |like that sonetinmes."”



"On the table there."

Errand | ooked at the table and saw a steam ng bow of porridge that
had not

been there before.

"Thank you, "
chair.

he said politely, going to the table and pulling up a

"Was there sonething special you wanted to tal k about ?"

“"Not really," Errand replied, picking up a spoon and starting on the
porridge. "I just thought | should conme by. The Vale is yours, after
all."

"Pol gara's been teaching you manners, | see."

Errand smiled. "And other things, too.
“Are you happy with her, Errand?" the owner of the tower asked.

"Yes, Aldur, | really am" Errand replied and continued to eat his
porri dge.

CHAPTER THREE

As the sumrer progressed, Errand found hinself rather naturally nore
and

nore in the conpany of Durnik. The smith, he soon discovered, was an
extraordinarily patient man who did things the old way, not so much
because

of sone noral bias against what Belgarath called "the alternative we
have

available to us," but rather because he took a deep satisfaction in
wor ki ng

with his hands. This was not to say that Durnik did not occasionally
t ake

short cuts. Errand noticed a certain pattern to the smth's evasions.
Durni k absol utely woul d not cheat on any project involving nmaking
sonet hi ng

for Polgara or for their hone. No matter how | aborious or tedious

t hose

projects m ght be, Durnik conpleted themw th his hands and his
nmuscl es.

Certain outside activities, however, were not quite so closely tied
up with

Durni k's sense of ethics. Two hundred yards of rail fence, for
exanpl e,

appeared rather quickly one norning. The fence needed to be there;

t here



was no question of that, since a nearby herd of Algar cattle had to
be

di verted from pl oddi ng with bovi ne stubbornness across Polgara's
garden on

their way to water. As a matter of fact, the fence actually began to
appear

instantly just in front of the startled cows. They regarded the first
fifty

feet or so in bafflenent then, after considering the problemfor
severa

m nutes, they noved to go around the obstruction. Another fifty feet
of

fence appeared in their path. In tine, the cows grew surly about the
whol e

thing and even tried running, perhaps thinking in their sluggish way
t hat

they might be able to outrace this phantom fence buil der. Durnik,
however,

sat planted on a stunp, his eyes intent and his face determ ned,

ext endi ng

his fence section by section in front of the increasingly irritable
cows.

One dark brown bull, finally goaded into a fury of frustration,

| owered his

head, pawed the earth a few tines, and charged the fence with a great
bell ow. Durni k nmade a peculiar twi sting gesture with one hand, and

t he bul

was suddenly charging away fromthe fence, turned around somehow in
m dstride without even knowing it. He ran for several hundred yards
bef ore

it occurred to himthat his horns had not yet encountered anything
substantial. He slowed and raised his head in astonishment. He | ooked
dubi ously back over his shoulder at the fence, then turned around and
gave

it another try. Once again Durnik turned him and once again he

char ged

ferociously off in the wong direction. The third tine he tried it,
he

charged over the top of the hill and di sappeared on the other side.
He did

not come back.

Durni k | ooked gravely at Errand and then he wi nked. Pol gara canme out
of the

cottage, drying her hands on her apron, and noted the fence which had
somehow constructed itself while she had been washi ng the breakfast

di shes.

She gave her husband a quizzical |ook, and Durnik seened a bit
abashed at

havi ng been caught using sorcery rather than an axe.

"Very nice fence, dear," she said encouragingly to him

"We kind of needed one there,"
wel |, |
had to do it in a hurry.”

he sai d apol ogetically. "Those cows -



"Durnik," she said gently, "there's nothing nmorally reprehensible
about

usi ng your talent for this sort of thing and you should practice
every so
often.”
fence,
and then her expression becane concentrated. One after another, each
of the

junctures of the rails was suddenly bound tightly together with stout
rosebushes in full bloom "There," she said contentedly, patted her
husband' s shoul der, and went back i nsi de.

She | ooked at the zig-zag pattern of the interlocking rai

"She's a remarkabl e woman, do you know that?" Durnik said to Errand.

"Yes," Errand agreed.

Pol gara was not al ways pl eased with her husband's ventures into this
new

field, however. On one occasion toward the hot, dusty end of summer
when

the vegetables in her garden were beginning to wilt, Polgara devoted
t he

bul k of one norning to locating a small, black rain cloud over the
mountai ns in U goland and gently herding its sodden puffiness toward
t he

Val e of Al dur and, nore specifically, toward her thirsty garden.

Errand was playing along the fence when the cloud came in | ow over
the hil

to the west and then stopped directly over the cottage and the

wai ting

garden. Durni k glanced up fromthe harness he was nendi ng, saw the
bl ond- hai red boy at play and the om nous black cloud directly over
hi s

head, and rather negligently pulled in his will. He nmade a smal
flipping

gesture with one hand. "Shoo," he said to the cloud.

The cl oud gave a peculiar sort of twitch, alnmost Iike a hiccup, then

slowy
fl owed on eastward. When it was several hundred yards beyond
Pol gara's

parched garden, it began to rain -a nice, steady, soaking downpour
t hat
very satisfactorily watered several acres of enpty grassl and.

Durni k was not at all prepared for his wife's reaction. The door to
t he

cottage banged open, and Pol gara energed with her eyes flashing. She
gave

the happily raining cloud a hard stare, and the soggy-I ooking thing
gave

anot her of those peculiar hiccups and actually nanaged to | ook

guilty.

Then Pol gara turned and | ooked directly at her husband, her eyes a
bi t

wild. "Did you do that?" she denmanded, pointing at the cloud



"Why -yes," he replied. "I suppose | did, Pol."

"Why did you do that?"

"Errand was out there playing," Durnik said, still concentrating nost
of

his attention on the harness. "I didn't think you d want himto get
wet . "

Pol gara | ooked at the cloud wasting all of its rain on grass so
deeply

rooted that it could have easily survived a ten-nonth drought. Then
she

| ooked at her garden and its drooping turnip tops and pathetic beans.
She

cl enched her teeth tightly together to keep in certain words and

phr ases

whi ch she knew m ght shock her strait-laced and proper husband.

She raised her face to the sky and lifted her arns in supplication.
" W]y
me?" she demanded in a loud, tragic voice. "Wy nme?"

"Why, dear," Durnik said mldly, "whatever is wong?"
Pol gara told hi mwhat was wong -at sone | ength.

Durni k spent the next week putting in an irrigation system |l eading
fromthe

upper end of their valley to Polgara's garden, and she forgave him
for his

m st ake al nost as soon as he had finished it.

The winter cane late that year, and autum lingered in the Vale. The
tw ns,

Beltira and Bel kira, cane by just before the snows set in and told

t hem

that, after several weeks of discussion, both Belgarath and Bel din
had | eft

the vale, and that each of them had gone away with that serious
expression

on his face that neant that there was troubl e somewhere.

Errand m ssed Bel garath's conpany that winter. To be sure, the old
sorcerer

had, nore often than not, managed to get himin trouble with Pol gara,
but

Errand felt sonmehow that he shouldn't really be expected to devote
every

waki ng nmorment to staying out of trouble. When the snow canme, he took
up

sl eddi ng again. After she had watched himconme flying down the hil
and

across the neadow a few tines, Polgara prudently asked Durnik to
erect a

barrier at the stream bank to prevent a recurrence of the previous
Wi nter's



m shap. It was while the smth was erecting a woven wattle fence to
keep

Errand on dry land that he happened to glance down into the water.
Because

the often nuddy little rills that enptied into their stream were al
| ocked

inice now, the water was | ow and as clear as crystal. Durnik could
very

clearly see the | ong, narrow shapes hovering |i ke shadows in the
current

above the beds of gravel that formed the bottom

"What a curious thing,"
peculiarly

abstracted | ook. "I've never noticed themthere before."

he murmured, his eyes taking on that

"I'"ve seen themjunping," Errand said. "But nmost of the tinme, the
water's

too cloudy to see them when they're |lying underwater."

"I imagine that's the reason for it, all right,”
tied the

end of the wattle fence to a tree and thoughtfully wal ked through the
snow

toward the shed he had built at the back of the cottage. A nonment or
SO

| ater he emerged with the skein of waxed cord in his hand; five

m nut es

| ater he was fishing. Errand smled and turned to trudge back up the
| ong

hill, towing his sled behind him Wen he reached the top of the
hill, a

strange, hooded young wonan awaited him

Durni k agreed. He

“Can | help you?" he asked politely.

The young woman pushed back her hood to reveal the fact that a dark
cloth

was tightly bound across her eyes. "Thou art the one they cal
Errand?" she

asked. Her voice was |ow and nusical, and there was a peculiar lilt
to her

archai ¢ speech

"Yes," Errand replied, "I am Did you hurt your eyes?"
“Nay, gentle child," she replied. "I nust needs | ook upon the world
by a

light other than that of the mundane sun."

"Whuld you like to come down to our cottage?" Errand asked her. "You
coul d
war m yoursel f by our fire, and Pol gara woul d wel cone conpany.”

"Though | revere the Lady Pol gara, the tinme has not yet arrived for
us to
meet, '
paused

the young woman said, "and it is not cold where | am" She



and bent forward slightly as if she were in fact peering at him

t hough t he

cloth over her eyes was quite thick. "It is true, then," she murnured
softly. "We could not be certain at such great distance, but now that
I am

face to face with thee, |I know that there can be no mistake." She
strai ghtened then. "We will neet again," she told him

“As you wish, ma'am" Errand replied, renmenbering his manners.

She smiled, and her smile was so radiant that it seenmed al nbst to
bring

sunlight to the nurky winter afternoon. "I am Cyradis,"
"and |

bear thee friendship, gentle Errand, even though the tine nmay cone
when |

nmust needs deci de agai nst thee." And then she vani shed, di sappearing
so

suddenly that she was there and then gone in the space of a single
heart beat .

she said,

Startled a bit, Errand gl anced at the snow where she had stood and
saw t hat

there were no marks or footprints. He sat down on his sled to think
about

it. Nothing that the strange young worman had said really seenmed to
make

much sense, but he was fairly sure that a tinme would cone when it

woul d.

After a bit of thought, he concluded that this peculiar visit would
upset

Pol gara if she heard about it. Since he was certain that this Cyradis
posed

no threat and meant himno harm he decided that he would not mention
t he

i nci dent .

Then, because it was growing quite chilly atop the hill, he pushed
his sled

into notion and coasted down the | ong slope and across the neadow and
to

within a few dozen yards of where Durnik was fishing with such tota
concentration that he was oblivious of all that was going on around
hi m

Pol gara was tol erant about Durnik's pastinme. She was al ways suitably
i npressed at the length, weight, and silvery color of the prizes he
br ought

home and she drew upon all her vast know edge to find new and

i nteresting

ways to fry, bake, broil, roast, and even poach fish. She adamantly
i nsi sted, however, that he clean them

When spring returned once again, Belgarath came by, nounted on a
spirited
roan stallion.

"What happened to your mare?" Durnik asked the old man as he



di smounted in
the dooryard of the cottage.

Bel garath nmade a sour face. "I was halfway to Drasnia when
di scovered
that she was pregnant. | traded her for this enthusiast.” He gave the

prancing roan a hard | ook.

"It looks as if you m ght have gotten the best of the bargain,"”

Dur ni k

nmused, | ooking Bel garath's horse over.

"The mare was sedate and sensible,” the old man di sagreed. "This one
doesn't have a brain in his head. Al he wants to do is show off -
runni ng,

junmping, rearing, and pawing the air with his hooves." He shook his
head in

di sgust .

"Put himin the barn, father,"
You' re just

in time for supper. You can have a baked fish. As a matter of fact,
you can

have several baked fish if you'd like."

Pol gara suggested, "and wash up.

After they had eaten, Belgarath turned his chair around, |eaned back
and

pushed his feet out toward the fire. He | ooked around with a
contented

smle at the polished flagstone floor, the lined white walls with

pol i shed

pots and kettles hangi ng on pegs, and at the dancing |ight and shadow
coming fromthe arched fireplace. "It's good to relax a bit," he
said. "l

don't think |'ve stopped noving since | left here last autum."”

"What is it that's so pressing, father?" Polgara asked him as she
cl eared
away the supper dishes.

"Beldin and | had quite along talk," the old man replied. "There are
sone
things going on in Mallorea that | don't quite like."

"What earthly difference can it make now, father? Qur interest in
Mal | or ea

ended at Cthol M shrak when Torak died. You were not appointed
car et aker of

the world, you know. "

"I wish it were that easy, Pol," he said. "Does the nanme 'the
Sar di on' nean
anything to you? O 'Cthrag Sardius' perhaps?”

She was pouring hot water froma kettle into the large pan in which
she

customarily washed the dishes, but she stopped, frowning slightly. "I
t hi nk



| heard a Grolimsay sonething about 'Cthrag Sardius' once. He was
delirious and babbling in old Angarak."

"Can you renenber what he was sayi ng?" Belgarath asked intently.

"I"'msorry, father, but |I don't speak old Angarak. You never got
around to

teaching nme, renmenber?" She | ooked at Errand and crooked one finger
at him

Errand si ghed di sconsol ately, got up, and fetched a di shtowel .

"Don't nmke faces, Errand,"” she told him "It doesn't hurt you to
hel p

clean up after supper." She | ooked back at Bel garath as she started
to wash

the dishes. "What's the significance of the 'Sardion' or whatever you

cal
it?"

"I don't know," Belgarath replied, scratching at his beard in
perplexity.

"As Bel din pointed out, though, Torak called our Master's Orb 'Cthrag
Yaska.' It's possible, | suppose, that 'Cthrag Sardius' night be
connect ed

in sonme way."

"I picked up a |l ot of 'possibles' and 'supposes' and 'mghts' in
t here,

f at her,'
of

habit -or just to keep busy."

she said. "I wonder if you aren't chasing after shadows out

"You know nme well enough to know that |I'mnot all that enthusiastic
about
keepi ng busy, Pol," he said wyly.

"So |'ve noticed. Is anything el se happening in the world?"
"Let's see," Belgarath | eaned back and stared speculatively at the
| ow- beaned ceiling. "The Grand Duke Noragon ate sonething that
definitely

didn't agree with him"

"Who is the Grand Duke Noragon? And why are we interested in his
di gestion?" Pol gara asked.

"The Grand Duke Noragon was the candi date of the Honeth family to
succeed

Ran Borune on the Inperial Throne of Tolnedra," Bel garath smrked.
"He was

a conplete and total jackass, and his ascension to the throne would
have

been an unmitigated disaster."

"You said was," Durnik noted.

"Ri ght. Noragon's indigestion proved fatal. It is wi dely suspected



t hat

sonme splendid Horbite synpathizer used certain exotic condinments that
cone

fromthe jungles of Nyissa to season the Grand Duke's |ast |unch. The
synmptons, | understand, were quite spectacular. The Honeths are in
tota

di sarray, and the other fanilies are gl oating outrageously."

"Tol nedran politics are disgusting," Pol gara decl ared.

"Qur Prince Khel dar appears to be well on his way toward becomning the
weal thiest man in the world," Belgarath continued.

"Sil k?" Durnik | ooked a bit amazed. "Has he managed to steal that
much
al ready?"

"I gather that what he's doing is sort of legitimate this tinme,"

Bel garath

said. "He and that rascal Yarbl ek have sonehow managed to gain
control of

the entire Nadrak fur harvest. | wasn't able to get all the details,
but

the screans of anguish coming fromthe nmajor conmercial houses in
Bokt or

woul d seemto indicate that our friends are doing rather well."

"I"'m pleased to hear that," Durnik said

"That's probably because you haven't been in the market for a fur

cape

lately " Belgarath chuckled. "The price has taken quite a junmp, |
understand."” The old man rocked back in his chair. "In Cthol Mirgos,
your

friend Kal Zakath is methodically butchering his way down the east
coast .

He's added Rak Cthan and Rak Hagga to the list of cities he's
captured and

depopul ated. I'mnot too fond of Mirgos, but it's just possible that
Zakat h

is going alittle too far."

"Kal Zakath?" Pol gara asked with one eyebrow slightly raised.

"An affectation." Belgarath shrugged.

“"More likely a symptom " she observed. "Angarak rulers always seemto
be

unstabl e in one way or another.
"Wl | ?"

She turned to | ook at her father

"Well what ?"

"Have you heard anything from Ri va? How are Garion and Ce' Nedra
doi ng?"

"I haven't heard a sound -oh, a few official things. 'The Rivan King
is



pl eased to announce the appoi ntnment of Earl what's-his-nane as Rivan
anbassador to the Kingdom of Drasnia.' That sort of thing, but
nothing in

the |l east bit personal.”

"We are sure he knows howto wite, aren't we?" she demanded
exasperatedly.

“I"'msure that he's not so busy that he hasn't had the tine to wite
at

| east one letter in the last two years."

"He did," Errand said quietly. He m ght not have nentioned the
letter, but
it seemed very inportant to Pol gara.

She | ooked at him sharply. "Wat did you say?" she asked.
"Bel garion wote to you |ast winter,"
| ost,

t hough, when the ship his nmessenger was aboard sank."

Errand said. "The letter got

"If the ship sank, then how do you-"

“"Pol," Belgarath said in a tone that seemed uncharacteristically
firm "why

don't you let me handle this?" He turned to Errand. "You say that

Garion
wrote a letter to Polgara |last w nter?”

"Yes," Errand said.

"But that the letter was | ost when the nmessenger's ship sank?"
Errand nodded.

"Why didn't he wite another one then?"

"He doesn't know that the ship sank."

"But you do?"

Errand nodded agai n.

"Do you by any chance know what the letter said?"

"Yes."

"Do you suppose you could recite it for us?”

fl guess | could, if you want. Belgarion's going to wite another one
;gei or so, though."

Bel garath gave him a strange | ook. "Wy don't you tell us what the
first

one said? That way we won't niss anything."

“"All right," Errand agreed. He frowned, concentrating very hard. "He



started out by saying, 'Dear Aunt Pol and Durnik.' | think that's
sort of
nice, don't you?"

"Just recite the letter, Errand,"” Belgarath said patiently. "Save the
conments for later."

"All right." Errand stared thoughtfully into the fire.

msorry | haven't witten earlier,"" he recited, "'but |'ve been

terribly busy learning how to be a good king. It's easy enough to be

Ki ng

-all you need is to be born into the right famly. To be a good ki ng

is

har der, though. Brand hel ps ne as nuch as he can, but | still have to
make

a |l ot of decisions about things that | don't really understand.

"Ce'Nedra is well -at least | think so. We're hardly talking to each
ot her

any nore, so it's kind of hard to say for sure. Brand is a bit

concer ned

that we haven't had any children yet, but | don't think he needs to
worry.

So far as | can tell, we're never going to have any children, and
maybe

it's just as well. | really think we should have gotten to know each
ot her

alittle better before we got married. |'msure that there's some way
t hat

we could have called it off. Nowit's too late. W'll just have to
make t he

best of it. If we don't see each other too rmuch, we can usually
manage to

be civil to each other -at |east civil enough to keep up appearances.
" '"Barak canme by in that big War boat of his |ast sumer, and we had
a very

good visit. He told ne all about-' "

"Just a nmonent, Errand." Polgara stopped the recitation. "Does he say
any

nore about the trouble he's having with Ce' Nedra?"

“"No, ma'am " Errand replied after a nonment during which he quickly
ran
through the rest of the letter in his mnd.

"He wote about Barak's visit and sonme news he got from Ki ng Anheg
and a

letter from Mandorallen. That's about all. He said that he | oves you
and

nm sses you very nuch. That's how he ended it."

Pol gara and Bel garath exchanged a very long | ook. Errand could fee
their

perplexity, but he was not sure exactly how to set their nminds at
rest



about the matter.

"You're sure that's the way the letter went?" Bel garath asked him
Errand nodded. "That's what he wote."

“And you knew what was in the letter as soon as he wote it?"

Errand hesitated. "I don't knowif it was |ike that, exactly. It
doesn' t

really work that way, you know. You have to sort of think about it,
and |

didn't really think about it until the subject cane up -when Pol gara
was

tal king about it just now "

"Does it matter how far away the other person is?" Bel garath asked
curiously.

“No," Errand replied, "I don't think so. It just seens to be there
when |

want it to be."

“"No one can do that, father."
has ever

been able to do that."

Pol gara said to the old man. "No one

"Apparently the rul es have changed," Belgarath said thoughtfully. "I
t hi nk
we'll have to accept it as genuine, don't you?"

She nodded. "He doesn't have any reason to make it up."

"I think you and | are going to have to have sone very long tal ks
t oget her,

Errand,"” the old man said.

" Per haps, "
boy.
"Coul d you repeat what Garion said about Ce' Nedra for nme?"

Pol gara said, "but not just yet." She turned back to the

Errand nodded. " 'Ce'Nedra is well -at least | think so. We're hardly
talking to each other any nore, so it's kind of hard to say for sure.
Br and

is a bit concerned that-' "

"That's fine, Errand,"” she said, raising one hand slightly. Then she
| ooked

into the boy's face. After a moment, one of her eyebrows shot up
"Tel
me, "
wr ong
bet ween Gari on and Ce' Nedra?"

she said, very carefully choosing her words, "do you know what's

"Yes," Errand replied.

"Would you tell nme?"



"If you want. Ce' Nedra did sonething that nmade Garion very angry, and
t hen

he did sonething that enbarrassed her in public, and that nade her
angry.

She thinks that he doesn't pay enough attention to her and that he
spends

all his time on his work so that he won't have to spend any with her

He thinks that she's selfish and spoil ed and doesn't think about
anybody

but herself. They're both wong, but they've had a |ot of argunents
about

it and they've hurt each other so nmuch with sone of the things
they' ve said

that they've both given up on being married to each other. They're
terribly

unhappy. "

"Thank you, Errand,"” she said. Then she turned to Durnik. "We'll need
to
pack a few things,"

she sai d.
"Oh?" He | ooked a bit surprised.

"We're going to Riva," she said quite firmy

CHAPTER FOUR

At Carmmar, Belgarath ran across an old friend in a tavern near the
har bor .

When he brought the bearded, furclad Cherek to the inn where they

wer e

stayi ng, Polgara gave the swaying sailor a penetrating |ook. "How
| ong have

you been drunk, Captain Greldik?" she asked bluntly.

"What day is it?" H's reply was vague.

She told him

"Astoni shing." He belched. "Par'n ne," he apol ogi zed.

"I appear to have lost track of several days sonewhere. Do you know
by any

chance what week it is?"

"Greldik," she said, "do you absolutely have to get drunk every tine
you're
in port?"

Grel di k 1 ooked thoughtfully at the ceiling, scratching at his beard.
" Now

that you nmention it, Polgara, | believe | do. | hadn't really thought
about



it that way before, but now that you suggest it-"

She gave hima hard stare, but the | ook he returned was deliberately
i mpudent .

"Don't waste your tine, Polgara," he suggested. "I'mnot nmarried;
I've

never been married; and |'m not ever going to get married. |'m not
r ui ni ng

any worman's life by the way | behave, and it's absolutely certain

t hat no

wonman i s ever going to ruin mne. Now, Belgarath says that you want
to go

to Riva. I'Il round up nmy crew, and we'll |eave on the norning tide.'

"W Il your crew be sober enough to find their way out of the harbor?"

He shrugged. "We night bunp into a Tol nedran nmerchantman or two on

t he way

out, but we'll find our way to the open sea eventually. Drunk or
sober, ny

crew is the best afloat. We'll put you on the quay at Riva by

m daft er noon

on the day after tomorrow -unless the sea freezes solid between now
and

then, in which case it mght take a couple hours |onger." He bel ched
agai n.
"Par'n nme,’
hi s

bl eary eyes.

he said, swaying back and forth and peering at her with

"Greldik," Belgarath said adnmiringly, "you're the bravest man alive.'
"The sea doesn't frighten ne," Geldik replied.
"I wasn't tal king about the sea."

About noon of the followi ng day, Greldik's ship was running before a
fresheni ng breeze through foam ng whitecaps.

A few of the |l ess indisposed nenbers of his crew | urched about the
deck

tending the |ines and keeping a more or less alert eye on the stern
wher e

Grel di k, puffy-eyed and obviously suffering, clung to the tiller.

“Aren't you going to shorten your sail?" Bel garath asked him
"What for?"

"Because if you leave full sail up in this kind of wind, you'l
upr oot your
mast . "

"You stick to your sorcery, Belgarath,"” Geldik told him "and | eave
t he

sailing to me. We're making good tine, and the deck-planking starts
to



buckl e up I ong before the mast is in any danger."

"How | ong before?"

Grel di k shrugged. " Alnpst a mnute or so -nost of the tinme."

Bel garath stared at him "I think I'll go below'' he said at |ast.
"That's a good idea."

By evening the wi nd had abated, and Greldik's ship continued across a
qui eter sea as night fell. There were only occasional glinpses of the
stars, but they were sufficient; when the sun rose the next norning,
it

was, as the wayward captain had predicted, dead astern. By

m drmorni ng, the

dark, rocky crags and jagged peaks that forned the crest of the Isle
of the

W nds were poked above the western horizon, and their ship was once
again

plunging like a spirited horse through the whitecaps under a crisp

bl ue

sky. A broad grin split Geldik's bearded face as his ship swooped
and

| urched and shuddered her way through the hanmering seas, throw ng
out

great sheets of sparkling spray each tine she knifed into a wave

"That's a very unreliable man," Pol gara said, giving the captain a
di sapproving stare.

"He really seens to be a good sailor, Pol," Durnik said mldly.
"That's not what | was tal king about, Durnik."
"d]' "

The ship tacked snmoothly between two rocky headl ands and into the
shel t ered

harbor of the city of Riva. The gray stone buil dings mounted steeply
upwar d

toward the grim nenacing battlenments of the Citadel which brooded
over the

city and the harbor bel ow

"This place always | ooks so bleak," Durnik noted. "Bleak and
uni nviting."

"That was sort of the idea when they built it, Durnik," Belgarath
replied.
"They didn't really want many visitors."

Then, at the end of a starboard tack, Greldik swng his tiller hard
over,

and his ship, her prow knifing through the dark water, ran directly
at the

stone quay jutting out fromthe foot of the city. At the |ast
possi bl e



nonment he swung his tiller again. To the flapping of her patched
sails, the

ship coasted the last few yards and bunped gently agai nst the salt-
crusted

stones of the quay.

"Do you think anybody saw us comi ng and told Garion?" Durnik asked.

"Evidently so," Belgarath replied, pointing toward the arched gate

t hat had

just swung open to reveal the broad flight of stone stairs nounting
upwar d

within the thick, high walls protecting the seaward side of Riva. A
nunber

of official-looking nen were com ng through the gate; in the center
of the

group strode a tall young nman with sandy-colored hair and a serious
expression on his face.

"Let's step over to the other side of the ship," Belgarath suggested
to
Durnik and Errand. "I want to surprise him?"

"Wel come to Riva, Captain Greldik." Errand recogni zed Garion's voi ce,
even
t hough it sounded ol der, nore sure now.

Grel di k squinted appraisingly over the rail. "You ve grown, boy," he
sai d

to the King of Riva. A man as free as Greldi k al nost never felt the
need

for using customary terms of respect.

"It's been going around |ately,"
everybody ny

age has conme down with it."

Garion replied dryly. "Al nost

“I"ve brought you sone visitors," Geldik told him

Grinning, Belgarath noved across the deck to the quayside railing
with

Durni k and Errand cl ose behind him

"Grandfather?" Garion's face was conpl etely astoni shed. "Wat are you
doi ng

here? And Durni k -and Errand?"

"Actually it was your aunt's idea," Belgarath told him

"I's Aunt Pol here, too?"

