Pr ol ogue

" And do you know what the sword was call ed?

"Slayer?' Yarek replied, getting it wong deliberately so that it woul dn't
spoil his grandfather's story.

'"No.' Takkara smiled at the boy's innocent expression. 'It was called the
Peacemaker. Strange nane for a sword, eh?

Yar ek nodded.

"It was called that,' the old man expl ai ned, 'because it made the warrior who
wielded it invincible. Hs foes would fall before him making the ice run red
with their blood, and only when they were all defeated would there be peace.’
'So why don't our generals use it? Yarek asked.

"It's not as sinple as that. The Peacermaker was | ost [ ong ago, many centuries
before even | was born.'

' How coul d anyone | ose anything so inmportant?

"That's a good question,' Takkara replied. 'The only answer | can give you is
that the gods are sonetinmes capricious —even cruel .’

"Who forged the sword?

"No one knows for certain, but it nust have been a very great w zard."'

' Then why can't one of our w zards make another one?

' Because the magic was | ost too.'

The boy nodded, | ooking thoughtful

'No one knows where the blade is now,' Takkara went on, 'although nost people
assune it's buried deep within the ice that never nelts, guarded by the Lonely

Peaks. And that's not all.' The old man's voice fell to a conspiratori al
whi sper. ' The sword only becomes visible when the Red Moon is full and all the
ot her nmoons are new —and that's a very rare conbination. You'll be lucky to

see it once in your lifetine.'

'Have you ever seen it?' Yarek asked.

"No, but ny father did, when he was not much ol der than you are now. He told
me that all the nmountains, all the snow fields, all the glaciers turned red,
as if the gods thensel ves were weepi ng bl ood."

"Did he ook for the sword?

'"OfF course! But he was too young to go very far, and nuch stronger nmen had to
turn back that night. Many men died and even nore lost fingers or toes to the
bitter cold, but no one even caught a glinpse of the sword. Some say that only
a hero who can wal k on through the winter dark will ever be able to find the
Peacenaker .

"But that's inpossible!' Yarek objected.

"Who knows what a true hero can do?

The boy still | ooked doubtful, but decided not to argue. He knew that he'd
been lucky to have his grandfather to hinself for so | ong. Takkara was the
best inspirator in the whole of the Black Quarter, and his services were mnmuch
in demand. This late in the season the generals called for himless often, but
there was usually one | ast canpai gn being planned, one | ast daring raid on the
Wiite or the CGold, and it was rare for Takkara to be able to return to his
village home for nmore than a few hours at a tine. It was rarer still for him
to be persuaded into retelling one of the old stories. Wen he was not working
he liked to take a rest fromsuch things - but he found it al nbst inpossible
to refuse his grandson.

Yarek could see that the old man was tired now, and wondered how he coul d keep
himtalking. If he did not, the boy knew that one of the wonen woul d soon cone
and drag himback to their world, to the tedium of |essons, of cooking and
sewi ng, of building fires and weaving cloth. Yarek preferred the world of
adventure and battle, and ever since his father had been killed, his
grandfat her represented his only direct link to that world.

"Can | fetch you a drink, jokull? he asked, using the termthat denoted
respect for an elder. Literally, it meant 'ice-w sdom, inplying that the
person had a great deal of experience and was known for the proven worth of
hi s advi ce.

Takkara nodded his assent and watched as the boy scurried away. Sometines, as



with nost children, his notives were transparent, but there were other tines
when it was clear that Yarek's mind worked on several different |evels.

Wat ching hi mnow, as he dipped the ladle into the mtral cauldron and filled a
nmet al cup, Takkara coul d not hel p wondering about his grandson's future. Yarek
had al ways been good-natured, but recently there had been sonething disturbing
about the intelligence hidden behind that deceptively cherubic face. Soneone
so young should not question things as nmuch as he did. Takkara was about to
say sonething to this effect when Yarek beat himto it —and in doing so,
deepened the old man's disquiet.

"But it's not really true, is it? he asked, as he handed over the cup. 'l
mean, the sword is just a nyth, isn't it?

'Myths can be real. They have to begin somewhere. And there are sone things we
just have to accept on faith.'

] W]y?l
'Because that is what it nmeans to be a soldier,' the inspirator replied
awkwardly. 'And you'll be a soldier soon, |ike your father.'

That silenced the boy for a while, and Takkara felt a wave of sadness envel op
t hem both. He remi nded hinself that his son had died in glory, that he now
strode across the Great Plain, but the pride he felt in Borgar's sacrifice did
not wholly counteract the ache of his absence. Nor did it quell the old man's
anger .

"What if | becone a wizard instead?' Yarek asked eventually.

Takkara | aughed, glad that the boy had returned their conversation to the
future rather than dwelling on the past —even if his question was ridicul ous.
'You nmean a neonancer. That woul d be good too. You coul d—

"No. A wizard,' Yarek stated with sol etm persi stence.

"That's inpossible!" the old man snapped, angry now. 'And you know it.'

The boy retreated into silence again, realizing that he'd gone too far this
time. A short while later, Takkara's curiosity overcanme his nisgivings.

"Do you think you have talent? he asked tentatively. 'Enough to gain a

si zar shi p?'

"I hope so,' his grandson replied, though he sounded | ess confident now.
"Life under the pyramids is not easy,' Takkara told him 'And any glory you
may earn will be at second-hand. You nay never see the results of your work.
Are you sure that's what you want?

Yarek didn't answer and Takkara took a sip of his mitra, which was grow ng
cool now. As always, the infusion of herbs tasted bitter, but he was used to
that. Their scent filled the house al nost constantly - which was only right
and proper. He watched his grandson over the rimof the cup, w shing he could
tell what the boy was thinking.

"You're a bright lad," he said, when the silence had

dragged on |l ong enough. 'I'm sure you can do anything you set your mnd to.
But be careful you don't anger the gods.'

"Il be careful, jokull,' Yarek prom sed earnestly.

' Besi des, you don't have to decide yet. And you'll soon have the chance to

sleep on it.' Takkara smled, and the boy grinned back, but —as so often now
—there was sonethi ng hi dden behind his |arge, pale blue eyes.

The reference to the long winter sleep had i ndeed set Yarek thinking. Wen
he'd been an infant, he'd accepted the hibernation as natural, just another
part of the life that was organized for himby others. By the tine he was a
few years old, it had frightened him and his nother had been ashamed of his
crying. He had grown out of that and had returned to unquestioning acceptance
once more - though with a little nore understanding this time. And now, as the
days grew shorter, Yarek was actually looking forward to it. Wen the spring
cane, unlike nost of the others, he would renenber his dark dreanms. And it was
in those dreans that he | earnt so nuch, saw so nuch.

That was his great secret, the reason he knew he was destined to be a w zard -
no matter what anybody said. Unwittingly, his grandfather had confirmed his
faith. 'You can do anything you set your mnd to.' Rules were neant to be

br oken. Yarek had decided that |long ago. And if the greatest w zard the four



Quarters had ever seen could not break sone rules, then who coul d?

PART ONE

MYVATAN

Chapter One

Far of f the starboard bow, the sea was burning.

"I bet you've never seen anything |like that before,' Kahl remarked. 'However
far you've travelled.'

Terrel stared at the fire, wondering how such a thing could be possible. As he
wat ched, another burst of flanme erupted, sending a shower of glittering red
sparks into the air and burnishing the surroundi ng waves as though they were
made of bronze. Above them a pall of black snpbke and grey steamtrail ed away
on the wi nd.

"There'll be an island there cone the autumm,' Kahl added know edgeably.

"An island?

"The fire conies fromthe heart of Nydus,' the sailor explained. 'And as it
rises up fromthe seabed, it brings rock with it. Those sparks you saw j ust
now, sone of them were boul ders bigger than your head, and they're all made of
stone so hot it turns to liquid and glows |ike a blacksnmith's furnace.'’

Terrel turned to | ook at his conpanion, trying to judge whether he was being
serious or not. Kahl was one of the few crewnen who had been willing to tal k
to himand Terrel had tried to establish some degree of friendship with him
He had told the sailor alittle of his own travels, and hoped for information
in return. He was headi ng towards another alien | and, and seeing the ocean

bur st

into flanme had enphasi zed just how little he knew about this region of Nydus.
"But when it hits the water and cools, the rock becones solid again,' Kahl
went on, apparently quite in earnest. 'And it gradually builds up unti

there's a newisland for us to sail around.'’

"I"'mglad you said sail around,' Terrel commented. '|I wouldn't want to get too
close to anything like that.'

Even froma distance it was an awe-inspiring sight. Fromclose to, it would
have been terrifying.

"Nor me,' the seaman said. 'The captain wouldn't like it rmuch either, and he's
kept us in clear water until now O course, one of them could break out right
in front of our bows. There wouldn't be nmuch we coul d do about that.'

Terrel found this idea extrenely alarm ng, but saw that Kahl was grinning now.
"Don't worry,' the sailor said, relenting. 'W've done this run a few tines
now and no one's suffered so nuch as a singed beard.'

"Let's hope it stays that way,' Terrel replied, feeling the uneven stubble
that now covered his own chin.

"Mnd you, it's not just the new islands that make navigation tricky,' Kahl
added. 'The fires under the water nmake their own currents too. Sonetines it's
difficult to tell what's going on, especially nowthe tides aren't reliable

any nore.'
Terrel was already aware of that anomaly —and the reason for it. For severa
years now the Dark Mbon had been behaving erratically —in defiance of all the

preci se astronom cal laws |laid dowmn by the seers of his honeland —and
recently, it seened that the changes in its speed and size had begun to affect
the orbits of the other three noons. This nmeant that predicting the rise and
fall of tides had becone increasingly conplex.

"Of course,’ Kahl went on, 'once the fire-islands are in

pl ace, they can actually help us, give us reference points when we're out of
sight of land —provided you can recogni ze them from one nonth to the next.'
'You mean they keep changi ng?' Terrel guessed.

' Sometines. See those islands there? He pointed further ahead, to where three
bl ack mounds rose fromthe sea. ' They weren't even there two years ago, and
each tine we cone past they've got bigger. They still snoke sometines too, so
we steer well clear.'

Terrel squinted into the di stance, studying the irregul ar cone-shaped rocks,
and tried to imagi ne them growi ng out of the ocean.



' These are dangerous waters,' he comrented.

Kahl shrugged.

' Any sea can be dangerous. This one nore than nost, maybe.'

' Then why do you cross it?

' The usual reasons. Gold and adventure.' He grinned. 'But nostly the gold."'

' They have gold on Myvatan?'

'Loads of it. W wouldn't bother trading with them ot herw se. They've got
precious little else we're interested in. I'"'mnore interested in why you want
to go there.'

Terrel had several reasons, but none that would nmean much to a practical man
l'i ke Kahl.

"I don't know, really. 1've been travelling so long, it seenmed |ike one of the
few places | hadn't been to yet.' This contained at |east an el ement of truth.
"And 1've heard it's different from anywhere el se.’

"That's one way of putting it,' the seaman remarked. 'But there nmust be sone
purpose to your travelling.'

"Not really.'
Al t hough Kahl was clearly not convinced, he chose not to press the point.
"Well, a person with your talents is going to find a wel cone in nost places,’

he observed.

Terrel's healing abilities were somet hing he accepted now, though he never
took themfor granted. He had paid for his passage on the Skua by hel ping the
ship's first officer make a speedy and conplete recovery froma nasty fever.
In return, Gstan, the captain, had been only too willing to take hi maboard —
one extra passenger cost himvery little —and, since then, nost of the crew
had benefited in sone way from Terrel's skill

'So have you deci ded which side you'll work for?" Kahl asked.

'Side?" Terrel queried. 'In the war.'

The heal er had heard several rumpurs about Mvatan, including one claimng
that the island had been in the throes of civil war for many years. However,
few peopl e had been either able or willing to talk about the place at all, so
he'd remained in ignorance for the nost part. His decision to go there had
been nade in a rush. Sailings were rare, especially this early in the year

and Gstan's offer had been dependent on his being able to | eave i medi ately.
"Neither,' Terrel answered eventually.

Kahl | aughed.

"You' d better make up your mind one way or the other before we dock,' he
advised. 'Say the wong thing in the wong quarter and you're dead.'

Terrel | ooked at himin di smay.

"I've no interest in the war,' he said.

' Then what are you going to Myvatan for?' the sailor asked. 'Apart from gold,
the war is all they have.'

Now | know cats are mad, a famliar voice conplained. This one hates water as
much as | do, but it's chosen to |live on a ship!

Al yssa! Terrel exclainmed, sliding out of his hammock to kneel in front of her
He had been aware of the cat's presence earlier in the voyage. The crew call ed
it Dranga, which neant rat-trap, and it usually prowl ed the | ower decks in
search of prey. The animal's face was heavily scarred, one of its ears was
torn and its left foreleg was slightly lane, but its ginger coat was gl ossy,
testament to its success as a hunter. Until now it had paid Terrel little
attention, and he'd been surprised when it had stal ked up to his sl eeping

pl ace that evening. But not even in his wldest imaginings had he thought that
Alyssa's spirit m ght have taken over the cat's body. Not only did she dislike
the devious nature of feline mnds —of all the other animals she had tried,
horses were the only creatures she found as difficult —but, as her opening
remark had inplied, she disliked |arge bodies of water even nore. In the past,
the nere fact that Terrel had crossed an ocean had prevented her fromjoining
himfor sone time, even after he was back on dry | and. And when he was
actually on water, there had been no chance of proper contact. And yet here
she was, inhabiting a cat, in the mddle of a vast and dangerous sea.



| didn 't expect to see you so soon. Even though Terrel's delight at her
arrival was as great as ever, he was perturbed by the fact that she had forced
herself to overconme her fears. \What was so inportant that she could not afford
to wait a few days?

I was never meant—Alyssa began, then broke off as the ship shuddered under

the i nmpact of an unusually |arge wave. The cat staggered, its m smatched ears
twitching, and its fur stood on end. Hissing, it dug its claws into the deck —
and Terrel saw the 'ring'" |ooped around one of its forepaws. The ring was nade
of twine interwoven with one of his own hairs, and although at first Alyssa

had

worn it as a joke, it had soon becone the precious |ink that hel ped her to

find himwherever he was. Seeing it always made hi mthink of Havenmoon, his
hone for the first fourteen years of his life —the asylum where Alyssa's

comat ose body still |ay.

You're quite safe, he reassured her, sensing her unreasoning terror

Way aren 't you back in the pal ace? she asked. That would be safe, not this.
won't be able to stand this for |ong.

Was there sonething you wanted to tell me? he asked quickly. The cat hissed
again as the Skua rose with the swell. This tinme |I'mnot even going to try to
sing, Alyssa declared, |ooking around wildly.

The irrelevance of this remark nade it clear to Terrel that she was nore than
usual | y deranged, and he wondered whether he'd get any sense fromher at all
You don't have to, he said. Just give me your nessage and you can go. Mich as
he wanted her conpany, he couldn't bear to see her suffering.

What nessage? She sounded bewi | dered. / thought—

Ch, that! she interrupted. Al the wi ndows are cl osed. \What?

Mizeni says . . . She paused, apparently trying to remenber sonething el usive.
Mizeni says .. . the crystal's broken, isn 't it? Smashed.

What does that mean? he asked, desperate now. Be careful where you choose to
follow, she stated tone-lessly, as if she were reciting the words from nmenory.
Don't fight the wong war. And don't trust your instincts.

More confused than ever now, Terrel was about to speak again, but Al yssa
overrode him

' msick, she announced. And if you think I'm com ng up on deck, you
crazy.

Sick? Terrel queried, his heart sinking. Let ne help you.

I have no need of your healing, she replied, sounding a little calmer at |ast.
Just your | ove.

You have that always, he told her

But there are others in your path who are in terrible pain, Al yssa added. Look
ahead. Even the sky is at war.

And then she was gone. Terrel caught a last glinpse of the ring as it faded
away —and then the cat was just a cat again. Dranga wandered off, with a
puzzled 'maow . Terrel renmained where he was, too stunned to do anyt hi ng.

What ever nessage Alyssa had intended to bring had been garbled by her terror
Her utterances were often obscure, but under normal circunstances Terrel could
usual ly interpret the meaning beneath the words. This tine he was conpletely
at a | oss.

The one instruction that had a potentially relevant interpretation was the

| ast. Look ahead. Coupled with Alyssa's apparently pointless refusal to even
consi der going up on deck, it did at |east give Terrel something to do.
Leaving the I ong cabin he shared with several of the crew —all of whom had
been quite unaware of the silent conversation —he clinbed up the steep wooden
steps to the foredeck. As soon as he energed, he knew instantly that the

wi ndswept night was lit by nore than normal noonlight, but he was not prepared
for the sight that greeted him

Ahead of the ship, the sky was filled with a shimering arch of greenish-white
| um nescence, stretching fromhorizon to horizon. Along its upper rim even
bri ghter beads of |ight noved at incredible speeds, |eaving behind them
glittering silver trails that trenbled |ike the strings of a star-born lute.

re



As Terrel watched, spellbound, the archway expanded and transforned itself
into a swaying curtain of unearthly light. Streaks of green and bl ue tinged
the white

as the delicate fabric noved slowmy on an unseen wind. Finally, as the rest of
t he astonishing display began to fade, the entire spectacle was suffused with
an eerie crinson glow As the other colours splintered into separate swathes
and shards, the red mist remained constant, until it too vani shed back whence
it had cone.

'Not a bad show toni ght, eh?

Kahl's voice made Terrel junp. The sailor's soft boots had made no sound as
he'd come up behi nd hi m

'"Do you see this often?" Terrel whispered.

"Often enough. But there aren't many nights it's as bright as that.'

"It was beautiful.’

"l suppose so.' Kahl did not sound unduly inpressed. 'Though they say that the
winter lights are ill-omened when they turn the col our of blood."’

That gave Terrel pause for thought as he stared into the now enpty darkness.
Even the sky is at war.

Chapter Two

Terrel's dreamthat night made the fire he'd seen rise fromthe ocean seem
like a candle flame. Above himthe sky was obscured by a threatening donme of
thick cloud, which extended to the horizon in every direction. It blotted out

the sunlight so that the scene below was illuminated only by its own inferna
glow. There were huge lines of fire snaking across both | and and sea, dividing
theminto distinct areas, which were thenselves in turnoil. In places the

ocean boiled, spitting forth great gouts of steam and flame. El sewhere the
waves were di scol oured, with swathes of red or brown running through the grey
waters. On land the conflagration was, if anything, even worse. Mlten rock
spilled fromopen wounds in the ground and flowed like rivers of fire,
consum ng everything in its path. O her eruptions hurled debris into the sky
with an incandescent fury, their snmoke and ash adding to the all-enconpassing
gloom It was as if the entire planet was in the grip of a vast convul sion
Gradually the fires dimed, and without the sun to warmit the world becane a
frigid wastel and. Seas froze over, and snow and ice bl anketed the darkened
land. But the forces that were destroying Nydus were not done yet. There was
novenent, slow but massive, as whole continents drifted into each other
creating another type of upheaval. Muntains rose and were snmashed, conplete
oceans were thrown aside, only to inundate other regions and form new seas.
And in the mdst of the tumult one island floated free, finding its own escape
route fromthe chaos.

At first Terrel thought it nust be Vadanis, but its contours were unfaniliar
It was too big and too cold to be his honeland. By the tinme he'd realized that
it must in fact be Myvatan, the dream had taken himcloser, so that he could
see individual |andmarks within its bleak terrain. Mich of what he saw was
bewi | dering. Steamrose from pools of muddy water, even though they were
surrounded by snow, crevasses in the great sheets of ice glowed bright blue,
al t hough the sky above was still an unremtting grey; and the interior plains
wer e daubed with great splashes of colour - yellow, ochre, green and mauve -
as if they'd been attacked by an insane artist.

And at the last, just before he woke up, Terrel saw the first indication that
this daunting world nmight once have been inhabited. Atop one of the coasta
cliffs, a huge boul der had been carved into the shape of what |ooked Iike an
enornous fish. Although it resenbled nothing Terrel had ever seen before, its
fins and tail were undoubtedly neant to be part of a marine creature. He had
seen anot her, nuch smaller and sinpler, representation of the beast once
before. And seeing it now gave hima surge of hope. This at |east was a sign
he di d under st and.

"Are you sure?" Terrel asked excitedly. 'Like a giant fish?

"Yes. It's a whale,' Ostan repeated patiently. 'I've seen it many times. Wy?
"That's where | want to go ashore.’



The captain of the Skua | ooked at Terrel as if he were nad.

'"That's inmpossible.'

'"Please. It's very inportant.’

"It's just a sculpture,' Ostan said. '|I mean, it's inpressive all right, but
you'd get just as good a view of it fromthe sea. Better, in fact.'

'That's not the point.'

"Then what is? Wiy is this so inportant to you?' Ostan was aware that severa
of his crew were standing nearby, listening to the conversation with interest.
Passengers were usually tolerated on board, rather than wel comed, but Terrel
had been nore acceptable than nmost - for obvious reasons. However, that would
change quite rapidly if the foreigner becane nore trouble than he was worth.
Ri di cul ous requests like this would not help his cause.

"There's a path 1'mbound to follow,' Terrel replied, |ooking unconfortable
now. 'l swore an oath, and this is part of it.'

Cstan didn't know what to make of that.

"You're not nmking any sense,' he said. 'There's no path near there.'

"That's not what | neant,' the healer said, but Ostan ignored him

"In fact, that part of the coastline is treacherous,' the captain went on

' There are shoals and rocks just below the tide Iine and the currents are
danger ous, especially when the tides are turning. | probably woul dn't be able
to put you ashore there even if | wanted to. And if | did, you' d have to scale
the cliffs to reach the whale. You don't look like nuch of a rock-clinber to
me. Then—

"That's my problem' Terrel cut in. "Wn't you at |east try?

"No. You obviously don't understand— ' You wouldn't have to put nme ashore
yoursel ves. Just get nme close enough so | can swmfor it.'" Ostan's expression
changed from one of puzzlenent to

outright incredulity, and Terrel saw that sonme of the sailors were grinning
NOW.