"Of course | am" Polgara replied calmy, energing fromthe | ow
r oof ed

cabin under the stern.

" Aunt Pol!" Garion exclained, |ooking dunfounded.

"Don't stare, Garion," she told him adjusting the collar of her blue



cloak. "It's inpolite.”

"But, why didn't you let nme know you were com ng? What are you al
doi ng
her e?"

"Visiting, dear. People do that fromtinme to tine."

When they joined the young king on the quay, there were the usua

enbr aces

and handshakes and the Iong | ooks into each others' faces that go
with

reuni ons. Errand, however, was much nore interested in sonething

el se. As

they started the clinb up through the gray city toward the Citade
br oodi ng

above it, he tugged once at Garion's sleeve. "Horse?" he asked.

Garion | ooked at him "He's in the stables, Errand. He'll be happy to
see
you.

Errand sm | ed and nodded.

"Does he still talk that way?" Garion asked Durni k. "Just one word at
a
time like that? | thought -well-"

"Most of the time he speaks normally -for his age,"” Durnik replied,
" but

he's been thinking about the colt ever since we |left the Vale and
sonmeti nmes, when he gets excited, he slips back to the old way."

"He listens, though," Pol gara added, "which is nore than | can say
about
anot her boy when he was that age.”

Garion laughed. "Was | really that difficult, Aunt Pol ?"
“Not difficult, dear. You just didn't listen.”

When they arrived at the Citadel, the Ri van Queen greeted them under
t he

hi gh, thick-walled arch of the front gate. Ce' Nedra was as exquisite
as

Errand renenbered her. Her coppery-colored hair was caught at the
back of

her head by a pair of golden conbs, and the ringlets tunbled down her
back

in a flam ng cascade. Her green eyes were |arge. She was tiny, not
much

taller than Errand, but she was every inch a queen. She greeted them
al

regal ly, embracing Belgarath and Durni k and lightly kissing Polgara's
cheek.

Then she held out both hands to Errand, and he took themin his and
| ooked



into her eyes. There was a barrier there, the faintest hint of the
defensive tightening with which she kept the hurt away. She drew him
to her

and kissed hinm even in that gesture, he could feel the unhappy

t enseness

that she was probably no | onger even aware of. As she renoved her
soft |ips

fromhis cheek, Errand once again | ooked deeply into her eyes,
letting al

the | ove and hope and conpassion he felt for her flow into his gaze.
Then,

wi t hout even thinking, he reached out his hand and gently touched her
cheek. Her eyes went very wide, and her |ip began to trenble. That
fai nt

touch of agate-hard defensiveness about her face began to crunble.
Two

great tears welled up in her eyes; then, with a brokenhearted wail
she

turned and stunbled blindly, her arns outstretched. "Oh, Lady

Pol gara! " she

cried.

Pol gara calmy took the sobbing little queen in her arnms and held
her. She

| ooked directly into Errand's face, however, and one of her eyebrows
was

rai sed questioningly. Errand returned her | ook and gave her a cal m
answeri ng nod.

"Well," Belgarath said, slightly enbarrassed by Ce' Nedra's sudden
weepi ng.

He scratched at his beard and | ooked around the inner courtyard of
t he

Citadel and the broad granite steps |leading up to the massive door
"Have

you got anything to drink handy?" he asked Gari on.

Pol gara, her arns still about the weeping Ce' Nedra, gave hima | eve
| ook.
"I'sn'"t it a bit early, father?" she asked.

"Ch, | don't think so," he replied blandly. "A bit of ale helps to
settle
the stomach after a sea voyage."

"There's al ways sone excuse, isn't there?"
"I can usually manage to think of something."

Errand spent the afternoon in the exercise yard at the rear of the
royal

stabl es. The chestnut-colored colt was not really a colt any nore,
but

rather a full-grown young stallion. H's dark coat was glossy , and
hi s

nmuscl es rippled under that coat as he ran in a wide circle about the
yard.

The single white patch on his shoul der seenmed al nost i ncandescent in



t he
bri ght sunlight.

The horse had known sonehow that Errand was com ng and had been
restive and

hi gh-strung all norning. The stabl eman cautioned Errand about that.
"Be

careful of him" he said. "He's a bit flighty today for sonme reason."”

"He'll be fine now," Errand said, calmy unlatching the door to the
young

horse's stall.
"I wouldn't go-"
if to

pul | the boy back, but Errand had already entered the stall with the
wi de-eyed ani mal. The horse snorted once and pranced nervously, his
hooves

t huddi ng on the strawcovered floor. He stopped and stood quivering
unt i

Errand put out his hand and touched that bowed neck. Then everything
was

all right between them Errand pushed the door of the stall open

wi der and,

with the horse contentedly nuzzling at his shoulder, |led the way out
of the

st abl e past the astoni shed groom

the stabl eman started sharply, half reaching out as

For the time being, it was enough for the two of themjust to be
t oget her

-to share the bond which was between them and had sonehow exi st ed
even

before they had nmet and, in a peculiar way, even before either of
t hem was

born. There would be nore later, but for now this was enough

When the purple hue of evening began to creep up the eastern sky,
Err and

fed the horse, pronised that he would conme again the follow ng day,
and

went back into the Citadel in search of his friends. He found them
seated

in alowceilinged dining hall. This roomwas smaller than the great
mai n

banquet hall and it was less formal. It was perhaps as close to being
honey

as any roomin this bleak fortress could be.

"Did you have a pl easant afternoon?" Pol gara asked him
Errand nodded.

" And was the horse glad to see you?"

"Yes."

“And now you're hungry, | suppose?"



"Well-a little." He | ooked around the room noting that the Rivan
Queen was
not present. "Were's Ce' Nedra?" he asked.

"She' s a little tired," Polgara replied. "She and | had a long talk
this
afternoon. "

Errand | ooked at her and understood. Then he | ooked around again. "I
really
am sort of hungry," he told her

She | aughed a warm fond |augh. " Al boys are the sane," she said.
"Whul d you really want us to be different?" Garion asked her
“No," she said, "I don't suppose | would."

The next nmorning, quite early, Polgara and Errand were in front of
the fire

in the apartnment that had al ways been hers. Polgara sat in a high-
backed

chair with a fragrant cup of tea on the small table beside her. She
wore a

deep blue velvet dressing gown and held a |l arge ivory conb. Errand
sat on a

carpet-covered footstool directly in front of her, enduring a part of
t he

nmorning ritual. The washing of the face, ears, and neck did not take
al

that much tine, but for sonme reason the conmbing of his hair always
seened

to fill up the better part of a quarter hour. Errand' s persona
tastes in

the arrangenment of his hair were fairly elenental. As long as it was
out of

his eyes, it was satisfactory. Polgara, however, seenmed to find a

gr eat

deal of entertainment in pulling a comb through his soft, pale-blond
curls.

Now and then at odd tinmes of the day, he would see that peculiar
sof t ness

come into her eyes and see her fingers twitching alnpst of their own
will

toward a comb and he woul d know that, if he did not imediately
beconme very

busy with sonmething, he would be wordlessly seated in a chair to have
hi s

hair attended to.

There was a respectful tap on the door.
"Yes, Garion?" she replied.
“I hope I"'mnot too early, Aunt Pol. May | cone in?"

"Of course, dear."



Garion wore a blue doublet and hose and soft | eather shoes. Errand
had

noticed that if he had any choice in the matter, the young Ki ng of
Ri va

al nost al ways wore bl ue.

"Good norning, dear,”
comnb.

Pol gara said, her fingers still busy with the

"Good nmorning, Aunt Pol," Garion said. And then he | ooked at the boy
who

sat fidgeting slightly on the stool in front of Polgara' s chair

" Good

norni ng, Errand," he said gravely.

"Bel garion," Errand said, nodding.
"Hol d your head still, Errand," Polgara said calmy. "Wuld you |ike
sone

tea?" she asked Garion.
“No, thank you."
her.

"Where's Durni k?" he asked.

He drew up another chair and sat down across from

"He's taking a wal k around the parapet,’
likes to
be outside when the sun cones up."

Pol gara told him "Durnik

"Yes," Garion snmiled. "I seemto remenber that from Faldor's farm |Is
everything all right? Wth the roons, | nean?”

"“I"'m always very confortable here," she said. "In sonme ways it was

al ways

was the closest thing | had to a permanent home -at |east unti

now. " She

| ooked around with satisfaction at the deep crimson vel vet drapes and
t he

dark | eat her uphol stery of her chairs and sighed contentedly.

"These have been your roons for a long tine, haven't they?"

"Yes. Beldaran set them aside for ne after she and Iron-grip were
married. "

"What was he |ike?"

“Iron-grip? Very tall -alnost as tall as his father -and i mensely
strong. "
She turned her attention back to Errand's hair

"Was he as tall as Barak?"

"Taller, but not quite so thick-bodied. King Cherek hinmself was seven
f eet

tall, and all of his sons were very big nmen. Dras Bull-neck was |ike
atree

trunk. He blotted out the sky. Iron-grip was | eaner and he had a



fierce

bl ack beard and piercing blue eyes. By the tinme he and Bel daran were
marri ed, there were touches of gray in his hair and beard; but even
so,

there was a kind of innocence about himthat we could all sense. It
was

very much like the innocence we all feel in Errand here."

"You seemto renmenber himvery well. For ne, he's always been just
sonmebody

in a legend. Everybody knows about the things he did, but we don't
know

anyt hi ng about himas a real man."

“I'"d renmenber hima bit nore acutely, Garion. After all, there had
been the
possibility that | night have married him™"

“lron-grip?"

" Aldur told father to send one of his daughters to the Rivan King to
be

his wife. Father had to choose between Bel daran and ne. | think the
ol d

wol f rmade the right choice, but | still |looked at Iron-grip in a
rat her

speci al way." She sighed and then smiled a bit ruefully. "I don't
think 1'd

have made him a good wife," she said. "My sister Beldaran was sweet
and
gentle and very beautiful. | was neither gentle nor very attractive."

"But you're the nobst beautiful worman in the world, Aunt Pol," Garion
obj ected qui ckly.

“It's nice of you to say that, Garion, but when | was sixteen,
wasn' t

what nost people would call pretty. | was tall and gangly. My knees
wer e

al ways skinned, and ny face was usually dirty. Your grandfather was
never

very consci entious about |ooking after the appearance of his

daught ers.

Somet i mes whol e weeks woul d go by without a conb ever touching ny
hair. |

didn't like nmy hair very nmuch, anyway. Beldaran's was soft and

gol den, but

mne was |i ke a horse's mane, and there was this ugly white streak."
She

absently touched the white lock at her left browwith the conb.

"What caused that?" he asked curiously.

"' Your grandfather touched nme there with his hand the first tinme he
saw ne

-when | was just a baby. The lock turned white instantly. W're al
mar ked



in one way or another, you know. You have the mark on your palm |
have

this white | ock; your grandfather has a mark just over his heart.
It's in

different places on each of us, but it neans the sane thing."

"What does it nean?"

"It has to do with what we are, dear." She turned Errand around and
| ooked

at him her lips pursed. Then she gently touched the curls just over
hi s

ears. "Anyway, as | was saying, | was wild and willful and not at al
pretty when | was young. The Vale of Aldur isn't really a very good
pl ace

for a girl to grow up, and a group of crotchety old sorcerers is not
really

a very good substitute for a nother. They tend to forget that you're
around. You renmenber that huge, ancient tree in the mddle of the
Val e?"

He nodded.

"I clinmbed up into that tree once and stayed there for two weeks
bef ore

anyone noticed that | hadn't been underfoot |lately. That sort of
thing can

make a girl feel neglected and unl oved."

"How did you finally find out -that you're really beautiful, | nmean?”

She sniled. "That's another story, dear." She |ooked at himrather
directly. "Do you suppose we can stop tiptoeing around the subject
now?"

"What ?"
"That business in your letter about you and Ce' Nedra."

"Ch, that. | probably shouldn't have bothered you with it, Aunt Pol
It's
nmy problem after all.

He | ooked away unconfortably .

"Garion," she said firmy, "in our particular famly there's no such
t hi ng

as a private problem | thought you knew that by now Exactly what is
t he

difficulty with Ce' Nedra?"

"It's just not working, Aunt Pol," he said disconsolately. "There are
things that | absolutely have to see to by nyself, and she wants ne
to

spend every waking mnute with her -well, at |east she used to. Now
we go

for days wi thout seeing each other at all. W don't sleep in the sane
bed

any nore, and-" He | ooked suddenly at Errand and coughed
unconfortably .



"There," Polgara said to Errand as if nothing had happened. "I guess
you're

presentabl e now. Why don't you put on that brown wool cape and go
find

Dur ni k? Then the two of you can go down to the stables and visit the
horse. "

"All right, Polgara," Errand agreed, slipping dowm off the stool and

goi ng
to fetch the cape.

"He's a very good little boy, isn't he?" Garion said to Pol gara.

"Most of the time," she replied. "If we can keep himout of the river
behi nd ny nother's house. For sone reason, he seens to fee
inconplete if

he can't fall into the water once or twice a nonth."

Errand ki ssed Polgara and started toward the door.

"Tell Durnik that | said the two of you can enjoy yourselves this
nor ni ng, "

she told him She gave Garion a direct look. "I think |I'mgoing to be
busy

here for a few hours."

"All right," Errand said, and went out into the corridor. He gave
only the

bri efest of thoughts to the probl em which had nade Garion and

Ce' Nedra so

unhappy. Pol gara had already taken the matter in hand, and Errand
knew t hat

she would fix things. The problemitself was not a | arge one, but it
had

somehow been expl oded into sonething of nonstrous proportions by the
argunments it had caused. The snmll est m sunderstandi ng, Errand
realized,

could sonetinmes fester like a hidden wound, if words spoken in haste
and in

heat were allowed to stand w thout apol ogy or forgiveness. He al so
realized

that Garion and Ce' Nedra | oved each other so much that they were both
extrenely vulnerable to those hasty and heated words. Each had an
enor nous

power to hurt the other. Once they were both made fully aware of
that, the

whol e busi ness could be allowed to bl ow over.

The corridors of the Citadel of Riva were lighted by torches held in
iron
rings protruding fromthe stone walls.

Errand wal ked down a broad hallway | eading to the east side of the
fortress

and the steps leading to the parapet and the battl enents above. Wen
he

reached the thick east wall, he paused to | ook out one of the narrow



wi ndows that admtted a sl ender band of steel-gray light fromthe

dawn sky.

The Citadel was high above the city, and the gray stone buil dings and
narrow, cobbl estone streets bel ow were still lost in shadows and
nor ni ng

mst. Here and there, lighted wi ndows gleaned in the houses of early

risers. The clean salt snell of the sea, carried by an onshore
breeze,

wafted over the island ki ngdom Contained within the ancient stones
of the

Citadel itself was the sense of desolation the people of Riva Iron-
grip had

felt when they had first glinpsed this rocky isle rising grimand
storm | ashed out of a |aden sea. Also within those stones was that
stern

sense of duty that had made the Rivans wrest their fortress and their
city

directly fromthe rock itself, to stand forever in defense of the Ob
of

Al dur .

Errand clinmbed the flight of stone stairs and found Durni k standi ng
at the

battl ements, |ooking out over the Sea of the Wnds that was rolling
endlessly in to crash in long, nuted conbers agai nst the rocky shore.

"She finished with your hair, | see," Durnik noted.
Errand nodded. "Finally," he said wyly.

Durni k | aughed. "We can both put up with a few things if they please
her,

can't we?" he said.

"Yes," Errand agreed. "She's talking with Belgarion right now I
t hi nk she

wants us to stay away until they've talked it all out."

Durni k nodded. "That's the best way, really. Pol and Garion are very
cl ose.

He'll tell her things when they're alone that he wouldn't say if we
wer e

around. | hope she can get things straightened out between him and
Ce' Nedra. "

"Polgara will fix it," Errand assured him

From sonewhere in a nmeadow hi gh above them where the nmorning sun had
al ready touched the enmerald grass, a shepherdess |ifted her voice to
si ng

to her flock. She sang of love in a pure, unschool ed voice that rose
like

bird song.

"That's the way | ove should be," Durnik said. "Sinple and
unconpl i cated and
clear -just like that girl's voice."



"I know." Errand said. "Polgara said we could go visit the horse -
whenever
you' re finished up here."

"Of course," Durnik said, "and we could probably stop by the kitchen
and
pi ck up some breakfast along the way."

"That's an awfully good idea, too," Errand said.
The day went very well. The sun was warm and bright, and the horse
frolicked in the exercise yard al nost |ike a puppy.

"The king won't let us break him" one of the groonms told Durnik. "He
hasn't even been trained to a halter yet. His Majesty said sonething
about

this being a very special horse -which | don't understand at all. A
hor se

is a horse, isn't it?"

"It has to do with something that happened when he was born," Durnik
expl ai ned.

"They're all born the sane," the groom said.

"You had to have been there,"” Durnik told him

At supper that evening, Garion and Ce' Nedra were | ooking rather
tentatively

across the table at each other, and Polgara had a mysterious little
smle

pl ayi ng across her |ips.

When they had all finished eating, Garion stretched and yawned
somewhat

theatrically. "For some reason |I'mfeeling very tired tonight," he
sai d.

"The rest of you can sit up and talk if you'd like, but I think I"lI
go to

bed. "

"That m ght not be a bad idea, Garion," Polgara told him

He got to his feet, and Errand could feel his trenbling nervousness.
Wth

an al nost agoni zi ng casual ness he turned to Ce' Nedra. "Coning,
dear?" he

asked, putting an entire peace proposal into those two words.

Ce' Nedra | ooked at him and her heart was in her eyes.

"Why -uh- yes, Garion," she said with a rosy little blush, "I believe
I

will. | seemto be very tired, too."

"Good night, children," Polgara said to themin tones of warm
af fection.

"Sleep well."



"What did you say to thenP?" Bel garath asked hi s daughter when the
royal
couple had I eft the room hand in hand.

"A great many things, father," she replied smugly.

"One of them nmust have done the trick," he said. "Durnik, be a good
fell ow

and top this off for ne.
sat

beside the ale barrel. Polgara was so pleased with her success that
she did

not even comment on that.

He passed his enpty tankard to Durnik, who

It was well after midnight when Errand awoke with a slight start.

"You' re a very sound sleeper," a voice that seemed to be inside his
m nd
said to him

"I was dreanming,"” Errand replied.

"l noticed that,"
you
in the throne room"

the voice said drily. "Pull on sone clothes. | need

Errand obedi ently got out of bed and pulled on his tunic and his
short,

soft Sendari an boots.

"Be quiet,"
Durni k. "

the voice told him "Let's not wake up Pol gara and

Quietly they left the apartnment and went down the |long, deserted
corridors

to the Hall of the Rivan King, the vast throne room where, three
years

before, Errand had placed the Orb of Aldur in Garion's hand and had
forever

changed the young man's life.

The huge door creaked slightly as Errand pulled it open, and he heard
a
voi ce inside call out, "Wo's there?"

“It's only ne, Belgarion," Errand told him

The great Hall was illum nated by the soft blue radiance of the Ob
of

Al dur, standing on the ponmel of the huge sword of Riva, hanging
poi nt

downwar d above the throne.

"What are you doi ng wandering around so |late, Errand?" Garion asked
hi m

The Rivan King was sprawl ed on his throne with his | eg cocked up over
one



of the arms.
"I was told to come here,"” Errand replied.
Garion | ooked at him strangely. "Told? Who told you?"

"You know." Errand said, stepping inside the Hall and closing the
door.
" HI m "

Garion blinked. "Does he talk to you, too?"
"This is the first time. |I've known about him though."

"If he's never-" Garion broke off and | ooked sharply up at the Ob
hi s

eyes startled. The soft blue light of the stone had suddenly changed
to a

deep, angry red. Errand could very clearly hear a strange sound. For
all of

the tine he had carried the Orb, his ears had been filled with the
crystalline shimer of its song, but now that shinmer seened to have
t aken

on an ugly iron overtone, as if the stone had encountered sonething
or

sonmeone that filled it with a raging anger

"Beware!" that voice which they both heard quite clearly said to them
in
tones which could not be ignored. "Beware Zandramas!"

CHAPTER FI VE

As soon as it was daylight, the two of themwent in search of

Bel gar at h.

Errand coul d sense that Garion was troubled and he himself felt that
t he

war ni ng they had received concerned a matter of such inportance that
everything el se nmust be set aside in the face of it. They had not
really

spoken much about it during those dark, silent hours while they sat
together in the Hall of the Rivan King, waiting for the first |ight
to

touch the eastern horizon. Instead, they had both watched the O b of
Al dur

closely, but the stone, after that one strange nonent of crinmson
anger, had

returned to its custonmary azure gl ow.

They found Bel garath seated before a recently rekindled fire in a
| ow- beaned hall close to the royal kitchens. On the table not far
from



where he sat lay a | arge chunk of bread and a generous sl ab of

cheese.

Errand | ooked at the bread and cheese, realizing suddenly that he was
hungry and wondering if Belgarath m ght be willing to share sone of
hi s

breakfast. The old sorcerer seenmed lost in thought as he gazed into

t he

dancing flanmes, and his stout gray cloak was drawn about his

shoul ders,

t hough the hall was not cold.

"You two are up early." he noted as Garion and Errand entered and
canme to
join himby the fireside.

"So are you, Grandfather," Garion said.

"I had a peculiar dream" the old man replied. "I've been trying to
shake

it off for several hours now. For sonme reason | dreaned that the Ob
had

turned red."

"It did," Errand told himquietly.

Bel garath | ooked at him sharply.

"Yes. We both saw it, Grandfather,"” Garion said. "W were in the
t hrone

rooma few hours ago, and the Orb suddenly turned red. Then that
voi ce that

|'"ve got in here-" He tapped his forehead. "-said to beware of

Zandr amas. "

"Zandranmas?" Belgarath said with a puzzled look. "Is that a nanme or a
t hi ng

or what ?"

"I don't really know, Grandfather,"
and |

heard it, didn't we, Errand?" Errand nodded, his eyes still on the
br ead

and cheese.

‘" @Grion replied, "but both Errand

"What were the two of you doing in the throne room at that hour?"
Bel garath
asked, his eyes very intent.

"I was asleep,” Garion answered. Then his face flushed slightly.
"Well,

sort of asleep. Ce'Nedra and | talked until quite |ate. W haven't
tal ked

very much lately, and so we had a lot of things to say to each other

Anyway, he told me to get up and go to the throne room"”

Bel garath | ooked at Errand. " And you?"

"He woke ne up," Errand replied, "and he-"



"Hold it," Belgarath said sharply. "Wo woke you up?"

"The sane one who woke Garion."

"You know who he is?"

"Yes."

"And you know what he is?"

Errand nodded.

"Has he ever spoken to you before?"

“No. "

"But you knew i nmedi ately who and what he is?"

"Yes. He told nme that he needed ne in the throne room so | got
dressed and

went. When | got there, the Orb turned red, and the voice said to
bewar e of

Zandr amas. "

Bel garath was frowning. "You' re both absolutely positive that the Ob
changed col or?"

"Yes, Grandfather,"” Garion assured him "and it sounded different,
too. It

usual ly makes this kind of ringing noise -like the sound a bell nekes
after

you strike it. This was altogether different."

" And you're sure that it turned red? | mean it wasn't just a darker
shade

of blue or sonething?"

"No, Grandfather. It was definitely red."

Bel garath got up out of his chair, his face suddenly grim "Come with
me, "

he said shortly and started toward the door

"Where are we goi ng?" Garion asked.

"To the library. | need to check on sonething."

"On what ?"

"Let's wait until | read it. This is inmportant, and | want to be sure
t hat

|'"ve got it right."

As he passed the table, Errand picked up the piece of cheese and

br oke of f

part of it. He took a large bite as he foll owed Bel garath and Garion
from



the room They went quickly through the dim torchlit corridors and
up a

steep, echoing flight of narrow stone steps. In the past few years
Bel garath's expressi on had beconme rather whinsical and touched with a
sort

of lazy self-indul gence. Al trace of that was gone now, and his eyes
wer e

intent and very alert. Wen they reached the library, the old man
took a

pair of candles froma dusty table and lighted them fromthe torch
hangi ng

in an iron ring just outside the door. Then he cane back inside and
set one

of the candl es down. "Close the door, Garion," he said, still holding
t he

ot her candle. "Wt don't want to be disturbed."

Wordl essly, Garion shut the solid oak door. Belgarath went over to

t he wal

lifted his candl e and began to run his eyes over the row upon row of
dusty,

| eat her - bound books and the neatly stacked, silk-w apped scrolls.
"There, "

he said, pointing to the top shelf. "Reach that scroll down for ne,
Garion

-the one wrapped in blue silk."

Garion stretched up on his tiptoes and took down the scroll. He

| ooked at

it curiously before handing it to his grandfather. "Are you sure?" he
asked. "This isn't the Min Codex, you know. "

“No," Belgarath told him "It isn't. Don't get your attention so
| ocked

onto the Min Codex that you ignore all the others.
candl e

and carefully untied the silver tasseled cord binding the scroll. He
stripped off the blue silk cover and began to unroll the crackling
parchment, his eyes running quickly over the ancient script. "Here it
is,”

he said at last. "'Behold,” '' he read, " '"in the day that Aldur's
Ob

burns hot with crinson fire shall the name of the Child of Dark be
revealed.' "

He set down his

"But Torak was the Child of Dark," Garion protested. "What is that
scrol | ?"

"The Darine Codex," Belgarath told him "It's not always as reliable
as the
Min, but it's the only one that mentions this particular event."

"What does it nmean?" Garion asked him | ooking perpl exed.

“It's a bit conplicated,"” Belgarath replied, his |lips pursed and his
eyes

still fixed on the passage in question. "Rather sinply put, there are
t wo



propheci es. "

"Yes, | knew that, but | thought that when Torak died, the other one
j ust
-wel | -"

“"Not exactly. | don't think it's that sinple. The two have been
meeting in

these confrontations since before the beginning of this world. Each
time,

there's a Child of Light and a Child of Dark. \When you and Torak met
at

Cthol M shrak, you were the Child of Light and Torak was the Child of
Dar k.

It wasn't the first tinme the two had net. Apparently it was not to be
t he

| ast, either."

"You nean that it's not over yet?" Garion demanded incredul ously.

“Not according to this," Belgarath said, tapping the parchnent.

"All right, if this Zandranas is the Child of Dark, who's the Child
of
Li ght ?"

"As far as | know, you are."

"Me? Still?"

“Until we hear something to the contrary."”

"Why me?"

"Haven't we had this conversation before?" Belgarath asked drily.

Garion's shoul ders slunped. "Now |'ve got this to worry about again -
on top
of everything else."

"Oh, stop feeling sorry for yourself, Garion," Belgarath told him
bl untly.

"We're all doing what we have to do, and sniveling about it won't
change a

thing."

"I wasn't sniveling."
"What ever you call it, stop it and get to work."

"What am | supposed to do?" Garion's tone was just a trifle sullen
"You can start here,"
all the

dusty books and sil k-w apped scrolls. "This is perhaps one of the
worl d's

best collections of prophecy -western prophecy at least. It doesn't
i ncl ude

the old man said, waving one hand to indicate



the Oracles of the Mallorean Grolins, of course, or the collection
t hat

Ctuchi k had at Rak Cthol or the secret books of those people at Kell
but

it's a place to start. | want you to read your way through this -al
of it-

and see if you can find out anything at all about this Zandranmas.
Make a

note of every reference to "the Child of Dark.' Most of themwll
probably

have to do with Torak, but there m ght be sonme that nmean Zandranmas
instead." He frowned slightly. "Wiile you're at it, keep an eye out
for

anything that has to do with sonmething called 'the Sardion' or
"Cthrag

Sardius. "

"What's that?"