"I can swi mwell enough,' he clainmed, but then began to doubt his own words.
He was much stronger than when he had escaped from Havennoon, and he'd been
able to swimeven then, in spite of the fact that his right leg was tw sted
and his right armwas withered so that the hand was little nore than a rigid
claw. The heavy cl othes he now wore as protection against the cold disguised
his deformities a little, but he would never be genuinely athletic. Wat was
nore, although he'd swumin various |akes and rivers, he had never been in the
open sea —especially one as rough as this —and if the coastline was as
rugged as Ostan clainmed, he was just as likely to be dashed upon the rocks as
he was to drown. And there was another factor he had not even consi dered.
"I"msure you can,' Gstan conceded, 'but in these waters no one would survive
such an attenpt. You'd soon be paralyzed by the cold, and dead after a very
short tinme. It would be suicide."'

' There nust be sonme way,' Terrel pleaded.

"W coul d probably get the skiff close enough to the shore, if we tinme it
right,' the captain admitted, '"but it's not going to happen. It's too risky.'
"But I'mwilling to take that risk.'

"I meant for my crewnen,' Ostan stated flatly. 'Soneone woul d have to row you
ashore and bring the boat back. G ve ne one good reason why | should

j eopardi ze any of ny nen.'

Terrel was silent, racking his brains for a way to convince the captain

wi t hout sounding like a conplete |unatic.

' Besi des,' the seaman added. ' Supposing we did get you on to the rocks sonmehow

and you were able to clinmb the cliffs. You'd still probably get yourself
killed inside an hour.'
] W]y?l

OGstan stared at him obviously wonderi ng whether the strange young man coul d
possi bly be as naive as he appeared.

"You really don't know anyt hi ng about Myvatan, do you?' he said eventually.
"I know there's a war there, but—

'So you know you'd be wal king into a forbidden zone?



At this Terrel's face Iit up with renewed excitenent, which he knew woul d make
Gstan doubt his sanity even nore.

"That's where | have to go!' he excl ai ned.

"Are you crazy} Both sides would kill you in an instant if they found you
there.'

' \Why 2

' Because you're an outsider and it's a forbidden zone,' Ostan replied with
heavy enphasis, then paused. 'Unless . '

"Unl ess what?' Terrel asked hopefully.

"Unl ess you' ve been lying to us all along.'

"What do you nmean?' The heal er felt genuinely uneasy now. VWhich of his

hal f-truths was Ostan referring to?

"Which quarter do you follow? the captain denanded

"I don't know what you nean.'

"Wi ch noon, then?

Terrel shook his head in bew | dernment.

"Forget it!' Ostan snapped. 'I'mnot taking you to Wiale Ness. You're com ng
with us to Port Akranes —and that's final.'

Terrel's bitter disappointnment could not be dispelled even by the enchanting
sight of a school of dol phins sw nming al ongsi de the Skua, effortlessly

mat chi ng her pace and occasionally leaping fromthe water as though they were
pl ayi ng. He wi shed Alyssa would return - and bring the ghosts with her —so
that they could discuss the situation properly, but he knew he was on his own,
at least until he nmade landfall. And by then it mght be too | ate.

"Don't take it too hard,' Kahl advised.

Terrel was sitting, huddled in several l|ayers of clothing, near the bows of
the ship. He had been deep in thought and the sailor's approach had taken him
by surprise.

'Do you make a habit of sneaking up on people? he asked, glancing around.

"I coul d' ve been wearing hobnail boots and singing at the top of ny voice and
you still wouldn't have heard nme coming.'

'Probably,' Terrel conceded. 'Wat shouldn't | take too hard?

' The skipper's decision,' Kahl replied. 'Gstan did sone pretty reckless things
hi nsel f when he was your age, but he's older now and nore responsible. O so

he'd |i ke everyone to believe. | reckon you could get himto change his nind."'
'Real | y?'
"Aye. But you'll have to come up with a better argument than before.’

And that, Terrel thought, is the problem He'd been trying to think of a way
to convince Gstan, but hadn't got very far

"Way don't you talk to Kjolur?' the sailor suggested. 'He might be able to
hel p you. Myvatan's his honel and and he knows nore about the place than any of
us.'

Terrel knew who Kjol ur was, but had assumed he was just another menber of the
crew. Now that he thought about it, he couldn't recall ever seeing himat work
on board or in the rigging.

'He keeps hinself to hinself,' Kahl went on, 'but he's not a bad sort.'
"You've net himbefore, then?

'"He's sailed with us several tinmes. He's a nmerchant of some sort. Quite
secretive about his trade, but he pays well to add his cargo to ours, so we've
no quarrel with that.'

"I'l'l talk to him' Terrel decided. 'Thanks.'

"Just so you know,' Kahl said, 'he's been asking a few questions about you, on
the quiet, like.'

"What did you tell hinP

"What could we tell hin? W don't exactly know nuch oursel ves, other than
you've a way to take the ache froma man's bones.' Kahl paused, perhaps hopi ng
that his conpani on woul d vol unteer some nore information about hinself, but
Terrel had no intention of doing that. He was too busy wonderi ng whet her
Kjolur's interest in himstemred fromidle curiosity or something nore.

Terrel found the islander sitting inside a coil of thick rope, near the stern



of the vessel. It looked |like an unconfortable seat, but Kjolur seenmed quite
rel axed. As he drew cl oser, the heal er was astoni shed to di scover that the

nmer chant was reading a book - which innmedi ately marked hi mout as unusual. In
all his travels, nost of the people Terrel had net could neither read nor
wite. Indeed, sone of them- like the Toma in the desert |and of Msrah —had
no witten | anguage at all. And everywhere he'd been, books were considered

rare and val uabl e objects, with many people regarding themas mysterious and
even magi cal artefacts.

"What are you readi ng?

Kj ol ur |1 ooked up sharply, but did not seemparticularly surprised to see who
it was. The islander had a thin, pinched face, with pale green eyes.

"It's a collection of old | egends. My great-grandfather made a point of
witing themall down. |I'm not sure why.

But they help to pass the time on a voyage like this. Do you read?'

"I do,' Terrel replied, 'but probably not in your |anguage.' They were
speaking in what the sailors called 'the northern tongue', which was common to
many | ands bordering the cold ocean and which, according to Kahl, was w dely
spoken on Myvatan. That had cone as a relief to Terrel, because it sinplified
t he process of conmunication. Psinoma enabled himto | earn new | anguages

qui ckly, but he still felt guilty about the necessity of prying into other
peopl e's mnds. However, he had rarely had any need to become fanmiliar with
the witten word

' Then you've travelled far,' Kjolur concl uded.

"I have, but | don't cone across books very often. May | take a | ook?

'"OF course.' The islander passed the slimvolunme over and Terrel flicked

t hrough a few pages of the precise calligraphy. This was enough to tell him
that it was quite indecipherable.

"It's beautiful,' he said, handing it back, and renenbering a tinme at the
haven when he'd had access to a whole library of books. For the first years of
his life, those books had been the source of everything he'd known about the
outside world. The reality —especially after he'd left Vadanis —had proved
rather different.

"The tale |I've just been reading says that Myvatan once floated free in the
ocean, like a gigantic ship. Can you believe that?

"Perhaps,' Terrel replied, anazed at the apparent link to his dream —and to
hi s own honel and.

"My people apparently ruled all of Nydus fromtheir nmobile fortress,' Kjolur
went on, 'but then one of our enemies put a curse on the island and froze it
in place, isolated fromall the other countries. That must have been

some sorcery.' He was grinning to show he regarded the story as no nore than
an imaginative nyth, but Terrel wasn't ready to dismiss it so lightly.

"I come froman enpire that's made up entirely of floating islands,' he said.
"Real ly?" It was the nerchant's turn to be amazed.

"The main one is called Vadanis.'

Kjolur's expression made it clear that he had never heard of it, sonething
that did not surprise Terrel at all. H s honel and no | onger seened real, even
to him

Chapter Three

By his own reckoning, Terrel was now twenty-one years old, and he was a very
different person to the terrified boy who had been cast adrift from Vadanis.
It was incredible to think that his exile had already | asted nore than seven
years, and that there was no inmediate end in sight. During all that time he
had been al nost constantly on the nove, and he'd experienced nore than he
could ever have imagi ned when he was growing up in the confines of the renote
madhouse. Hi s bargain with the elenentals, the strange creatures who had no
subst ance or shape and yet who wi el ded i mense power, had beconme the core of
his existence - and it drove himonward still. However, he had begun to fee
that the circle was closing at last, that he had passed the furthest point in
his long journey. He had cone to believe that each step al ong the unknown road
now t ook himcloser to hone.



That feeling had been reinforced by his nost recent neeting with his ghostly
allies. Their latest theory was that his trip to Myvatan m ght be the end of
the road, the point at which he could finally fulfil his bargain, and thus set
hinself free to return to Vadanis - and to Alyssa. The hope that this mght be
true had given Terrel the strength to carry on, after a long period in which
he had not seenmed to be achieving anyt hi ng.

Three and a half years - an eternity in his young life -

had passed since he'd left the deserts of Msrah, and since his |ast encounter
with one of the elenentals. Wen he'd crossed the northern borders of that
territory he had been full of expectation, sure that he would soon find out
what his next task would be. But although he'd hoped that this would begin
with his 'going to the other side of the mountains' - the first part of his
journey - he had subsequently been presented with an alnost linitless
successi on of choices, and had been given little or no guidance. He'd been
left to trust his own instincts —instincts he had begun to doubt nore and
nore as tine passed —to deci de where he should go next at each stage. It was
only recently that his goal had becone clear, which was why he was now aboard
the Skua. Yet in his heart it was not Myvatan but another island, on the other
side of the world, that he longed for. Although Terrel was indeed a different
person fromthe boy he'd once been, he still sonetinmes felt |ike a honesick
chi | d.

"You are a long way from hone,' Kjolur comented, bringing Terrel back to the
present with a rush. 'Wat brings you to this part of the world?

Once again Terrel wondered how to answer this nost obvious of questions. If he
replied truthfully —that he cane in search of a shadow born entity that
possessed intelligence and strength but no physical body —he woul d be

di sm ssed as mad and woul d | ose any prospect of being hel ped by a potenti al
ally. After some consideration, he chose to nove one step closer to the truth
than he had done with GCstan.

' The seers of ny honel and prophesied that | would nmake this journey. | swore
an oath to follow their guidance, wherever it led.' He paused, trying to
assess Kjolur's response, but the islander's expression was unreadabl e.
"Seeing into the future,' Kjolur said, nodding slowy. 'That's a useful
talent.'

Terrel couldn't tell whether the other man was bei ng genuine or facetious —
and wasn't sure whether he agreed with what the islander had said. Prophecy
had been his travelling conpanion for seven years, but it had brought as many
pitfalls as triunphs.

"It is sonetimes,' he said cautiously, 'but augury isn't an exact science.'
That was one of the seers' favourite axions.

"I find that rather reassuring,' the merchant said. 'l wouldn't like to think
t hat everything was preordained."'

'"Me neither,' Terrel agreed, renenbering one particular vision in which he had
seen the nmonent of his own death.

"And yet you're sailing to Myvatan because of this prophecy?

'Sometines you can't argue with destiny,' Terrel replied, knowing it was a
feebl e response. He was aware that his conpani on was studying himintently,
and guessed that Kjolur was a shrewd character. It was obvious that the

i sl ander was not only weighing up his words but al so the expressions on his
face. Was it possible that those pale eyes could sonmehow see beneath the
surface of their conversation? Could it even be that Kjolur was skilled in the
use of psinoma, and thus able to read Terrel's thoughts w thout hi mknow ng
it? This was an unnerving idea, but the healer was able to convince hinself
that it couldn't be true, that he would know if his m nd was bei ng probed.

' Those are old wounds?' Kjolur asked, indicating Terrel's m sshapen |inbs.
"Were they received in battle?

The abrupt change of subject took Terrel by surprise.

"No,' he replied. 'l was born this way.'

In fact the injuries had been caused by a battle of sorts -but not the kind

Kj ol ur nmeant. Terrel had been in his nother's wonb when he'd been crippl ed by



his twin

brother. Their ennmity still caused occasional conflict between them even

t hough they were nmany hundreds of mles apart. Jax was the Enperor's son, the
acknow edged heir to the Floating Islands. Terrel had been discarded at birth.
'dd wounds indeed,' Kjolur said. 'That was bad fortune.'

Terrel shrugged; his misfortunes had played a part in making hi m who he was.
"Too late for our healing pools to be of use,' the islander added, stil

wat chi ng Terrel closely.

' Heal i ng pool s?'

"You' ve not heard of thenf? Each quarter has them but their efficacy is
l[imted. And nost are restricted, kept for nmilitary use. A soldier's injuries
can be repaired if they're treated quickly enough, so that he can return to
the war. But after a certain tinme ...' He spread his hands in a gesture of
futility.

Terrel belatedly caught the inplication of his words.

"You think that's why I'mgoing to Myvatan? In the hope of healing these? He
tapped his right hand on his Ieg.

' The thought had crossed ny mind,' Kjolur admtted. 'I've seen it before, with
t hose who've had no luck el sewhere. There are | egends told about the pools -
there's one in this book, in fact —of miracul ous cures, and when all other
hope is gone that's the sort of thing people cling to. It's generally wonen
who meke t he voyage, though.'

"Way wonen?' Terrel asked curiously.

' Because a supposedly barren wife once gave birth to twins little nore than
ni ne nedian nonths after bathing. Atale like that soon turns to myth if
enough people want to believe it. But only the truly desperate conme now. They
know t hey have very little chance of even getting close to the waters. The
arny guards themjeal ously."'

"Well, that's not why |I'mhere,' Terrel said. 'I didn't even know about the
pools, and I'mnot sure I'd want to be cured even if it were possible. 1'd
like to see themin action, though.'

"Your line of work,' Kjolur said, nodding. 'You mght be lucky. I may even be

able to help.'

' That woul d be wonderful. Thank you.'

"I"mnot prom sing anything, mnd. A nerchant only has influence with the
general s when he's got sonething they want.'

" And do you?'

" Ah, now that would be telling,' Kjolur replied with a smle. 'You have to
allow nme a few trade secrets.'

"I"'msorry. Curiosity is one of ny vices.'

"What are the others?' the islander asked, still |ooking anused.

"Now you have to allow ne sone secrets,' Terrel said, grinning back

"Tell me, as you've never been to Myvatan before, how do you know about
Savi k' s Whal e?’

Comi ng so soon after their good-natured exchange, the question sounded abrupt,
and it caught Terrel off-guard. He began to suspect that this was exactly what
Kj ol ur had i nt ended.

"I didn't knowit was called that,' he said, stalling for time so that he
could collect his thoughts.

"Savik is the god of stone and earth,' the islander explained. 'Wo else could
have carved a life-size whale froma granite cliff? You haven't answered ny
qguestion, though.'

"I sawit in a dream' Terrel's honesty was instinctive. There had been tines
in the past when he'd had to disguise his real notives —as much to avoid
ridicule as for any other nore sinister reason —and he had come to recogni ze
t hat

deception or dissenbling were sometines necessary. On this occasion, however,
he saw no reason to lie. And he had learnt from experience that telling the
truth whenever possible caused fewer conplications later on

"Are you a seer yourself, then?



"No, not really. But dreans are sonetinmes neant to show us things.'

"I wouldn't argue with that,' Kjolur said, surprising Terrel again. 'Still
what makes you so sure you want to go ashore there?

Thi s question was not as easy to answer. The truth was that once Terrel and

t he ghosts had deternined that there m ght be another of the elenmentals on
Myvat an, Shahan and Miuzeni had returned to their study of the Tindaya Code and
di scovered a passage referring to "a land ice-carved and sea-girt'. The sane
section of the ancient inscriptions also described an ocean voyage that woul d
end by alighting 'where the rockbound gi ant of the sea guards the gateway to a
forbi dden realm. Wen Terrel had seen the scul pture in his dream and
confirmed its existence in the real world, he'd been in no doubt that this was
his intended destination. Explaining all that to Kjolur would be much too
conplicated, though. He needed sonething sinpler

"I have a task to do here,' he said. '"And that's the starting point.'

"What is your task?

"I don't know yet.'

' Then perhaps you need to dream sone nore.'

Terrel wasn't sure whether Kjolur was being serious or sarcastic. Not know ng
how to respond, he glanced up and saw t he Anber Mon, two thirds full and

waxi ng. Against the azure of the mdday sky it |ooked Iike a coin of pale
gol d.

"Whi ch noon do you foll ow?

Once again the conversation's sudden turn disconcerted Terrel, and he sensed
that the question was inportant. Ostan had asked the sane thing but hadn't
waited for an answer. Kjolur, he knew, would be nore patient.

"All of them' he replied eventually.

"All of +' the islander exclaimed, apparently caught off-guard for the first
time. Then he was sil ent again.

"Did | say sonething wong?' Terrel asked.

"I don't think you understood nmy question. We all fall under the influence of
a particular moon. It decides our allegiances, our place, our whole lives.
There nust be one - just one - for you. Wiichis it?

Terrel was aware that he was on dangerous ground now. Mre m ght depend on his
answer than he realized. Yet he obviously had to say sonething. He followed
his nature once nore, thinking it better to suffer the consequences of the
truth rather than a lie.

' The Dark Moon, | suppose.' It had al ways been the one he felt a strong
connection to.

"Bl ack, then,' Kjolur said. 'That nakes sense.' He seened relieved. 'W should
be natural allies, at least.' He unbuttoned and |ifted an epaulet on the

shoul der of his coat. Underneath was a small circular patch of red cloth.

"So the red and bl ack are allies? Terrel queried. '"In the war?

Kj ol ur | ooked startl ed.

"Surely you know that much,' he said.

Terrel shook his head.

"Tell ne.’

Over the next half an hour, Terrel |earnt nore about Myvatan than he had in
all his previous conversations put together. And alnmpst all of it was

unpl easant .

"Akranes is in the Red Quarter, of course,' the islander

concluded. 'I wouldn't be on board if we weren't heading for one of our ports.
You'll find a welconme there if you can't persuade Ostan to take you to \Wale
Ness.

"Which quarter is that in? Terrel asked.

"Theoretically it's in the Black, which would be good for you, but ownership
of the headland is disputed, which is why it's a forbidden zone. You stil
want to risk |landing there?

After what he'd been told, Terrel's doubts were growi ng. But then he
renenbered the words fromthe Tindaya Code and knew he had no choi ce.

"Yes,' he said. 'If Ostan will give me a chance.'



Kj ol ur | ooked thoughtful

"Do you think you could persuade himfor me?" Terrel ventured.

"I don't think ny word counts for nuch with the captain,' the merchant said
apol ogetically.

"More than nmine, at a guess,' Terrel nuttered

"I wish you well, though,' Kjolur added. 'Every man nust follow his own path,
no matter where it |eads.’

I ncreasing cloud cover and a |l ack of strong noonlight nade that night darker
than usual, but Terrel was fascinated to see patches of al nbst |um nous col our
—white with traces of pale green —floating upon the waves around the ship.
He eventually realized that they were chunks of ice, and the discovery made
hi m shiver in spite of his warm cl ot hi ng.

As he went bel ow decks to try to get sone sleep, he wondered whether Kjol ur
mght really prove to be an ally in his quest. The nmerchant was difficult to
read. Terrel still didn't know whether the islander had believed his own
answers, nor did he know whet her everything he had been told was true. Had
Kjolur's version of events been the whole story?

Terrel continued broodi ng once he was settled in his gently swayi ng hamock.
Just before he fell asleep, it occurred to himthat although he had been told
quite a | ot about Myvatan, and had in turn reveal ed a good deal about hinself,
he had | earnt al nost not hi ng about the merchant -or his trade. Had they both
been hi ding things fromeach other?

Chapt er Four

Terrel was woken by Kahl the next norning. 'The skipper wants to see you.'
"\What about?' Terrel munbled. "He didn't tell nme. You'd better go and find
out.'

"Do you still want to go to Whal e Ness?'

"Yes.'

"Then we'll go. | think you're mad, but it's your life.'
' Thank you.'

Ostan waved asi de any gratitude.

'What made you change your mind?" Terrel asked.

'The sad |l ook in those eyes of yours,' the captain replied. He'd spoken with a
straight face, but several of the crew were smiling, and Terrel knew he

woul dn't get a straight answer.

Al t hough Ostan's reference to Terrel's eyes had been a joke, the heal er was
used to peopl e making remarks about them Hi s eyes were indeed remarkable. The
irises were al nost colourless, like pale dianonds —whi ch gave the inpression
that they were alnost crystalline - with only occasional rainbow flashes deep
within. Strangers often found themintimdating at first, but as Terre

poi nted out, they were just eyes. If necessary, he could disguise them- and
ot her aspects

of his appearance - through the use of the glanmour, the trick of making people
see what they wanted to see. But he only ever used this now as a last resort.
As Alyssa was fond of telling him there was a price to pay for such magic,
and in this instance it cane at the cost of making hinself vulnerable to his
twin's malign influence.

The weat her worsened during the day, and Gstan kept his crew busy wth al npst
continuous adjustnents to their course and the set of the sails. \Wen a ship
was out of sight of |and, navigation could be difficult, and Terrel knew that
the seamen used a variety of observations to help them GOstan and his

second-i n-comrand studi ed the angle of the waves, cloud patterns, the position
of the sun during the day and the stars and noons at night. They even noted

t he col our of the seawater around them and the types of seaweed within it.
However, that afternoon Terrel watched as they prepared to take a conpletely
different set of nmeasurenents. He didn't like to interfere but he was
intrigued, so he sought out Kahl

'\What are they doi ng?

'"W're coming into shallower water now,' the sailor told him ' The rope
they're preparing is knotted every four paces, so that when a weight is tied



to the end and we lower it over the side, we can tell exactly how deep the
water is. That'll give the captain a better idea of where we've got to.
Sonetimes they spread tallow on the base of the weight. That way, when it
touches the sea bed, sonme bits get enbedded, and when we draw it up again,
OGstan can tell nore about where we are, depending on whether it's sand or
pebbl es or nmud."'

"Ingenious,' Terrel said, inpressed.

"It's called fishing for treasure,' Kahl added. 'To ny know edge no one's ever
cone up with any gold, but

sonmetines —especially if you're lost —information can be just as valuable.'
From his own experiences, Terrel knew that to be true.
"I hear we're going to Whale Ness after all,' Kahl said, as they watched the

rope being carefully | owered over the side of the ship.

"Yes. Do you know why Ostan changed his nind?

"That's not for me to say. But | can tell you he spent sonme time talking with
Kjolur last night.'

"Kjolur told me his word wouldn't carry much weight.'

'"No,' Kahl agreed. 'But his gold mght.'

That evening, Terrel found hinmself beconing increasingly restless. Kahl had
had no proof of his theory. The idea, that noney mi ght have changed hands was
pure supposition, and neither Terrel nor the sailor had been able to come up
with a reason why Kjolur should have thought such an arrangement worthwhile.
Nevert hel ess, there had to be sone reason for Gstan's abrupt change of heart.
But if Kjolur had intervened, what was his notive? Sinply to help an ally of
one day's standing? That didn't seemlikely, but Terrel couldn't think of any
sensi ble alternatives. And —assum ng the islander was responsi ble —then why
was he seemingly intent on acting anonynously? He'd made no attenpt to talk to
Terrel that day, and had spent nost of his time bel ow decks.

Terrel wasn't sure whether to confront Kjolur or sinply accept his good
fortune. Eventually, however, his curiosity overcame his reticence and he
tracked the nmerchant down to his tiny private cabin. Wen he knocked and
announced hinself, a few nmonments passed before the door was unl ocked - and
fromthe various noises within, Terrel got the inpression that the islander
was tidying sonme things away before letting his visitor in. However, when

Kj ol ur

eventual |y opened the door, he was smling and his wel cone seenmed genui ne.

"Come in, cone in. It's a bit cranped, |I'mafraid. Wuld you |ike a glass of
nel etar?'

Terrel | ooked at the clear, honey-coloured liquid and shook his head.

"No, thanks. | don't have a good head for drink.' That was a sinplification of

the truth. His very real aversion to al cohol stemmed from nore conplicated
reasons.

"Shane. This is good stuff Kjolur took an appreciative sip fromhis own gl ass.
"What brings you to ny lair? He settled hinself and waved Terrel to take a
seat at the other end of the narrow bunk.

"I was wondering whether you had anything to do with the captain changing his
m nd about Whal e Ness.'

"Wuld it be so surprising if | did?

"We've only just met. Why would you want to help ne?

"Don't you believe in first inpressions?

' Sonetinmes.’

"So doI. Call it intuition, if you like. My powers of persuasion are
obviously greater than | thought.'

'"So you didn't pay Ostan, then?

Kjolur did not respond imrediately. Hs smle faded slowy, and Terrel felt as
if he were being inpaled by the cal mgaze of those uncanny green eyes.

"I"m a businessnman, Terrel,' the merchant said at last. 'Wiy would | do that?
"lI'"ve no idea.’

"There's no profit in it for ne, is there?

'No, but—



"Tell me, have you reveal ed everything about what you're going to do on

Myvat an?'

"I don't know everything nyself.'

'Fair enough. But have you told ne all you do know?

Terrel's hesitation betrayed him He wasn't sure where the conversation was

| eadi ng, but Kjolur had succeeded in putting himat a di sadvant age.

"It's all right," the islander said. 'You don't have to answer, and |'ve no
intention of prying. Every man is entitled to keep his own counsel when he
wants to.'

"Including you,' Terrel said, finally seeing the point the other man was

maki ng.

"Including nme,' the nerchant said, nodding.

They sat in silence for a while. Kjolur seenmed perfectly at ease but Terre
was nervous, not quite knowi ng what to say or where to | ook. He took note of
the few things he could see in the cabin, but knew it would be both pointless
and rude to enquire about the | edgers or the small casket that sat in one
corner.

"Well,' he said eventually, clearing his throat. 'You have ny thanks. I'min
your debt."’

'Few foreigners cone to nmy honel and,' Kjolur responded. 'Mst of ny people
prefer it that way. Even Ostan and his crew won't venture nore than a few
paces fromthe docks. For nyself, | wish it were otherw se. Perhaps you're the
first of many visitors.'

From what he'd heard,' Terrel felt it unlikely that Myvatan woul d attract many
out si ders, but he chose not to say so. Instead he tried to bring the talk
around to the nerchant hinself.

'Do other Myvatani ans travel as you do?

"Very few We're an insular breed in nore than one sense. And for nuch of the
year our climate is not conducive to travel.'

"Is it true that the sun never rises in mdwinter? Terrel asked. It was one
of the tales told about the island that he'd found hard to believe.

"It's true,' Kjolur confirned. 'Just as it's true that for two nonths at

m dsunmmer the sun never sets.'

"Real ly?' Terrel breathed, his astoni shnent plain.

"You get used to it,' the islander said, snling again. 'O course, we sleep
t hrough the darkest nonths anyway.'

"You actually hibernate':" Terrel was even nore astoni shed now.

' For about two nedian nonths each winter,' K olur confirmed. 'If you'd made
this trip much earlier in the year, you' d have found us all asleep.’

This idea took a bit of getting used to. Al though Terrel had cone across

| ong-term sl eepers of a quite different kind, the prospect of an entire
community deliberately falling asleep every year was bi zarre.

'"It's really a very practical arrangement,' the islander went on. 'W save on
supplies at the bleakest tinme of the year, and conserve our own energy for
when the light returns.'

Terrel nodded, even though he still felt that - practical or not - it was one
of the strangest things he'd ever heard.

'"Do you do the same thing on your travel s?' he asked.

'"No. When there's light and warnth, |'ve no need to. My body adjusts. | m ght
feel weary, sonetinmes, but that's probably just old age creeping up on nme.' He
gri nned.

As far as Terrel could judge, Kjolur was probably about thirty. dd enough
but hardly ancient. He grinned back

"There's a story in here,' the nerchant said, picking up his book, 'about

Savik's Whale. | reread it last night after our talk.'
"WIl you read it to ne?" Terrel asked eagerly.
'"Not the whole thing. Qur poets tend to be alittle . . . overel aborate, shal

we say? But the gist of the tale is that it's nore than just a scul pture. It's
a beacon, a marker for the gods. They take notice of anything that happens
there.'



"That's a daunting thought.'

"It is rather, but | shouldn't let it worry you,' Kjolur advised. 'As far as |
know, the gods haven't put in too many appearances lately. Wat's nore
interesting is the fact that there's supposed to be a funnel that |eads al

the way up froma cave at sea-level to the top of the whale, where it energes
at the creature's bl owhole.’

"lIts what?
"Bl owhol e. Whales aren't like other fish. In fact, sone people say they aren't
really fish at all. Sounds crazy, doesn't it? It's because whal es have to cone

up to the surface every so often. They breathe the sane air we do, unlike true
fishes. The blowhole is on top of their heads, and that's how they breat he.

Bl owi ng water out and taking air in. But that's all beside the point. The
stone whale nmimcs the real creatures in a nost ingenious way. If there's a
storm and the wind is in the southwest, the waves force water up the funne
until it bursts out at the top in a spout.’

"That rmust be quite a sight,' Terrel commented

"I"'msure it is," Kjolur agreed. 'And according to the | egend, anyone who
stands beside the hole when it appears - especially if they' re splashed by the
seawater - is granted a vision of the future. Sound fam liar at all?

"It's certainly an odd nethod of prophecy,' Terrel said, 'but then it's a
strange process by its very nature.' He was intrigued, and wondered whet her he
m ght be able to clinb the scul pture. Then sonething el se occurred to him
"I'"d rather there wasn't a stormwhen we get there, though. If Gstan's to be
bel i eved, going ashore's going to be hard enough as it is.'

The next norning, Terrel was beckoned over to the starboard rail by one of the
sail ors, who pointed to sonething

in the water sone di stance away. A snooth bl ack hunp rose above the waves,
then sank again. It was replaced by a fluid shape that | ooked rather like a
doubl e-si ded bl ack sail. This rose, streaming foam flipped over with sl ow
grace, then slid back into the sea.

"What was that?' Terrel asked, though he thought he al ready knew.

"A black whale. That was its tail there at the end, when it dived."'

Terrel stared in awe, but saw nothing nore. He had glinpsed only the top of

the creature's arched back and its tail, but that was enough for himto tel
that it was enormous. VWich neant that the life-sized scul pture woul d be just
as big.

Two days later, a shout fromthe | ookout in the bows alerted both Terrel and
the crewto the fact that their voyage was al nost over. The heal er gazed at

t he purple snmudge on the horizon and knew that it was his first view of

Myvat an.

Chapter Five

When Terrel eventually set foot upon the rocks of Myvatan, his first

i mpression was not of the bitter wind that threatened to overbal ance him or
of the black water that swirled around his perch. It was not of the daunting
cliffs that towered above him or of the seabirds that shrieked and whirled

overhead. It was not even the sheer relief of finally having had the courage

to leap fromthe skiff, timng his junp with the swell, and nanaging to gain a
foothold on solid ground. The feeling that swept over him and through him
filling every particle of his being with a chill dread, was an al npst

overwhel m ng sense of madness.

This was not the harm ess and occasionally benevol ent |unacy of soneone |ike
Alyssa. This was violent, furious, unreasoning and yet malicious. Evil. What
was even more disconcerting, it seened to be coming fromthe island itself. It
was as if the whol e place was insane.

The initial onslaught was so savage that Terrel instinctively clutched at his
head, then staggered and alnost fell back into the sea. He recovered just in
time, tried desperately to shield his mnd, and went on. As he cl anbered over
t he barnacl e-encrusted rocks, taking hinmself further fromone peril at |east,
he heard yells of encouragenent from Kahl and the ot her oarsnmen who had
brought hi m ashore. He couldn't pick out their words, but knew they



were glad both that he had survived the first stage of his journey and that
their part in his escapade was over. They were pulling away agai n now,
returning to the Skua.

Cat ching his breath once he was no |l onger in any inmedi ate danger of being
sucked back into the icy water, Terrel watched the skiff's retreat. Doubts
assailed him He'd been so sure that com ng ashore at Wial e Ness was the right
thing to do, and yet now his decision seened incredi bly rash. Even without the
al | - pervadi ng sense of nadness, this was a bl eak and forbi dding pl ace, where
any number of dangers might await him Even if he succeeded in clinbing up to
the island proper, there was nothing to suggest he'd be able to survive |ong
enough to achi eve his purpose there —whatever that was. He could die of cold
or starvation. Even a minor injury could prove fatal

That's all irrelevant, he told hinself. You re here now There's no going
back, so you just have to make the best of it.

Readj usting his pack, which contained his few bel ongi ngs and the food he'd
been given, Terrel got to his feet and noved further inland. His first
intention was to get well out of reach of the waves, even if the w nd
freshened, and then to try to find some shelter. It was already grow ng dark
and he had no intention of attenpting to scale the cliffs that night. He
concentrated on each footstep, on nmaking sure his boots did not slip, and
tried to focus on his inmmedi ate practical problens. But no matter how hard he
tried, he couldn't dism ss the atnosphere of insanity fromhis mnd. As a
heal er he felt it as a sickness, an unnatural state, but treating such a

di sease was clearly beyond him The best he could hope for was to ignore it
-and to ignore the inplications for his own mssion. This was easier said than
done.

"Don't you believe in first inpressions? Kjolur had asked. Terrel was

begi nning to wish he didn't.

It had been late afternoon by the time the Skua had dropped anchor off Wale
Ness, but Ostan hadn't given his passenger the choice of waiting unti

nmorni ng. The captain's words had been succinct. 'It's now or never, Terrel
Make up your mind.' One of the reasons for his haste had been the fear of
encountering | ocal naval vessels. Sea raids apparently played a mgjor part in
the war, and Ostan hadn't been willing to |linger near a forbidden zone and

ri sk being discovered by nmlitary forces. And he and all his crew had al so
been anxi ous to reach Akranes and conplete their trading so they could sai

for hone as quickly as possible. The detour had al ready cost them severa
hours, and any further delay was out of the question.

The little Terrel had seen of Myvatan had not been encouraging. He'd already
known it was very different from Vadanis. For a start, it was much bigger and
—of course —it was not nmoving. But fromthe sea it had not really seened
like land at all. So nmuch of it was covered in snow and ice, sone of it
apparently permanent, that it |ooked nore |ike a piece of ocean that had
frozen over, like a giant iceberg. Even froma distance it was clear that the
mount ai ns of the interior were huge. They were nostly shrouded in mst or

cl oud, but when the sunlight finally broke through, their peaks shone |ike
pure white beacons.

As the Skua sailed closer, the rugged nature of the coastline had becone
apparent. \Were the slopes were too steep to be covered with snow, nmuch of the
rock was bl ack or dark grey, but even that sparkled, as if it were studded
with crystals. Finally, Terrel had caught a glinpse of the fabled scul pture.
Al t hough he'd known it would be

i npressive, the real thing had taken his breath away. The manner in which its
sinuous lines mmcked life, alnmost as though it were swinming in the air
above the cliff, was remarkable. This was no crude shaping of a conveni ent

pi ece of rock; this was a true work of art, as beautiful as it was

astoni shing. And the fact that it could achieve this effect on such a huge
scale was truly awe-inspiring. The stone whal e was col ossal. To concei ve of
such a structure, let alone actually shape it, did i ndeed seemto be the
provi nce of gods rather than nen.



As the Skua had drawn round into the |l ee of the headl and, Terrel had gazed up
in wonder. For a nonent he'd thought that perhaps a real creature had been
frozen in stone many ages earlier, just as the dragon-lizard and her eggs had
been preserved in the desert of Msrah. But he'd soon dism ssed the idea.
Savik's Whal e was a deliberate creation, not an accident of history.

He had been given no nore time to stare and specul ate, as preparations had

qui ckly been made for his departure. At |east the weather had been kind, with
the sea as calmas it was ever likely to be. Terrel's blithe assunption that a
| andi ng woul d have been possi bl e whatever the conditions had seened very
foolish then. If it had turned rough, he would have had no chance at all. As
it was, he'd already begun to doubt his own decision, purely because of the
nature of the terrain he would be entering.

"I hope you know what you're doing,' Ostan had said in parting.

"Be careful,' Kjolur had advised. 'The Gold Mion is full tonight.'

Terrel had not known why this was relevant —and at that nonent, as he clinbed
down the rope |l adder to the waiting skiff, the position of the npbons had been
the least of his worries. The rest of the crew had been silent or, like

Kahl, had sinmply w shed hi mgood |uck. By then, Terrel had known he was goi ng
to need it.

He spent the night huddled in a small, salt-snmelling cave, which he fervently
hoped was above the highest tide |line. The darkness proved to be al npst
conplete, with just a little nmoonlight filtering through a canopy of cloud.
Terrel found that when he could see nothing, the relentless, ever-changing

noi se of the wind and sea seened even | ouder and nore threatening. He kept

i magi ni ng that the waves were coning closer and woul d soon flood his neagre
shelter, plucking himfromhis refuge |like a clambeing pulled fromits shell.
He was cold and afraid, and although he knew he ought to get some sleep to
prepare hinself for the exertions of the next day, both his body and his mind
remai ned restl ess.

Part of the reason for his long journey towards Myvatan had been the advice
given to himby the ghosts about their |atest discoveries in the Tindaya Code.
But that was not the whole story. Many years ago, in what seenmed now |ike
another lifetime, he'd had a dreamwhich at the tinme had seened nonsensi cal
but which in retrospect had granted him brief glinpses of places he would one
day visit. The fog-bound valley, with its dwelling that floated on the surface
of a |l ake, and the shimering desert popul ated by canels and wonen wth
tattooed faces, had been so far outside his experience of the world that he'd
t hought them |l udi crous visions. And yet both had proved to be fragments of his
own future. That sane dream had al so featured a frozen sea of bl ue-shadowed

i ce.

And in addition, for the first time in all his wanderings al ong the unknown
road, Terrel had felt the influence of another, new force shaping his destiny.
Al t hough he couldn't explain it, he knewthat it stenmed fromthe

Anci ents. Having now nmet three elenmentals and struck a bargain with them

twi ce renewed, Terrel was sure that there was a permanent connection between
himand the strange creatures. He had been responsible - at least in part -
for reassuring each of themthat it was not alone, that it had 'brothers

el sewhere on Nydus. He had subsequently cone to believe that they were not
separate entities at all, that they were sonehow part of the same being,
sharing menories, abilities and fears, even though they were separated by
enornous distances. As a result, it seened entirely possible that the three

m ght have concluded that there was at least a fourth elemental, and possibly
nore, sonewhere on the planet. If that were the case, they night well be
trying to help Terrel to find the rest of their 'famly'. Such guidance as

t hey had given hi mhad begun as he left Msrah and, although it had certainly
not been continuous or even straightforward, he felt that they had been with
him —in some sense —ever since

Al t hough these thoughts shoul d have been conforting, now that he'd reached the
i ce-covered island nothing was clear any nore. Insanity had i nvaded Myvatan's
air and rock, and Terrel couldn't help wondering if there was some connection



between this and the presence of an Ancient - assum ng that one of the
creatures was really here. This possibility, together with Alyssa's |ast

i nstructions - which had been unusually obscure even for her -did little to
reassure him Don't fight the wong war was presumably a warning not to get
involved in the island' s internal conflict. On the other hand, Be careful
where you choose to follow could mean anything. Surely being careful was just
conmon sense? But the phrase that caused himthe nmost concern, and which kept
returning to his thoughts now, was And don't trust your instincts. That nade
no sense at all. He had relied upon his instincts in

all his travels. If he couldn't trust them then what was left?

Until Alyssa returned, this was a question he couldn't answer.

Terrel's last thought before finally falling asleep was about something Kjol ur
had said. In the Floating Islands, the Anber - or Gold - Mon was said to be
t he harbi nger of dreans, and this belief had been reflected in the various

| ands Terrel had visited since his exile. And as with any of the noons, the
Amber was at its npst potent when it was full.

The crystal city rose fromthe waves of a dark sea that was dotted with

| um nous pieces of floating ice. He had seen the city before, although he
could never go there, but this tine its fractured beauty was gone. It was an
ugly, crunpled mass of glass splinters and piercing light. It had never been
real; he knew that. But it was inportant. Seeing it in ruins nmade himtrenble.
He wanted to scream to warn her, but he had no voice here. He watched in
dismay as the city began to break into jagged shards and sink below the icy
wat er .

A different sea clainmed himthen, the pul sing crinmson ocean he thought he'd

| eft behind for ever. The blind realmof red terror was froma tinme before
he'd been born - a world ruled by Jax and his mal evol ent energy, where
Terrel's only defence had been to make hinself small, invisible.

When Terrel woke, drained and shivering, sonething else Alyssa had said was
runni ng through his mnd. The crystal's broken, isn't it? Snashed.

She knew.

Al t hough t he nmessage had apparently been from

Mizeni, it hadn't sounded like sonmething the old seer would say - even taking
into account the fact that he'd been a heretic when he was alive. On this
occasi on, Alyssa had been speaking for herself.

She knew.

Terrel understood the dreama little better now Al though earlier visions had
been inconprehensible, he had |l earnt that the crystal city represented the
shield around Alyssa —and presumably the other sleepers —a shield that both
i mpri soned and protected her. And because the fate of the sleepers was
inextricably linked to the Ancients, it followed that the vision nmust sonehow
cone fromthem In a sense it represented them But if that were the case, the
el emental here on Myvatan was not only very ill, it was al so hopel essly

unbal anced and possi bly beyond help. It was not an encouragi ng thought.

It's just a dream he told hinmself as he forced stiff, cold nuscles into
reluctant action. He had used this argument before. He hadn't believed it then
and he didn't believe it now

Morni ng spread a chill light over the enpty grey-green sea. The Skua was |ong
gone, and Terrel was on his own. He had no way back. He could either stay
where he was, and die, or he could clinb.

As he settled the straps of his pack over his shoulder, and retied the |aces
of the specially adapted boot that fitted his crooked right foot, Terre
realized that the nadness he had sensed the night before was still there. But
now he found he was able to treat it as a constant part of the background.
Unnatural though it was, it was |ike the noise of the sea. After a while you
still heard it, but you ceased to listen. In the same way, he was still aware
of the insanity, but it no longer threatened to disorientate or disable him
At | east now, unpleasant though it was, he had

a possible explanation for the sickness that had perneated the very fabric of
the i sl and.



As he left the cave, he | ooked hopefully up at the wheeling gulls and other
birds that inhabited the cliffs and coastline. He |onged for one of themto be
Alyssa, but no matter how wel come her aid would be just then, there was no
sign of her. And there wasn't likely to be until he got further fromthe
ocean. He was on his own.

Terrel was relieved to find that the cliff face was not entirely vertical, as
it had appeared fromout to sea, and that it was possible to scranble up parts
of the lower section in relative safety. It was rough going, and he had to be
careful where he planted his feet, but he nmade steady progress. H gher up, the
sl opes becane steeper and keeping his bal ance was nore difficult, but at |east
the surface of the rock was drier here and |l ess slippery now he was sonme way
fromthe water's edge. Eventually, however, it became a matter of rea
clinmbing, rather than scranbling, and on several occasions Terrel scouted a
possible route only to be faced by an inpossibly sheer cliff or an overhang.
Each time this happened he was forced to backtrack, and as his frustration -
and fear - increased, he was remi nded of when he'd clinbed Makranash. The arid
heat of the desert had made his partial ascent of the mountain a very

di fferent proposition, but he had succeeded there and was determ ned to do so
now. The other difference was that in Msrah he'd had friends, both on the
mountain and at its foot, who m ght have been able to rescue himhad he
suffered a m shap. Here any such failure would alnbst certainly result in his
deat h.

Eventual |y, as his desperation nmounted, Terrel discovered a narrow vertica
crevasse. He was able to wedge hinmself into it, bracing hinself on either
side, and edge

upwards i ke a sweep clinbing a chimey. H s | op-sided physique nade sone
noverent s i mpossi bl e, and several of the necessary contortions were very

pai nful , but at |east he was noving upwards again. The fingers of his good
hand were already raw fromcold and the rough stone, but at |east the
exertions of his latest attenpt warnmed the rest of his body.

The crevasse had nmany twists and turns, and there were several awkward nonents
when Terrel had to negotiate various jagged protuberances or a particularly
narrow sec-tion. However, apart from one occasi on when he made the nistake of

| ooki ng down —and then had to rest for a while until his linbs stopped
shaki ng - he made constant advances. By mi dday he was hi gh above the ocean
and, knowing that a fall now would be fatal, he was noving with great caution.
He had no way of telling how far he was fromthe cliff top, but he fervently
hoped that the chimey continued all the way there. If he reached a dead end
now, he wasn't sure he'd have either the physical or nental strength to nake
the I ong descent, let alone try again el sewhere. He kept |ooking up, |onging
to see his goal, but it remmined tantalizingly out of reach

Far above him the clouds had di spersed and the sky was a pal e but clear blue,
and Terrel was glad of that. The sun's rays held little warnth but it was
better than nothing, and any rain, sleet or snow would have nmade his task even
nore of an ordeal. As it was, he was apparently trapped in a ni ghtmare where
every new hand- or foothold seened to make no difference to his overal

progr ess.