"I don't know. Beldin ran across the termin Mallorea. It mght be
i mportant -or it mght not."

Garion | ooked around the library, his face blanching slightly. "Are
you
telling nme that this is all prophecy?"

"Of course not. Alot of it -nost of it probably- is the collected
ravi ngs
of assorted madnmen, all faithfully witten down."

"Why woul d anybody want to wite down what crazy people say?"

"Because the Min Codex is precisely that, the ravings of a lunatic.
The

Min prophet was so crazy that he had to be chained up. A lot of very
consci enti ous people went out after he died and wote down the

gi bberi sh of

every madman they could find on the off chance that there m ght be
prophecy

hidden in it somewhere.”

"How do | tell the difference?"

"I"'mnot really sure. Maybe after you' ve read themall, you'll be
able to

come up with a way to separate them If you do, let us know. It could
save

us all a lot of tine."

Garion | ooked around the library in dismy. "But, G andfather," he
protested, "this could take years!"”

"You' d probably better get started then, hadn't you? Try to
concentrate on

things that are supposed to happen after the death of Torak. W're
al

fairly famliar with the things that led up to that."



"Grandfather, I"'mnot really a scholar. What if | m ss sonething?"

"Don"t," Belgarath told himfirmy. "Like it or not, Garion, you're
one of

us. You have the sane responsibilities that the rest of us do. You
nm ght as

well get used to the idea that the whole world depends on you -and
you al so

m ght just as well forget that you ever heard the words, 'why nme?
That's

the objection of a child, and you're a man now." Then the old man
turned

and | ooked very hard at Errand. "And what are you doing mxed up in
all of

thi s?" he asked.

"“I"'mnot sure,” Errand replied calmy. "We' |l probably have to wait
and
see, won't we?"

That afternoon Errand was alone with Polgara in the warm confort of
her

sitting room She sat by the fire with her favorite blue robe about
her and

her feet on a carpeted footstool. She held an enbroi dery hoop in her
hands

and she was humring softly as her needle flashed in the gol den
firelight.

Errand sat in the |leather-covered arnchair opposite hers, nibbling on
an

appl e and wat chi ng her as she sewed.

One of the things he | oved about her was her ability to radiate a
ki nd of

cal m content ment when she was engaged in sinple donmestic tasks. At
such

qui et tinmes her very presence was soot hing.

The pretty Rivan girl who served as Polgara's maid tapped softly and
entered the room "Lady Polgara," she said with a little curtsy, "MW
Lord

Brand asks if he nmight have a word with you."

"Of course, dear,"
" Show him

in, please." Errand had noticed that Polgara tended to call all young
peopl e "dear," nobst of the tinme wi thout even being aware that she was
doi ng

it.

Pol gara replied, laying aside her enbroidery.

The maid escorted the tall, gray-haired Rivan Warder into the room
curtsied again, and then quietly withdrew,

"Pol gara," Brand greeted her in his deep voice. He was a | arge, bul ky
man

with a deeply lined face and tired, sad eyes and he was the | ast

Ri van

Warder. During the centuries-long interregnumfollow ng the death of



Ki ng

Gorek at the hands of Queen Sal missra's assassins, the Isle of the

W nds

and the Rivan people had been ruled by a line of nen chosen for their
ability and their absolute devotion to duty. So selfless had been

t hat

devotion that each Ri van Warder had subnerged his own personality and
had

taken the nane Brand.

Now t hat Garion had cone at last to claimhis throne, there was no
further

need for that centuries-old stewardship. So long as he |ived,
however, this

bi g, sad-eyed man woul d be absolutely conmitted to the royal line -
not

perhaps so nmuch to Garion hinself, but rather to the concept of the
line

and to its perpetuation. It was with that thought uppernost in his
m nd

that he cane that quiet afternoon to thank Pol gara for taking the
estrangenent of Garion and his queen in hand.

"How did they manage to grow so far apart?" she asked him "Wen they
married, they were so close that you couldn't pry them away from each
ot her."

"It all started about a year ago," Brand replied in his runbling
voi ce.

"There are two powerful famlies on the northern end of the island.
They

had al ways been friendly, but a dispute arose over a property
arrangenent

that was involved in a weddi ng between a young man fromone fanily
and a

girl fromthe other. People fromone famly cane to the Citadel and
presented their cause to Ce' Nedra, and she issued a royal decree
supporting

them "

"But she neglected to consult Garion about it?" Polgara surni sed.

Brand nodded. "When he found out, he was furious. There's no question
t hat

Ce' Nedra had overstepped her authority, but Garion revoked her decree
in

public.”

"Oh, dear," Polgara said. "So that's what all the bitterness was
about. |
couldn't really get a straight answer out of either of them"”

"They were probably a |little too ashaned to admit it," Brand said
"Each

one had humiliated the other in public, and neither one was mature
enough

just to forgive and let it slide. They kept wangling at each other
unt i



the whole affair got conpletely out of hand. There were tines when
want ed
to shake them both -or maybe spank them "

"That's an interesting idea." She |aughed. "Wy didn't you wite and
tel
me they were having probl ens?"

“"Belgarion told ne not to," he replied hel pl essly.
"Sonetines we have to di sobey that kind of order."
“I"'msorry, Polgara, but | can't do that."

“No, | suppose you couldn't."

She turned to | ook at Errand, who was cl osely exam ning an exquisite
pi ece

of blown glass, a crystal wen perched on a budding twig. "Please
don't

touch it, Errand," she cautioned. "It's fragile and very precious."
"Yes," he agreed, "I know." And to reassure her, he clasped his hands
firmy behind his back

"Well." She turned back to Brand. "I hope the foolishness is all past
now.
I think we've restored peace to the royal house of Riva."

"I certainly hope so," Brand said with a tired smle. "I would
definitely
like to see an occupant in the royal nursery.”

"That m ght take a bit I|onger."

"It's getting sort of inportant, Polgara," he said seriously. "We're
all a

bit nervous about the lack of an heir to the throne. It's not only
nme.

Anheg and Rhodar and Cho-Hag have all witten to nme about it. All of
Al oria

is holding its breath waiting for Ce' Nedra to start having children.”

"She's only nineteen, Brand."

"Most Alorn girls have had at |east two babies by the time they're
ni neteen. "

"Ce'Nedra isn't an Alorn. She's not even entirely Tol nedran. Her
heritage

is Dryad, and there are sone peculiarities about Dryads and the way
t hey

mature. "

"That's going to be a little hard to explain to other Alorns," Brand
replied. "There has to be an heir to the Rivan throne. The |ine mnust
conti nue. "



"Gve thema little tine, Brand," Polgara said placidly. "They'll get
around to it. The inmportant thing was to get them back into the sane
bedroom "

Perhaps a day or so later, when the sun was sparkling on the waters
of the

Sea of the Wnds and a stiff onshore breeze was fl ecking the tops of
t he

green waves with frothy white-caps, a huge Cherek war boat maneuvered
its

way ponderously between the two rocky headl ands enbraci ng the harbor
at

Riva. The ship's captain was also nore than |ife-sized. Wth his red
beard

streanming in the wind, Barak, Earl of Trellheim stood at his tiller,
a

| ook of studied concentration on his face as he worked his way

t hrough a

tricky eddy just inside one of the protective headl ands and then
across the

harbor to the stone quay. Al npst before his sailors had nmade the ship
fast,

Barak was coming up the long flight of granite steps to the Citadel

Bel garath and Errand had been on the parapet atop the walls of the
fortress

and had witnessed the arrival of Barak's ship. And so, when the big
man

reached the heavy gates, they were waiting for him

"What are you doi ng here, Belgarath?" the burly Cherek asked. "I
t hought
you were at the Vale."

Bel garath shrugged. "We cane by for a visit."

Bar ak | ooked at Errand. "Hello, boy,"
Dur ni k

here, too?"

he said. "Are Polgara and

"Yes," Errand replied. "They're all in the throne room watching
Bel garion. "

"What's he doi ng?"

"Being king,'
har bor . "

Bel garath said shortly. "W saw you cone into the

"Really inpressive, wasn't it?" Barak said proudly.

"Your ship steers |ike a pregnant whale, Barak," Belgarath told him
bluntly. "You don't seemto have grasped the idea that bigger is not
necessarily better."

Barak's face took on an injured expression. "l don't make jokes about
your
possessi ons, Belgarath."



"I don't have any possessions, Barak. Wat brought you to Riva?"

"Anheg sent nme. |Is Garion going to be much | onger at whatever he's
doi ng?"

"We can go find out, | suppose."”

The Rivan King, however, had concluded the formal audience for that

nor ni ng

and, in the conpany of Ce' Nedra, Polgara, and Durni k, had gone

t hrough a

dim private passageway which led fromthe great Hall of the Rivan
King to

the royal apartnents.

"Barak!" Garion exclainmed, hurrying forward to greet his friend in
t he
corridor outside the door to the apartnment.

Bar ak gave hima peculiar |ook and bowed respectfully.

"What's that all about?" Garion asked himwi th a puzzled | ook

"You're still wearing your crown, Garion," Polgara renm nded him "and
your

state robes. All of that makes you | ook rather official."

"Oh," CGarion said, looking a bit abashed, "I forgot. Let's go
inside." He
pul | ed open the door and led themall into the room beyond.

Wth a broad grin, Barak enfol ded Polgara in a vast bear hug.
"Barak," she said a trifle breathlessly, "you'd be nuch nicer at
cl ose

quarters if you' d renenber to wash your beard after you' ve been
eating

snoked fish."

"I only had one," he told her

"That's usually enough." He turned then and put his bulky arns around
Ce' Nedra's tiny shoul ders and ki ssed her soundly.

The little queen |aughed and caught her crown in time to keep it from
sliding off her head. "You're right, Lady Polgara," she said, "he
definitely has a certain fragrance about him"

"Garion," Barak said plaintively, "I'm absolutely dying for a drink."
"Did all the ale barrels on your ship run dry?" Pol gara asked him
"There's no drinking aboard the Seabird," Barak replied.

" d,l?n

"I want mny sailors sober."



"Ast oni shing," she murnured.

"It's a matter of principle," Barak said piously.

"They do need their wits about them" Belgarath agreed. "That big
shi p of

his is not exactly what you'd call responsive."

Bar ak gave hima hurt | ook.

Garion sent for ale, renmpbved his crown and state robes wi th obvious
relief,
and invited themall to sit down.

Once Barak had quenched his npst imediate thirst, his expression
becane

serious. He | ooked at Garion. "Anheg sent nme to warn you that we're
starting to get reports about the Bear-cult again.”

"I thought they were all killed at Thull Mardu," Durnik said.

"Grodeg's underlings were," Barak told him "Unfortunately, G odeg
wasn' t
the whole cult.”

"I don't exactly follow you," Durnik said.

"It gets alittle conplicated. You see, the Bear-cult has al ways been
there, really. It's a fundanental part of the religious life of the
nor e

renote parts of Cherek, Drasnia, and Al garia. Every so often, though,
somebody with nore anbition than good sense -like G odeg- gains
control and

tries to establish the cult in the cities. The cities are where the
power

is, and sonebody |ike Godeg automatically tries to use the cult to

t ake

them over. The problemis that the Bear-cult doesn't work in the
cities."

Durni k's frown became even nore confused.

"People who live in cities are always coming in contact with new
peopl e and
new i deas, '
can go

for generations wthout ever encountering a single new thought. The
Bear-cult doesn't believe in new thoughts, so it's the natural sort
of

thing to attract country people."

Bar ak expl ained. "Qut in the countryside, though, they

"New i deas aren't always good ones,"” Durnik said stiffly, his own
rural
background pai nfully obvi ous.

"Granted," Barak agreed, "but old ones aren't necessarily good
either, and
the Bear-cult's been working on the sanme idea for several thousand



years

now. About the last thing Belar said to the Alorns before the Gods
departed

was that they should | ead the Kingdonms of the Wst against the people
of

Torak. It's that word 'lead’ that's caused all the problenms. It can
mean

many things, unfortunately. Bear-cultists have always taken it to
mean t hat

their very first step in obeying Belar's instructions should be a
campai gn

to force the other Western Kingdons to submit to Alorn domnation. A
good

Bear-cultist isn't thinking about fighting Angaraks, because all of
hi s

attention is fixed on subdui ng Sendaria, Arendia, Tolnedra, Nyissa,
and

Mar agor . "

“Maragor doesn't even exist any nore," Durni k objected.

"That news hasn't reached the cult yet," Barak said drily. "After
all, it's

only been about three thousand years now. Anyway, that's the rather
tired

i dea behind the Bear-cult. Their first goal is to reunite Aloria;
their

next is to overrun and subjugate all of the Western Kingdons; and
only then

will they start to give sonme thought to attacking Miurgos and

Mal | or eans. "

"They are just a bit backward, aren't they?" Durnik observed.

"Sonme of them haven't even discovered fire yet." Barak snorted.

"I don't really see why Anheg is so concerned, Barak," Bel garath
said. "The

Bear-cult doesn't really cause any problenms out there in the
countryside.

They junmp around bonfires on m dsumer's eve and put on bearskins and
shuffle around in single file in the dead of winter and recite |ong
prayers

in smoky caves, until they get so dizzy that they can't stand up
VWere's

the danger in that?"
"I"'mgetting to that,"
bef or e,

the rural Bear-cult was just a reservoir of undirected stupidity and
superstition. But in the last year or so, sonething new has been
goi ng on."

Barak said, pulling at his beard. "Al ways

"COh?" Belgarath | ooked at himcuriously.

"There's a new | eader of the cult -we don't even know who he is. In
t he
past, Bear-cultists fromone village didn't even trust the ones from



anot her, so they were never organi zed enough to be any problem This
new

| eader of theirs has changed all of that. For the first time in

hi story,

rural Bear-cultists are all taking orders fromone man."

Bel garath frowned. "That is serious," he admtted.

"This is very interesting, Barak," Garion said, |ooking a bit
per pl exed,

"but why did King Anheg send you all the way here to warn nme? From
what

I've been told, the Bear-cult has never been able to get a foothold
here on

the Isle of the Wnds."

" Anheg wanted nme to warn you to take a few precautions, since this
new
cult's antagonismis directed primarily at you."

"Me? What for?"

"You married a Tolnedran," Barak told him "To a Bear-cultist a
Tol nedr an
is worse than a Miurgo."

"That's a novel position," Ce' Nedra said with a toss of her curls.
"That's the way those people think," Barak told her. "Mst of those
bl ockheads don't even know what an Angarak is. They've all seen

Tol nedr ans

t hough -usually nerchants who deal quite sharply. For a thousand
years,

they' ve been waiting for a king to cone and pick up Riva's sword and
| ead

themon a holy war to crush all the Kingdoms of the West into

subj ugati on,

and when he does finally show up, the very first thing he does is
marry an

| nperial Tol nedran Princess. The way they look at it, the next Rivan
Ki ng

is going to be a nongrel. They hate you |ike poison, ny little

sweet heart."

"What an absolute absurdity!" she exclai ned.
"Of course it is,"
been a
characteristic of the m nd dom nated by religion. W'd all be a | ot
better

off if Belar had just kept his nmouth shut.

the big Cherek agreed. "But absurdity has al ways

Bel garat h | aughed suddenly.
"What's so funny?" Barak asked.

"Asking Belar to keep his nouth shut woul d probably have been the
nost



futile thing any human being could even contenplate,” the old
sorcerer

said, still laughing. "I renenber one tinme when he tal ked for a week
and a

hal f straight w thout stopping."

"What was he sayi ng?" Garion asked curiously.

"He was explaining to the early Alorns why it wasn't a good idea to
start a

trek into the far north at the beginning of winter. Sonetines in

t hose days

you really had to talk to an Alorn to get an idea through to him"

"That hasn't really changed all that nuch," Ce' Nedra said with an
arch | ook
at her husband. Then she | aughed and fondly touched his hand.

The next norni ng dawned cl ear and sunny, and Errand, as he usually
di d,

went to the wi ndow as soon as he awoke to see what the day proni sed.
He

| ooked out over the city of Riva and saw the bright norning sun

st andi ng

over the Sea of the Wnds and sniled. There was not a hint of cloud.

Today woul d be fine. He dressed hinmself in the tunic and hose which
Pol gara

had laid out for himand then went to join his famly. Durnik and
Pol gara

sat in two confortable, |eather-upholstered chairs, one on each side
of the

fire, talking together quietly and sipping tea. As he always did,

Err and

went to Pol gara, put his arns about her neck and ki ssed her.

"You slept late," she said, brushing his tousled hair back fromhis
eyes.

"I was a little tired,"” he replied. "I didn't get nmuch sleep the
ni ght
before last."

"So | heard." Al npst absently, she pulled himup into her |lap and
hel d him
nestl ed agai nst the soft velvet of her blue robe.

"He's growing a bit big for your lap,"” Durnik noted, smling fondly
at the
two of them

"I know," Polgara answered. "That's why | hold himas often as | can.
Very

soon he'll outgrow |l aps and cuddling, so | need to store up as much
as |

can now. It's all very well for themto grow up, but |I nmiss the charm
of

having a small one about."



There was a brief tap on the door, and Bel garath entered.
"Well, good nmorning, father"' Pol gara greeted him
"Pol." He nodded briefly. "Durnik."

"Did you nmanage to get Barak put to bed I|ast night?" Durnik asked
with a
grin.

"We poured himin about midnight. Brand's sons hel ped us with him He
seens

to be getting heavier as he puts on the years."

"You're looking surprisingly well,"
t he fact

that you spent the evening at Garion's ale barrel."

Pol gara observed, "considering

"I didn't drink all that much," he told her, conming to the fire to
war m hi s
hands.

She | ooked at himwi th one raised eyebrow.
“I"ve got a lot on my mind," he said. Then he | ooked directly at her
"ls

everyt hing strai ghtened out between Garion and Ce' Nedra?"

"I think so, yes."

"Let's be sure. | don't want things here to fly apart again. |'m
going to

have to get back to the Vale, but if you think you ought to stay and
keep

an eye on those two, | can go on ahead." Hi s voice was serious, even
deci si ve.

Errand | ooked at the old man, noting once again that Belgarath seened
sonmetinmes to be two different people. Wien there was nothing of any
ur gency

going on, he reveled in his |eisure, anusing hinself with drink
deception,

and petty theft. When a serious problem arose, however, he could set
al

that asi de and devote al nost unlinmted concentrati on and energy to
sol vi ng

it.

Pol gara quietly put Errand down and | ooked at her father. "It's
serious,

t hen?"

"I don't know, Pol, k"
goi ng on

that | don't know about. |f you've finished with what you cane here
to do,

I think we'd better get back. As soon as we can get Barak on his

he said, "and | don't like it when things are



feet,

we'll have himtake us to Canmar. W can pick up horses there. | need
to

talk with Beldin -see if he knows anything about this Zandranmas
thing."

"We'l|l be ready whenever you want to | eave, father," she assured him
Later that sane norning Errand went to the stables to say good-bye to
;rglicsone young horse. He was a bit sad to be | eaving so soon. He
ggiuinely fond of Garion and Ce' Nedra. The young King of Riva was in
:Z;Z like a brother to Errand, and Ce' Nedra was delightful -when she
nﬁf goi ng out of her way to be difficult. Mdst of all, however, he
gﬁ?ng to mss the horse. Errand did not think of the horse as a beast
geren. They were both young and shared a whol ehearted ent husi asm for
each

ot her's conpany.

The boy stood in the center of the exercise yard with the | ong-Iegged
animal frisking about himin the bright norning sunlight. Then he
caught a

nmovenment out of the corner of his eye, turned, and saw Durni k and
Garion

approachi ng.

"Good norning, Errand,” the Rivan King said.

"Bel garion."

"You and the horse seemto be enjoying yourselves."
"We're friends," Errand said. "W |like to be together."

Garion | ooked al nost sadly at the chestnut-hued animal. The horse
canme to

hi m and curiously nuzzled at his clothing. Garion rubbed the pointed
ears

and ran his hand down the snooth, glossy forehead. Then he si ghed.
"Woul d

you |like to have himfor your very own?" he asked Errand.

“"You don't own friends, Belgarion."
“You're right,"
to

the vVale with you?"

Garion agreed, "but would you like it if he went back

"But he likes you, too.

"I can always cone and visit," the Rivan King said. "There isn't
really
much room for himto run here, and |I'm always so busy that | don't



have the

time to spend with himthe way | should. | think it would be best for
hi m

if he went with you. What do you think?"

Errand considered that, trying to think only of the well being of the
young

ani mal and not of his own personal preferences. He | ooked at Garion
and saw

how much this generous offer had cost his friend. When he finally
answer ed,

his voice was quiet and very serious. "I think you're right,

Bel gari on. The

Val e woul d be better for him He wouldn't have to be penned up

t here."

"You'll have to train him" Garion said. "He's never been ridden."

"He and | can work on that," Errand assured him

"He'll go with you, then," Garion decided.
"Thank you," Errand said sinply.
“You're wel come, Errand.”

"And done!" Errand could hear the voice as clearly as if it had
spoken in
his own nind.

"What?" Garion's silent reply was startl ed.

"Excellently done, Garion. | want these two to be together. They have
things to do that need the both of them" Then the voice was gone.

CHAPTER SI X

"The best way to begin is to lay a tunic or a coat across his back,"
Hett ar

said in his quiet voice. The tall Algar wore his usual black |eather
and he

stood with Errand in the pasture lying to the west of Poledra's
cottage.

"Be sure that it's sonmething that has your scent on it. You want him
to get

used to your snell and the idea that it's all right if sonething that
snmells like you is on his back."

"He al ready knows what | snell like, doesn't he?" Errand asked.

"This is just a little different," Hettar told him "You have to go
at



these things slowly. You don't want to frighten him If he's
frightened,
he'll try to throw you off his back."

"We're friends," Errand tried to explain. "He knows | won't do
anything to
hurt him so why should he try to do sonmething to hurt ne?"

Hettar shook his head and | ooked out over the rolling grassland.
"Just do

it the way | explained, Errand,"” he said patiently. "Believe ne, |
know

what |'m tal ki ng about."

“If you really want ne to," Errand replied, "but |I think it's an
awf ul
waste of tine."

"Trust ne.

Errand obediently laid one of his old tunics across the horse's back
several tinmes while the horse | ooked at himcuriously, quite

obvi ously

wonderi ng what he was doing. Errand wi shed that he could rmake Hettar
understand. They had al ready wasted a good part of the norning on the
hawkfaced Al gar warrior's cautious approach to horse training.

If they had just got right on with it, Errand knew that he and the
hor se

coul d be galloping together across the free open expanse of hills and
val l eys stretched out before them

"I's that enough?" Errand asked after he had put the tunic on the
horse's
back several tines. "Can | get on him now?"

Hettar sighed. "It looks as if you're going to have to learn the hard
way. "

he said. "Go ahead and clinmb on, if you want. Try to find a soft

pl ace to

| and when he throws you off, though.”

"He wouldn't do that," Errand replied confidently. He put his hand on
t he

chestnut's neck and gently led himover to where a white boul der
stuck up

out of the turf.

"Don'"t you think you ought to bridle himfirst?" Hettar asked him
" At
| east that gives you sonmething to hang on to."

"I don't think so," Errand replied. "I don't believe he'd |like that
bridle."

“It's up to you," Hettar said. "Do it any way you like. Just try not
to
break anything when you fall."



"Ch, | don't think I"Il fall."
"Tell me, do you know what the word 'wager' means?"

Errand | aughed and clinmbed up on the boulder. "Well," he said, "here
we

go.

He threw his |l eg over the horse's back

The colt flinched slightly and stood trenbling.

"It's all right,” Errand assured himin a cal mvoice.

The horse turned and | ooked at himw th soft astoni shment in his
| ar ge,

liquid eyes.

"You' d better hang on," Hettar warned, but his eyes had an oddly
puzzl ed
| ook, and his voice was not quite as certain as the words.

"He's fine." Errand flexed his legs, not actually even bringing his
heel s

in contact with the chestnut's flanks. The horse took a tentative
step

forward and then | ooked back enquiringly.
"That's the idea," Errand encouraged him

The horse took several nore steps, then stopped to | ook back over his
shoul der agai n.

"Good," Errand said, patting his neck. "Very, very good." The horse
pranced
about enthusiastically.

"Watch out!" Hettar said sharply.

Errand | eaned forward and pointed toward a grassy knoll severa
hundr ed

yards off to the southwest. "Let's go up there," he said into the
sharply

upst andi ng ear.

The horse gave a sort of delighted shudder, bunched hinself, and ran
for

the hilltop as hard as he could. Wen, nonents |ater, they crested

t he

knol I, he slowed and pranced about proudly.

" Al right," Errand said, laughing with sheer delight. "Now, why
don't we

go to that tree way over there on that other hillside?"

“I't was unnatural,"
at the

table in Poledra's cottage, bathed in the golden firelight.

Hettar said noodily that evening as they all sat



"They seemto be doing all right,"” Durnik said mldly.

"But he's doing everything wong," Hettar protested. "That horse
shoul d

have gone absolutely wild when Errand just got on himlike that

wi t hout any

war ni ng. And you don't tell a horse where you want himto go. You
have to

steer him That's what the reins are for."

"Errand's an unusual boy," Belgarath told him "and the horse is an
unusua

horse. As |long as they get along and understand each other, what

di fference

does it make?"

"It's unnatural ,” Hettar said again with a baffled | ook. "I kept

wai ting

for the horse to panic, but his mind stayed absolutely calm | know
what a

horse is thinking, and about the only thing that colt was feeling
when

Errand got on his back was curiosity. Curiosity! He didn't do or

t hi nk

anyt hing the way he should." He shook his head darkly, and his |ong
bl ack

scal pl ock swung back and forth as if in enphasis. "It's unnatural,"
he

growed as if that were the only word he could think of to sumup the
situation.

"I think you' ve already said that several tinmes, Hettar," Polgara
told him

"Why don't we just drop the subject since it seens to bother you so
much

and you can tell me about Adara's baby instead.”

An expression of fatuous pleasure came over Hettar's fierce, hawk-
like

face. "He's a boy.'
f at her.

he said with the overwhel m ng pride of a new

"We gathered that," Polgara said calny. "How big was he when he was
bor n?"

"Ch-" Hettar | ooked perplexed. "About so big, |I'd say." He held his
hands

hal f a yard apart.

“"No one took the trouble to neasure hinP"

"They m ght have done that, | suppose. My mother and the other |adies
wer e

doing all sorts of things right after he cane."

“And woul d you care to estimate his weight?"

"Probably about as much as a full-grown hare, | suppose -a fairly



good-si zed one- or perhaps the weight of one of those red Sendarian
cheeses. "

"I see, perhaps a foot and a half long and ei ght or nine pounds -is
t hat
what you're trying to say?" Her | ook was steady.

"“About that, | suppose."”
"Why didn't you say so, then?" she demanded i n exasperation
He | ooked at her, startled. "Is it really that inportant?”

"Yes, Hettar, it really is that inportant. Wwnen |i ke to know t hese
t hi ngs. "

“I"l'l have to renenber that. About all | was really interested in was
whet her he had the usual nunber of arms, |egs, ears, noses -things
like

that- that and making sure that his very first food was nare's mlKk,
of

course. "

"Of course," she said acidly.

“It's very inportant, Polgara," he assured her. "Every Algar's first
dri nk
is mre's mlk.'