On two occasions, sonething startled himto such a degree that he al nost | ost
his grip. The first was when a loud clap of thunder burst in the air above
him The shock al nost dislodged him and in its aftermath, as the bl ood
pounded in his ears, Terrel dreaded the arrival of

the stormthat was surely on its way. However, what sky he could see renai ned
clear, and he'd just begun to think that the thunderclouds must have noved
away again when two |large, white birds flapped past himas they energed from
their eyrie. They were squawking furiously at his invasion of their territory,
and the noise and flurry of their wings set Terrel's heart racing once nore.
Ducki ng away fromtheir assault, he al nbst slipped again, clinging on only by
his fingertips. He didn't have enough breath left to shout at the birds, and
could only hope they'd | eave him al one once he was past their nest.

And then it seenmed that his worst fears had been realized. The crevasse



appeared to end in a blank, horizontal roof, which would be quite inpossible
to pass. Even so, Terrel was not willing to give up yet, and went on. A few
monents later he was intensely relieved to find that the crevasse did not end,
but veered sideways in a sort of open-sided tunnel that was big enough for him
to be able to crawl along it quite easily. What was nore, to his great joy he
could see level ground, with a covering of threadbare grass, at the end of the
traverse. By the tine he reached that, he knew he'd achieved the first of his
goals. He was at the top

As he stood there, taking in deep lungfuls of the cold, clear air, Terre
wondered for the first tinme what he was supposed to do now. The Tindaya Code
had led himto this spot, but it had given no indication as to what was
supposed to happen next.

Looki ng round, he saw that Savik's \Wale was only a few hundred paces away
and, w thout thinking, he set off towards the great scul pture. However, before
he'd gone very far, novenent froma little further inland caught his eye, just
as the faint sounds of clashing steel and raised voices drifted to himon the
wi nd.

Terrel stared in horror, knowing that he'd overcone one danger only to find

hi nsel f enmbroiled in another. Wat he had stunbled into was not a forbidden
zone but a war zone.

Chapter Six

The terrain over which the battle was being fought was uneven, but Terrel was
on relatively flat ground, with no vegetation to speak of, so there was
nowhere for himto hide. Hs first instinct was to throw hinmself flat, in the
hope that he could avoi d being seen by the conbatants, but as soon as he'd
done this he realized that the battle was noving in his direction. He stil

felt horribly exposed, and knew that he'd have to find a better hiding place
if he was to have any hope of remaining undetected. Going inland was out of
the question —that would sinply take himcloser to the fighting - and behind
himwas the cliff edge. H's only alternative was to go along the coastline one
way or the other. In either case that would nmean crossing a stretch of bare
earth and rock, covered only by sparse patches of grass and a few pockets of
snow. To the east the land rose slowy, but there was nothing | arge enough to
conceal himthere. The only possibility of cover to the west was Savik's
Whal e, but going in that direction would take himfurther out on to the
tapering headl and, making it nore likely that he'd be trapped there as the
battl e went on. However, this was clearly his only chance, and so he took it.
Heedf ul of Alyssa's warning, he wanted nothing to do with the islanders' war,
so he scuttled along the cliff top, keeping as |ow as he could and hopi ng he
woul d not be seen. The awkward novenent sent needl es

of pain shooting through his twi sted | eg, but he linped on

Wth every step he expected to hear the shout that meant he'd been spotted,

but it did not come. In fact, the noise of battle seened to have receded a
little, masked now by a rising wind that was bl owing fromthe other side of

t he headl and.

When Terrel finally reached the whal e, and staggered under its nassive

uprai sed tail fins, he crouched down in the shadows where the belly of the
creature joined the granite below. As he caught his breath, he saw that the
sea was now flecked with white and a rolling swell was building up. He heard —
and felt —waves crashing into the base of the cliffs on the wi ndward si de of
t he headl and, and shuddered to think what might have happened if he'd tried to
cone ashore in such conditions.

Renewed shouting brought his attention back to the soldiers. For the first
time, Terrel was able to see how the battle was being fought. It was difficult
to tell how many nen were involved, but both sides seened to be operating with
groups of archers to the rear, who provided some protection for the advancing
patrols of foot soldiers. These troops were continuously manoeuvring for
position, making use of what cover the terrain provided, sheltering behind
outcrops of rock and drifts of snow, or in the deeper gullies and hol | ows.

Most of the fighting came in short but bl oody skirm shes between these



patrols, before one side or the other retreated, allowing their archers to
fire on the eneny forces |eft behind.

Even froma distance, Terrel could tell that the conflict was in deadly
earnest. He had seen sone terrible things during his travels, but little to
mat ch the savagery of this encounter. The field was already littered with the
bodi es of the dead and dying, and it was clear that neither side was

showi ng any nercy. No prisoners were being taken; the wounded were butchered
where they |ay.

The appal | i ng carnage was al ready making Terrel feel sick, but what happened
next left himnot only horrified but also astonished. Qut of nowhere a
swirling dark cloud appeared, |ow over the battlefield and growing in size by
the nonent. By rights it should never have been able to formin such
conditions, and even if it had, the strong wi nd now racing across the headl and
shoul d have either dispersed the sudden mist or blown it away conpletely. But
neither of these things happened. The cl oud noved back and forth over the
conbatants, withing as though caught in a vortex of several opposing gusts of
wi nd, but never noving very far one way or another. Wiat was nore, withinits
churni ng shadows a strange light began to flicker, and the air all around it
began to hum and crackle. As Terrel felt the hairs on the back of his neck
stand on end, he realized what must be com ng next. Flashes of |ightning burst
fromthe cloud, each acconpani ed by a deafening concussion. The strikes were
obviously directed at a group of soldiers, and Terrel watched in horror as the
men were snmashed to the ground in bl ackened heaps or thrown into the air by
the inmpact. He could hardly believe that such a prineval force could have been
used for a deliberate attack, but that was the only possible conclusion

Al most i nmmredi ately, a second salvo of lightning | eapt fromthe cloud, but this
time it never reached its intended target. Instead of hitting the ground, the
lightning fragmented, apparently deflected by sone sort of invisible shield
surroundi ng the forces under attack. This took the formof a pyramd that
shimered briefly with each bolt of fire, then vani shed again.

Terrel had no i dea what was going on. The use of such weapons —and the

def ences used agai nst them —was quite

beyond hi s understandi ng, though he couldn't help think-ing of the nmuch bigger
magi cal done that the sharaken had built over the palace in Tal azoria, and of
t he nmurderous chaos that had reigned within. Wat he was watchi ng now was al so
clearly the province of sorcerers, which made the nature of the battle even
nmore horrifying.

After sone tine the cloud began to break up, and finally it drifted away on
the wind, its unnatural potency clearly exhausted, but the fighting was far
fromover. The various advances and retreats continued, interspersed with
bouts of violence, the bowen still firing volleys of arrows. There was no

i ndication as to how long the battle was likely to ! rage, but there seened no
possibility of escape for Terrel. The fighting now stretched across the entire
wi dt h of the headl and, effectively cutting himoff fromthe rest of the

i sland. To make matters worse, one patrol was com ng closer to the whale,
apparently trying to outflank their opponents, and Terrel knew he had to find
sonewhere el se to hide.

St oopi ng to wal k beneath the snmooth curve of the scul pture, he made his way
under a fin the size of a small roof and noved towards the whale's head -

whi ch was positioned so that it | ooked out over the point of the pronmontory
and was therefore as far fromthe battle as possible. Terrel hoped that by
positioning hinmself there he would not be seen, but as he crouched under the
gigantic jaw and | ooked around, he thought of a better idea.

The whal e's nmouth formed a small cave that had been visible even fromthe
Skua, and if he could get inside, there would be little chance of anyone
spotting him Myving out to take a | ook, Terrel saw that the opening was
easily big enough for himto clinmb in. The only obstacle was the rows of

wi del y-spaced, inward-facing teeth, both above and bel ow the entrance. He

deci ded that as

| ong as he was careful, they should present no real problem In fact, the



| ower set provided himwi th excell ent handhol ds when he pulled hinmself up
After that it was just a matter of edging inside into the sem -darkness and

t hen keeping very still.

He was just congratulating hinmself on having found the perfect refuge when a
harsh grating sound - which reverberated through the holl ow stone - rmade him
unsure once nore. It was a few nmoments before he realized what was happening -
and then he couldn't believe it. The grinding noise was conming fromthe

scul pture itself, as the lower jaw noved slowy upwards. At first Terrel was
too stunned to react, and then it was too late. The two lines of stone teeth
had cl anped together, barring his way out. The giant nouth had closed. Savik's
Whal e had swal | owed him

Panic gripped Terrel by the throat and squeezed the breath fromhim He
craw ed back to the ennmeshed teeth and, bracing his back agai nst the roof,
tried with all his mght to push them apart. Nothing happened. Then he tried
hitting one of the teeth to see if he could break his way out, but all he did
was hurt his hand. He sat back, telling hinself to be calm There was no

rati onal explanation for what had happened, but as the whale's jaw had cl osed
of its own volition, there was a chance that it would sinply open again and
release him In the neantinme, he had to be ready to escape.

Still afraid, but able to think a little nore clearly now, Terrel took stock
of his situation. There was nothing in his pack that could help him He had
the curved dagger given to himby the Toma, but it wouldn't be any use agai nst
such immovabl e stone. He wondered whether he should stay close to the teeth or
try to explore the rest of the cavernous nouth. Looking around, he saw

somet hing white in

one of the deeper recesses, and realized that the back of the cave was not
entirely dark. There was obviously a source of light there, which neant that
there m ght be anot her way out.

Crawl i ng awkwardly on his hands and knees, Terrel nade his way towards the
patch of light. As he passed the white object he stopped to examine it —then
wi shed he hadn't. His eyes were growi ng accustoned to the dimlight now and
as soon as his probing fingers turned it over, it was all too obvious what it
was. The enpty eye sockets of a human skull stared back at hi m above grinning
rows of exposed teeth. Other bones lay scattered beyond it. Terrel was
obviously not the first person to have walked into this trap. If the gods of
Myvatan really were responsible for the giant scul pture, it seemed that they
had a particularly unpl easant sense of hunour.

Terrel could hear the sounds of battle again now, echoing faintly in the
chanmber, and he knew that the fighting nust be coming even closer. For a
nmonent he considered calling out, hoping to attract the soldiers' attention
What ever they m ght decide to do with him it could hardly be worse than the

fate of the one-tine owner of the skull. However, he knew that the chances of
anyone hearing himanmd the turmult of warfare were very slim and decided that
he'd still prefer to try to find his own way out. He went on

The Iight was coming froma narrow tunnel at the back of the whale's nouth.
The tunnel was circular and barely wi de enough for Terrel's shoul ders. The

si des | ooked rougher than the ridged floor of the mouth, but unless it becane
an even tighter squeeze, that wouldn't be a problem He told hinself he should
at least explore, and find out where the light was coning from He could
always return if the tunnel |ed nowhere. Taking off his pack, he

wonder ed whether to take it with himor |eave it behind, and quickly decided
on the former. If he did discover a way out, he wouldn't want to have to cone
back for his bel ongings. He pushed the bag into the tunnel. Unfortunately,
this had the effect of blocking off nbst of the light, but Terrel couldn't
think how el se to keep it with him

As he crawed into the hole, shoving the pack ahead of him he was i medi ately
aware of the sharp points of rock digging into his belly, arns and | egs. The
skin of his good hand was caught painfully as he pulled himself forward, but
once his feet were inside the tunnel his boots were able to get a good
purchase and he noved forward nmore rapidly —albeit at the cost of a few nore



scrat ches.

He had not gone far when his pack came up agai nst an obstruction, and pushing
only seemed to wedge it tighter. Whatever was ahead was not shifting. Terre
tried to squash the pack to one side and peer around it, but he couldn't see
anything. So he reached round with his good armto see if he could find

what ever was barring his progress and dislodge it. H's fingers encountered
somet hing slimand hard, lying across the width of the tunnel, and he had no
need to see it to know what it was. He'd found part of another skeleton. It
was one of the larger bones that was now wedged tightly, blocking the whale's
t hr oat .

Wth no way through, Terrel reluctantly decided that he'd have to go back. He
began to wiggle around, and imrediately cried out in pain. The stone points
that had been nere nui sances earlier now stabbed at himlike sharp knives,
snagging his clothes and sticking into his flesh. A npst imediately he saw
what had happened and cursed hinsel f for not having recognized the peri
earlier. The whale's throat was |ined with backward-facing 'teeth',

which allowed himto go in but not back out again. So now he really mas
trapped, unable to nove in either direction

Fear, coupled with the sheer stupidity of having got himself into such a
situation, made Terrel want to weep. After all he'd been through, the idea of
his life ending in this horrible, farcical manner was too rmuch to bear. He

t hought of Alyssa, and wondered if she'd ever be able to find himhere —alive
or dead. He heard once nore her words about being careful where he chose to
follow, and wi shed he'd heeded her advice. Follow ng the nman whose skel eton

| ay ahead had not been a wi se move. He had | et her down. He had let them al
down.

" No!

He had been breathing in convul sive gasps, and was startled by the sudden roar
that burst fromhis lips. It had come froma surge of burning anger, a rage
against fate, and it fuelled a new and furious determ nation. He woul d not
surrender meekly. If he couldn't go back, then he would go on. And no flinsy
skel eton was going to stop hin

Squirm ng even closer, so that his face was pressed up against his pack

Terrel used his crooked armto hold this out of the way as best he could while
he reached forward with his other hand. Locating the bone, he felt along its
length to find the central point, where he hoped it would be at its thinnest,
then aligned the heel of his palm drew his armback and slamred it into the
obstacle as hard as he could. The inpact jarred his shoul der and sent spikes
of agony through his neck and chest, but it had no effect on the bone. After a
few deep breaths Terrel tried again, with a simlar |ack of success, but he
was in no nmood to give up now. He repeated his assault.

On the seventh bl ow, when his arm and shoul der were hurting so nuch he had

al nost ceased to notice the

torment in the rest of his body, there was a | oud, sharp crack and the bone
snapped in two. Breathing heavily, alnost weeping fromthe effort it had cost
him Terrel shoved his pack forward again and found, to his inmense relief,
that it now noved easily. As he crawl ed on he passed other bones, but none of
t hem i npeded hi s progress.

After a while the tunnel began to slope upwards and the |ight becane stronger
which gave hima little hope. The passage was soon al nost vertical and was
joined from bel ow by anot her, much smaller tunnel. This was snoot h-sided, and
Terrel could hear the runbling of the sea far beneath him However, by then he
wasn't concerned with this curiosity. He had just glinpsed the sky through a
gap above him and he hurried on up to the open air.

Al t hough he had to be careful still, the stone teeth actually nade it easier
for himto clinb now, and he stuck his head out of the hole, finding - as he'd
expected - that he had enmerged at the top of the scul pture. Looki ng down over
the smoothly curving sides of the whale, he saw to his dismay that fighting
was going on all around himnow. The soldiers had abandoned any pretence of
strategy and had settled for a pitched battle on the relatively open ground of



the promontory. In just a few noments Terrel saw several nen cut down, and
there seened to be no end in sight. Both sides appeared intent on fighting to
the last man. He had no wi sh to become enmbroiled in such violence, and deci ded
to stay where he was until the slaughter ended or noved el sewhere. Preoccupied
as they were, it was not likely that the warriors would notice his head poking
fromthe top of the scul pture

The wi nd had risen considerably since he'd been inside the whale and was now
bl owi ng at al nbst gale force. Qut to sea, a huge swell was buil ding up, and

al t hough Terrel

couldn't see them he could hear some of the waves crashing into the base of
the southwest-facing cliffs. The next thing he heard was not so easy to
explain. It was a loud, mournful whistling, that rose and fell in an echoing,
nmel ancholy song of the sea. He had never heard anything like it before, but it
seemed to be all around himand he knew, with a sudden intuition that he did
not question, that this was the whale's song.

The extraordi nary noise had clearly been heard by sone of the soldiers too.
There was a brief lull in the fighting and many of them gl anced at the whal e,
their faces betraying a mxture of surprise and fear. Terrel ducked down,
trying not to inpale hinmself on too many of the stone teeth, then found that
he was now under threat from another source. A huge thunp from bel ow, | ouder
than any that had gone before, had not conpletely died away. The vi bration was
augrmented by a rushing, gurgling sound that grew | ouder by the nonment - and
Terrel realized what was going to happen just before the source of the noise
reached him He was standing in the whale's blowhole —and it was about to

bl ow.

Directly below him water exploded fromthe smaller tunnel with incredible
force. Expanding to fill the larger space, it lost sonme of its nmonentum but
was still strong enough to lift Terrel up bodily and propel himtowards the
open air. Flailing and spluttering, he found hinself nonentarily weightless as
spurts of seawater, foam and spray flew past himinto the sky. The next thing
he knew he had been deposited, alnost gently, on the whale's back, next to the
still-gushing fountain. He had | anded on his feet, upright, his boots resting
on solid rock. It was al nost as though the water had set him aside so that it
could get on with its proper business of shooting towards the stars, and had
deci ded that his entrance would be nore dranatic

if he was not just sent sprawing to the ground. He was soaked through, and
the water was so cold that it seened to burn his already bruised and scratched
skin, but otherwi se he was miracul ously unhar ned.

The rush of water next to himsubsided as the pressure from bel ow rel ent ed,
and what was left drained back to the sea and into the whale's nouth,
dribbling out between its clenched teeth. Terrel stood where he was, too
shocked to think, only gradually becom ng aware that the only sound he could
hear now was the soughing of the wind. Even that seemed strangely hushed.

The warriors were still there, but the fighting had cone to a conplete stop
Al the nen seenmed to be frozen where they were, sone with their swords stil
raised for a blow that had been halted in nmd-strike. Terrel found that
vaguel y worrying. But what was nore worrying still was that every one of the
sol diers was now staring at him

Chapt er Seven

The silence seenmed to last for ever, and then was broken by a banshee wail

t hat was recogni zably human in origin but which al so sounded |ike a deranged
echo of the whale's song. The effect this had was renmarkable. Sol diers on one
side of the conflict took up the cry - which had presumably come from one of
their own nunber - and at the same tinme they began scranmbling to get away from
the battlefield. A few dissenting voices - their officers, perhaps -tried to

stop them fromrunni ng away, but to no avail. The retreat became a disorderly
st anpede, carrying even the objectors along with it.

Meanwhi | e, those who were left - who were clearly not at all interested in
pursuing their fleeing enemes - stood where they were, still staring in

amazenment at Terrel. He found it hard to believe that his appearance - even



poppi ng up out of the whale like a child's jack-in-the-box -could have brought
such a dramatic end to the fighting, but he couldn't think of any other

expl anati on.

He could see that the renmaining soldiers, who were now drawi ng cl ose to the
scul pture as if pulled by sone mysterious force, wore gold flashes on the
shoul ders of their uniforns. Now that he thought about it, those who had run
away had worn similarly placed black patches. Their allegiance to their
quarter - and their noon - was evidently signified by the col our of these
badges, but unli ke

Kj ol ar's hidden epaulet, theirs were worn in the open. In the confusion of
battl e, such markings nmust be a convenient way of distinguishing between
friend and foe.

Exposed as he was, there was nowhere for Terrel to hide, and he felt
desperately vul nerable. But the soldiers showed no sign of aggressive intent.
Rat her than ennmity, their regard seemed to be tinged with awe, even reverence,
and he realized that —for the tinme being at | east —he had no need to hide.
One of the soldiers | aughed nervously, and for sone reason it made hi mthink
of Jax. He heard his brother's nocking | augh, and then his voice sounded
inside Terrel's head. Now this | ooks |ike fun! Then he was gone, and
forgotten.

An impul se Terrel could not explain made himglance to his right and | ook out
over the sea. He spotted several black shapes am d the surgi ng waves and
sensed, rather than heard, their nournful song. As if in response - or perhaps
as a repeated sutmmons —the stone whal e called again. The ethereal whistling
fl owed over the headl and, then faded into the noise of the w nd.

This time Terrel knew what the strange nusic presaged and, as another | oud

t hunp shook the cliffs below, he stepped carefully to one side, distancing

hi nsel f fromthe bl owhole. Wthout a human presence bl ocking its path, the
seawat er shot into the sky in a single streamwhich was eventually bent and
split apart by the gale, sending spray in a wide arc over the headl and and
beyond the cliffs on the far side. For a noment, a shaft of sunlight created a
smal |l rainbow within the fountain before that too was bl own away on the wi nd.
As the last droplets pattered down, Terrel returned his attention to the

sol diers. One of them a bloodied sword still hanging linply fromhis hand,
gazed back.

"What do you want us to do?

Terrel had not known what sort of greeting to expect -if any —but he could
not have anticipated this. Mreover, he had no idea how to answer. As he stood
there, shivering, with icicles forming in his hair and at the bottom of his

sl eeves, he recalled the | egend which said that anyone splashed by water from
Savi k's Whal e woul d be granted a vision of the future. As far as the soldiers
wer e concerned, he had not only been doused but had actually energed in the

m dst of the eruption. He still didn't understand why this should make hi m an
obj ect of awe, but a nore calculating part of his nmind decided that he should
try to take advantage of the situation. They clearly thought he was soneone —
or something —that he wasn't, and this presented himwi th both an opportunity
and a problem He could try to exercise his supposed power, and perhaps be
obeyed at first, but sooner or later they would find out the truth. So what
was he supposed to do?

'"I's he reading the far-crystal s?' another soldier asked, msinterpreting
Terrel's distracted air.

'"He has eyes like ice,' another breathed - and suddenly there was a rush of
guesti ons.

'"I's he really the child of the whal es?'

"Wio el se could it be?

"Is this the tine of change, then?

"Why doesn't he speak?

"Quiet!' The voice of the swordsman who had spoken first easily overrode al
the others. Wth instant obedience the rest fell silent, their mlitary



training overcomng their curiosity.

"I command this conpany,' their |eader told Terrel. 'Tell ne what you need us
to do.'

Par adoxi cal | y, the earnest expression on the warrior's face nmade Terrel want
to laugh. He was so cold and confused that |ogical thought was al nost beyond
him but he

qui ckly realized that he should pretend to have seen a vision of the future -
a future that included his own safety and confort. The sol diers would
presunably do their best to see that this canme true. If and when his deception
was di scovered, he would deal with the consequences then. However, |ying had
never cone easily to Terrel, and he hesitated before forcing hinmself to speak
"I saw . ' The words cane out as an al nost inaudi ble croak, and he found he
did not have the strength to go on. H s tongue seened frozen and his |ips were
nunb.

"What did you see?" the commander asked eagerly.

But Terrel did not get the chance to even try to answer. As the soldier

fini shed speaking, an arrow slamred into the side of his neck, sending him
sprawing to the ground.

Terrel stared in horror, knowi ng that the man was dead, but his conrades
reacted with nore presence of mnd. Shouted orders filled the air, and
suddenly there was novenent everywhere as the Gold forces prepared to resune
battle. However, they were now at a considerabl e di sadvant age, bunched

t oget her on open ground with their eneny having both the el enent of surprise
and a greater readiness for the fight. The bl ack-fletched arrows took a
terrible toll, and those who were |eft were outnunbered and denoralized. The
battl e becane a massacre.

Terrel was forced to watch all this fromhis elevated position. He crouched
down, trying to protect hinself fromthe freezing wind —and to make hinsel f
as snmall a target as possible in case one of the archers decided to take a
shot at him Oher than that he was hel pl ess, unable to influence either the
course of the renorsel ess carnage or his own fate. Now that it was obvious
that the renewed conflict could only end one way, he wondered whether the
earlier retreat m ght have been a ploy, enabling the Black forces to turn the
tables on their opponents. At the tine their fear had

seened genui ne, and that had either been exceptionally good acting, or their

| eaders had subsequently persuaded themto overconme their doubts and return to
the action. Terrel was inclined to believe the second option, but in the end
it did not affect his own plight. Before long, it was clear that he woul d be
at the nercy of men who were capable of inflicting a truly mercil ess def eat
upon their enem es.

"I could easily get one of ny archers to shoot you down,' the commander of the
vi ctorious Bl ack conpany pointed out. 'You're an easy target up there.'

The battle was over, and Terrel was now bei ng watched by an entirely different
group of soldiers. Some of them were obviously nervous, but there was none of
the reverence he had seen in the faces of the Gold troop. In fact, several nen
seened to regard himw th unni stakable hatred. Still recovering fromthe

revul sion he'd felt at the recent slaughter, Terrel was nonethel ess benused by
the diversity of the reactions to his presence. Cearly, the | egends
surroundi ng Savi k's Whale could be interpreted in nore than one way. 'You'l
freeze to death soon anyway,' the soldier added. 'You' re soaked through. It's
your choice.’

He had begun by insisting that Terrel could not stay where he was and had then
demanded hi s surrender, which seemed a little superfluous. Wat coul d one
unarmed man do agai nst such a force? Terrel, who so far hadn't spoken, soon
realized that there was nore to it than that. H s appearance had initially
caused themto flee, and it seened that sonme of the nen still harboured
suspi ci ons about him

"How am | supposed to get down?' Terrel asked, through chattering teeth. The
guesti on had been in the back of his mnd for some tinme. Returning through the
tunnel woul d be inpossible, but sinmply Ieaping fromthe top of the scul pture



woul d al nost certainly result in his being

badly injured or even killed. The frozen ground would not be a forgiving

| andi ng place. 'How did you get up there in the first place? Terre

expl ai ned, and al though he sensed that at |east sone of his audience did not
beli eve a word he was saying, their commander seemed a little nore
open- m nded.

"Well, at least that makes nore sense than the rubbi sh about you com ng up out
of the sea,' he renmarked contenptuously.

Was that what the other soldiers had believed? Terrel wondered. It seened
barely credible, but their awed reaction had i ndeed been puzzling. If they had
truly thought that he was sone kind of supernatural creature fromthe ocean

it would at least explain their attitude. However, he had the feeling that his
arrival had had a nore specific meaning for the Gold troops. But he would

never know what this was. The bodies of those soldiers nowlay still, grow ng
cold on the w ndswept ness.
"I guess you'll just have to junp and take your chances,' the commander said.

"It's too far down,' Terrel objected. The sides of the scul pture were snooth,
af fordi ng no holds, and sooner or later he would slip and fall

'Move back a bit, and see if you can slide down to one of the fins,' the
conmander suggest ed.

'Captain?' one of the others ventured. 'It'd be better if he went down to the
| owest part of the tail. Before it turns up again. W could help himfrom
there.'

'"Aye, with a prod of steel if necessary,' one of his coll eagues added, waving

a netal -ti pped spear.

'So, Terrel, where do your allegiances lie?

The heal er had made it down unharned, and had told the captain his nane.

"I have none,' he replied. 'I'mnot from Myvatan.'

' Then why are you here?

"I ... I"'mjust a traveller.' He was aware that the npod anpbng the listening

sol di ers was beconing even uglier, but he didn't know why.

"That's not good enough. Which quarter do you belong to?

' The Bl ack,' Terrel clained.

' Good guess,' the captain sneered. 'You do realize you're in a forbidden

zone?

Terrel nodded.

"So if you're one of us, you'll know the password for this phase.’

The newconer's bew | dered expression was all the answer the warrior needed.

' Thought not,' he said.

"I"'mnot a soldier,' Terrel began. 'l don't—

"I can see that,' the captain cut in, flicking at the plain shoulders of the

healer's jerkin. 'You' ve no markings.' Turning aside and addressing one of his
men, he asked, 'Find anything there?

One of the soldiers had been rummagi ng through Terrel's pack

"Not much,' he replied. 'There's this.' He held up the nomad' s dagger. 'Not a
| ot of use unless you're planning to kill someone by stealth. The rest is just

food, clothes. Nice belt.'

"Any markers on it?

"None that | recognize.' The soldi er paused uncertainly. 'The only other thing
is this. The gods know what it is.' He held up a small object —the only thing

t hat had acconpanied Terrel on all his travels.

"It's a clay pipe,' the healer volunteered. It had belonged to Mizeni when
he' d l'ived in t he observatory at

Havennmoon. Terrel had taken it fromthe heretic's |ong-dead hand hinself.

'Does it have power?' the captain asked.

Terrel wondered agai n about |ying, about whether to claimthat it was the

magi cal artefact his interrogator clearly suspected, but he couldn't see the
point. Any such claimcould be easily disproved.

"No,' he said. 'It's just a pipe.' He couldn't understand why such a

commonpl ace article should create such unease.



"What's that?

"You put tobacco or herbs in the bow,' he explained, once he'd realized the
guestion was serious, 'light it, and breathe in the snoke through the stem
Many of the soldiers clearly thought this was hilarious, but their captain was
not anused.

"You think to nock nme?' he demanded. 'What is its real purpose?

"I"ve told you,' Terrel said, frustrated by the fact that telling the truth
only seemed to be getting himinto nore trouble.

"Put it away,' the commander snapped, and the soldier replaced Terrel's

bel ongi ngs and cl osed the pack.

"What now?' the heal er asked.

"Are you one of Reykhol ar's peopl e?

"No. |'ve never heard of him'
At this there were nore smles fromthe soldiers around him
"But you still refuse to tell me where your loyalties lie?

"I told you— Terrel began, but another warrior interrupted him

'"He's a spy, Captain.'

"A brilliant deduction, Pjorsa,' the captain renmarked sarcastically. 'O
course he's a spy. Do you think I'm stupid?

"No, sir.'

"What |' mwondering is who he's spying for and why. But there's no doubt he is
a spy.'

Terrel saw ot hers nodding in agreenent.

"So shall I kill himnow? Pjorsa asked. 'Or should we torture himfirst?
Chapt er Ei ght

"Ch, | think we'll hear a little nore of what he's got to say before we kil
him' the captain decided. 'But |I'mnot going to hang around here till nmny

fingers drop off. Let's get back to canp. Narvat, your detail set the

| ookouts. Stykkis, make sure the wounded get the help they need. Pjorsa,
organi ze the collection of tags. The rest of you, nove!' As his men hurried to
obey, their commander turned back to Terrel. 'You stay in front of nme, where
can see you. And don't try anything funny.' His hand rested purposefully on

t he ponmel of his sword, naking it plain what would happen if the prisoner did
try anyt hi ng.

Terrel nodded neekly. After the recent exchange he was grateful just to be
alive, and in his current state his best chance of remaining that way seened
to be to stay with the soldiers. Wthout their help he was likely to die from
the cold before too Iong. And anyway, he couldn't think of anything funny to
try.

He was given a dry cloak to wap hinself in and, at the captain's pronpting,
he began wal ki ng. The entire conpany went on their way, |eaving the bodies of
both friends and enemies where they lay. Terrel was sinmply glad to be on the
nmove. Although their pace was deternined by that of the wounded soldiers, it
was still fast enough to test his depleted reserves of energy. But at |east
the exercise warmed his |linbs enough for himto be able to concentrate on

ot her things.

H s fate evidently hung in the bal ance, but any delay could only work to his

advantage. He still had the chance to learn a little nmore about his captors,
to plead his case, and hopefully to prove that he wasn't a spy. He already
knew t hat these nen were capable of killing in cold blood, so he'd have to
tread very carefully, but surely it shouldn't be beyond his skill to persuade

them that he would be worth nmore to themalive. Hi s main chance woul d cone
when they reached their canmp and the injured needed treatnent. He could offer
his healing abilities then. In the nmeantinme, he had to come up with a story

t hat woul d be convi ncing enough to ensure his safety. In particular, he had to
deci de whether or not to nmention Kjolur. As a nmerchant |oyal to the Red
Quarter, he was theoretically an ally of the Black soldiers, and the fact that
he'd been at |east partly responsible for Terrel's arrival at Wale Ness m ght
count in the healer's favour



This rem nder of Kjolur set off a whole new train of thought. Terrel knew that
he and the merchant had both been hiding things fromeach other when they'd
tal ked aboard the Skua. Assunming that Kjolur was the one who had nade Terrel's
| andi ng at Whal e Ness possible, why had he wanted Terrel to go there? Had he
had an ulterior notive? And if so, what could it have been? Coul d he possibly
have guessed what was going to happen, or what was likely to happen? He'd been
away fromthe island for so long that this seemed a renote possibility. Surely
no one could have foreseen the extraordi nary events that had just taken place
at Savik's Whale —nor the fact that two groups of soldiers would have been
there to witness them Even so, Terrel found it difficult to believe that
everything that day had happened purely by chance.

The soldiers' canmp was not what Terrel had expected. It lay within a
lowwall ed fortress which appeared to have been built out of blocks of ice and
conpacted snow. This bizarre structure would presunably nmelt in the warner
sumer months, but for nowit was solid enough, and provided both an excell ent
nmeans of defence and -even nore inportant - shelter fromthe ever-present

wi nd. Inside the enclosure there were a | arge nunber of tents and, nuch to
Terrel's delight, several glowing fires. Left under guard beside one of these,
his clothes dried out at last and he felt hinmself begin to thaw. The intense
tingling in his hands and feet was agoni zing, but it was preferable to the
awf ul nunmbness that would have neant he'd suffered permanent danage. For the
nmonent, this was all he could think about —but when the captain returned with
several of his lieutenants, Terrel recognized that he was still in
consi der abl e danger.

'Feeling better?

"Yes.'

' Good. Sone of ny men think we should have cut your throat and | eft you out on
the headl and. Failing that, they'd like to kill you now. Can you give me any
reason why | should stop thent

"I"'mnot a spy,' Terrel replied. '"I've no interest in your war. |I'mjust a
traveller. And a healer. If you let ne, | can help your wounded.'

"You're not touching any of ny nen,' the captain retorted sharply, revealing

t he depths of his own mstrust.

"But | could lessen their pain, help themto recover nore quickly.'

"Pain is a warrior's reward. They'|ll bear it until we get themto the pools.’
"Wn't sonme of themdie before then?

"Probably," the commander admtted, w thout sounding overly concerned.

"Then let nme help them' Terrel pleaded. '| may be able to save their lives.'
'"Are you a magi an, then?

"No." He didn't know what the term neant.

' Then how do you heal ?'

"It's just a talent I was born with. I know how to deal with pain.' He
indicated his tw sted |inbs.

"You said you're fromthe Black Quarter. If you' re a foreigner, what nmade you
say that?

'"He was just trying— Narvat began, but the captain waved himinto silence.

' The Dark Moon has controlled nmy fate since the day | was born,' Terre
replied.

'\Were were you born?

"On an island called Vadanis, that floats in the Mvaghassi Ccean.'

It was clear that his answer meant nothing to the sol diers.

"It floats?' the commander asked sceptically.

"Al'l the islands of the enmpire do. They travel in a conplex pattern

determ ned by the passage of the noons.'

"He's crazier than a cut snake,' Pjorsa renarked.

"You realize we have ways of making sure you answer our questions truthfully?
t he captai n asked.

"Way should I lie? Terrel argued. 'VWhy would | make up sonething |ike that?
What good would it do me?

The sol di er nodded, conceding the point.



"What's that marker on your hand?

Taken aback by the sudden switch in the questioning, Terrel glanced at the
tattoo on the back of his left hand. It depicted four concentric circles,
representing the four noons, and it had been put there to identify himas one
of the inmates of Havennoon.

"I was a slave once,' he said, repeating a story he had used before. 'This was
nmy owner's brand.'

H s audi ence was clearly not convinced.

"If it's a marker, we can negate its power by cutting off his hand and burning
it," Stykkis said.

The captain seenmed to consider this suggestion for a few nonments, then shook
hi s head.

"No. | don't think he's any danger to us that way.'

Terrel's relief was short-1ived.

' Does anyone el se have any questions before we decide what to do with hin®

t he commuander asked.

'What made you go to Whal e Ness?' Narvat asked. 'There are easier ways to cone
ashore.'

'Many of ny travels have been foretold in an anci ent prophecy,' Terre

replied, hoping he was doing the right thing. 'The stone whal e was part of
that .’

"You're an inportant person, then,' Pjorsa commented dryly, 'if prophecies are
being witten about you.'

Terrel couldn't think of a suitable response.

"You don't look so inportant to me,' the warrior added. 'Even Savik's Wale
decided to spit you out.'

That brought a few smles to the gathering

"He did do us a favour, though,' Stykkis pointed out, 'distracting the Gold
scum '

'"W'd have beaten them anyway, no nmatter what he did,' the captain clainmed.
Then why did your men run away when | first appeared? Terrel thought. \Wat did
they think I was going to do? He said nothing, but wondered whet her he could
still play on that initial fear. The soldiers had obviously been able to
overcome their original panic —they were even able to joke about Terrel's
sudden arrival now - but could he sonehow reinstate it? Wiy had they been
afraid of hinP Apart fromhis healing, the only reliable magic he

could call upon was the glanmour, and he would only use that as a last resort,
if it |ooked as though they really were going to torture or kill him But
there were linmits to what he could do with the glamur - changi ng the col our
of his eyes was unlikely to inpress these nen - and if he used it and didn't
make nuch of an inpression, his pointless sorcery would only reinforce their
suspi ci ons. Such nmagic could just as easily condemm himas save him

"Anything el se?" the captain asked.

"I met one of your allies on the ship that brought me here,' Terre

vol unteered. 'He hel ped me get to Wal e Ness.'

"What's his name?’

"Kjolur. He's a merchant fromthe Red Quarter.'

"Never heard of him' The soldier's disdain for a nmere tradesman was cl ear

The ensuing silence went on until Terrel could stand it no | onger

"If you're not going to kill me," he said forcefully, 'can | have sonething to
eat ?'

H s bravado brought sone approving smles and even a little laughter fromthe
sol di ers.

"Bring himsome food,' the commander told one of the guards, 'but keep a watch
on him 1| don't know what to make of this one.' He paused, considering. 'W'|
take him back to Saudark. The generals can decide what to do with him'

After three days' march through an unrenmittingly dreary | andscape, the
soldiers and their prisoner reached the stone-built city of Saudark. It
nestled in a wide valley, beneath the great bul k of a nmountain whose | ower

sl opes were bare rock but whose summit was a bright mass of ice and snow,



ri sing above the layer of mist that lay over the

city itself. The weather during their journey had been foul, w th constant
strong wi nds bringi ng showers of snow, sleet and hail, but as soon as they
entered the valley the tenperature rose appreciably. Terrel discovered the
reason for this as they nade their way to the fortress that was their fina
destination. One section of the town was cordoned off fromthe rest, with
guards stationed at every entrance. Only military personnel were all owed

i nside and, as their own wounded were adnmitted, Terrel realized that this nust
be the site of the healing pools - and the water within them was obviously so
hot that it made the clinmate of the entire city nore pleasant. The cloud that
hung over Saudark was not mi st but a bl anket of steam

The rest of the party went on to the generals' castle and there, after certain
formalities, the captain, his lieutenants and Terrel were all admitted to the
central keep. They were eventually shown into a | arge bare room where they net
with an adjutant called Myrdal.

The conmmander's first duty was to present the tags that had been coll ected
fromthe battlefield. These enabled the dead to be identified so that their
famlies could be inforned.

"You | ost sone good nen,' Myrdal said solemmly, |ooking at the slivers of
nmetal , each one punched with a uni que design

"W did. But the Gold lost nore. W wiped out an entire conpany.' There was
grimsatisfaction in the captain's voice. 'There was no one left to take their
tags hone.’

'The generals will be pleased. Gve a full report to the recorder in the
nor ni ng. "'

"Yes, sir.'

Myrdal was several years younger than the commander, but his rank - and his

i nfluence with the generals - meant that he comranded respect.

"You've earnt some tinme to rest, Captain. Make the nmost of it. You'll be
getting new orders soon enough.'

'There's something else, sir.'

The adjutant gl anced at Terrel, who was standi ng between Pjorsa and Stykkis,
his wists bound together

"I"d like the generals to see the prisoner,' the captain said.

"Are you sure it's worth it?

"I think so. The circunstances—

"I"ll see what | can do,' Myrdal cut in. He was obviously a busy man. 'You can
wait in the anteroom but |I'mwarning you, you could be there a long tine.
They' ve just begun a conference to plan the new canpaign.'

"That's fine.'

' Treat anything you overhear in the strictest confidence, Captain.'

'O course.’

"\What about the prisoner? Mrdal enquired.

"It won't matter what he hears. He won't be goi ng anywhere once we've finished
with him!'

So saying, the captain turned and signalled for his lieutenants to follow him
Havi ng no choice in the matter, Terrel went with them

Chapter N ne

"What was that?

"W've captured a spy, Ceneral,' the captain repeated.

"W execute spies, Captain. Way are you bothering us with this?

'"He's a little unusual, sir. | thought you might want to interrogate him
first.'

"You thought?' General Pingeyri turned back to the group of senior officers
who were sitting round a large table cluttered with maps, sea charts, goblets
and pl ates of food. 'A captain thinking? he declared. 'A dangerous precedent,
eh, gentlenmen?' H's coll eagues | aughed obediently.

"He clainms to be foreign, sir,' the soldier persisted, ignoring this
good- nat ur ed nockery.

"Well, he would, wouldn't he? Look, Captain ... Raufar, isn't it?



"Yes, sir.'

'"Myrdal tells me you did a splendid job on your last sortie. |'msure there'l
be an official commendation when all the reports are in, but right now we
don't have the time to interrogate prisoners. If you really think it's
important, let himwait. Wien we're finished here - ' Pingeyri waved a hand at
the gathering around the table ' - we'll take a look at him'

"Yes, sir.'

Rauf ar gl anced at Myrdal, who gave a resigned shrug as

if to indicate that he'd done his best. The captain returned to the anteroom
where Terrel sat on a bench, still bound and still being watched by the three
lieutenants. After a whispered conversation, Pjorsa and Narvat |eft, but
Raufar and Stykkis sat down, |ooking as though they were prepared for a |ong
vigil. Pingeyri's boom ng voice carried to themeasily as the general returned
to his staff conference.

The door to the main chanber remained open, and both guards and prisoner were
able to see into the room

"Well, gentlemen. The season's just getting into full sw ng. Wat shall we do
to start the year off nicely? Colonel Davik, | understand you've got a
suggestion.'

"Yes, Ceneral. It occurs to ne that a raid on Hvannadal would be the ideal way

of dempnstrating our resolve to strike at the very heart and soul of the White
Quarter this season.'

There was a nonent's silence while the others considered this proposal. Then
everyone started speaking at once, their voices betraying a m xture of

ent husi asm and concern - which nade it inpossible for Terrel to make out what
anyone was saying. The general quickly called the neeting to order

"I think it's a capital idea,' he declared. 'Set the tone for the whole
canpai gn. So, what's our strategy here? Davik, this is your brainchild. Wat
woul d be your plan of attack?

"W can't do this by the book, General,' the colonel replied. 'W have to take
some chances, bal ance the need for surprise against generally accepted

nmet hods. '

' Daring agai nst conmon sense, eh?'

'Exactly. W need a m xture of the two. The White will be expecting us both to
play to our strengths and to try to prey on their weaknesses. Ordinarily those
woul d be sound tactics, but if we're too obvious their foreknow edge will w pe
out our dom nance.'

'Most battles are won and | ost before they're fought,' one of the others
comment ed.

"Planning is vital,' Davik agreed. 'Which is why it's essential that we
confound the eneny's expectations, while at the sane tine avoi ding any
situation that puts us at too great a disadvantage.'

" And how do you propose to do this?" Pingeyri asked

'Let's exami ne their expectations one by one. Firstly, they may not even have
consi dered the possibility of an attack on Hvannadal . The springs are a

consi derabl e way inside eneny territory, and they' ve | ong been regarded as
sacred, even by some fromour own quarter. That sort of belief is outdated, of
course, but preconceptions can often get in the way of clear thinking. In any
case, it's possible their outer defences m ght be | ax. Any such conpl acency
woul d play into our hands.'

"But surely we can't rely upon it?" another officer queried.

"That's correct, Brigadier. Such speculation is by its very nature dangerous.
My point is, the Wite will certainly be far better prepared to defend ot her
sites precisely because Hvannadal is such an unlikely target. By going there
we may gain the advantage of surprise, but at worst we'll be doi ng sonething
they couldn't have expected or planned for. OF course, we need to prepare a
response for when they recognize our intention.'

"If necessary we could mislead themby creating a diversion,' Pingeyri
suggested. 'Pretend we're headi ng sonewhere el se before we tip our hand.'