"That makes him part horse, | suppose.”
He blinked. "No, of course not, but it establishes a sort of bond."

"Did you mlk the mare for hin? O did you nake himcraw out and
find one
for hinself?"

"You're taking all this very oddly, Polgara."
"Blame it on my age," she said in a dangerous voice.

He caught that tone alnost i mediately. "No, | don't think I'd want
to do

that."

"W se decision,"
into the
nmount ai ns of Ul gol and. "

Durni k murmured. "You said that you were going up

Hettar nodded. "You renenber the Hrul gi n?"

"The fl esh-eating horses?"

"I have sort of an idea | want to try out. A full-grown Hrul ga can't
be

tamed, of course, but nmaybe if | can capture sone of their colts."”

"That's very dangerous, Hettar," Belgarath warned. "The whol e herd



will
defend t he young."

"There are sone ways to separate the colts fromthe rest of the
herd. "

Pol gara | ooked at hi m di sapprovingly. "Even if you succeed, what do
you
plan to do with the beasts?"

"Tanme them " Hettar replied sinply.
"They can't be tamed."

“Nobody' s ever tried it. And even if | can't tame them | perhaps |
can
breed themwi th ordinary horses.”

Durni k | ooked puzzled. "Why woul d you want horses with fangs and
cl ans?"

Hettar | ooked thoughtfully into the fire. "They' re faster and
stronger than
ordi nary horses,"
voi ce

drifted off into silence.

he replied. "They can junp nuch farther, and-" His

"And because you can't stand the idea of anything that | ooks like a
hor se
that you can't ride," Belgarath finished for him

"That m ght be a part of it," Hettar admtted. "They'd give a man a
tremendous advantage in a battle, though."

"Hettar," Durnik said, "the npst inportant thing in Algaria is the
cattle,
right?"

"Yes."

"Do you really want to start raising a breed of horses that would
probably
| ook at a cow as sonething to eat?"

Hettar frowned and scratched at his chin. "I hadn't thought about
that," he
admi tted.

Now t hat he had the horse, Errand's range increased enormously . The
young

stallion's stanmina was virtually inexhaustible, and he could run for
nost

of the day without tiring.

Because Errand was still only a boy, his weight was not enough to

bur den

the enthusiastic aninmal, and they ran freely over the rolling,
grass-covered hills of southern Algaria and down into the tree-dotted



expanse of the Vale of Aldur.

The boy rose early each norning and ate his breakfast inpatiently,
knowi ng

that the chestnut stallion was waiting just outside the cottage and
t hat,

as soon as breakfast was over, the two of them could gallop out

t hrough t he

dewdr enched grass glistening green and lush in the slanting, golden
rays of

the nmorning sun and pound up the long slopes of the hills lying

bef ore them

with the cool, sweet norning air rushing past them Polgara, who
seened to

know instinctively why they both had this need to run, said nothing
as

Errand wol fed down his food, sitting on the very edge of his chair so
t hat

at the very instant his plate was clean he could bolt for the door
and the

day which lay before him Her eyes were gentle as she watched him
and the

sm |l e she gave hi mwhen he asked to be excused was understandi ng.

On a dewy, sun-filled norning in |late summer when the grass was

gol den and

heavy with ri pe seeds, Errand cane out of the door of the cottage and
touched the bowed neck of his waiting friend with a gentle, caressing
hand.

The horse quivered with pleasure and took a few pranci ng steps, eager
to be

of f. Errand | aughed, took a handful of the stallion's mane, swung his
| eg

and flowed up onto the strong, glossy back in a single, fluid nove.
The

horse was runni ng al nost before the boy was in place. They gall oped
up the

long hill, paused to | ook out over the sun-touched grassland |ying
open

before them and then circled the small valley where the thatched
stone

cottage lay and headed south, down into the Vale.

This day's ride was not, as so many ot hers had been, a random

excur sion

with no particular goal or purpose. For days now, Errand had felt the
presence of a strange, awareness emanating fromthe Vale that seened
to be

calling to himand, as he had enmerged fromthe cottage door, he had
suddenly resolved to find out exactly what it was that seened to
sumon hi m

so quietly.

As they noved down into the quiet Vale, past placidly grazing deer
and

curious rabbits, Errand could feel that awareness grow ng stronger
It was

a peculiar kind of consciousness, doninated nmore than anything by an



incredi ble patience -an ability, it seemed, to wait for eons for a
response
to these occasional quiet calls.

As they crested a tall, rounded hill a few | eagues to the west of
Bel garath's tower, a brief shadow flickered across the bending grass.
Errand gl anced up and saw a bl ue- banded hawk circling on notionless
W ngs

on a rising colum of sun-warmed air. Even as the boy watched, the
hawk

tilted, sideslipped, and then spiraled down in |ong, gracefu
circles. \Wen

it was no nmore than inches above the gol den tassels of the ripe
grass, it

flared its wings, thrust down with its taloned feet and seened
somehow to

shimer in the norning air. When the nonentary shi mrer faded, the
hawk was

gone and the hunchbacked Bel din stood wai st-deep in the tall grass,
with

one eyebrow cocked curiously. "What are you doing all the way down
here,

boy?" he asked wi thout any kind of preanble.

"Good norning, Beldin," Errand said calmy, |eaning back to let the
hor se
know that he wanted to stop for a few ninutes.

"Does Pol know how far from hone you've been going?" the ugly man
demanded,
ignoring Errand's gesture toward politeness.

"Probably not entirely,” Errand adnitted. "She knows that |'m out
riding,

but she m ght not know how nmuch ground we can cover."

"I'"ve got better things to do than spend every day watchi ng over you,
you

know," the irascible old man grow ed.

"“You don't have to do that."

"Yes, as a matter of fact, | do. It's nmy nmonth for it."

Errand | ooked at him puzzl ed.

"Didn't you know that one of us watches you every tinme you | eave the
cottage?"

"Why woul d you want to do that?"

"You do renenber Zedar, don't you?"

Errand sighed sadly. "Yes," he said.

"Don't waste your synpathy on him" Beldin said. "He got exactly what
he
deserved. "



"Nobody deserves that."

Bel din gave a snort of ugly laughter. "He's lucky that it was

Bel garat h who

caught up with him If it had been nme, |'d have done a | ot nore than
j ust

seal himup inside solid rock. But that's beside the point. You
rememnber

why Zedar found you and took you with hinP"

"To steal the Orb of Aldur.”
"Right. So far as we know, you're the only person beside Bel garion

who can
touch the Orb and keep on living. O her people know that, too, so you

nm ght

as well get used to the idea of being watched. W are not going to
let you

wander around al one where sonebody mi ght get his hands on you. Now,
you

didn't answer ny question."

"Whi ch question?”

"What are you doing all the way down in this part of the Val e?"
"There's sonmething | need to see.”

"What's that?"

"I don't know. It's up ahead somewhere. What is it that's off in that
direction?"

"There's nothing out there but the tree."
"That nmust be it, then. It wants to see ne."
" See?"

“Maybe that's the wong word."

Bel din scomed at him "Are you sure it's the tree?"

“"No. Not really. Al | knowis that something in that direction has
been- "
Errand hesitated. "I want to say inviting ne to come by. Wuld that
be the

proper word?"

"It's talking to you, not ne. Pick any word you like. Al right,
let's go

t hen."

"Whuld you like to ride?" Errand offered. "Horse can carry us both."

"Haven't you given hima nanme yet?"



"Horse is good enough. He doesn't seemto feel that he needs one.
Woul d you
like to ride?"

"Why would | want to ride when | can fly?"

Errand felt a sudden curiosity. "What's it |ike?" he asked. "Flying,
I
mean?"

Bel din's eyes suddenly changed, to becone distant and al nost soft.
"You

couldn't even begin to imgine," he said. "Just keep your eyes on ne.
VWhen

| get over the tree, I'll circle to show you where it is.
in

the tall grass, curved out his arns, and gave a strong |leap. As he
rose

into the air, he shimered into feathers and swooped away.

He st ooped

The tree stood in solitary imensity in the mddle of a broad neadow,
its

trunk |l arger than a house, its w de-spread branches shading entire
acres,

and its crown rising hundreds of feet into the air. It was incredibly
ancient. Its roots reached down alnpst into the very heart of the
wor | d,

and its branches touched the sky. It stood alone and silent, as if
form ng

a link between earth and sky, a |ink whose purpose was beyond the
under st andi ng of man.

As Errand rode up to the vast shaded area beneath the tree's shelter
Bel di n swooped in, hovered, and dropped, al nost seem ng to stunble
into his

natural form "All right,

he grow ed, "there it is. Now what?"

“I"'mnot sure." Errand slid down off the horse's back and wal ked
across the

soft, springy turf toward the i mense trunk. The sense of the tree's
awar eness was very strong now, and Errand approached it curiously,
stil

unabl e to deternine exactly what it wanted with him

Then he put out his hand and touched the rough bark; in the instant
t hat he

touched it, he understood. He quite suddenly knew the whole of the
tree's

exi stence. He found that he could | ook back over a million nmillion
nor ni ngs

to the time when the world had just energed out of the elenenta
chaos from

whi ch the Gods had formed it. Al at once, he knew of the incredible
| engt h

of tinme that the earth had rolled in silence, awaiting the con ng of
man.

He saw the endless turning of the seasons and felt the footsteps of
t he



Gods upon the earth. And even as the tree knew, Errand canme to know
t he

fallacy which |ay behind man's conception of the nature of tinme. Mn
needed

to compartnentalize tinme, to break it into nanageabl e pi eces -eons,
centuries, years, and hours.

This eternal tree, however, understood that tinme was all one piece -
that it

was not nerely an endl ess repetition of the sane events, but rather
that it

nmoved fromits beginning toward a final goal. Al of that convenient
segnmenti ng which nmen used to nake tinme nore manageabl e had no rea
nmeani ng.

It was to tell himthis sinple truth that the tree had sumoned hi m
here.

As he grasped that fact, the tree acknow edged himin friendship and
af fection.

Slowly Errand let his fingertips slide fromthe bark, then turned,
agfked back to where Beldin stood.

"That's it?" the hunchbacked sorcerer asked. "That's all it wanted?"
"Yes. That's all. W can go back now. "

Bel din gave him a penetrating |ook. "What did it say?”

“I't's not the kind of thing you can put into words."

"Try."

Well -it was sort of saying that we pay too nuch attention to years."

"That's enormously hel pful, Errand.”

Errand struggled with it, trying to forrmulate words that woul d
express what

he had just |earned. "Things happen in their own tine," he said
finally,

"It doesn't make any difference how many -or few of what we cal
years

come between things."
"What things are we tal ki ng about ?"

"The inmportant ones. Do you really have to follow nme all the way
hone?"

"I need to keep an eye on you. That's about all. Are you going back
now?"

"Yes."

“I"l'l be up there."” Beldin made a gesture toward the arching blue

done of
the sky. He shuddered into the formof a hawk and drove hinself into



t he
air with strong thrusts of his w ngs.

Errand pulled hinmself up onto the chestnut stallion's back. His
pensi ve

nood was sonehow conmuni cated to the aninmal; instead of a gallop, the
hor se

turned and wal ked north, back toward the cottage nestling in its
val | ey.

The boy considered the nmessage of the eternal tree as he rode slowy
t hrough the gol den, sun-drenched grass and, all lost in thought, he
pai d

but little attention to his surroundings. It was thus that he was not
actually aware of the robed and hooded figure standing beneath a
broad- spread pine until he was al nost on top of it. It was the horse
t hat

warned himwith a startled snort as the figure nmade a slight nove.

"And so thou art the one," it snarled in a voice which seened
scarcely
human.

Errand cal med the horse with a reassuring hand on its quivering neck
and

| ooked at the dark figure before him He could feel the waves of
hatred

emanating fromthat shadow shape and he knew that, of all the things
he

had ever encountered, this was the thing he should npst fear. Yet,
surprising even hinself, he remai ned cal mand unafraid.

The shape | aughed, an ugly, dusty kind of sound. "Thou art a fool

boy, " it
said. "Fear ne, for the day will cone when | shall surely destroy
t hee. "

“Not surely,"” Errand replied calnmy. He peered closely at the

shadow shrouded form and saw at once that -like the figure of Cyradis
he

had nmet on the snowy hilltop- this seenmingly substantial shape was
not

really here, but sonewhere else, sending its mal evol ent hatred across
t he

enpty mles. "Besides," he added, "I'm old enough now not to be
afraid of

shadows. "

"We will neet in the flesh, boy," the shadow snarled, "and in that
neeti ng

shalt thou die."
"That hasn't been decided yet, has it?" Errand said.
"That's why we have to neet -to decide which of us will stay and

whi ch nust
go." The dark-robed shape drew in its breath with a sharp hiss.



"Enjoy thy youth, boy," it snarled, "for it is all the life thou wilt
have.
I will prevail.'’

Then the dark shape vani shed.

Errand drew in a deep breath and gl anced skyward at the circling
Bel din. He

realized that not even the hawk's sharp eyes coul d have penetrated
t he

spreading treelinbs to where that strange, cowl ed figure had stood.
Bel di n

coul d not know of the neeting. Errand nudged the stallion's flanks,
and

they moved away fromthe solitary tree at a flowing canter, riding in
t he

gol den sunlight toward hone.

CHAPTER SEVEN

The years that followed were quiet years at the cottage. Belgarath
and

Bel din were often away for |ong periods of time, and when they
returned,

travel -stained and weary, their faces usually wore the frustrated

| ook of

men who have not found what they were | ooking for. Although Durnik
was

often on the stream bank, bending all of his attention to the problem
of

convincing sonme wary trout that a thunbnail-sized bit of polished
net a

with a few strands of red yarn trailing behind it in the current was
not

nmerely edible but irresistibly delicious, he nonethel ess naintained
t he

cottage and its i mediate surroundings in that scrupulously tidy
condi tion

whi ch announced | ouder than words that the proprietor of any given
farmstead was a Sendar. Although rail fences, by their very nature,
zi gzagged and tended to neander with the lay of the ground, Durnik
firmy

insisted that his fence lines be absolutely straight. He was quite
obvi ously constitutionally incapable of going around any obstacle.

Thus, if a large rock happened to intrude itself in the path of one
of his

fences, he inmmediately stopped being a fence buil der and becane an
excavat or.

Pol gara i mrersed herself in donesticity. The interior of her cottage
was

i mmacul ate. Her doorstep was not nerely swept but frequently
scrubbed. The

rows of beans, turnips, and cabbages in her garden were as straight
as any



of Durnik's fences, and weeds were absolutely forbidden. Her
expression as

she toiled at these seem ngly endl ess tasks was one of dreany
cont ent nent,

and she humed or sang very old songs as she worked.

The boy, Errand, however, tended on occasion toward vagrancy. This
was not

to say that he was indolent, but nmany of the chores around a rura
farnmstead were tedious, involving repeating the sane series of
actions over

and over again. Stacking firewood was not one of Errand's favorite
pasti mes. Weedi ng the garden seened sonehow futile, since the weeds
grew

back overnight. Drying the dishes seemed an act of utter folly,

since, left

al one, the dishes would dry thensel ves without any assistance

what soever.

He made some effort to sway Polgara to his point of viewin this
particul ar

matter. She listened gravely to his inpeccable |ogic, nodding her

agr eenent

as he denonstrated with all the eloquence at his conmand that the

di shes

did not really need to be dried. And when he had finished, summ ng up
al

his arguments with a dazzling display of sheer brilliance, she smled
and

said, "Yes, dear,'

and i npl acably handed hi mthe dishtowel.

Errand was hardly overburdened with unrenmitting toil, however. In

poi nt of

fact, not a day went by when he did not spend several hours on the
back of

the chestnut stallion, roam ng the grasslands surrounding the cottage
as

freely as the w nd.

Beyond the tineless, golden doze of the Vale, the world noved on.

Al t hough

the cottage was renote, visitors were not uncommn. Hettar, of
course, rode

by often and sonetines he was acconpani ed by Adara, his tall, |ovely
wife,

and their infant son. Like her husband, Adara was an Algar to her
fingertips, as nmuch at honme in the saddl e as she was on her feet.
Err and

was very fond of her. Though her face al ways seened serious, even
grave,

there lurked just beneath that cal mexterior an ironic, penetrating
wi t

that absolutely delighted him It was nore than that, however. The
tall,

dark-haired girl, with her flaw ess features and al abaster skin,
carried

about her a light, delicate fragrance that always seened to tug at
t he

outer edges of his consciousness. There was sonething el usive yet



strangel y

conpel I'i ng about that scent. Once, when Pol gara was playing with the
232?5 rode with Errand to the top of a nearby hill and there she told
ngLt how t he perfune she wore origi nat ed.

"You did know that Garion is nmy cousin?" she asked him

"Yes."

"We had ridden out fromthe Stronghold once -it was in the w nter
when

everything was | ocked in frost. The grass was brown and lifeless, and
al

the | eaves had fallen fromthe bushes. | asked hi m about sorcery -
what it

was and what he could do with it. | didn't really believe in sorcery
-1

wanted to, but | just couldn't bring myself to believe. He took up a
tw g

and wr apped sonme dry grass around it; then he turned it into a flower
right

in front of my eyes."

Errand nodded. "Yes, that's the kind of thing Garion would do. Did it
hel p
you to believe?”

She snmiled. "Not right away -at |east not altogether. There was
sonet hi ng
else | wanted himto do, but he said that he couldn't."

"What was that?"

She bl ushed rosily and then | aughed. "It still enbarrasses ne," she
sai d.
"I wanted himto use his power to nake Hettar | ove ne."

"But he didn't have to do that," Errand said, "Hettar |oved you
al ready,
didn't he?"

"Well -he needed a little help to nake himrealize it. But | was
feeling

very sorry for nyself that day. When we rode back to the Stronghol d,
I

forgot the flower and left it behind on the sheltered side of a hill
A

year or so later, the whole hillside was covered with | ow bushes and
t hese

beautiful little lavender flowers. Ce' Nedra calls the flower 'Adara's
rose,' and Ariana thought it m ght have sone nedicinal value, even

t hough

we' ve never been able to find anything it cures. | like the fragrance
of

the flower, and it is mne in a sort of special way, so | sprinkle
petal s



in the chests where | keep ny clothes.'
little
laugh. "It makes Hettar very affectionate,” she added.

She | aughed a wi cked sort of

"I don't think that's entirely caused by the flower," Errand said.
"Perhaps, but |I'mnot going to take any chances with that. If the
scent

gives nme an advantage, |'mcertainly going to use it."

"That makes sense, | suppose."”
"Ch, Errand," she | aughed, "you' re an absolutely delightful boy."

The visits of Hettar and Adara were not entirely social in nature.
Hettar's

father was King Cho-Hag, Chief of the Clan-Chiefs of Algaria, and
Cho- Hag,

t he nearest of the Alorn nonarchs, felt that it was his
responsibility to

keep Pol gara advised of the events which were taking place in the
wor | d

beyond the boundaries of the Vale. Fromtine to time he sent reports
of the

progress of the bl oody, endless war in southern Cthol Mirgos, where
Kal

Zakat h, enperor of Mallorea, continued his inplacable march across
t he

pl ai ns of Hagga and into the great southern forest in Gorut. The

Ki ngs of

the West were at a loss to explain Zakath's seeningly unreasoning
hatred of

his Murgo cousins. There were runors of a personal affront at sone
time in

the past, but that had involved Taur Urgas, and Taur Urgas had died
at the

Battle of Thall Mardu. Zakath's ennmity for the Mirgos, however, had
not

died with the madman who ruled them and he now |l ed his Malloreans in
a

savage canpai gn evidently designed to exterm nate all of Mirgodom and
to

erase from human menory all traces of the fact that the Mirgos had
ever

even exi sted.

In Tol nedra, Enperor Ran Borune XXl 1|, the father of Queen Ce' Nedra
of

Riva, was in failing health; and because he had no son to succeed him
on

the Inmperial Throne at Tol Honeth, the great fanmilies of the Enpire
wer e

engaged in a vicious struggle over the succession. Enornous bribes
changed

hands, and assassins crept through the streets of Tol Honeth by night
with

shar pened daggers and vials of those deadly poisons purchased in

secr et



fromthe snake people of Nyissa. The wily Ran Borune, however, much
to the

chagrin and outrage of the Honeths, the Vordues, and the Horbites,
had

appoi nted CGeneral Varana, the Duke of Anadile, as his regent; and
Var ana,

whose control of the |egions was very nearly absolute, took firm
steps to

curb the excesses of the great houses in their scranble for the

t hr one.

The internecine wars of the Angaraks and the only slightly |ess
savage

struggl es of the Grand Dukes of the Tol nedran Enpire, however, were
of only

passing interest to the Alorn Kings. The nonarchs of the north were
far

nore concerned with the troubl esome resurgence of the Bear-cult and
with

the sad but undeniable fact that King Rhodar of Drasnia was quite
obvi ously

declining rapidly. Rhodar, despite his vast bul k, had denonstrated an
astonishing mlitary genius during the canpai gn which had cul m nated
in the

Battle of Thull Mardu, but Cho-Hag sadly reported that the corpul ent
Drasni an nonarch had grown forgetful and in sonme ways even childish
in the

past few years. Because of his huge weight, he could no | onger stand
unai ded and he frequently fell asleep, even during the nopst inportant
state

functions. His lovely young queen, Porenn, did as nuch as she

possi bly

could to relieve the burdens inposed upon himby his crown, but it
was

quite obvious to all who knew himthat King Rhodar would be unable to
reign

nmuch | onger.

At last, toward the end of a severe winter that had | ocked the north
in

snow and i ce deeper than anyone could renmenber, Queen Porenn sent a
nmessenger to the Vale to entreat Polgara to conme to Boktor to try her
healing arts on the Drasnian king. The nmessenger arrived |ate one
bitter

afternoon as the wan sun sank al nost wearily into a bed of purple

cl oud

| yi ng heavy over the nountains of Ugo. He was thickly wapped in
rich

sable fur, but his long, pointed nose protruded fromthe warm
interior of

his deep cow and inmediately identified him

"Silk!" Durnik exclainmed as the little Drasnian di smounted in the

snowy
dooryard. "What are you doing all the way down here?"

"Freezing, actually.” Silk replied. "I hope you' ve got a good fire
goi ng. "



"Pol, look who's here,"” Durnik called, and Pol gara opened the door to
| ook
out at their visitor.

"Well, Prince Kheldar," she said, smling at the rat-faced little
man,

"have you so conpletely plundered Gar og Nadrak that you've cone in
search

of a new theater for your depredations?”

“No," Silk told her, stanping his half-frozen feet on the ground. "I
made

the m stake of passing through Boktor on ny way to Val Alorn. Porenn
dragooned nme into making a side trip."

"Go inside," Durnik told him "I'Il tend to your horse."

After Silk had renoved his sable cloak, he stood shivering in front
of the

arched fireplace with his hands extended toward the flanes. "I've
been col d

for the | ast week," he grunbl ed. "Were's Bel garath?”

"He and Beldin are off in the East sonmewhere," Polgara replied,
m xi ng the
hal f-frozen man a cup of spiced wine to help warm him

“"No matter, | suppose. Actually | canme to see you. You' ve heard that

ny
uncle isn't well?"

She nodded, picking up a gl ow ng-hot poker and plunging it into the
Wi ne

with a bubbling hiss. "Hettar brought us sonme news about that | ast
fall.

Have his physicians put a name to his illness yet?"

"Od age." Silk shrugged, gratefully taking the cup from her
"Rhodar isn't really that old."

"He's carrying a |l ot of extra weight. That tires a man out after a
whi | e.

Porenn is desperate. She sent ne to ask you -no, to beg you- to cone
to

Bokt or and see what you can do. She says to tell you that Rhodar
won't see

the geese cone north if you don't cone."

"Is it really that bad?"

“I"'mnot a physician," Silk replied, "but he doesn't | ook very good,
and

his mnd seens to be slipping. He's even starting to | ose his
appetite, and

that's a bad sign in a man who al ways ate seven big neals a day."



"Of course we'll come," Polgara said quickly.

"Just let me get warmfirst,” Silk said in a plaintive tone.

They were del ayed for several days just south of Aldurford by a
savage

blizzard that swept out of the mountains of Sendaria to how across
t he

open plains of northern Algaria. As luck had it, they reached the
encanprent of a nomadi ¢ band of roving herdsmen just as the storm
br oke and

sat out the days of shrieking wind and driving snow in the
confortable

wagons of the hospitable Algars. Wen the weather cleared at |ast,
t hey

pressed on to Aldurford, crossed the river, and reached the broad
causeway

t hat stretched across the snowhoked fens to Boktor

Queen Porenn, still lovely despite the dark circles under her eyes
t hat

spoke so el oquently of her sleepless concern, greeted them at the
gat es of

Ki ng Rhodar's palace. "Oh, Polgara," she said, overwhelned with
gratitude

and relief as she enbraced the sorceress.
"Dear Porenn,"
gueen

in her arms. "We'd have been here sooner, but we encountered bad
weat her.

How s Rhodar ?"

Pol gara said, enfolding the careworn little Drasnian

"Alittle weaker every day," Porenn replied with a kind of
hopel essness in
her voice. "Even Kheva tires himnow. "

"Your son?"

Porenn nodded. "The next king of Drasnia. He's only six -nuch too
young to
ascend the throne."

"Well, let's see what we can do to delay that."

Ki ng Rhodar, however, |ooked even worse than Silk's assessment of his
condition had led themto believe. Errand renmenbered the King of
Drasni a as

a fat, jolly man with a quick wit and seem ngly i nexhaustible energy.
Now

he was |istless, and his gray-hued skin hung on himin folds. He
coul d not

ri se; perhaps even nore serious was the fact that he could not lie
down

wi t hout his breath comi ng in painful, choking gasps. Hi s voice, which
had

once been powerful enough to wake a sl eeping arny, had becone a puny,
qguerul ous wheeze. He snmiled a tired little smle of greeting when



t hey

entered, but after only a few nminutes of conversation, he dozed off
agai n.

"I think I need to be alone with him" Polgara told the rest of them
in a

crisp, efficient voice, but the quick | ook she exchanged with Silk

carried
little hope for the ailing nmonarch's recovery.

When she energed from Rhodar's room her expression was grave.
"Wel | ?" Porenn asked, her eyes fearful

“I"l'l speak frankly," Polgara said. "W've known each other too |ong
for ne

to hide the truth fromyou. | can nmake his breathing a bit easier and
relieve some of his disconfort. There are sone things that will make
hi m

nore alert -for short periods of time- but we have to use those
sparingly,

probably only when there are sonme nmjor decisions to be nmade."

"But you cannot cure him" Porenn's quiet voice hovered on the very
edge of
tears.

"It's not a condition that's subject to cure, Porenn. His body is
just worn

out. I've told himfor years that he was eating hinself to death.
He's as

heavy as three normal men. A man's heart was sinply not designed to
carry

that kind of weight. He hasn't had any real exercise in the past
severa

years, and his diet is absolutely the worst he could possibly have
cCome up

with."

"Coul d you use sorcery?" the Drasni an queen asked desperately .

"Porenn, 1'd have to rebuild himfromthe ground up. Nothing he has
really
functions right any nore. Sorcery sinply wouldn't work. I'msorry."

Two great tears welled up in Queen Porenn's eyes. "How | ong?" she
asked in
a voice scarcely nmore than a whi sper

A few nonths -six at the nost."

Porenn nodded, and then, despite her tear-filled eyes, she lifted her
chin

bravely. "When you think he's strong enough, |'d like to have you
give him

those potions that will clear his mind. He and I will have to talk.
There

are arrangenents that are going to have to be nmade -for the sake of



our
son, and for Drasnia."

"Of course, Porenn."

The bitter cold of that |ong, cruel wi nter broke quite suddenly a

coupl e of
days later. A warmw nd blewin off the Gulf of Cherek during the
ni ght,

bringing with it a gusty rainstormthat turned the drifts cl ogging
t he

broad avenues of Boktor into sodden brown slush. Errand and Prince
Kheva,

the heir to the Drasnian throne, found thenselves confined to the
pal ace by

t he sudden change in the weather. Crown Prince Kheva was a sturdy
little

boy with dark hair and a serious expression. Like his father, the
ailing

Ki ng Rhodar, Kheva had a marked preference for the color red and he
customarily wore a vel vet doublet and hose in that hue.

Though Errand was perhaps five years or so older than the prince, the
t wo

of them becane friends al nost i medi ately. Together they di scovered
t he

enornmous entertainnment to be found in rolling a brightly col ored
wooden

ball down along flight of stone stairs. After the bouncing bal
knocked a

silver tray fromthe hands of the chief butler, however, they were
asked

quite firmy to find other anusenents.

They wandered for a tinme through the echoing marble halls of the

pal ace,

Kheva in his bright red velvet and Errand in sturdy peasant brown,
unt i

they came at last to the grand ballroom At one end of the enornous
hall, a

broad marbl e staircase with a crinmson carpet down the center
descended from

t he upper floors of the pal ace, and al ong each side of that inposing
stair

was a smooth marbl e bal ustrade. The two boys | ooked specul atively at
t hose

twin banisters, both of themimedi ately recogni zing the trenendous
potential of all that slippery marble. There were polished chairs

al ong

each side of the ballroom and each chair was padded with a red

vel vet

cushion. The boys | ooked at the balustrades. Then they | ooked at the
cushions. Then they both turned to be sure that no guard or pal ace
functionary was in the vicinity of the |arge, double doors at the
back of

t he bal |l room

Errand prudently closed the doors; then he and Prince Kheva went to



wor K.

There were many chairs and many red vel vet cushi ons. Wen those
cushi ons

were all piled in two heaps at the bottom of the marble stair
railings,

they made a pair of quite inposing nountains.

"Wel | ?" Kheva said when all was in readi ness.

"I guess we mght as well," Errand replied.

Toget her they clinbed the stairs and then each of them nounted one of
t he

snmoot h, cool banisters descending grandly toward the white marble

fl oor of

t he ballroom far bel ow.

"Go!" Kheva shouted, and the two of themslid down, gaining

t remendous

speed as they went and landing with soft thunps in the heaps of
cushi ons

awai ti ng them

Laughing with delight, the two boys ran back up the stairs again and
once

again they slid dow. Al in all, the afternoon went very well, unti
at

| ast one of the cushions burst its seans and filled the quiet air of
t he

grand ballroomw th softly drifting goose down. It was, quite
naturally, at

that precise nonent that Polgara cane |ooking for them Sonehow it

al ways

happened that way. The nonment anythi ng was broken, spilled, or tipped
over,

sonmeone in authority woul d appear. There was never an opportunity to
tidy

up, and so such situations always presented thenselves in the worst
possi ble |ight.

The doubl e doors at the far end of the ballroom opened, and Pol gara,
regally beautiful in blue velvet, stepped inside.

Her face was grave as she regarded the guilty-Iooking pair |ying at
t he

foot of the stairs in their piles of cushions, with a positive
blizzard of

goose down swirling around them

Errand wi nced and held his breath.

Very softly, she closed the doors behind her and wal ked slowWy toward
t hem

her heel s soundi ng om nously | oud on the marble floor. She | ooked at
t he

denuded chairs lining each side of the ballroom She |ooked at the
mar bl e

bal ustrades. She | ooked at the boys with feathers settling on them



And

then, wi thout warning whatsoever, she began to laugh, a rich, warm
Vi br ant

| augh that absolutely filled the enpty hall

Errand felt sonmehow betrayed by her reaction. He and Kheva had gone
out of

their way to get thenselves into trouble, and all she did was | augh
about

it. There was no scolding, no acid commentary, nothing but |aughter
He

definitely felt that this levity was out of place, an indication that
she

was not taking this thing as seriously as she ought. He felt a trifle
bitter about the whole thing. He had earned the scol ding she was

denyi ng

hi m

"You boys will clean it up, won't you?" she asked them

"Of course, Lady Pol gara," Kheva assured her quickly.' "W were just
about

to do that."

"Spl endi d, your Highness," she said, the corners of her nmouth stil
twitching. "Do try to gather up all the feathers." And she turned and
wal ked out of the ballroom leaving the faint echo of her |aughter
hoveri ng

in the air behind her

After that, the boys were watched rather closely. There was nothing
really

obvi ous about it; it was just that there al ways seened to be someone
around

to call a halt before things got conpletely out of hand.

About a week | ater, when the rains had passed and the slush had
nostly

nmelted off the streets, Errand and Kheva were sitting on the floor of
a

carpeted room building a fortress out of wooden bl ocks. At a table
near

the wi ndow Silk, splendidly dressed in rich black velvet, was
carefully

readi ng a dispatch he had received that norning fromhis partner
Yar bl ek,

who had remained in Gar og Nadrak to tend the business. About

m dnorni ng, a

servant cane into the room and spoke briefly with the rat-faced
little man.

Si | k nodded, rose, and canme over to where the boys were playing.
"\What

woul d you gentlenmen say to a breath of fresh air?" he asked them

"Of course," Errand replied, getting to his feet.

"And you, cousin?" Silk asked Kheva.



"Certainly, your H ghness." Kheva said.

Silk | aughed. "Must we be so fornmal, Kheva?"

"Mt her says | should al ways use the proper forns of address,"” Kheva
told
himseriously. "l guess it's to help nme keep in practice or

somret hi ng, "

“Your nmother isn't here," Silk told himslyly, "so it's all right to
cheat
alittle.”

Kheva | ooked around nervously. "Do you really think we shoul d?" he
whi sper ed.

"I"'msure of it,"” Silk replied. "Cheating is good for you. It hel ps
you to
keep your perspective.”

"Do you cheat often?”

"Me?" Silk was still laughing. "All the time, cousin. Al the tine.
Let's

fetch cloaks and take a turn about the city. | have to go by the
headquarters of the intelligence service; and since |'ve been
appoi nt ed

your keeper for the day, the two of you had better conme along."

The air outside was cool and danp, and the wind was brisk enough to
whi p

their cl oaks about their |legs as they passed al ong the cobbl ed
streets of

Boktor. The Drasnian capital was one of the major commercial centers
of the

world, and the streets teemed with nmen of all races. Richly mantl ed
Tol nedrans spoke on street corners with sober-faced Senders in
sensi bl e

brown. Fl anmboyantly garbed and richly jewel ed Darw ni ans haggled with
| eat her - garbed Nadraks, and there were even a few bl ack-robed Mirgos
striding along the blustery streets, with their broad-backed Thullish
porters trailing behind them carrying heavy packs filled with

mer chandi se

The porters, of course, were followed at a discreet distance by the
ever

present spies.

"Dear, sneaky ol d Boktor,"
| east

every other man you neet is a spy."

Sil k decl ai mred extravagantly, "where at

"Are those nen spies?" Kheva asked, | ooking at themwi th a surprised
expressi on.

"Of course they are, your Highness." Silk |aughed again.

"Everybody in Drasnia is a spy -or wants to be. It's our nationa
i ndustry.



Didn't you know t hat ?"

"Well -1 knew that there are quite a few spies in the palace, but
didn't
think they'd be out in the streets.”

"Why shoul d there be spies in the pal ace?" Errand asked him
curiously.

Kheva shrugged. "Everybody wants to know what everybody else is
doi ng. The

nore inportant you are, the nore spies you have watching you."
"“Are any of them watching you?"

"Six that | know of. There are probably a few nore besides -and of
cour se,

all the spies are being spied on by other spies."

"What a peculiar place,” Errand murnured.

Kheva | aughed. "Once, when | was about three or so, | found a hiding
pl ace

under a stair and fell asleep. Eventually, all the spies in the

pal ace

joined in the search for nme. You'd be amazed at how many there really
are."

This time, Silk |aughed uproariously. "That's really very bad form
cousin," he said. "Menmbers of the royal famly aren't supposed to

hi de from

the spies. It upsets themterribly. That's the building over there.”
He

pointed at a | arge stone warehouse standing on a quiet side street.

"I always thought that the headquarters was in the sane building with
t he
acadeny," Kheva said.

"Those are the official offices, cousin. This is the place where the
wor k
gets done."

They entered the warehouse and went through a cavernous room pil ed
hi gh

with boxes and bales to a snmall, unobtrusive door with a bul ky-

| ooki ng man

in a workman's snock | ounging against it. The man gave Silk a quick
| ook,

bowed, and opened the door for them Beyond that somewhat shabby-

| ooki ng

door lay a large, well-lighted roomwith a dozen or nore parchnent-
littered

tabl es standing along the walls. At each table sat four or five
peopl e, al

poring over the docunments before them

"What are they doing?" Errand asked curiously.



"Sorting information," Silk replied. "There probably isn't nuch that
happens in the world that doesn't reach this roomeventually. |If we
really

wanted to know, we could probably ask around and find out what the
Ki ng of

Arendi a had for breakfast this norning. We want to go into that room
over

there.” He pointed toward a solid-Iooking door on the far side of the
room

The chamber beyond the door was plain, even bare. It contained a
tabl e and

four chairs -nothing nore. The man seated at the table in one of the
chairs

wore bl ack hose and a pearl-gray doublet. He was as thin as an old
bone,

and even here, in the very mdst of his own people, there was about
himthe

sense of a tightly coiled spring. "Silk," he said with a terse nod.

"Javelin," Silk replied. "You wanted to see nme?"

The man at the table | ooked at the two boys. He inclined his head
briefly
to Kheva. "Your Highness,'

he said.

“Mar grave Khendon," the prince responded with a polite bow.
The seated man | ooked at Silk, his idle-appearing fingers tw tching
slightly.

“Margrave," Kheva said al nost apologetically, "ny nother's been
t eachi ng ne
the secret |anguage. | know what you're saying."

The man Silk called Javelin stopped nmoving his fingers with a ruefu
expression. "Caught by my own cleverness, | see," he said. He | ooked
specul atively at Errand.

"This is Errand, the boy Polgara and Durnik are raising," Silk told
hi m
"Ah," Javelin said, "the bearer of the Ob."

"Kheva and | can wait outside if you want to speak privately." Errand
of f ered.

Javel i n thought about that. "That probably won't be necessary," he
deci ded.

“I think we can trust you both to be discreet. Sit down, gentlenen."
He

poi nted at the other three chairs.

"I"'msort of retired, Javelin,” Silk told him "I've got enough other
things to keep nme busy just now. "

"I wasn't really going to ask you to get personally involved,"



Javelin

replied. " Al |I really want is for you to find roomfor a couple of
new

enpl oyees in one of your enterprises.”

Silk gave hima curious | ook.

"You' re shipping goods out of Gar og Nadrak al ong the Northern
Car avan
Rout e, "
bor der
where the citizens are highly suspicious of strangers with no valid
reason

for passing through."

Javelin continued. "There are several villages near the

"And you want to use my caravans to give your men an excuse for being
in

those villages," Silk concluded.

Javelin shrugged. "It's not an uncomon practice."

"What's going on in eastern Drasnia that you're so interested in?"
"The sane thing that's always going on in the outlying districts."
"The Bear-cult?" Silk asked incredulously. "You' re going to waste
time on

t hen®?"

"They' ve been behaving peculiarly lately. | want to find out why."
Silk | ooked at himw th one eyebrow rai sed.

"Just call it idle curiosity if you like."

The 1 ook Silk gave himthen was very hard. "Ch, no. You're not going
to

catch me that easily, ny friend."

“"Aren't you the least bit curious?"

“"No. As a matter of fact, I'mnot. No amount of clever trickery is
going to

lure me into neglecting my own affairs to go off on another one of
your

fishing expeditions. |I'mtoo busy, Javelin.

so
slightly. "Why don't you send Hunter?"

Hi s eyes narrowed ever

"Hunter's busy somepl ace else, Silk, and stop trying to find out who
Hunt er
is."

"I't was worth a try. Actually I"'mnot interested at all, not in the
| east. "

He sat back in his chair with his arns adanmantly crossed. His |ong
poi nt ed

nose, however, was twi tching. "What do you nmean by ' behaving



peculiarly?"'
he asked after a nonment.

"I thought you weren't interested."
“I'"'mnot,"
nose,
however, was twi tching even nore violently. Angrily he got to his
feet.

"G ve nme the nanmes of the nen you want ne to hire,
"1

see what | can do."

Silk repeated hastily. "I nost definitely amnot." H's

he said abruptly.

"Of course, Prince Kheldar,
sense
of loyalty to your old service."

Javelin said blandly. "I appreciate your

Errand renenbered sonmething that Silk had said in the | arge outer
room

"Silk says that information about al nbost everything is brought to
this

buil ding," he said to Javelin.

"That m ght be an exaggeration, but we try."
"Then perhaps you m ght have heard sonet hi ng about Zandranas."

Javel in | ooked at him bl ankly.

"It's something that Belgarion and | heard about,"
" And

Bel garath is curious about it, too. |I thought you m ght have heard
about

it."

Errand expl ai ned.

"I can't say that | have," Javelin admtted. "Of course we're a |long
way

from Darshiva."
"What's Darshiva?" Errand asked.

"It's one of the principalities of the old Melcene Enpire in eastern
Mal | orea. Zandramas is a Darshivan name. Didn't you know that?"

"No. We didn't."
There was a |ight tap on the door.
"Yes?" Javelin answered.

The door opened, and a young | ady of perhaps nineteen or twenty cane
in.

Her hair was the color of honey, her eyes were a warm gol den brown,
and

she wore a plain-looking gray dress. Her expression was serious, but
t here

was just the hint of a dinple in each of her cheeks. "Uncle," she
said, and



her voice had a kind of vibrancy about it that made it al npst
irresistibly
conpel l'i ng.

Javelin's hard, angular face softened noticeably. "Yes, Liselle?" he
sai d.

"Is this little Liselle?" Silk exclained.

“"Not quite so little any nore," Javelin said.

"The last time | saw her she was still in braids."

"She conbed out the braids a few years ago,' and
| ook

what was hi di ng under them™

Javelin said drily,

"I amlooking," Silk said admringly.

"The reports you wanted, uncle,"”
par chment

on the table. Then she turned to Kheva and curtsied to himwith
i ncredible

grace. "Your H ghness,

the girl said, laying a sheaf of
' she greeted him

“"Margravine Liselle," the little prince replied with a polite bow
“And Prince Kheldar," the girl said then.

"W weren't at all so formal when you were a child," Silk protested.
"But then, I'mnot a child any nore, your Highness."

Silk | ooked over at Javelin. "Wen she was a little girl, she used to
pul |

my nose."

"But it's such a long, interesting nose," Liselle said. And then she
sm |l ed, and the dinples suddenly sprang to life.

"Liselle is helping out here,"
acadeny in a few nonths."

Javelin said. "She'll be entering the

"You're going to be a spy?" Silk asked her incredul ously.

"It's the fam |y business, Prince Kheldar. My father and nother were
bot h

spies. My uncle here is a spy. All of ny friends are spies. How could
I

possi bly be anything el se?”

Silk | ooked a trifle off-balance. "It just doesn't seem appropriate,
for
some reason."

"That probably nmeans that 1'Il be quite successful, doesn't it? You
| ook
like a spy, Prince Kheldar. | don't, so | won't have nearly as many



probl ems as you've had."

Though the girl's answers were clever, even pert, Errand could see
sonmething in her warm brown eyes that Silk probably could not.
Despite the

fact that the Margravine Liselle was obviously a grown woman, Silk
just as

obviously still thought of her as a little girl -one who had pulled
hi s

nose.

The | ook she gave him however, was not the look of a little girl,
and

Errand realized that she had been waiting for a nunber of years for
t he

opportunity to nmeet Silk on adult terns. Errand covered his nouth
with his

hand to hide a smile. The wily Prince Kheldar had sone very

i nteresting

ti mes ahead of him

The door opened again, and a nondescript man came in, quickly crossed
to

the tabl e, and whi spered sonething to Javelin. The man's face, Errand
noti ced, was pale, and his hands were trenbling.

Javelin's face grew set, and he sighed. He gave no other outward sign
of

enotion, however. He rose to his feet and canme around the table.

"Your

Maj esty.
shoul d
return to the palace i mediately."

he said formally to Prince Kheva, "I believe that you

Silk and Liselle both caught the changed form of address and | ooked
sharply
at the Chief of Drasnian Intelligence.

"I believe that we should all acconpany the King back to the pal ace,”
Javelin said sadly. "W must offer our condol ences to his nother and
aid

her in any way we can in her hour of grief."

The King of Drasnia | ooked at his intelligence chief, his eyes very
wi de

and his lip trenbling.

Errand gently took the little boy's hand in his. "W'd better go,

Kheva, "
he said. "Your nother will need you very ruch right now. "

CHAPTER EI GHT

The Kings of Aloria gathered in Boktor for the funeral of King Rhodar



and

t he subsequent coronation of his son, Kheva. Such a gathering, of
cour se,

was traditional. Though the nations of the north had diverged
somewhat over

the centuries, the Al orns nonethel ess had never forgotten their
origins in

the single kingdom of King Cherek Bear-shoul ders five thousand years
in the

di m past, and they canme together at such tines in sadness to bury a
brot her. Because King Rhodar had been bel oved and respected by ot her

nati ons as well, Anheg of Cherek, Cho-Hag of Algaria, and Bel garion
of Riva

were joined by Fulrach of Sendaria, Korodullin of Arendia, and even
by the

erratic Drosta | ek Thun of Gar og Nadrak. In addition, General Varana
was

present as the representative of Enperor Ran Borune XXl || of

Tol nedra, and

Sadi, Chief Eunuch of the palace of Queen Sal m ssra of Nyissa, was
also in

att endance.

The burial of an Alorn King was a serious matter, and it involved
certain

cerenoni es at which only the other Al orn nonarchs were present. No
gathering of so many ki ngs and hi gh-ranki ng functionaries, however,
coul d

ever be entirely cerenmonial. Inevitably, politics were of major
concern in

the qui et discussions which took place in the sonberly draped
corridors of

t he pal ace.

Errand, soberly dressed and quiet, drifted fromone small gathering
to
anot her in those days preceding the funeral

The Kings all knew him but they seenmed for some reason to take
little note

of his presence, and so he heard many conversations which he m ght
per haps

not have heard had they stopped to consider the fact that he was no
| onger

the little boy they had known during the canpaign in Mshrak ac
Thul I .

The Alorn Kings -Belgarion in his usual blue doublet and hose, and

t he

bruti sh-1ooki ng Anheg in his runpled blue robe and dented crown, and
qui et-voiced Cho-Hag in silver and black -stood together in a sable-
dr aped

enbrasure in one of the broad hallways of the pal ace.

"Porenn is going to have to serve as regent," Garion said. "Kheva is
only
si x, and sonebody's going to have to run things until he's old enough

to



t ake charge hinsel f."
"A wonman?" Anheg sai d, aghast.

"Anheg, are we going to have that argument agai n?" Cho-Hag asked
mldly.

"I don't see any alternative, Anheg," Garion said in his npst
per suasi ve
manner. "King Drosta is alnost drooling at the prospect of a boy king

on

the throne of Drasnia. His troops will be biting off chunks of the
borderl ands before the rest of us get hone unless we put soneone in
char ge
here. "

"But Porenn is so tiny," Anheg objected irrationally, "and so pretty.
How

can she possibly run a ki ngdon?"

“"Probably very well,"’
on his

crippled | egs. "Rhodar confided in her conpletely, and she was behind
t he

schene that elimnated G odeg, after all."

Cho-Hag replied, shifting his weight carefully

"About the only other person in Drasnia conpetent enough to take
char ge

here is the Margrave Khendon," Garion told the King of Cherek. "The
one

they call Javelin. Do you want the Chief of Drasnian Intelligence
sitting

behi nd the throne giving orders?”

Anheg shuddered. "That's a ghastly thought. Wat about Prince
Khel dar ?"

Garion stared at him "You're not serious, Anheg," he said

i ncredul ously.

"Silk? As regent?"

"You might be right," Anheg conceded after a nonent's thought. "He is
j ust

alittle unreliable, isn't he?"

"Alittle?" Garion |aughed.

“Are we agreed, then?" Cho-Hag asked. "It has to be Porenn, right?"

Anheg grunbl ed, but finally agreed.

The Algar King turned to Garion. "You'll probably have to issue a
procl amati on. "

“"Me? | don't have any authority in Drasnia.”

"You're the Overlord of the West," Cho-Hag rem nded him "Just
announce



that you recogni ze Porenn's regency and declare that anyone who
ar gues
about it or violates her borders will have to answer to you."

"That shoul d back Drosta off." Anheg chuckl ed grossly. "He's al nost
nor e

frightened of you than he is of 'Zakath. He probably has nightnares
about

your flami ng sword sliding between his ribs."

In anot her corridor, Errand came upon Ceneral Varana and Sadi the
Eunuch.

Sadi wore the nmottled, iridescent silk robe of the Nyissans, and the
general was draped in a silver Tolnedran mantle with broad bands of
gol d-colored trim across his shoul ders.

"So, it's official, then?" Sadi said in his oddly contralto voice,
eyei ng
the general's mantle.

"What's that?" Varana asked him The general was a bl ocky-1 ooking man
with
iron-gray hair and a slightly anmused expression

"We had heard runors in Sthiss Tor that Ran Borune had adopted you as
hi s
son.

"Expedi ency." Varana shrugged. "The major famlies of the Enpire were
dismantling Tolnedra in their scranble for the throne. Ran Borune had
to

take steps to quiet things down."

“"You will take the throne when he dies, though, won't you?"
"We'l|l see," Varana replied evasively. "Let's pray that his Mjesty
will

live for many years yet."

"Of course," Sadi murmured. "The silver mantle of the crown prince
does

become you, however, ny dear General.'
hand

over his shaved scal p.

He rubbed one | ong-fingered

"Thank you," Varana said with a slight bow "And how are affairs in
Sal mi ssra's pal ace?"

Sadi | aughed sardonically. "
and

pl ot and schene agai nst each other, and every scrap of food prepared
in our

kitchens is tainted with prison.”

The sane as they always are. W connive

"I'"d heard that was the custom" Varana remarked. "How does one
survive in
such a | ethal atnosphere?”



“"Nervously," Sadi replied, making a sour face. "W are all on a
strict

regimen. We routinely dose ourselves with every known antidote to
every

known poi son. Sonme of the poisons are actually quite flavorful. The
antidotes all taste foul, however."

“"The price of power, | suppose."”

"Truly. What was the reaction of the G and Dukes of Tol nedra when the
Enmper or desi gnhated you his heir?"

Varana | aughed. "You could hear the screans echoing fromthe wood of
Eﬁsads to the Arendi sh border."

“When the time comes, you nay have to step on a few necks."”

"It's possible."

"Of course the legions are all loyal to you."

"The | egions are a great confort to ne."

“I think I Iike you, General Varana," the shaved-headed Nyi ssan said.
"I''m

certain that you and | will be able to cone to sone nutually
profitable

accommodati ons. "

"I always like to be on good terns with my neighbors, Sadi," Varana
agreed
wi th apl onb.

In another corridor, Errand found a strangely assorted group. King
Ful rach

of Sendaria, dressed in sober, businesslike brown, was speaking
quietly

with the purple-garbed King Korodullin of Arendia and with the
scabrous-1 ooking Drosta | ek Thun, who wore a richly jewel ed doubl et
of an

unwhol esone-1 ooki ng yel | ow.

"Have either of you heard anything about any decisions concerning a
regency?" the enaci ated Nadrak king asked in his shrill voice.
Drosta's

eyes bul ged, seemi ng alnost to start out of his pock-nmarked face, and
he

fidgeted continuously.

"I would imagi ne that Queen Porenn will guide the young king,"

Ful rach

surm sed.

"They surely wouldn't put a wonman in charge," Drosta scoffed. "I know
Al orns, and they all |ook at wonen as subhuman.”

"Porenn is not exactly |like other wonen," the King of Sendaria noted.



"She's extraordinarily gifted."

"How coul d a woman possi bly defend the borders of so |arge a ki ngdom
as
Dr asni a?"

"Thy perception is awy, your Majesty," Korodullin told the Nadrak
with

uncharacteristic bluntness. "lnevitably, the other Alorn Kings wll
support

her, and nobst particularly Belgarion of Riva will defend her.
Met hi nks no

nmonar ch alive would be so fool hardy as to counter the w shes of the
Overlord of the West."

"Riva's a |long way away," Drosta suggested, his eyes narrow ng.
“"Not so far, Drosta,"” Fulrach told him "Belgarion has a very |ong
arm?"

"What news hast thou heard fromthe south, your Majesty?" Korodullin
asked
the King of the Nadraks.

Drosta made an indelicate sound. "Kal Zakath is wading in Mirgo

bl ood, " he

sai d disgustedly. "He's pushed Urgit into the western nmountains and
he's

but chering every Murgo he can lay his hands on. | keep hopi ng that
soneone

will stick an arrow into him but you can't depend on a Murgo to do
anything right."

"Have you considered an alliance with King Gethell?" Ful rach asked.

"Wth the Thulls? You're not serious, Fulrach. | wouldn't saddle
nysel f

with the Thulls, even if it nmeant that | had to face the Mll oreans
al one.

Gethell's so afraid of 'Zakath that he wets hinself at the nmention of
hi s

nanme. After the Battle of Thull Mardu, 'Zakath told my Thullish
cousi n that

the very next tine CGethell displeased him he was going to have

Get hel

crucified. If Kal Zakath decides to come north, Gethell will probably
hi de

hi mrsel f under the nearest manure pile."

" 'Zakath is not overfond of thee either, | amtold," Korodullin

sai d.

Drosta | aughed a shrill, somehow hysterical -sounding | augh. "He wants
to

grill me over a slow fire," he replied. "And possibly use nmy skin to
make a

pair of shoes."



"I"'m amazed that you Angaraks didn't destroy each other eons ago."
Ful rach

sm | ed.

"Torak told us not to."
gut

anybody who di sobeyed. We nmay not always have |iked Torak, but we

al ways

did what he told us to do. Only an idiot did otherwi se -a dead idiot,
usual ly. "

Drosta shrugged. "And he told his Golinms to

On the followi ng day, Belgarath the Sorcerer arrived fromthe East,
and
Ki ng Rhodar of Drasnia was laid to rest. The small bl onde Queen
Por enn,
dressed in deepest black, stood beside young King Kheva during the
cer enony

Prince Khel dar stood directly behind the young king and his nother,
and
there was a strange, alnost haunted | ook in his eyes. As Errand
| ooked at
him he could see very plainly that the little spy had |loved his
uncle's
tiny wife for years, but also that Porenn, though she was fond of
him did
not return that |ove

State funerals, like all state functions, are |long. Both Queen Porenn
and

her young son were very pale during the interm nabl e proceedi ngs, but
at no

time did either of them show any outward signs of grief.

I medi ately followi ng the funeral, Kheva's coronation took place, and
t he

new y crowned Drasnian king announced in a piping but firmvoice that
hi s

not her woul d guide himthrough the difficult years ahead.