"An excellent idea, Ceneral,' Davik said, pretending that he hadn't already



t hought of this hinmself. 'But sooner or later we will, as you put it, have to
tip our hand, and that brings us to their next expectation. They'll assume we
intend to march our main force over the Sorendur Pass.

That's the nost direct route, and by far the easiest. It's also accepted
practice to keep an invading arny together, sacrificing speed and stealth for
strength in nunbers. It's a nethod that's served us well in nany canpaigns,
but now nmight be the tinme to change our strategy. I'd like to divide our nen
into smaller units which can nove fast and strike quickly along any of the

m nor passes either side of Sorendur. That way each captain will be able to
advance or withdraw on his own initiative, and keep the eneny guessing, before
we eventual ly consolidate our forces on the far side of the mountains. It may
even be possible to attack the fortifications in Sorendur fromboth sides.' 'l
like the sound of that,' the general runbled. 'However,' Davik went on, 'the
White know that the pass is the best route, and they know that we knowit, so
they may be wise to such tactics. If they realize we're intending to use al
the other high valleys, we could be faced with a stalemate. That's why 1'd
like to send the bul k of our force by sea, into Hofnar Fjord.'

Thi s announcenent caused quite a stir, and in the anteroom Raufar and Stykkis
gl anced at each other, their eyebrows raised in silent coimment. Terre
couldn't tell whether their expressions were neant to convey di sapproval or
nmerely surprise.

"That won't be easy,' the brigadier said. 'In part, that's the point,' Davik
responded. 'W'd have to go in at night. If the boats were spotted too soon

t hey' d becone sitting ducks and any | andi ng woul d be inpossible.’

"It'll be damm near inpossible anyway,' the brigadier stated. 'Hofnar's al
cliffs!’

"There are sufficient inlets and | owlying areas near the inner end for our
purposes,' the colonel replied. '"But that would be right next to the glacier.'
"I know, but if we can get there before they're able to set up defences, we
can do it —and once the arny's ashore, the route to Hvannadal is relatively
short and very difficult to block."'

"W'll have themin a classic pincer novenent,' the general said, nodding his
approval . 'What about tim ng?
"Well, using the sanme reasoning, they'd expect us to wait until the |unar

al i gnment favoured us before we | aunched any maj or of fensive. That's when
their defences would be at their nost alert. On the other hand, if we go when
the noons favour them we'll have the el enent of surprise again. But we'll
have to be careful, because their neo-mancers w |l be conparatively powerful
My suggestion is that we pick a date that's neither one thing nor the other

so we can give Tofana and the rest a chance to instruct their people in
exactly what will be needed, but at the sane tine retain at |east sone el enent
of surprise.’

The other officers considered this for a while, and Terrel had the inpression
that they were waiting to see how the general reacted before speaking

t hensel ves. The healer's brain was al ready buzzing with questions. Wiy were
the springs at Hvannadal so inportant? Wat they were contenplating seened a
huge operation for such an objective. And why were the springs considered
sacred? Who or what was a neomancer? But getting answers to any of these
guestions was inpossible. Raufar and his |ieutenants had been eavesdroppi ng
too, but they remained silent, and Terrel knew that any inquisitiveness on his
part woul d not be appreci ated.

The situation he found hinself in seemed unreal. He had to keep rem ndi ng

hi nsel f that he could soon be arguing for his Iife. The very fact that he was
being all owed to overhear the deliberations of the council of war was in
itself om nous. Unless he could convince themthat he

was on their side - and having al ready di savowed any interest in the war, that
was going to be difficult - they were hardly likely to let himgo free now
that he knew so nuch

"When is the next counterbal ance in our favour?' Pingeyri asked eventually.
'Myrdal, where are the |l atest tabl es?



'"Here, General,' the adjutant replied pronptly, passing over a parchment
covered with various synbols and col ums of nunbers.

"Dam lunarists can't seemto get anything right any nore,' Pingeyri grunbled,
running a thick finger down one of the columms. 'Al ways changing their m nds.
I's this the one?

Myrdal |eant over and gl anced at where the general's finger had stopped.
"Yes, sir,' he said. 'Twenty-seven days from now.'

"Black Moon full. Wiite new. On the same night.’

"And the others?' the brigadi er asked.

"Red half full but waning. CGold exactly the same.' Pingeyri grunted in
surprise at his own discovery.

' That woul d be the perfect alignment for us,' Davik said. 'Wich is why |

t hi nk we shoul dn't go then.'

' Because they'l|l be expecting us?

"Precisely."’

'So do we go before or after? another officer asked.

"Both have their attractions,' the colonel replied. 'If we go earlier we m ght
catch them unawares, and if the canpaign lasts for any tinme, the fact that
such a day is coming up will certainly work in our favour. For norale if

not hi ng el se.'

"It would certainly prey on ny mind if it was the other way round,' the

bri gadi er remarked.

"On the other hand,' Davik went on, '"if we wait unti

after, they may relax after having been so vigilant. Mentally, they'd be
dealing with an anticlinax once the time of greatest danger seened to have
passed. W'd catch them off guard.'

'Before sounds better to ne,' the general declared. 'Apart from anything el se,
it would mean we'd be able to see sone action sooner rather than later. That's
al ways a good thing, especially so early in the season.' He paused, | ooking
around the table. 'So, gentlenen, what's the verdict on the colonel's

pr oposal ?'

' Hvannadal ' s bound to be heavily defended,' the brigadier said. 'Whichever way
we approach it.'

"True,' the general conceded.

" And any damage we could do to the springs would be limted. W can block or
poi son themfor a time, but there's no way we can achi eve a permanent

occupation, so they'll be able to restore themeventually. It'd be a tenporary
victory at best.'

"True.'

"If they get wind of our plans, or see us comng in Hofnar,' one of the others
put in, 'getting ashore will be the |east of our problenms. Just getting anyone
out alive will be hard enough. It would be easy for themto coll apse part of
the glacier and swanp the fleet.'

"True.'

"No one's ever done anything like this, so we'd be in unknown territory —in
nore ways than one.'’

"True.'

"And it would be inprudent for all of us to be there in person,' the brigadier
added.

"True.'

"In fact,' the brigadier sumed up, 'the whole thing is absurdly risky."'
"True.'

There was a pause.

'So when do we | eave?' the general asked.

Terrel had been astonished to see the officers smling as they listed the
various perils they'd be facing. They had sounded positively gleeful. It was
alnost as if they regarded the war as some sort of game, and their apparently
light-hearted attitude contrasted starkly with the reality Terrel had seen on
the battlefield at Whal e Ness. The action there had been anyt hi ng but
light-hearted. He gl anced at Raufar and Stykkis to see whether their reaction



was the sanme as his, and found that they were sniling too.

Is this whole island and everyone on it mad? Terrel wondered. It was a bl eak

t hought. He saw again the corpses littering the headl and, and hoped he'd never
have to see anything like that again. Al his healer's instincts rebelled at
such a horrible waste of [ife —which was nmade even nore horrifying because he
didn't understand what any of themwere fighting for. What had caused the war?
And why had it been raging for so | ong?

Such specul ati on was qui ckly put aside when his conpanions rose to their feet.
Terrel realized that the neeting was breaking up, with officers heading in
various directions, all filled with an obvi ous sense of purpose. The detailed
preparations for the operation were evidently begi nning.

Myrdal appeared in the w de doorway between the two roons and beckoned the
soldiers forward. Stykkis took hold of Terrel's good arm and dragged himto
his feet.

"Time for you to nmeet the general,' he said.

Chapter Ten

Raufar went into the council chanber ahead of Stykkis and their prisoner

"You still here, Captain? Pingeyri sounded vaguely surprised.

"Yes, sir. | believe this could be inportant.'

"Very well.' The general glanced round; apart from Myrdal, only the brigadier

remai ned fromthe neeting. 'What do you think, Eskif? Can you spare a few
nmonents to take a |l ook at this spy?

The brigadi er | ooked up fromthe nmap he was studyi ng and shrugged, his

i ndi fference plain.

"Bring himin," Pingeyri ordered.

At Raufar's signal, Stykkis marched Terrel forward, still holding his armin a
grip of steel. The senior officers stared, their interest piqued by the
prisoner's msshapen |inbs and crystalline eyes. Terrel net their gaze as
steadily as he could, aware that these nmen held his fate in their hands. From
close to, the general was a nore inpressive figure than he'd seemed at first.
Pingeyri was a large man, but his bulk came from nuscle, not fat. He was nore
than twice Terrel's age but his novenents held the vigour of youth, and there
was a shrewdness in his grey eyes that spoke of cal culation rather than

bl uster. Even his voice seenmed sharper now that he was not surrounded by so
many of his colleagues, and Terre

wondered if the rather bluff character he'd seen earlier had been just an act.
' So, Captain, what makes this fellow so extraordinary?

"It's a conbination of things, General. But nostly it's the way we cane across
him He clinbed out of the top of Savik's Whale when its waterspout blew'

Pi ngeyri was clearly astonished. He gl anced at Terrel, then returned his gaze
to Raufar.

'Great gods, man! Wiy didn't you tell me this earlier?

The captain w sely chose not to point out that he'd been given no chance to do
any such thing, and the general didn't seemto expect an answer.

"You'd better tell us what happened, and then we'll see what the prisoner has
to say for hinmself,' he decreed.

"Yes, sir.' Raufar gave a brief but surprisingly fluent description of
Terrel's appearance and his subsequent capture and interrogation. It was clear
that he'd spent nost of the enforced wait deciding exactly what to say. Wen
he'd finished, Pingeyri and Eskif exchanged gl ances, then turned their
attention to Terrel

"Wuld you say that the captain has painted an accurate picture of what
happened?' the general asked him

'For the nost part, yes.'

"You really expect us to believe you clinbed the cliffs at Whal e Ness?' the
bri gadi er queri ed.

'Yes, because it's the truth. And if you send someone to Port Akranes, either
Kjolur or any of the crew of the Skua will confirmit.

'"The ship will be Iong gone by the time a nessenger could reach Akranes,'
Pingeyri told him 'Foreign nmerchants tend not to hang about.’



"Kjolur, then.'

'"Even if we nmanage to locate him' Eskif said, 'what are we supposed to do
with you in the neantinme?

Terrel had no answer to that.

"I"'mnot a spy,' he stated instead.

"Sinply a traveller? the brigadier said sceptically.

"Yes.'

' One who just happens to come ashore at the right time and place to re-enact a
scene from one of our best-known | egends?’

For a nonent the question baffled Terrel, and then he remenbered the tale from
Kj ol ur's book

"I wasn't trying to re-enact anything,' he said. '|I was trapped and the

bl owhol e was ny only way out. And | didn't see a vision of the future, even

t hough | was soaked through.'

"A vision?' the general queried.

"Isn't that what the | egend says is supposed to happen?

"That's one version,' Pingeyri admtted.

So what are the others? Terrel wondered, realizing now that Kjolur really
hadn't told himthe whole story.

"What puzzles nme,' the general went on, 'is what you hoped to achieve by this
char ade.'
"Nothing. | was just followi ng ny own destiny.'

"You weren't trying to influence the progress of the battle? Eskif asked.
"No. | was hiding.'

"And it didn't work anyway,' the brigadier commented, disregarding Terrel's
denial. 'Captain Raufar saw to that.' The soldier's description of events had
enphasi zed the tactical nature of his conmpany's withdrawal, drawi ng a vei

over the panic that had acconpanied their initial retreat.

"You were doing nothing,' Pingeyri said, 'and yet you claimto be a magi an?
"No. | don't even know what a magian is. |'ma healer.'

"But you've given us no proof of this claim'

"I haven't been given the chance,' Terrel replied, glancing at Raufar. Two of
his men had died fromtheir wounds before they'd reached the healing pools.
Terrel was convinced he could have saved their lives, but chose not to say so
now i n case he antagoni zed the captain still further

"Such talent must surely have been learnt at the foot of a master,' Eskif

decl ared. 'Wich w zard trained you?

"It was a gift | was born with,' Terrel said, shaking his head, 'and which
have | earnt to use by experience. |'ve never been to Myvatan before, and |'ve
never even nmet a wizard.'

"You claimto come froman island that floats upon an ocean none of us have
ever heard of, and yet you speak our |anguage,' the general observed. 'Wo but
a spy would need to learn a foreign tongue?

"Atraveller,' Terrel replied. 'How el se am | supposed to nake nyself
under st ood?

' Myvat an does not wel cone travellers.' The brigadier's views presented quite a
contrast to Kjolur's, but Terrel saw no point in revealing that.

' Coming here was not entirely ny choice,' he said.

' Ah yes, this prophecy of yours. Tell us nore about that. No, wait.' Pingeyri
held up a | arge hand. 'Mrdal, get Vatna up here, will you? | think he should
hear this.'

The adj utant nodded and strode fromthe room

"You think it's worth bothering hin?' Eskif asked. 'This man's obviously a
spy. His story is full of inconsistencies.'

"That's what intrigues ne,' the general replied. 'For a spy, he's renmarkably
i nconmpetent. | can't believe even the Gold woul d send soneone as badly
prepared as this. Reykholar's no fool.'

"You're not saying you believe hin®

"No, but Vatna will be able to put sone of his clains to

the test. And if he fails, his end will be all the nore unpl easant.’



Terrel did not like the sound of that. Woever this Vatna was, he was in no
hurry to meet him However, a few nonments later a commotion fromthe anteroom
made themall turn to see what was happening. Myrdal had returned, acconpanied
by three nmen, but Terrel doubted that any of themwas Vatna. Two soldiers were
supporting the third newcomer, who was wapped in blankets. H's bare feet
dragged across the floor and his head lolled fromside to side. Hs |lips were
dark blue, as if they had been stained by ink. At the sight of himboth

Pi ngeyri and Eskif had risen to their feet, and the expression on the
brigadier's face was one of shock and horror

"I"'msorry to interrupt you, General,' Mrdal said hurriedly, '"but this may be
urgent.'

"What happened to hin?' Pingeyri demanded.

"He'd been captured by the Gold at Melrakka, sir,' one of the soldiers replied
breathl essly. 'But instead of killing himthey left himon the glacier, half
naked. He was near dead when we found him'

"Way didn't you take himstraight to the pool s?

"He insisted on being brought here, General. Said it was vital he talk to you.
But he passed out on the way.'

'"He may have intelligence,' Mrdal guessed.

"Well, it's not going to do us nuch good if he dies before he can talk to
us,' Pingeyri muttered. 'Were's Vatna?'

"He's on his way, sir,' the adjutant replied.

'He needs warnth. Bring sone mtra. Quick!’

The sick nman had been placed on a cushioned chair, and Terrel could see that
he was in a very bad way. H s nose, fingers and toes were all chalk white, and
the rest of his skin had the greasy, pallid | ook of dead flesh. The cold had
sunk deep into his body, right to the bones, robbing himof all but the |ast
vestiges of life. Wien one of the soldiers brought a cup of steamng liquid,
its fragrant herbal scent filling the room the invalid was unable to swall ow,
the mtra running unnoticed down his chin. H's eyes had rolled up so that they
showed only white, making his appearance even nore ghastly.

Bel atedly, Terrel saw his chance

"Let me help him' he said | oudly.

Everyone except the dying man turned to | ook at him

"I"'ma healer,' he added earnestly. 'I can help himif you let ne.'

Pingeyri turned to the brigadier, who shook his head, his face a pal e nask of
grief.

"W'll wait for Vatna,' the general decided. 'Were is he?

'Even Vatna may not be able . . .' Myrdal left the sentence unfinished. 'What

have you got to | ose?

Pi ngeyri hesitated, indecisive for once.

'Pl ease,' Terrel begged.

"Let the stranger try,' Raufar said, |ending the heal er unexpected support.
"I'f he fails, I'Il kill himnyself here and now.' The captain drew his sword.
The general |ooked to Eskif again. The brigadier seened at a | oss, but then
nodded.

'Go!' Pingeyri commanded. 'Do what you can.'

Terrel moved quickly and knelt in front of the chair. He took one of the
invalid' s hands in his own, feeling the cold as a doubl e shock. The skin was
lifeless, but worse than that, the blood inside the fingers was frozen, turned
to crystals of ice, and it was the same at the man's other extremities. Terre
found it hard to concentrate with Raufar standing right behind him his bl ade
at the ready, but the healer was determined not to let this chance slip away.
Cosing his eyes, he let the outside world fade away and fell, unresisting,
into the patient's waki ng dream The cold had al nbst succeeded in shutting
down the man's entire system but he was clinging tenaciously to the | ast
strands of internal warnth and strength. Terrel pushed and cajol ed, feeding
his own dreamheat into the void, at the sane tine trying to push back the
twin invasions of pain and lethal indifference. If the mnd and the body
ceased to care whether they lived or died, the end would not be long in



comng. He felt a glinmrer of consciousness return, spreading light into the
dar kened dream and bringi ng new agonies with it. Terrel hurried to convince
his patient that such tornment was worthwhile - that it was a sign of returning
life - but even the healer had rarely experienced such exquisite tortures. As
he fought on, he was only vaguely aware of voices outside him in another
realm

'"He's got a little nore colour.’

"Hi s eyes! Look.'

"I's he com ng round?

Terrel knew that the man would not die now, that the energy he'd bequeat hed
hi m woul d be enough to prevent a total surrender, but he needed nore than
that. As the patient's own body began to fight for itself, Terrel was at | ast
able to turn his attention to the frozen extrenities, hoping that he could
restore the ruined flesh before it was damaged beyond repair. Melting the
mal i gnant ice crystals proved easy enough, but the various bal ances within the
bl ood were still all wong, and he had to expend even nore of his own reserves
totry to put themright. If he failed, the fingers and toes would still rot
and di e even though they were attached to a living frame. He was j ust

conpl eting this painstaking task, com ng close to exhaustion hinself, when he
was roughly shoved aside and the contact was |lost. Sprawl ed on the floor, he
tried to protest,

but he didn't have the strength to speak and sinply lay there, |ooking up at
the man who had repl aced hi mand who was now exami ning the patient's face and
hands.

'Can you save hin®?' the general asked.

'That's already been done,"' the newcomer replied, sounding puzzled. 'In fact,
there's nothing wong with him As far as | can tell, he's just asleep.'

In the silence that followed this summation, several of those present |ooked
at Terrel.

"Are you sure, Vatna?

"OfF course, Ceneral. Wat's going on here?

' Kopak was near death when he was brought in,' Pingeyri explained. 'I'd swear
that his hands and feet were already lost to frosthbhite.'

O hers nodded i n agreenent.

"Wll, there's no sign of it now,' Vatna said.

'"But he was on the glacier ' The soldier's voice faltered, his incredul ous
expression mirroring the other faces in the group

"Looks like Terrel really is a healer,' Raufar said softly.

Al'l conversation cane to an abrupt halt as the patient coughed. Hi s eyes
returned to normal and cane into focus, and he | ooked down at his own hands
and flexed his fingers carefully. The brigadier went to kneel beside him
"Are you all right, Kopak?' he whispered.

'"I"'mfine, Father ... | mean, Brigadier.' He | ooked round at the officers and
tried to stand up, but Pingeyri pushed hi mback down. The patient accepted
this indignity, |ooking very weary now but otherw se unharned.

' You have sonething to tell us, | believe,' the general pronpted.

Kopak | ooked benused.

"Do you renenber anything? his father asked.

"I"ve just had the nost extraordinary dream' he replied,

speaking slowy and uncertainly, as he blinked and gl anced around the group

once nmore. 'But before that |— Terrel heard no nmore. He had fallen asleep
where he
| ay.

Chapter El even

There had been ot her occasi ons when Terrel had woken up and not known where he
was, but it had usually been an unpl easant and unnervi ng experience. On this
occasi on, however, he felt refreshed and invigorated by his enforced rest.

Part of the reason for this was obvious as soon as he opened his eyes. He was
lying on a confortable mattress within a wooden box-frame, and covered with

bl ankets that were both soft and warm It had been a long time since he'd



slept in such |uxury.

The roomwas snall and held little in the way of furniture - just the bed, a
stool and a small table - but its whitewashed walls and brown stone floor were
bright in the hazy sunlight that streamed in through the open wi ndow. The
shutters had been thrown back and the door at the other end of the room stood
ajar, so there was no question that these were |odgings rather than a prison
cell.

The air that drifted in through the wi ndow was cool and crisp, scented with
the now famliar tang of herbs, but also with something that made it seem pure
and al nost sharp, like the taste of underripe fruit. Wthout know ng why,
Terrel had the inpression that he was hi gh up, above the busy and soneti mes
fetid domain of mankind, and this was confirned when he got out of bed and
hobbl ed over to the window. Hi s roomwas near the top of one of the highest
towers in the fortress, and it had a view over the upper

part of the city and the snow covered mountai n beyond. Although the thin cloud
of steamfiltered the sun's brilliance, the panoranma was breat htakingly
beauti ful .

Terrel shivered and realized he was wearing only a kind of shift, |oosely tied
with a cord at his waist. Hi s pack and boots |ay beside the table, but there
was no sign of his clothes. He was debating whether to go exploring or to get
back into bed when the door was silently pushed open and a wonan's head peered
around at him

'"Ch,' she said. 'You re awake! | was begi nning to wonder.'

"Why?' Terrel snmiled at her evident surprise. 'How | ong have | been asleep?
"Alnost a full day,' she told himas she cane in. 'Can | get you anything? Are
you hungry?'

"I"'mfam shed.' He hadn't realized it until that nmoment, but now his hunger
was al nost pai nful .

"I'"ll bring you sonme mtra first,' she decided. 'Then food. Is there anything
in particular you'd |ike?

' \What ever you have.'

She turned to go, but in spite of the protestations of his stomach, Terre
didn't want to be left alone again so soon

"Wait a nmonent,' he said, and she stopped in the doorway.

'Have | done sonething wong? she asked anxiously. 'No, of course not!' he
replied, wondering why she should even think to ask such a question. '1'd like
to know your nanme, that's all. I"'mcalled Terrel.'’

"I know,' she said, |ooking shy now 'M/ name is Latira.'

' Thank you for |ooking after ne, Latira.'

"I"'monly doing what I'mtold,' she said, but she smled anyway. She had a
plain face and short nousy hair, but the smle lit up her pale blue eyes. She
was the first woman Terrel had seen on Myvatan

r

"Do you know where my cl othes are?' he asked.

This time Latira averted her gaze and bl ushed, and Terrel realized that she
nmust have been the one to undress hi mwhen he was unconsci ous. The thought
enbarrassed himtoo, though he wasn't sure why it shoul d.