At the conclusion of the cerenobny, Belgarion, King of Riva and
Overlord of

the West, arose and briefly addressed the assenbl ed notables. He

wel comed

Kheva to the rather exclusive fraternity of reigning nonarchs,
conpl i ment ed

hi m on the wi sdom of the choice of the Queen Mther as regent and

t hen

advi sed one and all that he fully supported Queen Porenn and that
anyone

of fering her the slightest inpertinence would nost surely regret it.
Si nce

he was | eaning on the massive sword of Riva Iron-grip as he nade that
decl aration, everyone in the Drasnian throne roomtook himvery
seriously.

A few days later, the visitors all departed.

Spring had conme to the plains of Algaria as Polgara, Durnik, Errand,



and

Bel garath rode southward in the conpany of King Cho-Hag and Queen
Silar.

"A sad journey."
to mss

Rhodar . "

Cho-Hag said to Belgarath as they rode. "I'm going

“I think we all will,"'
vast herd

of cattle under the watchful eyes of a band of Algar clansnmen was
pl oddi ng

slowmy west toward the mountains of Sendaria and the great cattle
fair at

Mur os.

Bel garath replied. He | ooked ahead where a

"I"'ma little surprised that Hettar agreed to go back to Riva with
Garion
at this time of year. He's usually at the head of the cattle herds."

"Adara persuaded him" Queen Silar told the old man.

"She and Ce' Nedra wanted to spend sonme tine together, and there's
al nost
not hing that Hettar won't do for his wife."

Pol gara sm |l ed. "Poor Hettar," she said. "Wth both Adara and
Ce' Nedr a

working on him he didn't stand a chance. That's a pair of very
det er m ned

young | adi es.”

"The change of scenery will do him good," Cho-Hag noted. "He al ways
gets

restless in the sumertinme and, now that all the Mirgos have
retreated to

the south, he can't even amuse hinself by hunting down their raiding
parties."

When they reached southern Algaria, Cho-Hag and Silar bade them

f ar enel

and turned eastward toward the Stronghold. The rest of the ride south
to

t he Val e was unevent f ul

Bel garath stayed at the cottage for a few days and then prepared to
return

to his tower. Alnpst as an afterthought, he invited Errand to
acconpany

hi m

"W are a bit behind here, father," Polgara told him "I need to get
ny

garden in, and Durni k has a great deal of work ahead of him after
this past

wi nter."

"Then it's probably best if the boy is out fromunderfoot, isn't it?"



She gave him al ong steady | ook and then finally gave up. "Ch, very
wel |,
fat her.'

she sai d.
"I knew you'd see it my way, Pol," he said.

"Just don't keep himall summer."

"Of course not. | want to talk with the twins for a while and see if
Bel di n

has come back. I'lIl be off again in a nonth or so. I'll bring him
home

t hen."

And so Errand and Bel garath went on down into the heart of the Vale
again

and once nore took up residence in the old man's tower. Beldin had
not yet

returned from Mal |l orea, but Belgarath had nuch to discuss with
Beltira and

Bel kira, and so Errand and his chestnut stallion were left largely to
find

their own anmusenments.

It was on a bright sumrer norning that they turned toward the western
edge

of the Vale to explore the foothills that marked the boundary of

Ul gol and.

They had ridden for several miles through those rolling, tree-clad
hills

and stopped in a broad, shallow ravine where a tunbling brook babbl ed
over

nossy green stones. The nmorning sun was very warm and the shade of

t he

tall, fragrant pines was pleasant.

As they sat, a she-wolf padded quietly fromout of the bushes at the
edge

of the brook, stopped, and sat on her haunches to |look at them There
was

about the she-wolf a peculiar blue ninbus, a soft glow that seened to
emanate from her thick fur.

The normal reaction of a horse to the presence or even the scent of a
wol f

woul d have been blind panic, but the stallion returned the blue

wol f''s gaze

calmy, with not even so nmuch as a hint of a trenor.

The boy knew who the wol f was, but he was surprised to nmeet her here.
" Good
norni ng," he said politely to her.

"It's a pleasant day, isn't it?" The wolf seened to shinmer in the
sane way

that Bel din shimered as he assumed the shape of the hawk. Wen the
air



around her cleared, there stood in the animal's place a tawny-haired
womran

with golden eyes and a faintly amused smile on her lips. Though her
gown

was a plain brown such as one m ght see on any peasant woman, she
wore it

in a regal manner which any queen in jewel ed brocade m ght envy. "Do
you

al ways greet wolves with such courtesy?" she asked him

"I haven't net many wol ves, "
who you

were."

he replied, "but | was fairly certain

"Yes, | suppose you woul d have been, at that."

Errand slid own off the horse's back

"Does he know where you are this norning?"

"Bel garath? Probably not. He's talking with Beltira and Belkira, so
t he

horse and | just cane out to | ook at sonepl ace new. "

"It would be best perhaps if you didn't go too nuch farther into the

U go

mount ai ns, " she advised. "There are creatures in these hills that are
quite

savage. "

He nodded. "I'Il keep that in mnd."

"WIl you do something for me?" she asked quite directly.
“If I can.”

"Speak to ny daughter.”

"Of course."

"Tell Polgara that there is a great evil in the world and a great
danger."

"Zandramas?" Errand asked.

"Zandranas is a part of it, but the Sardion is at the center of the
evil.

It nmust be destroyed. Tell ny husband and ny daughter to warn

Bel gari on.

His task is not yet finished."

“I'"l'l tell them" Errand pronised, "but couldn't you just as easily
tel
Pol gara yoursel f ?"

The tawny-haired worman | ooked of f down the shady ravine. "No," she
replied
sadly. "It causes her too much pain when | appear to her."



"Why is that?"

"It reminds her of all the lost years and brings back all the anguish
of a

young girl who had to grow up without her nother to guide her. Al of
t hat

cones back to her each tine she sees ne."

"You' ve never told her then? Of the sacrifice you were asked to
make?"

She | ooked at him penetratingly. "Howis it that you know what even

ny
husband and Pol gara do not ?"

“I"'mnot sure,” he replied. "I do, though -just as | know that you
di d not

die."

“"And will you tell Polgara that?"

“"Not if you'd rather | didn't."

She sighed. "Soneday, perhaps, but not yet. | think it's best if she
and

her father aren't aware of it. My task still lies ahead of ne and
it's a

thing I can face best without any distractions."

"What ever you wish," Errand said politely.

"We'll neet again," she told him "Warn them about the Sardion. Tel

t hem

not to becone so caught up in the search for Zandramas that they | ose
si ght

of that. It is fromthe Sardion that the evil stens. And be a trifle

wary

of Cyradis when next you neet her. She nmeans you no ill, but she has

her

own task as well and she will do what she must to conplete it."

“I will, Poledra," he prom sed.

"Oh," she said, alnpst as an afterthought, "there's someone waiting
for you

just up ahead there.'
strewn

ridge thrusting out into the grassy Vale. "He can't see you yet, but
he's

wai ting.'
tinged
wol f, and | oped away wit hout a backward gl ance.

She gestured toward the | ong tongue of a rock-

Then she snmiled, shimered back into the formof the bl ue-

Curiously, Errand renmpbunted and rode up out of the ravine and

conti nued on

sout hward, skirting the higher hills that rose toward the glistening
white



peaks of the land of the U gos as he rode toward the ridge. Then, as
hi s

eyes searched the rocky slope, he caught a nonentary flicker of
sunl i ght

reflected fromsonething shiny in the nmiddle of a brushy outcrop
hal f way up

the sl ope. Wthout hesitation, he rode in that direction

The man who sat anong the thick bushes wore a peculiar shirt of mail,
constructed of overlapping netal scales. He was short but had
power f ul

shoul ders, and his eyes were veiled with a gauzy strip of cloth that
was

not so nmuch a blindfold as it was a shield against the bright
sunlight.

"I's that you, Errand?" the veiled nman asked in a harsh-soundi ng
voi ce.

"Yes," Errand replied. "I haven't seen you in along tinme, Relg."

"I need to talk with you,"
back
out of the light?"

the harsh-voi ced zeal ot said. "Can we get

"Of course." Errand slid down off his horse and followed the U go

t hr ough

the rustling bushes to a cave mouth running back into the hillside.
Rel g

st ooped slightly under the overhanging rock and went. inside. "I

t hought |

recogni zed you," he said as Errand joined himin the cool dimess
within

the cave, "but | couldn't be sure out there in all that light." He
untied

the cloth fromacross his eyes and peered at the boy. "You' ve grown.

Errand smiled. "It's been a few years. How i s Tai ba?"
"She has given ne a son,”
very

speci al son."

Rel g said, alnpst in a kind of wonder. "A

"I"'mglad to hear that."

"When | was younger and filled with the notion of nmy own sanctity, UL
spoke

tome in my soul. He told nme that the child who will be the new Gorim
woul d

come to U go through me. In ny pride | thought that he neant that |
was to

seek out the child and reveal him How could I know that what he

meant was

a much sinpler thing? It is ny son that he spoke of. The mark is on

ny son
-ny son!" There was an awed pride in the zeal ot's voice.

"UL's ways are not the ways of nmen."



"How truly you speak."
"And are you happy?"

"My life is filled," Relg said sinply. "But now | have another task.
Qur

aged Gorimhas sent ne to seek out Belgarath. It is urgent that he
cone

with me to Prolgu."”

"He's not very far away," Errand said. He | ooked at Relg and saw how,
even

in this dimcave, the zeal ot kept his eyes squinted al nost shut to

pr ot ect

themfromthe light. "I have a horse,” he said. "I can go and bring
hi m

back here in a few hours, if you want. That way you won't have to go
out

into the sunlight."”

Rel g gave hima quick, grateful |ook and then nodded. "Tell himthat
he
nmust cone. The Gorim nust speak with him?"

“I will,"” Errand prom sed. Then he turned and | eft the cave.

"What does he want?" Bel garath demanded irritably when Errand told
hi m t hat
Rel g wanted to see him

"He wants you to go with himto Prolgu,” Errand replied. "The Gorim
want s

to see you -the old one."

"The old one? |Is there a new one?"

Errand nodded. "Relg's son," he said.

Bel garath stared at Errand for a nonment and then he suddenly began to
| augh.

"What's so funny?"

"It appears that UL has a sense of hunor,"” the old nman chortled. "I

woul dn't have suspected that of him"

"I don't quite follow"

“It's a very long story"' Belgarath said, still laughing. "I guess
that, if

the Gorimwants to see nme, we'd better go."

"You want nme to go al ong?"

"Pol gara would skin ne alive if | left you here alone. Let's get
started.”



Errand |l ed the old nman back across the Vale to the ridgeline in the
foothills and the cave where Relg waited. It took a few mnutes to
expl ai n

to the young horse that he was supposed to go back to Belgarath's

t ower

al one. Errand spoke with himat sone length, and it finally appeared
t hat

the ani mal had grasped the edges, at |east, of the idea.

The trip through the dark galleries to Prolgu took several days. For
nost

of the way, Errand felt that they were groping along blindly; but for
Rel g,

whose eyes were virtually useless in open daylight, these lightless
passageways were hone, and his sense of direction was unerring. And
SO it

was that they came at last to the faintly lighted cavern with its
shal | ow

gl ass-clear |lake and the island rising in the center where the aged
Gorim

awai ted them

"Yad ho, Belgarath,"” the saintly old man in his white robe called
when t hey
reached the shore of the subterranean |ake, "G oja UL."

"Gorim" Belgarath replied with a respectful bow, "Yad ho, Goja

UL." Then

they crossed the marble causeway to join the Gorim Belgarath and the
ol d

man cl asped each other's arns warmy

“It's been a few years, hasn't it?" the sorcerer said. "How are you
beari ng
up?"

"I feel alnmost young." The Gorimsniled. "Now that Relg has found ny
successor. | can at | ast see the end of ny task."

"Found?" Bel garath asked quizzically.

"It anpbunts to the same thing." The Gorim |l ooked fondly at Relg. "W
had

our disagreenments, didn't we, ny son?" he said, "But as it turned
out, we

were all working toward the sanme end."

"It took ne a little longer to realize it, Holy Gorim" Relg replied
wryly.

“I"'ma bit nore stubborn than nost nen. Sonetines |'m anmazed that UL
didn't

| ose patience with ne. Please excuse nme, but | rmust go to my wife and
son.

I've been many days away fromthem" He turned and went quickly back
across

t he causeway.

Bel garath grinned. " A remarkably changed nan."



"Hs wife is a marvel," the Gorim agreed.

“"Are you sure that their child is the chosen one?"

The Gori m nodded. "UL has confirmed it. There were those who

obj ect ed,

since Taiba is a Marag rather than a daughter of U go, but UL's voice
silenced them™

"I"'msure it did. UL's voice is very penetrating, |'ve noticed. You
want ed
to see me?"

The Gorim s expression becane grave. He gestured toward his pyrani d-
shaped

house. "Let's go inside. There's a matter of urgency we need to

di scuss. "

Errand fol |l omed al ong behind the two old nmen as they entered the
house. The

roominside was dimy lighted by a glowi ng crystal gl obe hanging on a
chain

fromthe ceiling, and there was a table with | ow stone benches. They
sat at

the table, and the old Gori m|ooked solemly at Belgarath. "W are
not like

the people who live above in the |light of the sun, my friend," he
sai d.

"For them there is the sound of the wind in the trees, of rushing
streans,

and of birds filling the air with song. Here in our caves, however,
we hear

only the sounds of the earth herself."

Bel gar at h nodded.

"The earth and the rocks speak to the people of U go in peculiar
ways, " the

Gorim continued. "A sound can conme to us from half around the world.
Such a

sound has been nmuttering in the rocks for some years now, grow ng

| ouder

and nore distinct with each passing nmonth."

"A fault perhaps?" Bel garath suggested. "Sone place where the stone
bed of
a continent is shifting?"

"I don't believe so, my friend," the Gorimdi sagreed. "The sound we
hear is

not the shifting of the restless earth. It is a sound caused by the
awakeni ng of a single stone."

"“I"'mnot sure | follow you," Belgarath said, frowning.

"The stone we hear is alive, Belgarath."



The ol d sorcerer |looked at his friend. "There's only one living
st one,
Gorim"

"I had al ways believed so nyself. | have heard the sound of Aldur's

Ob as

it nmoves about the world, and this new sound is also the sound of a

living

stone. It awakens, Belgarath, and it feels its power. It is evil, ny
friend

-so evil that earth herself groans under its weight."

"How | ong has this sound been coning to you?"
"It began not long after the death of accursed Torak."

Bel garath pursed his lips. "W've known that sonething has been

novi ng

around over in Mallorea," he said. "W didn't know it was quite this
serious, however. Can you tell ne anything nore about this stone?"
"Only its nane,"
caves

and galleries and the fissures of earth. It is called 'Sardius."

the Gorimreplied. "W hear it whispered through the

Bel garath's head cane up. "Cthrag Sardius? The Sardi on?"
"You have heard of it?"

"Beldin ran across it in Mallorea. It was connected wi th sonething
cal l ed
Zandr anas. '
"Bel garath!"

he exclained in a shocked voi ce.

The Gorim gasped, and his face went deathly pale.

"What's the matter?"
"That's the nost dreadful curse in our |anguage."”

Bel garath stared at him "I thought | knew nost of the words in the
U go
tongue. How is it that |'ve never heard that one before?”

“No one woul d have repeated it to you."

"I didn't think U gos even knew how to curse. What does it mean -in
genera
terms?"

"It means confusion -chaos- absolute negation. It's a horrible word."

Bel garath frowned. "Why would an U go curse word show up in Darshiva
as the

nanme of someone or sonething? And why in connection with the
Sar di on?"

"Is it possible that they are using the two words to nean the sane
t hi ng?"



"I hadn't thought of that," Belgarath admitted. "I suppose they could
be.
The sense seens to be simlar."

Pol gara had rather carefully instructed Errand that he nust not

i nterrupt

when his elders were tal king, but this seenmed so inportant that he
felt

that the rule needed to be broken.

"They aren't the same,"” he told the two old nen.

Bel garath gave him a strange | ook.

"The Sardion is a stone, isn't it?"

"Yes," the Gorimreplied.
"Zandranas isn't a stone. It's a person."

“"How coul d you know that, ny boy?"

"We've net," Errand told himquietly. "Not exactly face to face, but
-well-" 1t was a difficult thing to explain. "It was kind of like a
shadow

-except that the person who was casting the shadow was sonepl ace
el se. ™"

“"A projection," Belgarath explained to the Gorim "It's a fairly
si nmpl e
trick that the Grolins are fond of." He turned back to the boy. "Did

this
shadow say anything to you?"

Errand nodded. "It said that it was going to kill ne.

Bel garath drew in his breath sharply. " Did you tell Pol gara?" he
demanded.

"No. Should I ?"

"Didn't you think it was fairly significant?"

"I thought it was just a threat -nmeant to frighten ne."

"Didit?"

"Frighten me? No, not really."

“"Aren't you being just a little blase, Errand?" Belgarath asked. "Do
peopl e

go around threatening to kill you so often that it bores you or
somet hi ng?"

“"No. That was the only tinme. It was only a shadow, though, and a

shadow
can't really hurt you, can it?"



"Have you run across nmany nore of these shadows?"
"Just Cyradis."
"And who is Cyradis?"

"I"'mnot really sure. She tal ks the way Mandoral |l en does -thee's and
thou's
and all that- and she wears a blindfold over her eyes."

"A seeress." Belgarath grunted. "And what did she tell you?"
"She said that we were going to neet again and that she sort of |iked
me. "

"I"'msure that was conforting," Belgarath said drily. "Don't keep
secrets

like this, Errand. Wen sonethi ng unusual happens, tell sonebody."
"I"msorry,"
Pol gara

and Durni k had other things on your nminds, that's all."

Errand apol ogi zed. "I just thought that -well- you and

"We don't really nmind being interrupted all that nuch, boy. Share
t hese
little adventures with us."

“If you want me to."

Bel garath turned back to the Gorim "I think we're starting to get
somewhere,"” he said, "thanks to our reticent young friend here. W
know

that Zandramms, if you'll pardon the word, is a person -a person
that's

somehow connected to this living stone that the Angaraks call Cthrag
Sardi us. We've had warni ngs about Zandramas before, so | think we'l
have

to assume that the Sardion is also a direct threat."

"What nust we do now, then?" the Gorimasked him

“I think we're all going to have to concentrate on finding out just
exactly

what's going on over there in Mallorea -even if we have to take the
pl ace

apart stone by stone. Up until now, | was only curious. Now it | ooks
as if

I'd better start taking this whole thing seriously. If the Sardion is
a

living stone, then it's like the Orb, and | don't want sonething with
t hat

ki nd of power in the hands of the wong person -and from everything
I've

been able to gather, this Zandramas is nost definitely the wong
person.”

He turned then to look at Errand, his expression puzzled. "Wat's
your



connection with all of this, boy?" he asked. "Why is it that everyone
and
everything involved in this whole thing stops by to pay you a visit?"

"I don't know, Belgarath,” Errand replied truthfully.

“Maybe that's the place we should start. |'ve been prom sing myself
t hat |

was going to have a long talk with you one of these days. Maybe it's
time

we did just that."

“If you wish," Errand said. "I don't know how rmuch help I'll be,
t hough. "

"That's what were going to find out, Errand. That's what we're going
to
find out."

PART TWO RI VA

CHAPTER NI NE

Bel gari on of Riva had not actually been prepared to occupy a throne.
He had

grown up on a farmin Sendaria, and his childhood had been that of an
ordi nary farm boy.

When he had first come to the basalt throne in the Hall of the Rivan
Ki ng,

he had known nuch nore about farm kitchens and stables than he had
about

throne roons and council chanbers. Statecraft had been a mystery to
hi m

and he had known no nore of diplomacy than he had of al gebra.

Fortunately, the Isle of the Wnds was not a difficult kingdomto
rule. The

Ri van people were orderly, sober, and had a strong regard for duty
and

civic responsibility. This had rmade things much easier for their
tall,

sandy- hai red nonarch during the trying early years of his reign while
he

was |earning the difficult art of ruling well. He nade m stakes,
naturally,

but the consequences of those early slips and niscal cul ati ons were
never



dire, and his subjects were pleased to note that this earnest,
sincere

young nman who had come so startlingly to the throne never nade the
sane

m stake twice. Once he had settled in and had become accustoned to
his job,

it was probably safe to say that Belgarion -or Garion, as he
preferred to

be call ed- al nbst never encountered major problens in his capacity as
Ki ng

of Riva. He had other titles, however. Sone were purely honorary,
ot hers

not so nuch so. "Godslayer," for exanple, involved certain duties
whi ch

were not likely to cone up very often.

"Lord of the Western Sea" caused him al nbst no concern what soever,
since he

had concluded quite early that the waves and tides need little
supervi si on

and that fish, for the nost part, were entirely capable of managing
their

own government. Mst of Garion's headaches stemmed directly fromthe
grand-sounding title, "Overlord of the West." He had assunmed at first
-since the war with the Angaraks was over- that this title, like the
others, was nmerely something in the nature of a formality, sonething
i mpressive, but largely enpty, which had been tacked on to all the
rest,

sort of to round themout. It earned him after all, no tax revenue;
it had

no special crown or throne; and there was no adm nistrative staff to
deal

wi th day-to-day problens.

But to his chagrin, he soon discovered that one of the peculiarities
of

human nature was the tendency to want to take problens to the person
in

charge. Had there not been an Overlord of the West, he was quite sure
t hat

his fell ow nonarchs woul d have found ways to deal with all those

per pl exi ng

difficulties by thensel ves. But as |long as he occupied that exalted
position, they all seenmed to take an al nost childlike delight in

bri ngi ng

himthe nmost difficult, the npst agonizing, and the nost utterly

i nsol ubl e

probl ems and then happily sitting back with trusting smles on their
faces

while he struggled and fl oundered with them

As a case in point, there was the situation which arose in Arendia
during

the sumrer of Garion's twenty-third year. The year had gone fairly
wel | up

until that point. The m sunderstandi ng which had marred his
relationship

with Ce' Nedra had been snoot hed over, and Garion and his conplicated



little

wife were living together in what m ght best be described as donestic
felicity. The canpaign of Enperor Kal Zakath of Mllorea, whose
presence on

this continent had been a great cause for concern, had bogged down in
t he

nmount ai ns of western Cthol Mirgos and showed some prom se of grinding
on

for decades far fromthe borders of any of the Kingdons of the West.
General Varana, the Duke of Anadile, functioning as regent for the
ailing

Enmperor Ran Borune XXl |1, had clanped down quite firmy on the
excesses of

the great famlies of Tolnedra in their unseenmly scramble for the

| mperi al

Throne. Al in all, Garion had been |ooking forward to a period of
peace

and tranquillity until that warm early sumer day when the letter
arrived

from King Korodullin of Arendia.

Garion and Ce' Nedra had been spending a quiet afternoon together in
t he

confortable royal apartnment, talking idly of little, uninportant

t hi ngs

-nore for the pleasure of each other's conpany than out of any rea
concern

for the subjects at hand. Garion |lounged in a |arge, blue velvet
arnchair

by the wi ndow, and Ce' Nedra sat before a gilt-edged nmirror, brushing
her

| ong, copper-colored hair. Garion was very fond of Ce' Nedra's hair
Its

color was exciting. It snelled good, and there was one delightfully
vagr ant

curl that always seened to want to tunble appealingly down the side
of her

snmoot h, white neck. Wen the servant brought the letter fromthe King
of

Arendia, tastefully carried on a silver tray, Garion took his eyes
of f his

lovely wife alnost regretfully.

He broke the ornately stanped wax seal and opened the crackling
par chrment .

"Who is it from Garion?" Ce' Nedra asked, still pulling the brush
t hr ough
her hair and regarding her reflection in the mrror with a kind of
dr eany

cont ent nent .
"Korodullin," he replied and then began to read.
"To his Majesty, King Belgarion of Riva, Overlord of the West,

greetings:”
the letter began.



"It is our fervent hope that this finds thee and thy queen in good
heal th

and tranquil spirits. Aadly would | permt my pen the leisure to
dwel

ful somely upon the regard and affection nmy queen and | bear thee and
her

Maj esty, but a crisis hath arisen here in Arendi a; and because it
dot h

derive directly fromthe actions of certain friends of thine, | have
resolved to seek thy aid in neeting it.

"To our great sorrow, our dear friend the Baron of Vo Ebor succunbed
?;st to those grievous wounds which he received upon the battlefield
?Lull Mardu. Hi s passing this spring hath grieved us nmore than | can
EELL. He was a good and faithful knight. His heir, since he and the
baroness Nerina were childless, is a distant nephew, one Sir Enbrig,
a

somewhat rash knight nore interested, | fear, in the title and | ands
of his

i nheritance than in the fact that he doth intrude hinself upon the
tragic

baroness. Wth airs nost unbecoming to one of gentle birth, he

j ourneyed

strai ghtway to Vo Ebor to take possession of his new estates and with
hi m

he brought diverse other knights of his acquaintance, his cronies and
dri nki ng conpani ons. When they reached Vo Ebor, Sir Enbrig and his
cohorts

gave thensel ves over to unseemy carouse, and when they were all deep
in

their cups, one of these rude knights expressed admration for the
per son

of the but recently wi dowed Nerina. Wthout pausing to think or to
consi der

the lady's bereavenent, Sir Enbrig pronptly pronised her hand to his
drunken conpani on. Now i n Arendia, by reason of certain of our |aws,
Sir

Enbrig hath indeed this right, though no true knight would so
uncivilly

insist on inposing his will upon a kinsworman in her time of grief.

"The news of this outrage was carried at once to Sir Mandorallen, the
m ghty Baron of Vo Mandor, and that great knight went imrediately to
hor se.

What transpired upon his arrival at Vo Ebor thou canst well imagine,
gi ven

Sir Mandorallen's prowess and the depth of his regard for the

Bar oness

Nerina. Sir Enbrig and his cohorts rashly attenpted to stand in his
pat h,

and there were, as | understand, sone fatalities and a great nunber
of

grievous injuries as a result.

Thy friend renoved the baroness to his own keep at Vo Mandor, where



he

hol ds her in protective custody. Sir Enbrig, who -regrettably

per haps- will

recover fromhis wounds, hath declared that a state of war doth exist
bet ween Ebor and Mandor and he hath summoned to his cause diverse
nobl enen.

O her nobl enmen flock to the banner of Sir Mandorall en, and

sout hwest ern

Arendia doth stand on the brink of general war. | have even been

i nfornmed

that Lelldorin of WIldantor, ever a rash youth, hath raised an arny
of

Asturian bownen and at this nmonent doth march southward with them
intending to aid his old conrade in arns.

"Thus it doth stand. Know that | amreluctant to bring the power of
t he

Arendi sh crown to bear in this matter, since, should | be conpelled
to make

a judgnment, | would be forced by our laws to decide in favor of Sir
Enbri g.

"I appeal to thee, King Belgarion, to come to Arendia and to use thy
i nfluence with thy former conpani ons and dear friends to bring them
back

fromthe precipice upon which they now stand. Only thy intercession
I

fear, can avert this inpending disaster

In hope and friendship, Korodullin."

Garion stared helplessly at the letter. "Wiy ne?" he demanded wi t hout
even
t hi nki ng.

"What does he say, dear?" Ce' Nedra asked, |aying aside her brush and
pi cking up an ivory conb.

"He says that- " Garion broke off. "Mandorallen and Lelldorin- " He
got up

and began to swear. "Here," he said, thrusting the letter at her
"Read

it." He began to pace up and down with his fists clenched behind his
back,

still muttering curse words.

Ce' Nedra read the letter as he continued pacing. "Oh dear." she said
finally in dismy. "Ch dear."

"That sums it up pretty well, 1'd say." He started swearing again.
"Garion, please don't use that kind of |anguage. It makes you sound
like a

pirate. What are you going to do about this?"

"I haven't got the faintest idea.”

"Well, you're going to have to do sonething."



"Why ne?" he burst out. "Why do they always bring these things to
me?"

"Because they all know that you can take care of these little
probl ens
better than anybody el se."

"Thanks," he said drily.

"Be nice," she told him Then she pursed her |ips thoughtfully,

t appi ng her

cheek with the ivory conmb. "You'll need your crown, of course -and
t hi nk

t he blue and silver doublet would be nice."

"What are you tal king about ?"

"You're going to have to go to Arendia to get this all straightened
out,

and | think you should | ook your very best -Arends are so consci ous
of

appearances. Why don't you go see about a ship? I'Il pack a few

t hings for

you." She | ooked out the wi ndow at the gol den afternoon sunlight. "Do
you

think it mght be too warmfor you to wear your erm ne?"

“I won't be wearing ermne, Ce' Nedra. I'll be wearing arnmor and ny
sword. "

"Ch, don't be so dramatic, Garion. Al you have to do is go there and
tel
themto stop."

“Maybe, but | have to get their attention first. This is Mandorall en
we're

tal ki ng about -and Lelldorin. We're not dealing with sensible people,
remenber ?"

Alittle frowm creased her forehead. "That is true," she admitted.
But then

she gave him an encouraging little smle. "I'"msure you can fix it,
t hough.

| have every confidence in you."

"You're as bad as all the rest,"” he said a bit sullenly.

"But you can, Garion. Everybody says so."

"I guess |'d better go talk to Brand," he said glumy. "There are
sone

things that need to be attended to, and this is likely to take nme a
few

weeks. "

“I'"l'l take care of themfor you, dear,"
reachi ng up

she said reassuringly,



and patting his cheek. "You just run along now. | can manage things
here
very well while you' re gone."

He stared at her with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stonach.

When he arrived at Vo Mandor on a cloudy norning several days |ater
t he

situation had deteriorated even further. The forces of Sir Enbrig
were in

the field, encanped not three | eagues from Mandorallen's castle, and
Mandoral | en and Lelldorin had marched fromthe city to neet them

Garion thundered up to the gates of his friend' s stout fortress on

t he

war horse he had borrowed from an accommodati ng baron upon his arriva
in

Arendia. He wore the full suit of steel arnor that had been a gift
from

King Korodullin, and Iron-grip's enormous sword rode in its scabbard
across

hi s back. The gates swung wide for him and he entered the courtyard,
swung

awkwardly down from his saddl e, and demanded to be taken imedi ately
to the

Bar oness Neri na.

He found her pale-faced and dressed all in black, standing sonberly
on the

battl ements, searching the cloudy sky to the east for the telltale
col ums

of snmoke whi ch woul d announce that the battle had begun.

"It doth Iie upon ne, King Belgarion," she declared al nost norbidly.
"Strife and discord and angui sh hath derived from nme since the day |
first

wed ny dear departed lord."

"There's no need to blanme yourself,"” Garion told her. "Mandorall en
can

usually get hinself into trouble w thout help from anyone. Wen did
he and

Lel I dorin | eave?"

"Somewhat past noon yesterday.
will be

joined "ere long." She | ooked nournfully down at the flagstones of a
courtyard lying far bel ow and si ghed.

" she replied. "Methinks the battle

"I guess |'d better go then," he said grimy. "Maybe if | can get
t here
before they start, | can head this off."

"I have just had a nmpost excellent thought, your Majesty," she

decl ared, a

bright little snile lighting up her pale face. "I can meke thy task
much

easier."



"I hope sonebody can,'

goi ng
to be in for a very bad norning."

he said. "The way things ook right now, |I'm

"Make haste then, your Majesty; to the field where rude war even now
doth

hover above our dear friends, and advise themthat the cause of their
i npendi ng battle hath departed fromthis sad world."

"I"'mnot sure | follow that."

"It is nost sinple, your Majesty. Since | amthe cause of all this
strife,
it doth lie upon ne to end it."

He | ooked at her suspiciously. "Just what are we tal king about here,
Nerina? How do you propose to bring all those idiots to their
senses?"

Her smle becane actually radiant. "I have but to hurl nyself from
this

| ofty battlenment, nmy Lord, and join ny husband in the silence of the
grave

to end this dreadful bl oodshed before it hath begun. Go quickly, nmny
Lord.

Descend to that courtyard far bel ow and take to horse. | will descend
by

this shorter, happier route and await thee upon those rude stones

bel ow.

Then mayest thou carry the news of ny death to the battlefield. Once
I am

dead, no man's bl ood need be spilt over ne.
rough

stone of the parapet.

She put one hand on the

"Ch, stop that," he said in disgust, "and get away fromthere."

"“Ah, nay, your Majesty." she said quite firmy. "This is the best of
al

possi bl e answers. At one stroke | can avert this inpending battle and
rid

nmysel f of this burdensome life."

“"Nerina,"
and
that's all there is to that."

he said in a flat voice, "I"mnot going to let you junp,

"Surely thou woul dst not be so rude as to |ay hands upon my person to
prevent me," she said in a shocked tone of voice.

“I won't have to,"
face and

realized that she did not have the faintest idea of what he was
tal ki ng

about. "On second thought, maybe it's not such a bad idea after all
The

trip dowmn to that courtyard is likely to take you about a day and a

he said. He | ooked at her pale, unconprehending



hal f,

so it should give you tine to think this all the way through -
besi des, it

m ght just possibly keep you out of mischief while |I'm gone."

Her eyes went suddenly wi de as what he was saying to her seeped ever
so

slowy into her mind. "Thou woul dst not use sorcery to foil ny nost
excel l ent solution," she gasped.

"Try nme."

She | ooked at him hel pl essly, tears conming to her eyes. "This is npst
unchi val rous of thee, nmy Lord," she accused him

"I was raised on a farmin Sendaria, ny Lady," he rem nded her. "I
didn't
have the advantages of a noble upbringing, so | have these little

| apses

fromtime to time. |'"msure you'll forgive ne for not letting you
kil

yourself. Now, if you'll excuse nme, | have to go stop that nonsense
out

there." He turned and cl anked toward the stairs. "Ch," he said,

| ooki ng

over his shoulder at her, "don't get any ideas about junping as soon
as ny

back's turned either. | have a long arm Nerina -a very long arm"

She stared at him her lip trenbling.
"That's better," he said and went on down the stairs.

The servants in Mandorallen's castle took one | ook at Garion's storny
face

as he strode into the courtyard bel ow and prudently nelted out of his
pat h.

Laboriously, he hauled hinmself into the saddl e of the huge roan

war hor se

upon whi ch he had arrived, adjusted the great sword of the Rivan King
in

its scabbard across his back, and | ooked around.

"Sonmebody bring nme a |ance,"” he conmanded.

They brought him several, stunbling over each other in their haste to
conply. He selected one and then set off at a thundering gallop

The citizens of the town of Vo Mandor, which lay just beyond the
wal | s of

Mandoral | en' s keep, were as prudent as the servants within the walls
had

been. A wi de path was opened al ong the cobbl estone streets as the
angry

King of Riva passed through, and the town gates stood w de open for
hi m

Garion knew that he was going to have to get their attention, and



Arends on

the verge of battle are notoriously difficult to reach. He woul d need
to

startle themw th sonething. As he thundered through the green
Arendi sh

countrysi de, past neat, thatch-roofed villages and groves of beech
and

mapl e, he cast an appraising eye toward the gray, scudding clouds
over head,

and the first faint hints of a plan began to formin his nind.

When he arrived, he found the two arm es drawn up on opposite sides
of a

broad, open neadow. As was the age-old Arendi sh custom a nunber of
personal chall enges had been issued, and those matters were in the
process

of being settled as a sort of prelude to the grand general nelee
whi ch

woul d follow Several arnored knights fromeither side were tilting
in the

center of the field as the two arm es | ooked on approvingly.

Ent husi astically, the brainless, steel-clad young nobles crashed into
each

other, littering the turf with splinters fromthe shattered renmains
of

their | ances.

Garion took in the situation at a single glance, scarcely pausing

bef ore

riding directly into the mddle of the fray. It nmust be admitted that
he

cheated just a little during the encounter. The |l ance he carried

| ooked t he

same as those with which the M nbrate knights were attenpting to kil
or

mai m each other. About the only real difference lay in the fact that
hi s

| ance, unlike theirs, would not break, no matter what it encountered
and

was, noreover, enveloped in a kind of ninbus of sheer force. Garion
had no

real desire to run the sharp steel tip of that |ance through anybody.
He

nmerely wanted them off their horses. On his first course through the
center

of the startled, mlling knights, he hurled three of themfromtheir
saddl es in rapid succession. Then he wheel ed his charger and unhorsed
t wo

nore so quickly that the vast clatter they made as they fell nerged
into a

si ngl e sound.

It needed a bit nore, however, sonething suitably spectacular to
penetrate
the solid bone Arends used for heads.

Al nost negligently, Garion discarded his invincible | ance, reached
back



over his shoulder and drew the m ghty sword of the Rivan King. The
Ob of

Al dur blazed forth its dazzling bluelight, and the sword itself

i mredi ately

burst into flame. As always, despite its vast size, the sword in his
hand

had no apparent weight, and he wielded it with blinding speed.

He drove directly at one startled knight, chopping the amazed man's

| ance

into foot-1ong chunks as he worked his way up the weapon's shaft.
When only

the butt remmi ned, Garion smashed the knight fromhis saddle with the
flat

of the burning sword. He wheel ed then, chopped an upraised nace
neatly in

two and rode the bearer of the mace into the ground, horse and all

Stunned by the ferocity of his attack, the wi de-eyed M nbrate knights
drew

back. It was not nerely his overwhel mi ng prowess in battle, however,
t hat

made them retreat. From between clenched teeth, the King of Riva was
swearing sul furously, and his choice of oaths made strong nen go
pal e.

He | ooked around, his eyes ablaze, then gathered in his will. He
rai sed his

flam ng sword and pointed it at the roiling sky overhead. "NON" he
bar ked

in a voice |ike the cracking of a whip.

The cl ouds shuddered, alnpbst seeming to flinch as the full force of
Bel garion's will snmote them A sizzling bolt of lightning as thick as
t he

trunk of a mighty tree crashed to earth with a deafening thunderclap
t hat

shook the ground for mles in every direction. A great, snoking hole
appeared in the turf where the bolt had struck. Again and again
Garion

call ed down the lightning. The noise of thunder ripped and rolled

t hr ough

the air, and the reek of burning sod and singed earth hung like a

cl oud

over the suddenly terrified arnies

Then a great, howling gale struck; at the same tine, the clouds

ri pped open

to inundate the opposing forces in a deluge so intense that nany
kni ght s

were actually hurled fromtheir saddles by the inpact. Even as the
gal e

shri eked and the driving downpour struck them flickering bolts of
lightning continued to stagger across the field which separated them
sizzling dreadfully and filling the air with steam and snoke. To
cross that

field was unthi nkabl e.



Gimy, Garion sat his terrified charger in the very nmidst of that
awf ul

di splay, with the |ightning dancing around him He let it rain on the
t wo

armes for several minutes until he was certain that he had their

ful

attention; then, with a negligent flick of his flam ng sword, he
turned off

t he downpour.

"I have had enough of this stupidity!" he announced in a voice as
| oud as
t he thunder had been. "Lay down your weapons at once!"

They stared at himand then distrustfully at each other

"AT ONCE!" Garion roared, enphasizing his command with yet another
lightning bolt and a shattering thunderclap

The clatter of suddenly di scarded weapons was enor nmous.

"I want to see Sir Enbrig and Sir Mandorallen right here," Garion
sai d

then, pointing with his sword at a spot directly in front of his
horse. "

| medi atel y!"

Slowy, alnost |like reluctant school boys, the two steelclad knights
warily
approached him

"Just exactly what do the two of you think you're doing?" Garion
demanded
of them

“M ne honor conpelled ne, your Majesty." sir Enbrig declared in a
faltering

voi ce. He was a stout, florid-faced man of about forty with the
purpl e-vei ned nose of one who drinks heavily. "Sir Mandoral |l en hath
abduct ed ny ki nswoman. "

"Thy concern for the |lady extendeth only to thy authority over her
person, "

Mandoral l en retorted hotly. "Thou hast usurped her |ands and chattels
with

churlish disregard for her feelings, and-"

"All right," Garion snapped, "that's enough. Your personal squabble
has

brought half of Arendia to the brink of war. |Is that what you wanted?
Are

you such a pair of children that you're willing to destroy your

honel and

just to get your own way?"

"But-" Mandorallen tried to say.

"But nothing." Garion then proceeded -at sone length- to tell them



exactly

what he thought of them His tone was scornful, and his choice of

| anguage

wi de-ranging. The two frequently went pale as he spoke. Then he saw
Lelldorin drawi ng cautiously near to |listen.

“And you!" Garion turned his attention to the young Asturian. "Wat
are you
doi ng down here in M nbre?"

"Me? Well -Mandorallen is ny friend, Garion."
"Did he ask for your hel p?"

"well- "

"I didn't think so. You just took it on yourself." He then included
Lelldorin in his conmentary, gesturing often with the burning sword
in his

right hand. The three watched that sword with a certain w de-eyed
anxi ety

as he waved it in their faces.

"Very well, then," Garion said after he had cleared the air, "this is
what

we're going to do." He |ooked belligerently at Sir Enbrig. "Do you
want to

fight nme?" he challenged, thrusting out his jaw pugnaciously.

Sir Enbrig's face went a pasty white, and his eyes started fromhis
head.

“Me, your Majesty?" he gasped. "Thou woul dst have nme take the field
agai nst

t he Godsl ayer?" He began to trenble violently.

"I didn't think so." Garion grunted. "Since that's the case, you'l
i medi ately relinquish all claimof authority over the Baroness
Nerina to

me. "

“Most gladly, your Majesty." Enbrig's words tunbl ed over thensel ves
as they
canme out.

“Mandoral l en," Garion said, "do you want to fight nme?"

"Thou art nmy friend, Garion," Mandorallen protested. "I would die
before |

rai sed ny hand agai nst thee."

"Good. Then you will turn all territorial clainms on behalf of the
bar oness
over to nme -at once. | am her protector now. "

"I agree to this," Mandorallen replied gravely.

"Sir Enbrig," Garion said then, "I bestow upon you the entirety of
t he



Bar ony of Vo Ebor -including those |ands which would normally go to
Ner i na.
W Il you accept thenP"

"I will, your Myjesty."
"Sir Mandorallen, | offer you the hand in marriage of nmy ward, Nerina
of Vo

Ebor. WIIl you accept her?"

"Wth all my heart, ny Lord," Mandorallen choked, with tears com ng
to his
eyes.

"Splendid," Lelldorin said admringly.

"Shut up, Lelldorin,” Garion told him "That's it, then, gentlenen.
Your

war is over. Pack up your armes and go hone -and if this breaks out
agai n,

['l'l come back. The next tinme | have to come down here, I'mgoing to
be

very angry. Do we all understand each other?"

Mut el y they nodded.
That ended the war.

The Baroness Nerina, however, raised certain strenuous objections
when she

was informed of Garion's decisions upon the return of Mandorallen's
arny to

Vo Mandor. "Am | sonme common serf girl to be bestowed upon any man
who

pl eases my |ord?" she demanded with a fine air of high drang.

"Are you questioning my authority as your guardi an?" Garion asked her
directly.

“Nay, nmy Lord. Sir Enbrig hath consented to this. Thou art ny

guar di an now.
| nmust do as thou commandest ne.

"Do you | ove Mandorall en?"

She | ooked quickly at the great knight and then bl ushed.

"Answer ne!"

"I do, ny Lord," she confessed in a small voice.

"What's the problemthen? You ve loved himfor years, but when
order you

to marry him you object.”

"My Lord," she replied stiny, "there are certain proprieties to be

observed. A lady may not be so churlishly disposed of. " And with
t hat she



turned her back and stornmed away.
Mandor al | en groaned, and a sob escaped him

"What is it now?" Garion demanded.

"My Nerina and I will never be wed, | fear," Mandorallen decl ared

br okenl y.
"Nonsense. Lelldorin, do you understand what this is all about?"

Lell dorin frowned. "I think so, Garion. There are a whole series of
rat her

delicate negotiations and forrmalities that you're |eaping over here.
There's the question of the dowy, the formal, witten consent of the
guardian -that's you, of course- and probably npst inportant, there
has to

be a formal proposal -with w tnesses."

"She's refusing over technicalities?" Garion asked incredul ously.
"Technicalities are very inportant to a woman, Garion."

Garion sighed with resignation. This was going to take | onger than he
had
t hought. "Cone with ne," he told them

Nerina had | ocked her door and refused to answer Garion's polite
knock.

Finally he | ooked at the stout oak planks barring his way. "Burst!"
he

said, and the door blew inward, showering the startled |ady seated on
t he

bed with splinters.

“Now. " Garion said, stepping over the weckage, "let's get down to
busi ness. How big a dowy do we think would be appropriate?”

Mandoral l en was willing -nore than willing- to accept some nere
t oken, but

Nerina stubbornly insisted upon sonething significant. Wncing
slightly,

Garion nade an offer acceptable to the lady. He then called for pen
and i nk

and scribbled -with Lelldorin's aid- a suitable docunent of consent.
"Very
wel |,

he said then to Mandorallen, "ask her."
" Such proposal doth not custonmarily come with such unseenly haste,
your

Maj esty, " Nerina protested. "It is considered proper for the couple
to have

sonme time to acquaint themselves with each other."

"You're already acquainted, Nerina," he reminded her. "Get on with
it."

Mandoral | en sank to his knees before his lady, his arnmor clinking on



t he
floor. "WIt thou have nme as thy husband, Nerina?" he inplored her

She stared at him hel plessly. "I have not, ny Lord, had tine to frane
a
suitable reply."

"Try '"yes', Nerina," Garion suggested.

"“I's such thy command, ny Lord?"
“If you want to put it that way."

"I must obey, then. | will have thee, Sir Mandorallen -with all ny
heart."

"Splendid," Garion said briskly, rubbing his hands together. "Get up
Mandoral | en, and let's go down to your chapel. W'Ill find a priest
and get

this all formalized by suppertine."”

"Surely thou art not proposing such haste, ny Lord," Nerina gasped.

"As a matter of fact, | am | have to get back to Riva and |I'm not
going to

| eave here until the two of you are safely married. Things have a way
of

going wong in Arendia if sonebody isn't around to watch them"

"I amnot suitably attired, your Majesty." Nerina protested, |ooking
down

at her black dress. "Thou woul dst not have ne married in a gown of
sabl e

hue?"

“"And |," Mandorallen also objected, "I amstill under arnms. A nman
shoul d

not approach his wedding clad in steel."

"I don't have the slightest concern about what either of you is

wearing, "
Garion informed them "It's what's in your hearts that's inportant,
not

what's on your backs."
"But-" Nerina faltered. "I do not even have a veil."

Garion gave her a long, steady |ook. Then he cast a quick | ook around
t he

room picked up a lace doily froma nearby table and set it neatly
atop the

| ady' s head. "Charmi ng," he murmured. "Can anyone think of anything
el se?"

"A ring?" Lelldorin suggested hesitantly.

Garion turned to stare at him "You, too?" he said.



"They really ought to have a ring, Garion," Lelldorin said
def ensi vel y.

Garion considered that for a nmonment, concentrated, and then forged a
pl ain

gold ring out of insubstantial air. "WII this do?" he asked, hol ding
it

out to them

"M ght | not be attended?" Nerina asked in a small, trenbling voice.
"It is

unseemy for a nobleworman to be wed without the presence of sone | ady
of

suitable rank to support and encourage her."

"Go fetch sonebody Garion said to Lelldorin.

"Whom shoul d | select?" Lelldorin asked hel pl essly.

"I don't care. Just bring a |ady of noble birth to the chapel -even
if you
have to drag her by the hair."

Lel l dorin scurried out.

"I's there anything el se?" Garion asked Mandorallen and Nerina in the
slightly dangerous tone that indicated that his patience was wearing
very
t hin.

"It is customary for a bridegroomto be acconpani ed by a cl ose
friend,
Garion," Mandorallen rem nded him

"Lelldorin will be there," Garion said, "and so will |. We won't |et
you

fall down or faint or run away."

"Mght | not have a few small flowers?" Nerina asked in a plaintive
voi ce.

Garion | ooked at her. "Certainly,"”
t one.

"Hol d out your hand." He then began to create lilies -rapidly-
poppi ng them

out of enpty air and depositing them one after another in the
startled

| ady' s hand.

he replied in a deceptively mld

“"Are they the right color, Nerina?" he asked her. "I can change them
if you

like -purple, perhaps, or chartreuse, or maybe bright blue would suit
you. "

And then he finally decided that he was not really getting anywhere.
They

were going to continue to raise objections for as |ong as they

possi bly



could. They were both so accustoned to living in the very heart of
their

col ossal tragedy that they were unwilling -unable even- to give up
their

mour nful entertainment. The sol ution, of necessity, was going to be
entirely up to him Knowing that it was a trifle overdramatic, but
considering the nmental capabilities of the two involved, he drew his
swor d.

"We are all now going directly to the chapel,’
t wo

of you are going to get married." He pointed at the splintered door
with

the sword. "Now march!" he commanded.

he announced, "and the

And so it was that one of the great tragic |ove stories of all tine
came at

| ast to a happy ending. Mandorallen and his Nerina were married that
very

afternoon, with Garion quite literally standing over themwth

flam ng

sword to insure that no last-m nute hitches could interrupt.

On the whole, Garion was rather pleased with hinself and with the way
he

had handl ed things. His mobod was self-congratul atory as he departed

t he

following norning to return to Riva

CHAPTER TEN

"Anyway, " Garion was saying as he and Ce' Nedra relaxed in their

bl ue-carpeted sitting roomon the evening of his return to Riva,
"when we

got back to Mandorallen's castle and told Nerina that it was al

right for

themto get married, she raised all kinds of objections.”

"I always thought she |oved him" Ce' Nedra said.

"She does, but she's been in the very center of this great tragic
situation

for all these years, and she didn't really want to give that up. She
hadn' t

got all that noble suffering out of her systemyet."

"Don't be snide, Garion."

"Arends make my teeth ache. First she held out for a dowy -a very
bi g

one."

"That seens reasonable."”



“Not when you consider the fact that | had to pay it."
"You? Why should you have to pay it?"

“I''"'m her guardi an, renmenber? For all of her thee's and thou's and
vapori sh

airs, she haggles |like a Drasnian horse trader. By the tinme she was
done,

my purse was very lean. And she had to have a formal l|etter of
consent -and

aveil, alady to attend her, a ring, and flowers. And | was getting
nor e

irritated by the nminute.”

" Aren't you forgetting sonething?"
"I don't think so."

"Didn't Mandorallen propose to her?" Ce' Nedra | eaned forward, her
little
face very intent. "lI'mcertain that she woul d have insisted on that."

“"You're right, I alnmost forgot that part.”

She shook her head al nost sadly. "Oh, Garion," she said in a
di sapprovi ng
t one.

"That came earlier -right after the business with the dowy. Anyway,
gfoposed, and | made her say yes, and then- "

"Wait a mnute," Ce' Nedra said firmy, holding up one little hand.
rﬁzﬂ Ehrough that part. Exactly what did he say when he asked her?"

Garion scratched his ear. "I'mnot sure | renmenber," he confessed.

"Try." she urged him "Please."
"Let's see,"
beans of

the ceiling. "First she objected to having the proposal cone before

t hey

had gone through all the business of 'getting acquainted,' as she put
it. |

guess she neant all the sneaking around so that they could be al one
together in secluded places -and the | ove poens and the fl owers and
al

t hose cal f-eyed | ooks. "

he pondered, |ooking up at the ornately carved wooden

Ce' Nedra gave hima hard little stare. "You know, sometinmes you can
be

absolutely infuriating. You ve got about as much sensitivity as a
bl ock of

wood. "



"What's that supposed to nean?"
“Never mind. Just tell me what happened next."

"Well, | told her straight off that | wasn't having any of that
nonsense. |
said that they were already acquainted and to get on with it."

"You're just full of charm aren't you?" she said sarcastically.
"Ce' Nedra, what is the problem here?"

“Never mind. Just get on with the story. You always dawdl e so when
you're
telling nme about sonmething |like this."

“"Me? You're the one who keeps interrupting.”
"Just nove along with it, Garion."

He shrugged. "There isn't much nore. He asked her; she said yes; and
t hen |
mar ched them down to the chapel.”

"The words, Garion," she insisted. "The words. Exactly what did he
say?"

“Not hing very earth-shaking. It went sort of |like "WIt thou have ne
as thy
husband, Nerina?"

"Ch," Ce'Nedra said with a catch in her voice. He was astoni shed to
see
tears in her eyes.

"What's the matter?" he demanded.

“Never mind," she replied, dabbing at her eyes with a wi spy scrap of
a
handker chi ef . "What did she say then?"

"She said that she hadn't had tine to work up a suitable answer, so
told
her just to say 'yes.'

" And?"

"She said, 'I will have thee, Sir Mandorallen -with all mnmy heart.'

"Ch," Ce' Nedra said again, her handkerchi ef going once nore to her
bri mr ng
eyes. "That's just lovely."

"If you say so," he said. "It seemed a little drawn-out to ne."

she told him Then she sighed a little
' she said.

"Sonetines you're hopel ess, '
forlornly. "I never got a formal proposal,’



"You nost certainly did," he said indignhantly. "Don't you renenber
all that

cerenony when you and the Tol nedran Ambassador cane into the throne
roonf"

"I did the proposing, Garion," she reminded himwith a toss of her
flam ng

curls. "I presented nyself before your throne and asked you if you
woul d

consent to take me to wife. You agreed, and that's all there was to
it. You

never once asked ne."

He frowned and t hought back. "I nust have."

"Not once."

"Well, as long as we got married, anyway, it doesn't really matter
all that

much, does it?"
Her expression turned to ice.

He caught that look. "Is it really that inportant, Ce' Nedra?" he
asked her.

"Yes, CGarion. It is."

He sighed. "All right then. | guess I'd better do it."
"Do what ?"

“"Propose. WII you marry nme, Ce' Nedra?"

"I's that the best you can do?"

He gave her a long, steady |ook. She was, he had to admit, very
appeal i ng.

She was wearing a pale green dress, all frilly and touched here and

t here

with lace, and she sat rather primy in her chair, |ooking pouty and
di scontented. He arose fromhis chair, crossed to where she sat, and
sank

extravagantly to his knees. He took her small hand in both of his and
| ooked inmploringly into her face, trying to natch the | ook of fatuous
adoration that Mandorallen had worn.

"W Il her Inperial Hi ghness consent to have nme as her husband?" he
asked

her. "I can offer little besides an honest, |oving heart and
boundl ess

devotion."

"Are you nmaking fun of me?" she asked suspi ci ously.

“No." he said. "You wanted a fornal proposal, so | just gave you one.
wel | ?"



"Well what ?"
"WI!ll you consent to marry nme?"

She gave him an arch | ook, her eyes tw nkling. Then she reached out

fondly

and tousled his hair. "I'Il think about it," she replied

"What do you nean, you'll think about it?"

"Who knows?" she said with a smirk. "I mght get a better offer. Do
get up,

Garion. You'll make the knees of your hose all baggy if you stay down
on

the floor |like that."

He got to his feet. "Whnen!" he said exasperatedly, throwing his arns
in
the air.