"They're back fromthe laundry,' she said, 'but they're not quite dry yet.

["I'l bring themup soon.'

' Thank you.' Terrel couldn't help thinking that in this climate a | ack of
clothes could inprison himas effectively as any iron bars, but he sensed no
deception in her words.

"I'"d better go,' she said. 'They wanted me to tell them as soon as you woke
up. '

' They?' Terrel queried.

' The generals, of course,' she replied, and slipped away before he could ask
her anythi ng el se.

H s next visitor was Vatna. Fortified by a hot drink and a | arge neal, but
still without his clothes, Terrel greeted himfrom his bed.

'"Are you recovered?' Vatna asked as he drew up the stool and sat down, resting



his el bows on his knees and | ooking at the healer intently.

"Alnmost.' In truth, Terrel still felt rather weary but, conpared to the
uncertainties that had plagued himfor the | ast few days, he was in an
excel l ent frame of m nd.

'Good. |Is there anything you need?

"No. Latira is looking after ne perfectly.

"I"'msorry | treated you roughly yesterday. | didn't know then that we were
brot hers.'

'Brothers? Terrel queried.

'You wear the marker of Jokul sa, the god of snow and rain. As do |."' Vatna

rolled up his left sleeve and turned his shoul der towards Terrel, who w nced
i nvoluntarily. Branded deep into the flesh of the islander's upper arm

were two vertical wavy lines and a small star. The scars were old now, but

Vat na nust have endured terrible pain when the wounds had been new. The heal er
did i ndeed wear the same synbol, but his own marker had cost himno

di sconfort. It was inscribed upon a small clay tablet, which hung on a cord
around his neck. He reached inside the shift and pulled it out now, conparing
the two desi gns.

'No one had seen your pendant,' Vatna explained. 'You could have saved
yourself a lot of trouble if you'd shown it to us earlier.’

"I didn't realize,' Terrel said. 'I"'mnot famliar with your gods. Were this
cones fromit's called "the river in the sky".' He renenbered the cerenony
when it had been presented to himby the desert nomads of M srah. They had
naned him'the voice of rain' when he'd been accepted into their tribe.

' The gods have nmany different names,' Vatna commented. 'But here, Jokul sa

wat ches over us.'

Different and yet the sane, Terrel thought. Sone synbols apparently had a

uni versal neaning. During all his travels on Nydus, the sane shapes and notifs
had turned up over and over again. He couldn't inagine tw places nore

di sparate than M srah and Myvatan, but even they had such things in comon.

' Your marker ' Terrel said awkwardly. 'Wat does it signify?

"That | ama magian,' Vatna replied, as if this ought to be obvious. 'In nane
and rank, at least.'

'Does that mean you're a healer too? Terrel asked, hoping to clarify his

t hought s.
"I have sonme slight skill in that way. We all do, but it's nothing conpared to
yours. | mght have been able to save Kopak's life, but at the very |l east he

woul d surely have lost his hands and feet, if what the others have told

me is correct. He will remain a soldier, thanks to you. The Great Plain would
have been deni ed hi m ot herwi se."

Terrel wasn't sure what to make of this. He was sinply glad that here —as

el sewhere —his healing abilities had earned himrespect and gratitude from

t he people he net. Now, perhaps, he'd be able to pursue his own goal s without
being threatened with torture or death. It had been some tinme since he'd even
t hought about trying to find the fourth el emental

"You proved a couple of things there,' Vatna went on. 'Firstly, you obviously
are a healer, and if that part of your story is true, then we have to take the
rest seriously. Alot of people are going to want to ask you a | ot of
questions.' He grinned, and shrugged apol ogetically as Terrel |ooked pained.
'Secondly - and just as inportant - you denonstrated that you're not an eneny
spy. You certainly wouldn't have kept Kopak alive if you' d thought he had
vital intelligence about our foes.' 'And did he?" Terrel asked.

"Yes. He renmenbered it soon after you passed out.' 'Wat was it? What was so
i mportant that he should risk his life like that?

"It's not for me to say.'

Terrel nodded, perversely glad that the soldiers were now keeping things from
him It nmeant they expected himto remain alive.

' Perhaps you could tell me something else, then,' he said. '"I'll do ny best.
What do you want to know?' 'General Pingeyri said that what |1'd been told was



only one version of the | egend about Savik's Wal e. Wat are the others?

"I thought that might interest you,' Vatna said with a slight smle. 'You
certainly made quite an entrance, didn't you? | wish |I'd been there to see
it.'

"It was all an accident, really. | had no idea what it neant.'

The magi an eyed hi m specul atively for a few nonents, then evidently decided to
take Terrel's statenents at face val ue.

"There are a | ot of theories about who or what could energe fromthe whal e as
you did,' he began. 'Sone say he'd be half nman, half fish, and would swi m up
fromthe sea. Gthers claimhe'd be a nessenger of the gods, or a phantasm
created by w zards.'

"I"'msure |I'mnone of those things.'

"I don't see any gills or fins,' Vatna agreed, smling, 'and you seemrea
enough to ne. You could be a messenger and still be unaware of it, | suppose.
The gods don't always tell us how they're using us. And they are neant to have
built the whale.’

T still don't think they'd have picked nme,' Terrel said. 'Don't | have any

ot her choi ces?

'The only other version | know of is that the stranger is a man who's been
ensl aved by the nmonster who lives in the fires beneath the island. But that's
just a tale for children. The old dragon of the vol canoes. My nother used— He
broke of f, seeing the expression on Terrel's face. 'You |look as if you know
that story.'

Terrel had been doing his best to hide his reaction fromthe other man. The

| egend of a 'nonster' underground was indeed famliar to him He'd heard
simlar tales relating to the el enentals in Vadanis and Macul —but he did not
feel ready to reveal the true purpose of his journey to Myvatan yet.

"It's just that | was a slave nyself once,' he said. 'O a man, though, not a
nonster.'

"Raufar told us,' Vatna said, nodding.

"It brought back some bad nenories,' Terrel inprovised.

"Silly, really.' He did his best to snile, wondering if he really had been
ensl aved by the Ancients.

"Doesn't sound silly to nme,' the islander said gravely. "W're all free nmen on
Myvat an.'

Terrel could have argued with that claim but he had no wish to get into such
a debate.

"Tell me about this nonster,' he said instead.

"As | said, it's just a fable. Vol canoes played a big part in the creation of
this land, and many of themare still active. Wen you're little it helps to
have sonme expl anati on of what nakes them erupt.'

' The dragon?'

"Just hope you're not too close when he sneezes,' Vatna advised with a grin.
"Il try to renenber that. Where is it likely to happen?

' You mean where does the dragon live? No one knows. My nother used to say its
[ air was somewhere under the Lonely Peaks, but that it could travel anywhere
by swi mm ng down the tunnels of nolten rock.'

Terrel wanted to ask nore about the Lonely Peaks, but he was aware that he'd
al ready shown rather nore interest in the nythical nonster than he could
justify, so he just snmiled and let Vatna go on with his retelling of the

| egends of Savik's Whal e.

"That's all beside the point, really. The nore interesting parts of the
stories concern what the arrival of the stranger portends. The nbst common
version in this quarter is that of a great fire - rain turning to burning tar
snoke and ash filling the sky and choking the life out of the |and.
Fortunately that hasn't happened yet.'

But it might explain the initial panic and retreat of the Black soldiers,
Terrel thought. Had they really expected fire to rain down fromthe sky? It
seemed ridi cul ous unti

he renenbered the unnatural lightning that had played a part earlier in the



battl e.

"Alternatively,' Vatna went on, 'it's supposed to predict a terrible run of
luck in the war, a series of defeats beyond our control. It's all nonsense, of
course - Raufar and his nmen proved that - but soldiers can be a superstitious
lot. O course, for the Gold it neans the opposite - a great victory, possibly
the final decisive victory in the war as a whole, or at the very |least, the
return of the sculpture and the land it stands on to their "rightful" owners.'
'The CGold Quarter think it belongs to thent

'Exactly. That's nonsense too. | can show you ancient maps and treaties, but
good faith never neant anything to those scum' For the first time Vatna's
face showed traces of real anger and disgust. 'We'll never surrender what is

rightfully ours.’

Terrel now had an explanation for the differing reactions of the two groups of
sol diers. He al so knew why Raufar and his men had found it necessary to return
and kill all of the Gold troops. They couldn't allow any of themto go back to
their own quarter with news that a |l egend had come to |life. The propaganda
val ue of such a story woul d have been enornous. By the sane token, the
sol di ers woul d have wanted to keep the stranger's arrival fromtheir own
people, in case it was considered an ill onen. It was no wonder sone of them
had wanted to kill himon the spot.

'"To be perfectly honest,' Vatna added, i mediately contradicting Terrel's
assunption, 'that's part of the reason Raufar chose to keep you alive. He
wanted to prove you were just a man, not sone fantastical creature.’

Terrel nodded.

"And the nost rational explanation,' he said '"if | was an ordinary man, was
that I was a spy.'

"Yes. Not that |I'msaying you're ordinary.' The magian's | ean face creased in
anot her grin. 'But you could have been an inpostor sent by one of the CGold

Wi zards—

"In order to fool people into thinking the |egend had come true,' Terre

conpl eted for him

'That was certainly a possibility.'

"But you don't believe it any nore?

'No. Nobody does. What's happened since wouldn't nmake sense. And if you were
one of Reykhol ar's people, you' d be trying to connect yourself to the |egend,
not denying any link.'

Terrel was glad now that he'd acted the way he had and hadn't tried anything
nmore fanciful. Logic, it seenmed, had proved his innocence.

'There are two nore possible consequences to the appearance,’ Vatna added.
'"One is a vision of the future so powerful that it has to cone true and
there's nothing anyone can do to prevent it. That's the version you' d al ready
heard, | gather.’

"Yes. But | certainly didn't see any visions.'

"So the final possibility is that it marks the beginning of a new era for
Myvatan, a tinme of change.'

Terrel had come across that phrase before, in connection with the Dark Mon's
suddenly erratic behaviour, but it seened to have a nore specific neani ng

her e.

"What sort of change?' he asked.

"Who knows? It's so vague the inspirators can read whatever they like into
it.'

"Inspirators? Terrel queried.

"Storytellers,' Vatna replied. 'They're usually soldiers who' ve retired from
active service. W use themto entertain the troops.'

"And to inspire then?

' Perhaps. None of our men ought to need inspiration

Qur cause is just.' He sounded fierce now, and this made Terrel fee
unconf ort abl e.

'So those are all the legends of Savik's Whal e?" he asked.

"Not quite. There's one nore thing,' Vatna hesitated, then smled. 'You should



be gl ad you're not associated with it, in fact.'

" \Why 2

'Because in all the versions |'ve heard, the end is always the sane,' Vatna
told him 'The man who conmes fromthe whal e dies.'

Chapter Twel ve

"So if Raufar had killed nme,' Terrel said, when the inplications of Vatna's

words had sunk in, 'he'd have been fulfilling the legend, giving it credence.’
' That was probably part of his reasoning too,' the magian admtted. 'Contrary
to what the general likes to tell people, you don't get to be a captain

wi t hout havi ng sone brains.'

'"How i s the stranger supposed to die?

' Thi nk of sonethi ng unpl easant and soneone's suggested it. Fire, of course, a
fall fromthe cliffs, being turned to stone, decapitation, or being struck by
[ightning. One way or another the stranger becomes a martyr or gets his just
deserts, depending on your point of view Raufar decided to | et soneone el se
take the responsibility for that.'

'"Wse man,' Terrel conmented.

"OF course, if you'd died fromthe cold anyway it woul d have nmade things a | ot
nore conplicated. Fortunately for us - and you - that didn't happen.'

' So what now?'

'"W're considering that,' Vatna replied. 'You' ve got to adnit, your appearing
as you did was quite a coincidence, and we won't be able to keep it quiet for
much | onger. Some of the soldiers are bound to talk, so what we have to do is
deci de how to use these events to our advantage.'

" A new version of the | egend?

"It's been done before,' the magi an agreed. 'Wio knows? You m ght end up
becoming a talisman for the whole arnmy. Pingeyri's sent nessengers to the

ot her generals, and they'll put their heads together, ask the advice of anyone
above a certain rank, and then conme up with a plan.'

"Do | get any say in this?

'"That remains to be seen,' Vatna replied noncommit-tally.

"What rank are you?' Terrel asked.

"Technically I'"ma colonel, but really it's just honorary. | act as liaison
bet ween the general's staff and Tofana's.'

"So will you be part of these discussions? |Is that why you' re here?

'"Yes. And partly. | have a professional interest in your healing. I'ma

sol dier and a nmagian. Having a foot in both canps can be difficult, but it has
its advantages.'

"Tofana's a wizard?' Terrel queried

"Yes. The best of themall,' Vatna replied proudly. 'l wouldn't be surprised
if you get an invitation to the pyram d. Then you'll see for yourself.'

Their conversation was interrupted before Terrel could ask any nore. Latira
cane into the roomquietly, and although she was obviously afraid of Vatna,
she was deter- mined to say her piece.

"I think you' ve been here | ong enough, Mgian.' The words cane out in a rush,
as if she was appalled by her own tenerity. 'Terrel needs to rest.'

Vatna | ooked as if he were about to object, then thought better of it.

' You have your own dragon protecting you, it seens,' he remarked to Terrel
"I"'monly doing my job,' Latira stated defiantly.

"Indeed. It's good to know you're taking such good care of your patient.'
Vatna turned back to Terrel. 'l can see you're tired. W' Il talk again.'
Standi ng up, he gave Latira a nock salute before striding fromthe room
Terrel smled at his nurse

"I hope you don't think . ' she began. 'l was only ..." "I have no
conplaints,’ he told her. "I'"min good hands." 'I'll bring you sonme nore
food,' she said, |ooking nuch happier now 'Then you should rest.' 'Thank

you.'

Terrel lay back as she left. He was indeed weary, and in one sense he was gl ad
to be al one again. Vatna had given hima lot to think about.

As evening drewin, and with his stomach confortably full once nore, Terre



knew he ought to try to rest again, but while his body was tired, his brain
was all too active. It kept returning to the problemof the riddle posed by
Kjolur's role in recent events. As an educated man, it was reasonable to
assune that the merchant would be aware of all the | egends surrounding Savik's
Whal e, not just the one he'd told Terrel. So if that were the case, had he
somehow been trying to use the mythology to take advantage of the
superstitious nature of the people of Myvatan? Had he actually wanted Terre
to become a victin? O a martyr? On the surface, that made no sense at all
Most of the tales pointed to outconmes that favoured the enem es of the Red
Quarter, so to deliberately pronote the possibility of them comng true was
irrational. Unless, of course, Kjolur had |lied about his real allegiance.
Terrel only had the man's word for it - and he'd felt at the time that the
nmer chant had been keepi ng somet hi ng back. The red patch under his epaul et
could easily have been faked. And yet the Skua had been heading for Akranes,
whi ch was in the Red

Quarter. Was it possible then that Kjolur was hinmself a spy? G ven subsequent
events, that would be ironic to say the | east.

There were alternative explanations, of course. It was possible that Kjolur
had genuinely been trying to help Terrel, and was either unaware of the
dangers or had believed themto be irrelevant. The versions of the tales told
in the Red Quarter mght be very different to those Vatna had described. But
the fact that Kjolur had not even adnitted that he was responsible for Gstan's
agreement to go to Wiale Ness indicated that the nmerchant was unwilling to be
associated with the stranger. That in itself cast his notives into question
and left Terrel nore confused than ever

In any case, the heal er thought, even if Kjolur did want one of the | egends to
cone true, how could he have possibly have predicted the events of that day?
The presence of the two warring factions, Terrel's own decision to clinb

i nside the whale's mouth, the rising wind - none of those things could have
been known to anyone who had been away fromthe island for several nonths. It
was a conundrum that had puzzled Terrel before, but he was no nearer an
answer. Unless, of course, Kjolur was a prophet, and it was he, not Terrel
who'd had a vision of the future. Terrel's experiences in Msrah had convi nced
hi mthat such things were possible, but he had no proof of it here. Either
way, the chances were that he woul d never neet the nerchant again. He wasn't
even sure he wanted to. Although he didn't understand how or why, Terre
bel i eved that Kjolur had used himfor his own mysterious purposes, and he
didn't want to risk it happening again.

The heal er's thoughts were interrupted by the nmuted sounds of an argunent
out si de the chanber. He coul dn't

hear what was being said until the end, when Latira's voice grudgingly
conceded def eat .

"All right then. But only for alittle while.'

The door opened and Eskif canme in. The brigadier |ooked at Terrel, then
hesitated, his deeply-lined face show ng signs of strain.

"I wanted . " he began eventually. 'I wanted to apol ogi ze for m sjudgi ng
you.'

"You don't need to apol ogize,' Terrel said. 'I'd probably have thought the
same in your place.'

"Yes, but it would have been the greatest nistake | ever made if . . .' Eskif

couldn't conplete the sentence and instead | ooked down at his feet. A nonment

| ater he glanced up again and faced Terrel with a new determi nation. 'My son
is alive and whol e because of you. That is a debt I can never fully repay. If
there is ever anything you need, you have only to ask.'

' Thank you.'

"That's all | wanted to say, really.'

'Good,' Latira said fromthe doorway. 'O f you go, then.' She stood outside to
| et the brigadier pass, then pointed a finger at her patient. 'You, go to

sl eep.’

Terrel copied Vatna's earlier salute and grinned. Latira smled back, then



cl osed the door. He lay down, thinking that now at |east he had sone allies he
coul d count on

The bitter scent of nmitra followed himinto his dreans. Anong the inmages of
ice and fire, of madness and bl ood, its soothing influence spread a calm
detachment, so that Terrel was able to watch w thout pain or revulsion. It

all owed himto be objective, to remain coolly observant, |earning even from

t he i mages of a ni ght mare.

But such conposure came at a price. An om nous presence hovered in the
shadows, just out of reach - not that

Terrel had any wish to bridge the gap hinself. If anything it was the other
way round, with the interloper's frustration at not being able to do nore
spiralling into inpotent anger. Terrel knew who it was. He knew he'd have to
face his twin brother again one day, but he wasn't ready yet. He m ght never
be ready. But he knew for certain that he didn't need Jax's interference now
The dream changed then, twisting fromthe war in the night sky to the
underground rivers of flame - where a dragon's eyes | ooked back at himwith a
crystalline stare that mirrored his own.

Terrel was woken by a | oud runble of thunder. Someone - presumably Latira -
had cl osed the shutters while he slept, and a dull light filtered through the
slats. Arattle of hail stones against the wood showed that the weather had
taken a turn for the worse. In contrast to the previous day, the air in his
chanmber seened thick and stuffy. The scent of herbs was stronger too.

Terrel found hinmself worrying that the mitra mght have had an intoxicating
effect. Its fumes seened to be ever-present in the fortress, and had even
filled the soldiers' tents on the journey to Saudark. There seened to be no
way to escape its influence, but if he was right, it was possible that -fax
m ght be able to invade nore than Terrel's dreans. In the past - in those
extreme cases when Terrel had becone drunk or had been incapacitated by the
sharaken's potion -the prince had taken over his body too, wth disastrous
results. That was the last thing Terrel needed, and he made a mental note to
ask Latira to take the herbs out of his room He had no i dea where they m ght
be.

By the time his next visitor arrived, Terrel was up and dressed in his own

cl ot hes. Although wi nd-blown ice

continued to batter against the shutters, the roomwas brighter now, thanks to
an oil lanp Latira had brought in. H's nurse had reacted strangely to his
request about the mtra, claimng she couldn't snell anything, and for the
first time Terrel had the inpression that she was not being quite open with
him However, he didn't have nuch tine to dwell on this before the arrival of
Ceneral Pingeyri.

"Well, young man, you've created quite a stir.'

'That wasn't ny intention, sir.'

"You're | ooking better than when | saw you last. Are we treating you well?
'Yes. Thank you.'

'Good. Vatna's already been tal king about his plans for you. Is there anything
you'd like to do while you're here?

"I"d like to see nore of the city,' Terrel replied. 'I'm strong enough now.'
'"I'"d be glad to arrange that,' the general said, 'but perhaps you should wait
until the weather inproves. There's only so nmuch the wi zards can do about it
this early in the year.'

' Your wi zards are weat her-nages?

"I"ve not heard it called that before, but | suppose it's the same thing. The
war wouldn't be half as interesting if all we had to fight it with were swords
and arrows.'

"So the lightning at Whal e Ness was deliberate!' Terrel exclainmed. 'The
soldiers were using it as a weapon. Does that nean there were w zards there?
"No.' Pingeyri |aughed. 'Wzards are too valuable to risk in the field. That's
what neonancers are for.'

' Neomancers are soldiers who use magi c?'

"Didn't you know that?



Terrel shook his head.

' Boys and young men who show a certain aptitude go to the w zards for
training,' the general explained. 'Wen

they're ready, they join the arny. At |east one to each conpany, sonetines
nore. They're vital to nost operations, for attack and defence.'’

" And your enem es do the sane?

"Ch, yes. Wuldn't be a fair contest otherwise, would it.' He |aughed agai n.

'"Qur lads can use lightning, wind, hail -even storns and tornadoes - but they
have to be able to protect their conrades from such things too.'
The whol e process sounded horrifying to Terrel - an appalling m suse of magic

—and it was inpossible for himnot to think of Jax. He too was a

weat her-nmage, and if he was ever let |loose in Myvatan, he'd be in his el enent.
The consequences woul d not bear thinking about. It made Terrel even nore
determ ned not to give his twin such a chance.

"It's all part of the game,' Pingeyri added cheerfully.

The healer found this attitude hard to take.

"Doesn't all the killing bother you? he asked.

Pi ngeyri frowned.

"Way should it?" he said. 'Qur enenies deserve to die. That's the whol e point,
isn't it?

' But what about your own nmen?

"I"'msad to lose friends,' the general admtted, 'but what better way to die
than as a warrior? To take your place in the march across the G eat Plain? One
day | shall do the sane.'

"You don't direct operations from here, then?

"What would be the fun in that? O the glory?

"So you really will sail with the fleet to Hofnar Fjord?

"OfF course. Did you doubt ny intentions? This will be a mgjor campaign. It's
only right that | should be at the head of ny arny.'

Terrel was beginning to see why nmen would foll ow such a | eader, but he stil
couldn't understand why the war seemed to be the only thing that mattered on
Myvat an.

"Way are the springs at Hvannadal a worthy target? he asked. 'It seens an
enornous operation for such an objective.'