She gave himthat tiny, w de-eyed | ook that at one tine, before he
had come

to recognize it as pure deception, had always made his knees go weak.
"Don't you love nme any nore?" she asked in that trenbling, dishonest,
little-girl voice.

"Didn't we decide that we weren't going to do that to each other any
nor e?"

"This is a special occasion, dear,"
| aughed,

sprang up from her chair, and threw her arnms about his neck. "Oh,
Garion,"

she said, still laughing. "I do |Iove you."

she replied. And then she

"I certainly hope so," he said, wapping his arns around her
shoul ders and
ki ssing her upturned |ips.

The foll owi ng norning Garion dressed rather
t apped on
the door to Ce' Nedra's private sitting room

nformal |y and t hen

"Yes?" she answered.
“It's Garion," he said. "May | come in?"

Hi s Sendari an good manners had been so deeply ingrained in himthat
even

t hough he was the King here, he always asked perm ssion before
openi ng the

door to soneone el se's room

"Of course," she said.
He turned the latch and entered her frilly private domain, a room al

pi nk
and pal e-green flounces and with yards of rustling satin and brocade



drapery. Ce'Nedra's favorite lady-in-waiting, Arell, rose in sone
conf usi on

to performthe customary curtsy. Arell was Brand' s niece, the
daught er of

hi s youngest sister, and she was one of several highborn Rivan |adies
who

attended the queen. She was very nearly the archetypical Al orn wonman,
tall,

bl ond, and buxom with gol den braids coiled about her head, deep blue
eyes

and a conplexion like new m | k. She and Ce' Nedra were virtually

i nseparabl e, and the two spent much of their tinme with their heads

t oget her, whispering and giggling. For sone reason, Arell always

bl ushed

rosily whenever Garion entered the room He did not understand that
at all,

but privately suspected that Ce' Nedra had told her lady-in-waiting
certain

things that really should have renmained private -things that brought
a

blush to the Rivan girl's cheeks whenever she | ooked at him

“I"m going down into the city,"
anyt hi ng?"

Garion told his wife. "Did you want

"I prefer to do ny own shopping, Garion," Ce' Nedra replied, snpothing
t he

front of her satin dressing gown. "You never get things right
anyway. "

He was about to reply to that, but decided against it. "Watever you
want .

"Il see you at luncheon then."

"As ny Lord commands, "
genufl ecti on.

Ce' Nedra said with a mocking little

"Stop that."

She made a face at himand then cane over and ki ssed him

Garion turned to Arell. "My Lady," he said, bowing politely.

Arell's blue eyes were filled with suppressed mrth, and there was a
slightly speculative look in themas well. She blushed and curtsied
agai n.

"Your Majesty," she said respectfully.

As Garion left the royal apartnment, he wondered idly what Ce' Nedra
had told

Arell to cause all those blushes and peculiar |ooks. He was gratefu
to the

blond girl, however. Her presence provided Ce' Nedra wi th conpany,
whi ch

left himfree to attend to other matters. Since Aunt Pol had

i ntervened and

heal ed the estrangenent that had caused them both so nuch angui sh,
Ce' Nedr a



had become very possessive about Garion's spare tinme. On the whole he
felt

that being married was rather nice, but sonmetinmes Ce' Nedra tended to
overdo

things a bit.

In the corridor outside, Brand' s second son, Kail, was waiting,
hol di ng a

par chment sheet in his hand. "I think this needs your imredi ate
attention,

Sire," he said formally.

Al t hough Kail was a warrior, tall and broad-shoul dered like his
father and

his brothers, he was nonethel ess a studious nan, intelligent and

di screet,

and he knew enough about Riva and its people to be able to sort

t hrough t he

vol um nous petitions, appeals, and proposals directed to the throne
and to

separate the inportant fromthe trivial. Wien Garion had first cone
to the

throne, the need for sonmeone to manage the administrative staff had
been

pai nfully clear, and Kail had been the obvious choice for that post.
He was

about twenty-four years old and wore a neatly trinmed brown beard.
The

hours he had spent in study had given hima slight squint and a

per manent

furrow between his eyebrows. Since he and Garion spent several hours
a day

toget her, they had soon become friends, and Garion greatly respected
Kail's

judgment and advice. "Is it serious?" he asked, taking the parchnment
and

glancing at it.

"It could be, Sire," Kail replied. "There's a dispute over the

owner shi p of

a certain valley. The fam lies involved are both quite powerful, and
I

think we'll want to set the matter before things go any further."

"I's there any clear-cut evidence of ownership on either side?"

Kai |l shook his head. "The two famlies have used the Iand in common
for

centuries. There's been sone friction between them|lately, however."
"I see,"
one
side or the other is going to be unhappy with nme, right?"

Garion said. He thought about it. "No matter what | decide

“"Very probably, your Majesty."”

" Al right, then. We'll let them both be unhappy. Wite up sonething
t hat



sounds sort of official declaring that this valley of theirs now

bel ongs to

me. We'll let them stew about that for a week or so, and then Il

di vi de

the land right down the mddle and give half to each of them They'l
be so

angry with me that they'll forget that they don't |ike each other.
don't

want this island turning into another Arendia.”

Kai |l |aughed. "Very practical, Belgarion," he said.
Garion grinned at him "I grew up in Sendaria, renenber? Oh, keep a
strip

of the valley -about a hundred yards wi de right through the center
Call it

crown |land or sonething and forbid themto trespass on it. That
shoul d keep

them from butting heads along the fence line." He handed the

par chnment back

to Kail and went on down the corridor, rather pleased with hinself.

His mission in the city that norning took himto the shop of a young
gl ass

bl ower of his acquaintance, a skilled artisan nanmed Joran. GOstensibly
t he

visit was for the purpose of inspecting a set of crystal goblets he
had

conmmi ssioned as a present for Ce' Nedra. Its real purpose, however,
was

somewhat nore serious. Because his upbringing had been hunble, Garion
was

nore aware than nost nonarchs that the opinions and problens of the
common

peopl e sel dom cane to the attention of the throne. He strongly felt

t hat he

needed a pair of ears in the city -not to spy out unfavorable
opi ni on, but

rather to give hima clear, unprejudiced awareness of the rea

probl ens of

hi s people. Joran had been his choice for that task.

After they had gone through the notions of |ooking at the goblets,
t he two
of themwent into a small, private roomat the back of Joran's shop

"l got your note as soon as | got back from Arendia," Garion said.
"I's the
matter really that serious?"

"I believe so, your Majesty,"” Joran replied. "The tax was poorly

t hought
out, | think, and it's causing a great deal of unfavorable coment."
"All directed at nme, | suppose?"

"You are the king, after all."



"Thanks," Garion said drily. "What's the main dissatisfaction with
it?"

"Al'l taxes are odious,"
as

everybody has to pay the sane. It's the exclusion that irritates
people.”

Joran observed, "but they're bearable as |ong

"Excl usi on? What's that?"

"The nobility doesn't have to pay conmercial taxes. Didn't you know
t hat ?"

"No." Garion said. "I didn't."

"The theory was that nobles have other obligations -raising and
supporting

troops and so on. That sinply doesn't hold true any nore. The crown
rai ses

its own army now. |If a noblemn goes into trade, though, he doesn't
have to

pay any commercial taxes. The only real difference between himand
any

ot her tradesman is that he happens to have a title.

His shop is the same as mne, and he spends his tinme the sane way
that | do
-but | have to pay the tax, and he doesn't."”

"That doesn't seemvery fair," Garion agreed.

"What rmakes it worse is that | have to charge higher prices in order
to pay

the tax, but the nobleman can cut his rates and steal ny custoners
away

fromnme."

"That's going to have to be fixed," Garion said. "W'll elininate
t hat
excl usion. ™"

"The nobles won't like it," Joran warned.

"They don't have to like it," Garion said flatly.

"You're a very fair king, your Mjesty."

"Fai rness doesn't really have all that much to do with it," Garion
di sagreed. "How many nobles are in business here in the city?"

Joran shrugged. A coupl e dozen, | suppose.
"And how many ot her businessnen are there?"
"Hundreds. "

"I'"d rather have two dozen people hate nme than several hundred."



“I hadn't thought of it that way," Joran adnmitted.

"I sort of have to," Garion said wyly.

The foll owing week a series of squalls swept in off the Sea of the
W nds,

raking the rocky isle with chill gales and tattered sheets of

sl anting

rain. The weather at Riva was never really what one would cal

pl easant for

very long, and these summer stornms were so common that the Rivans
accept ed

them as part of the natural order of things. Ce' Nedra, however, had
been

raised far to the south in the endl ess sunshine at Tol Honeth, and
t he danp

chill which invaded the Citadel each tine the sky turned gray and

soggy
depressed her spirits and nade her irritable and out of sorts.

She customarily endured these spells of bad weat her by ensconcing
hersel f

in a large green velvet arnchair by the fire with a warm bl anket, a
cup of

tea, and an oversized book -usually an Arendi sh romance whi ch dwelt
ful somely on inpossibly splendid knights and sighing | adi es
perpetual ly on

the verge of disaster. Prolonged confinenment, however, al nost always
drove

her at last from her book in search of other diversions.

One mi dnorni ng when the wind was nmoaning in the chinmmeys and the rain
was

sl ashing at the wi ndows, she entered the study where Gari on was
carefully

goi ng over an exhaustive report on wool production on crown |ands in
t he

north. The little queen wore an erm ne-trinmed gown of green vel vet
and a

di scontent ed expression. "Wat are you doi ng?" she asked.

"Readi ng about wool," he replied.

" W]y?"

“I think I'm supposed to know about it. Everybody stands around
tal ki ng

about wool with these sober expressions on their faces. It seenms to
be

terribly inportant to them"”

"Do you really care that nmuch about it?"
He shrugged. "It helps to pay the bills."
She drifted over to the window and stared out at the rain. "WII it

never
stop?" she demanded at | ast.



"Eventual ly, | suppose."”

“I think I'I'l send for Arell. Maybe we can go down into the city and
| ook
around t he shops."

"It's pretty wet out there, Ce' Nedra."

"I can wear a cloak, and a little rain won't make nme nelt. Wuld you
gi ve
me some noney?"

"I thought | gave you sone just |ast week."
"I spent it. Now | need sone nore."

Garion put aside the report and went to a heavy cabi net standing
agai nst

the wall. He took a key froma pocket in his doublet, unlocked the
cabi net

and pulled out the top drawer. Ce' Nedra canme over and | ooked
curiously into

the drawer. It was about half-filled with coins, gold, silver, and
copper,

all junbled together.

"Where did you get all of that?" she excl ai ned.

"They give it to me fromtinme to tinme," he answered. "I throwit in
t here
because | don't want to carry it around. | thought you knew about

it."

“"How woul d | know about it? You never tell ne anything. How nmuch have
you

got in there?"

He shrugged. "I don't know. "

"Garion!" Her voice was shocked. "Don't you even count it?"

"No. Should | ?"

"You' re obviously not a Tolnedran. This isn't the whole roya

treasury, is
it?"

"No. They keep that soneplace else. This is just for persona
expenses, |

t hi nk. "

"It has to be counted, Garion."

"I don't really have the tinme, Ce' Nedra."

"Well, | do. Pull that drawer out and bring it over to the table."



He did that, grunting slightly at the weight, and then stood smiling
fondly

as she sat down and happily started counting noney. He had not
realized

just how nuch sheer pleasure she could take in handling and stacking
coi ns.

She actually glowed as the nmerry tinkle of noney filled her ears. A
few of

the coins had becone tarni shed. She | ooked at those di sapprovingly
and

st opped her count to polish themcarefully on the hem of her gown.

"Were you going to go down into the city?" he asked, resumng his
seat at

the other end of the table.

“Not today, | guess." She kept on counting. A single |ock of her hair
strayed down across her face, and she absently blew at it fromtine
to time

as she concentrated on the task at hand. She dug another handful of
jingling coins out of the drawer and began to stack them carefully on
t he

table in front of her. She | ooked so serious about it that Garion
started

to | augh.

She | ooked up sharply. "Wat's so funny?" she demanded.
“Not hi ng, dear," he said and went back to work to the clinking
acconpani nent of Ce' Nedra's counting.

As the sumer wore on, the news fromthe southern | atitudes continued
to be

good. King Urgit of Cthol Miurgos had retreated deeper into the
nount ai ns,

and the advance of the Enperor Kal Zakath of Mallorea sl owed even
nore. The

Mal | orean army had suffered dreadful losses inits first efforts to
pur sue

the Murgos in that craggy wasteland and it now noved with extrene
caution.

Garion received the news of the near-stalemate in the south with

gr eat

sati sfaction.

Toward the end of summer, word arrived from Al garia that Garion's
cousin

Adara had just presented Hettar with their second son. Ce' Nedra went
wild

with delight and di pped deeply into the drawer in Garion's study to
buy

suitable gifts for both nother and child.

The news which arrived in early autumm, however, was not so joyous.
In a

sadly worded letter, Ceneral Varana advised themthat Ce' Nedra's

f at her,

Enmperor Ran Borune XXII1, was sinking fast and that they shoul d nmeke



hast e

to Tol Honeth. Fortunately, the autumm sky renmined clear as the ship
whi ch

carried the Rivan King and his desperately worried little wife ran
sout h

before a good foll ow ng breeze.

They reached Tol Horb at the broad nouth of the Nedrane within a week
and
then began rowi ng upriver to the Inperial Capital at Tol Honeth.

They had gone no nore than a few | eagues when their ship was net by a
flotilla of white and gold barges, which formed up around themto
escort

themto Tol Honeth. Aboard those barges was a chorus of young

Tol nedr an

wonmen who strewed flower petals on the broad surface of the Nedrane
and

caroled a formal greeting to the Inperial Princess.

Garion stood beside Ce' Nedra on the deck of their ship, frowning
slightly
at this choral welcone. "lIs that altogether appropriate?" he asked.

"It's the custom" she said. "Menbers of the Inperial Famly are
al ways
escorted to the city."

Garion listened to the words of the song. "Haven't they heard about
your

weddi ng yet?" he asked. "They're greeting the Inperial Princess, not
t he

Ri van Queen."

"We're a provincial people, Garion," Ce' Nedra said. "In a Tolnedran's
eyes,

an Inperial Princess is nuch nore inportant than the queen of sone
renot e

island.”

The singing continued as they nmoved on upriver. As the gleamnming white
city

of Tol Honeth canme into view, a huge brazen fanfare greeted them from
t he

wal I's. A detachnment of burnished | egionnaires, their scarlet pennons
snapping in the breeze and the plunmes on their hel nets tossing,
awai t ed

themon the marble quay to escort themthrough the broad avenues to

t he

grounds of the Inperial Palace.

General Varana, a bl ocky-1ooking professional soldier with short-
cropped,

curly hair and a noticeable |inp, net themat the palace gate. H s
expressi on was somber.

"Are we in time, uncle?" Ce' Nedra asked with an al nost frightened
note in



her voi ce.

The general nodded, then took the little queen in his arns. "You're
goi ng

to have to be brave, Ce' Nedra," he told her. "Your father is very,
very

il

"I's there any hope at all?" she asked in a small voice.

"We can always hope," Varana replied, but his tone said otherw se.

"Can | see hi m now?"
"Of course."
sai d,

noddi ng.

The general |ooked gravely at Garion. "Your Mjesty," he

"Your Hi ghness,
fat her

had "adopted" Varana several years back, and that the general was
hei r

apparent to the Inperial Throne.

Garion replied, renenbering that Ce' Nedra's wily

Varana led themwith his linping gait through the marble corridors of
t he

vast palace to a quiet wing and a door flanked by a towering pair of
| egi onnaires in burni shed breastplates.

As they approached, the heavy door opened quietly, and Lord Morin,
t he

brown-mant | ed | nperial Chanberlain energed. Morin had aged since
Garion had

| ast seen him and his concern for his failing Enperor was witten
clearly

on his face.

"Dear Morin," Ce' Nedra said, inpulsively enbracing her father's
cl osest

friend.

"Little Ce' Nedra," he replied fondly. "I"mso glad you arrived in
time.

He's been asking for you. | think perhaps the fact you were coming is
al

he's been hanging on to."
"I's he awake?"

Morin nodded. "He dozes a great deal, but he's still alert npst of
t he
time."

Ce' Nedra drew hersel f up, squared her shoul ders and carefully assuned
a
bright, optimstic smle. "Al right,’

she said. "Let's go in."

Ran Borune lay in a vast canopi ed bed beneath a gol d-col ored



coverlet. He

had never been a large man, and his illness had wasted himdown to a
near-skel eton. Hi s conpl exion was not so nmuch pale as it was gray,
and his

beak-1i ke nose was pinched and rose fromhis drawn face |ike the prow
of a

ship. His eyes were closed, and his thin chest seened al npbst to
flutter as

he struggled to breathe.

"Fat her?" Ce' Nedra said so softly that her voice was hardly nore than
a
whi sper.

The Enperor opened one eye. "Well," he said testily, "I see that you
finally got here."

“Not hi ng could have kept nme away," she told him bending over the bed
to
kiss his withered cheek.

"That's hardly encouragi ng," he grunted.

“"Now that |I'mhere, we'll have to see about getting you well again."

"Don't patronize me, Ce' Nedra. My physicians have given up entirely
"What do they know? We Borunes are indestructible.”

"Did soneone pass that law while | wasn't | ooking?" The Enperor

| ooked past

hi s daughter's shoul der at his son-in-law. "You' re | ooking well
Garion,"

he said. "And please don't waste your tine on platitudes by telling
me how

well | look. I look awful, don't |?"

“"Moderately awful, yes,"” Garion replied.

Ran Borune flashed hima quick little grin. Then he turned back to
hi s

daughter. "Well, Ce'Nedra," he said pleasantly, "what shall we fight
about

t oday?"

"Fight? Who said we were going to fight?"

"We always fight. |I've been |ooking forward to it. |I haven't had a
really
good fight since you stole ny |egions that day."

"Borrowed, father," she corrected primy, alnmost in spite of herself.
"I's that what you call it?" He wi nked broadly at Garion. "You should
have

been there," he chuckled. "She goaded ne into a fit and then pinched

ny
whole arny while | was frothing at the mouth."”



"Pi nched!" Ce' Nedra excl ai ned.

Ran Borune began to chuckle, but his laughter turned into a tearing
cough

that | eft himgasping and so weak that he could not even raise his
head. He

closed his eyes then and dozed for a while as Ce' Nedra hovered

anxi ously

over him After a quarter of an hour or so, Lord Morin quietly
entered with

a small flask and a silver spoon. "It's time for his nedicine," he
sai d

softly to Ce' Nedra. "I don't think it really hel ps very nuch, but we
go

t hrough the notions anyway."

"I's that you, Mdrin?" the Enperor asked w thout opening his eyes.
"Yes, Ran Borune."

"I's there any word from Tol Rane yet?"
"Yes, your Majesty."

"What did they say?"

“I'mafraid the season's over there, too."

"There has to be one tree sonewhere in the world that's still bearing
fruit,” the emaciated little man in the inperial bed said

exasperatedly.

"His Majesty has expressed a desire for some fresh fruit," Mrin told
Ce' Nedra and Garion

"Not just any fruit, Morin," Ran Borune wheezed. "Cherries. | want
cherries. Right now I'd bestow a Grand Duchy on any man who coul d
bring nme

ripe cherries."”

"Don't be so difficult, father," Ce' Nedra chided him "The season for
cherries was over nonths ago. How about a nice ripe peach?”

"I don't want peaches. | want cherries!"”

"Well, you can't have them"

"You' re an undutiful daughter, Ce' Nedra," he accused her

Garion | eaned forward and spoke quietly to Ce' Nedra. "I'Il be right
back, "

he told her and went out of the roomwith Mdrin. In the corridor
out si de

they met General Varana.

"How i s he?" the general asked.



"Peevish," Garion replied. "He wants sone cherries."

"I know," Varana said sourly. "He's been asking for them for weeks.
Trust a
Borune to demand the inpossible.”

"Are there any cherry trees here on the pal ace grounds?"
"There are a couple in his private garden. Wy?"

"I thought | might have a word with them" Garion said innocently,
"explain
a few things, and give thema bit of encouragenent."

Varana gave him a | ook of profound di sapproval.

"It's not really immral," Garion assured him

Varana rai sed one hand and turned his face away. "Pl ease,

Bel garion," he

said in a pained voice, "don't try to explain it to ne. |I don't even
want

to hear about it. If you're going to do it, just do it and get it
over

with, but please don't try to convince nme that it's in any way
natural or

whol esone. "

"All right," Garion agreed. "Which way did you say that garden was?"

It wasn't really difficult, of course. Garion had seen Belgarath the
Sorcerer do it on many occasions. It was no nore than ten m nutes

| ater

that he returned to the corridor outside the sickroomw th a snal
basket

of dark purple cherries.

Varana | ooked steadily at the basket, but said nothing. Garion
quietly
opened t he door and went i nside.

Ran Borune | ay propped on his pillows, his drawn face sagging with
exhaustion. "I don't see why not," he was saying to Ce' Nedra. "A
respect f ul

daught er woul d have presented her father with a hal f-dozen
grandchil dren by

now. "

"We'll get to it, father," she replied. "Wiy is everyone so worried

about
it?"

"Because it's inportant, Ce' Nedra. Not even you could be so silly as
to-"

He broke off, staring incredulously at the basket in Garion's hand.
"Wher e

did you get those?" he demanded.



“I don't think you really want to know, Ran Borune. It's the kind of
t hi ng
that seens to upset Tol nedrans for sone reason."

"You didn't just make them did you?" the enperor asked suspiciously.

“No. It's rmuch harder that way. | just gave the trees in your garden
a
little encouragenent, that's all. They were very co-operative."

"What an absolutely splendid fellow you married, Ce' Nedra," Ran
Bor une

excl ai med, eyeing the cherries greedily. "Put those right here, ny
boy." He

patted the bed at his side.

Ce' Nedra flashed her husband a grateful little smle, took the basket
from

him and deposited it by her father's side. Al npst absently she took
one of

the cherries and popped it into her nouth.

"Ce' Nedra! You stop eating nmy cherries!”
"Just checking to see if they're ripe, father."

" Any idiot can see that they're ripe," he said, clutching the basket
possessively to his side. "If you want any, go get your own." He
carefully

sel ected one of the plunp, glowing cherries and put it in his nouth.
“Marvel ous, " he said, chew ng happily.

"Don't spit the seeds on the floor like that, father," Ce' Nedra
reproved
hi m

“I't's nmy floor," he told her. "M nd your own business. Spitting the
seeds

is part of the fun.
how

you cane by these, Garion," he said magnani nously. "Technically, it's
a

violation of Tolnedran |aw to practice sorcery anywhere in the
Enmpire, but

we'll let it pass -just this once.”

He ate several nore cherries. "W won't discuss

"Thank you, Ran Borune," Garion said. "I appreciate that."

After he had eaten about half of the cherries, the Enperor sniled and
sighed contentedly. "I feel better already," he said. "Ce' Vanne used
to

bring me fresh cherries in that sane kind of basket."

"My nother," Ce'Nedra said to Garion

Ran Borune's eyes clouded over. "I mss her,"
" She

was inpossible to live with, but | mss her nore every day."

he said very quietly.



"I scarcely remenber her"' Ce' Nedra said wistfully.

"I renmenber her very well," her father said. "I'd give ny whole
Empire if |
coul d see her face just one nore tine."

Ce' Nedra took his wasted hand in hers and | ooked inploringly at
Garion.
"Coul d you?" she asked, two great tears standing in her eyes.

“I"'mnot entirely sure,” he replied in sone perplexity. "I think
know how

it's done, but | never net your nother, so |I'd have to- " He broke
of f,

still trying to work it out in his mind. "I'"msure Aunt Pol could do
it,

but- " He came to the bedside. "W can try." he said. He took

Ce' Nedra's

ot her hand and then Ran Borune's, linking the three of them together

It was extrenely difficult. Ran Borune's nmenory was clouded by age
and his

long illness, and Ce' Nedra's remenbrance of her nother was so sketchy
t hat

it could hardly be said to exist at all. Garion concentrated, bending
al

his will upon it. Beads of perspiration stood out on his forehead as
he

struggled to gather all those fleeting nenories into one single
i mge.

The light coming in through the flinsy curtains at the w ndow seened
to

darken as if a cloud had passed over the sun, and there was a faint,
far-off tinkling sound, as if of small, golden bells. The room was
suddenl y

filled with a kind of woodl and fragrance -a subtle snell of npbss and
| eaves

and green trees. The light faded a bit nore, and the tinkling and the
odor

grew stronger.

And then there was a hazy, nebulous lumnosity in the air at the foot
of

the dying Enperor's bed. The gl ow grew brighter, and she was there.
Ce' Vanne had been a bit taller than her daughter, but Garion saw
instantly

why Ran Borune had al ways so doted on his only child. The hair was
preci sely the sanme deep auburn; the conpl exion was that same gol den-
tinged

olive; and the eyes were of that exact sane green. The face was
willful,

certainly, but the eyes were filled with |ove.

The figure canme silently around the bed, reaching out briefly in
passing to
touch Ce' Nedra's face with |lingering, phantomfingertips. Garion



coul d

suddenly see the source of that small bell sound. Ce' Nedra's nother
wor e

the two gol den acorn earrings of which her daughter was so fond, and
t he

two tiny clappers inside themgave off that faint, mnusical tinkle
whenever

she noved her head. For no particular reason, Garion renmenbered that
t hose

same earrings lay on his wife's dressing table back at Riva.

Ce' Vanne reached out her hand to her husband. Ran Borune's face was
filled
with wonder, and his eyes with tears.

"Ce' Vanne," he said in a trenbling whisper, struggling to raise

hi nsel f

fromhis pillow He pulled his shaking hand free from Garion's grasp
and

reached out toward her. For a noment their hands seened to touch, and
t hen

Ran Borune gave a |long, quavering sigh, sank back on his pillows, and
di ed.

Ce' Nedra sat for a long tine holding her father's hand as the faint,
woodl and snell and the echo of the little golden bells slowy

subsi ded from

the roomand the light fromthe w ndow returned. Finally she pl aced
t he

wast ed hand gently back on the coverlet, rose, and | ooked around the
room

with an al nost casual air. "It's going to have to be aired out, of
course, "

she said absently. "Maybe some cut flowers to sweeten the air." she
snmoot hed the coverlet at the side of the bed and gravely | ooked at
her

father's body. Then she turned. "Ch, Garion," she wailed, suddenly

t hrowi ng

herself into his arms.

Garion held her, snoothing her hair and feeling the shaking of her
tiny

body agai nst himand | ooking all the while at the still, peaceful
face of

the Enmperor of Tolnedra. It may have been sone trick of the |ight,
but it

al nost seened that there was a snile on Ran Borune's |ips.

CHAPTER ELEVEN

The state funeral for Enperor Ran Borune XXl Il of the Third Borune
Dynasty
took place a few days later in the Tenple of Nedra, Lion God of the
Enpi re.

The tenple was a huge marbl e building not far fromthe |nperia
Pal ace. The



altar was backed by a vast fan of pure, beaten gold, with the head of
a

lionin its center. Directly in front of the altar stood the sinple
mar bl e

bier of Ce'Nedra's father. The | ate Enperor lay in cal mrepose,
covered

fromthe neck down by a cloth of gold. The colum-Ilined inner hall of
t he

tenmple was filled to overflowing as the nmenbers of the great famlies
vi ed

wi th one another, not so nuch to pay their respects to Ran Borune,
but

rather to display the opulence of their clothing and the sheer weight
of

their personal adornnent.

Garion and Ce' Nedra, both dres