' The hot water springs are a powerful magical source for the Wite w zards,'
the general replied. 'They also feed one of their main healing pools. To
strike a blow there woul d denoralize the eneny forces, and boost our own.'

"I's that why the springs are considered sacred?

"OfF course. Their potency varies with the |unar sequence, but we can turn that
to our advantage if Davik's plan works. You should come al ong.'

'"Me?' Terrel wasn't sure if Pingeyri was being serious.

"Why not ? Soneone of your skills would be wel cone in any conpany.'

Terrel didn't know how to respond. He didn't want to of fend his hosts, but
Alyssa's advice —and his own inclination - made himreluctant to get directly
i nvol ved in the war.

"Think about it," Pingeyri said affably. 'In any case, there's plenty for you
to do before then.' He stood up. 'I'd better go. No peace for the w cked, eh?
'"How | ong has the war been going on?' Terrel asked quickly. It was one
guestion he'd never got a straight answer to and it had been preying on his

m nd.

"Ch, | don't know. Along tine. Hundreds of years, probably. But we'll win in
the end. 1'll see to that —with a little help fromthe gods, of course.’

The general strode out, |eaving Terrel aghast. Hundreds of years of warfare?
It was no wonder the entire island was insane.

"Tell me nore about Kjolur,' Mrdal said.

"There's not much nore |I can tell you,' Terrel replied. 'Wat does he trade
in?

"lI'"ve no idea.’

After the general left, Terrel hadn't had long to wait for his next visitor
Pingeyri's adjutant had arrived carrying several scrolls, though he hadn't



referred to themat all. After some initial pleasantries, the conversation had
turned to Terrel's journey to the island —and to the nmerchant in particul ar
"Way do you think he was so keen for you to go to Wal e Ness?

"I don't know for certain that he was. |I'mjust guessing that it was his

i nfl uence that made Gstan change his mind.'

'But why woul d he have done such a thing? Mrdal persisted. The adjutant was
a young man, about the same age as Terrel. Hi s serious face was framed by
[ight brown hair which was short but thick, rem nding Terrel of an animal's
fur.

' Perhaps he was just trying to help a friend," he said. It didn't sound

convi ncing, even to him

' Because of this prophecy of yours?

' Maybe.' Terrel shrugged. 'l don't understand his notives, but he coul dn't
have foreseen what was going to happen.'

"Unl ess you' d agreed it between you beforehand,' Mrdal suggested.

"No. |— Terrel faltered, realizing that he had not won the trust of all the
Bl ack officers.

' The general and his staff certainly seemto have taken a shine to you,' the
adj utant remarked, his face displaying no enotion. 'Are they perceptive judges
—or sinmply gullible?

"I"'mnot a spy,' Terrel said. He had thought he'd put all that behind him and
di scovering he'd been | abouring under a m sapprehension cane as a bl ow
"Perhaps | just have a suspicious mnd,' Mrdal went

on. 'But this could be a plot to gain their confidence. Healing Kopak was a
clever nove, but it didn't necessarily prove your allegiance.'

"He was sick. I'ma healer,' Terrel said desperately. 'That's all | cared
about .

"OfF course, you probably never anticipated ending up here. You wouldn't have
expected all the Gold troops to be killed.'

"I never expected any of this,' Terrel protested.

"If even one of them had got away, you ni ght have achi eved your purpose.'

"No. That's not—

"W only have your word that you arrived on a foreign ship, which -
conveniently - was heading for Akranes, on the far side of the island, so
there's no way of checking your story.'

Terrel was silent, unable to think of any plausible response.

"OfF course, you may be the innocent you claimto be.' Myrdal's expression
turned to a snmile that was patently false. '"But I'mnot as easily convinced as
the others. 1'll be keeping an eye on you, Terrel.'

Wth that, the adjutant turned and swept fromthe room

Chapter Thirteen

So much for allies | can count on, Terrel thought ruefully. Al of a sudden
his room had begun to seemlike a prison cell after all.

The encounter with Myrdal had shaken his newfound confidence. The adjutant's
suspi ci ons had been bad enough, but the prospect of his sharing themwth his
fellow officers was even worse. |f that happened, all hope of co-operation
woul d di sappear and Terrel really would be a prisoner again. He wondered why
Myrdal had kept his doubts to hinself. Surely his duty to the general would
have forced himto share his thoughts? Was it sinply a case of his not being
quite sure of his facts, and wanting to avoid the enbarrassment of being
proved wong? Judging by the little he knew of him Terrel thought the
adj ut ant was probably someone who was used to keeping secrets. But mght he
have sone hi dden agenda of his own? If so, Terrel couldn't imagine what it
was.

The ot her puzzle was why Myrdal had chosen to reveal his mstrust to Terrel

If he had been intent on unmasking himas a spy, then surely it would have
been better for himto let the healer remain in ignorance. Then he could
watch, and wait for Terrel to nmake a mistake. By warning him he would have
put any real spy on his guard. So what was he up to?

On reflection, Terrel realized that even those people



who seened to be on his side had said nothing about granting himhis freedom
They appeared to be nore concerned with the various ways they could use him
Only Eskif had offered to help him and as a result of Myrdal's visit Terre
was now wondering if he could take even that at face value. Did Pingeyri and
Vatna really trust him or were they playing roles in an el aborate game? They
had both seemed perfectly genuine, but now Terrel was filled with doubt.

At the same tinme, the walls of his roomseened to close in upon him and he
felt a desperate need to prove he was not a prisoner. He went over to his pack
and rummaged through its contents. The nomad dagger was still there, which
made himfeel slightly better. His hosts wouldn't have let himkeep a
potentially rmurderous weapon if he was considered an eneny. Unless that too
was part of the bluff - hoping he'd try something stupid and give hinself
away.

Stop it! he told hinself. You'll drive yourself mad if you go on like this.

He stood up, leaving the knife where it was, and wal ked over to the door
Hesitating for only a nonent, he lifted the latch, opened it and stepped into
the corridor. The passage outside was dark and narrow. At its m dpoint, doors
led off to either side, but they were all closed. At the far end, next to what
Terrel assumed was a stairwell, Myrdal and Latira stood together. They
appeared to be in an earnest conversation, but they fell silent, |ooking
round, as Terrel energed. Latira smled. Myrdal didn't.

"You're | ooking better,' his nurse observed.

'"I"d like to go out.' The weat her had inproved recently, and it had becone
very inportant to Terrel to prove that he could go out. 'I'd like to see

somet hing of the city,' he added. 'The general said | could."'

After a brief murmured exchange, Myrdal di sappeared down the stairs and Latira
cane to join her patient.

'Col onel Vatna will be here soon,' she inforned him 'He's been wanting to
show you around."

Terrel would have preferred to wander off on his own —but he'd al so realized
that the chances of that happening were very slim

'"I's there anything you' d like before you go?" she asked.

'No. Thank you.'

"Are you going to help then'

'Hel p who?' he asked. 'Wth what?

"The war is all they think about.' Latira was the first person to showlittle
ent husiasmfor the fighting. "Wth anything new, their first thought is how it
—or he —can help themwn.'

"I don't want anything to do with the war. 1'ma healer.'

'Even heal ers are a val uabl e resource. The sooner the wounded get better, the
nore the arny benefits.'

Terrel hadn't thought of it like that before. H s healing had al ways seened a
good thing - and it still did - but if all he did was help men return to
battle and get injured again —or even killed —then what had he really
achieved? Al he'd ever wanted was to reduce the anmount of pain in the world.
"I"'msorry, Terrel,' she said. 'Don't |ook so worried. You're a good man, |'m
sure of that. You don't need nme to |l ecture you.'

Vat na came boundi ng up the steps before the heal er coul d respond.

"You're ready,' he said breathlessly on seeing Terrel. 'Excellent. Let's go.'
A blustery wind was bl owi ng down the street, but after his recent confinenent,
Terrel revelled in the freshness of the

air. The hail had stopped, but high grey clouds noved swiftly across the sky -
the protective | ayer of steam having been bl owmn away —and the upper sl opes of
the mountain were no longer visible. The pavenents were still wet, and it was
col d enough to suggest that the puddles would turn back to ice by nightfall
After their initial spiralling descent fromthe tower, their exit fromthe
fortress had involved a |l abyrinthine trek through corridors and courtyards
until they'd reached one of the | esser gates. The sentries there had sal uted
the colonel - and had tried not to make their interest in his conpanion too
obvious. After that the two nen had been the objects of many nore curious



gl ances. Inside the castle, alnost everyone Terrel had seen had worn a
mlitary uniform but the people in the city streets were the usual mi xture of
nmen, wonmen and children. Yet even here there was a sense of orderliness, of
pur pose. Everyone seened to be goi ng sonmewhere or doi ng sonething specific.
Terrel had never felt at ease in cities or large towns, avoidi ng them whenever
he coul d, and Saudark was no different in that respect. However, he was
observant enough to realize that it was |ike nowhere el se he had ever been. No
one loitered on corners, gossiping. If there was any trade going on, it was

t aki ng pl ace i ndoors, out of sight. The cobbled | anes and al |l eyways were
remarkably clean and quiet. Compared to the noisy, odorous chaos of somewhere
i ke Betancuria or Qm sh, Saudark was |ike a ghost town.

That thought brought a wave of longing to see Alyssa and her ghostly retinue,
but there did not seemto be any animals about for her to occupy. No dogs or
cats prow ed the streets; no one rode on horses or mules; there didn't even
seemto be any birds. Terrel knew that in a place this size there nmust be sone
animal life, but he had yet to glinpse any of it.

"Where are we goi ng?" he asked, although he'd al ready guessed their probable
desti nati on.

"To the healing pools,' Vatna replied, confirnmng Terrel's prediction. 'l

t hought you'd want to start there, it being relevant to your line of work, so

to speak.'
Havi ng only seen the pools fromthe outside, and havi ng observed the steam
ri sing above the conmpound, Terrel had imagined themto be small, open-air

| akes of hot water. But the reality proved quite different. After the guards
at the entrance had |l et themthrough, Vatna led himinto a wi ndow ess buil di ng
and along a dimy-lit corridor

['"lI'l take you to see the springs first,' he said, his voice echoing fromthe
stone walls. 'That's where it all begins.'

They eventually energed into a square courtyard surrounded by a cl oi stered
paverment. The interior of the quadrangle was open to the sky and it was

i mediately clear that this was the source of the steamthat |ay over the
city. Great white billows rose into the air fromits centre, where water,

hal f - hi dden in the m st, gushed fromthe earth in undul ati ng waves. Fromthere
it poured out in all

directions, rippling over snooth mounds of multicol oured stone before dividing
into separate streanms. These in turn flowed into carved channel s and
eventual |y di sappeared, still bubbling, into small holes that |ed beneath the
paverment Terrel was standing on. Even fromhis position at the edge of the

del uge, the heat was trenmendous, and he knew wi t hout having to test the theory
that the water would scald himif he allowed it to touch his skin. Near the
centre, where it was literally boiling to the surface, it would kill himin
nonent s.

"It's too hot to use it here,' Vatna said, as if he'd read Terrel's thoughts.
"That's why we siphon it off, and |l et some of the steam escape. The water
cools as it flows

t hrough the pipes to the healing pools, so when it gets there it's just the
right tenperature.'’

"Does it flow as strongly as this all the tine?" Terrel asked, recalling the
feeble springs of Msrah's desert.

"Wthout fail,' the colonel replied. 'The supply is constant. All we have to
do is make sure the channels don't silt up.'

The water | ooked quite clear to Terrel, but he realized that Vatna had not
meant the type of silt he was used to. There were presumably various mnerals
and salts dissolved in the liquid which wuld settle out as it cool ed. That
expl ai ned the weird nounds of grey-white stone, coloured with streaks of
orange, blue and green

'"Are the springs at Hvannadal |ike this?

"I"ve never seen them' Vatna replied, 'but | suppose so, yes.'

'Have your enemies ever tried to destroy this place?

The col onel shook his head.



"If they have, they never even got close,' he said dis-mssively. 'They'd be
stupid to try.'

Does that mean your proposed raid on Hvannadal is equally stupid? Terre
wonder ed, but he kept the thought to hinself. He sinply stared at the nassive
spring, marvelling at the underground forces that brought such i mense power
to the surface. He woul d have expected the water to emerge with the roar of a
m ghty cataract, but in fact the outpouring was eerily quiet, punctuated only
by the intermttent hiss of escaping steamand the gurgling of the |esser
rivulets. The unconfortably humd air was filled with snmells that varied
constantly, quite sweet one noment, sour or noxious the next, but there was
somet hing el se in the atnosphere too, sonething Terrel could not explain.
There was a vague sense of potency that inpressed himbut al so nade himfee
uneasy. If this

power was truly used for healing, it would dwarf his own meagre tal ent, but he
couldn't escape the feeling that - in spite of appearances - it was sonehow
unnat ur al

"W can go inside now,' Vatna said, obviously gratified by the foreigner's
awe.

Terrel was | ed down anot her passageway, then through a side door. Leaving
their coats on pegs provided in the vestibule, they went on into the lanmp-1lit
warren beyond. The air here was very warm and thick with vapour, and Terre
was soon sweating profusely. The cl ose atnosphere also held a new mni xture of
scents. Terrel couldn't hope to identify themall, but while some fragrances
were flowery, others were bitter, and underlying themall was the herbal reek
of mitra. He could only hope that he woul d not be overcome by the funes.

' The magi ans work here constantly,' Vatna told him 'making sure each patient
gets the right mixture for his injuries, and checking that the water is

al i gned properly."'

"Aligned?" Terrel queried. 'What do you nean?'

"You really need soneone better qualified than ne to explain it properly. |
can sense it, and use it to some extent, but | never really understood the
theory.' Vatna sounded slightly ashaned of his shortcom ngs. 'The best | can
do is say that water is a remarkabl e substance, and the elements that make it
up can be aligned in various ways. To be effective for healing it needs to be
in a certain pattern. It's the magi ans' job to make sure that the pattern's
correct.'

Terrel was no | onger surprised at |earning sonething new and unexpected about
a substance he had once taken for granted. Water was central to all life - his
time with the Toma had taught himthat - and as far as the Ancients were
concerned, it was not only magical but al so very dangerous.

By now the two nmen had reached a | ong narrow hall which had rows of small
cubicles on either side, divided by plain stone walls. Inside each cubicle was
a sunken bath, through which water bubbled, entering from openings at one end
and exiting via drains at the other. In each pool of hot, swirling liquid
floated a man. They were all naked, their eyes closed as if asleep. Each of
them bore injuries of one kind or another. Although sone of these appeared
quite serious, none of the nmen was actually bleeding. Inrersion in water would
ordinarily have been the last thing Terrel would have reconmended for open
wounds, but what was going on here was clearly far beyond his expertise.
Seeing a man he recogni zed from Captai n Raufar's conpany, Terrel stopped and
stared. When he had last seen him Kavika had been badly cut on his left arm
and shoul der and his chest had been covered in a massive dark bruise. Terre
had suspected broken bones within, and had feared that the danage done woul d
prove fatal before they reached Saudark. But the man had survived, and now it
was hard to see anything wong with him There were only faint scars where his
skin had been sliced open, and the discoloration over his ribs had vani shed
entirely. And all this had happened in | ess than two days.

"That's incredible,’ Terrel breathed.

"He's ready to wake,' an unfaniliar voice stated.

The newconer had approached silently, his bare feet naking no sound on the



warmtiled floor, and his words had startled Terrel. Turning now, he saw a
young man dressed in a short grey tunic.

"Hello, Solva,' Vatna said. 'This is Terrel, the healer | told you about.
Terrel, Solva is a magi an whose talent far outstrips mne. He's in charge of
t he pool s.'

Sol va bowed his head slightly in acknow edgenent, but

said nothing. After a nonment he knelt down and di pped his fingers into

Kavi ka' s pool. He nodded, apparently satisfied, then stepped into the water.
Supporting the patient's neck with one hand, he tapped his forehead gently
with the other. The soldier's eyes opened and he took a deep breath, then sat
up and sniled. Solva hel ped himto stand and when he had done so, retreated,
letting Kavika conme to terns with his new situation. The sol dier stretched,
then deliberately thunped hinself on the chest with both fists. Terrel w nced,
but Kavi ka only | aughed. He was whol e agai n.

"What's he doing here?" he demanded, glaring at the foreigner

"He's our guest,' Vatna replied. 'Terrel is a friend, not a spy. And he is a
true healer.'

Kavi ka | ooked sceptical, but knew better than to argue with a superior

of ficer.

' Coul d you have done this for me?' he asked.

"I doubt it,' Terrel replied truthfully.

"The difference is that he could have treated you in the field,' Vatna said,
"rather than having to wait until you got back here.’

The soldier did not seemoverly inpressed by this argument. He nerely stood
there, water dripping fromhis muscular frame, quite unabashed by his
nakedness.

"You can return to your conpany now,' Solva told him 'Come with nme and get a
new uni form

After the other nen had gone, Terrel and Vatna continued their tour. The

buil dings on all four sides of the quadrangle were simlar in design, and
there were literally hundreds of pools, nearly all of them occupied. Terre
saw sone invalids with quite horrendous injuries, but was assured that they
woul d all recover eventually and return to active service. He was left with a
deep sense of adnmiration '

for the work the nagi ans were doing, and wi shed that it could be seen as an
end in itself, rather than a nmeans of hel ping the war effort.

'Coul d the pools be used to treat ordinary illness, rather than just wounds
frombattle? he asked.
"l suppose so,' Vatna answered doubtfully. He had clearly never considered

such an idea before. '"If the alignments were done properly. But all the
resources here are needed for the arny, so the question doesn't arise. If
you' ve seen enough, 1'd like to show you another part of the conmpound.'

"All right.' Terrel was beginning to feel rather |ightheaded now, and hoped

t hat wherever they were going next was not so full of funes.

Vatna | ed himback to the vestibule, where they collected their coats and went
outside. The air felt very cold after the nmuggy atnosphere of the pools, and
Terrel was soon shivering inside his danp clothes. Before | ong, however, he
forgot all about his tenporary disconfort. The col onel ushered himinto a

buil ding a short distance fromthe springs. Inside was a dormitory, with rows

of narrow beds, where a few dozen nen lay perfectly still. Terrel knew what
had happened to them even before his gui de spoke.
' These are sonme we haven't been able to heal,' Vatna said. 'This ward is

normal |y used for |ess urgent cases, who have to wait when the pools are full,
or for those who've had to come out early to allow nore serious wounds to be
dealt with. But recently there's been a rash of injuries we can't explain. At
first we thought they were just unconscious after a blow to the head, even

t hough most of them showed no outward signs of that. But the healing pools
didn't help themat all. They look as if they're dead, but they're not. If you
wat ch closely, they're still breathing, although very slowy.



'Sl eepers,' Terrel whispered.

'"That's what we call them' Vatna said. 'How did you know?

That's what everyone calls them Terrel thought.

"I'"ve come across this before,’ he said al oud.

'"Real ly! Can you cure thenf

" No.

Vat na' s di sappoi nt nent was pal pabl e.

"Il try, just to nmake sure,' Terrel added hurriedly, '"but I'mreasonably
sure that what's afflicting themis beyond ny healing. O anyone else's.'

"W had hoped— Vatna began, then fell silent as Terrel went to one of the
beds and took the hands of the comatose soldier in his own. The man's skin was
cool, but not completely lifeless. The waking dreamwas still there, but so
far away that Terrel had no way of connecting to it, let alone sharing it with
the sleeper. His spirit was wandering el sewhere.

Terrel gave up the attenpt and | ooked around. There were nore sleepers here
than he'd ever seen in one place. He had only ever seen isol ated cases before.
Alyssa had been the first, of course, at a time when he'd understood not hing
of what was happening to her. Like all the other sleepers, she was sonehow
bei ng protected, although that protection cane at a price. He still found it
hard to believe she had been in a coma for nore than seven years now and,
despite all the evidence to the contrary, even harder to believe that in al
that time she had cone to no harm In fact, if her long sleep followed the
pattern of others he had seen, she would hardly have aged at all since her
dramatic coll apse. Terrel had no idea what having so many sl eepers here neant,
but it confirned that he had been right to cone to Myvatan. Although he didn't
understand it conpletely, there was undoubtedly a |link between the Ancients
and the sl eepers.

"I"'msorry,' he said. 'There's nothing I can do for them

' Some of them have been here for nonths,' Vatna told him 'but they don't seem
to have cone to any harm'

'They won't,' Terrel assured him 'Il've seen sleepers who have hardly changed
in ten years.'

'Ten years! W thought naybe their bodies had just got the signals for

hi bernati on m xed up.'

"It's nore conplicated than that.'

'l see,' Vatna said, though clearly he didn't. '"Is it eneny sorcery?

"I doubt it," Terrel replied. 'Do you know if these nmen have anything in
commmon?

"Not that |I'maware of.'

"Did they fall asleep in any particul ar place?

'No. Cases have been reported all over the quarter. Even one or two here in
Saudar k. '

"And they're all soldiers?

"Yes. O course.’

"Have any civilians beconme sl eepers? Any wonen?

"I don't know.'

"Who woul d know?' Terrel persisted.

"I think it's time you went to the pyram d,' Vatna decided. 'There's clearly a
ot you need to discuss with Tofana.'

Chapt er Fourteen

"Just ring the bell and give the doormen the password,' Captain Hosak repeated
patiently. "'They'll let you in.'

""Look into the ice-worm s eyes"?' Terrel asked doubtfully.

'Yes. Think you can renenber that?" The soldier sounded as though he was
speaking to a small and stupid child.

'"It's a strange password,' Terrel commented.

"That's the point. It's not going to just slip out in normal conversation, is
it? lce-worns don't even have eyes.'

The captain was in command of the eight-man patrol that had escorted Terre
from Saudark. Vatna had arranged the trip, but had been too busy with his own



duties to acconpany them Hosak, l|ike his nen, had been generally

uncomuni cative during the two-day march, and had given the inpression that he
resented having to play nursemaid to a foreigner

"Aren't you coming in with me?" Terrel asked. When he had first glinpsed the
pyramd, he'd felt sone initial stirrings of unease, and now that it was only
a short distance away he was unaccount ably nervous.

'No. Tof ana summoned you, not us.'

"But it would save you having to canp out in this weather tonight.' Snow had
been falling intermttently for

the Iast day and a half, and now | ay ankl e deep all around them The soldiers
had hardly seemed to notice this while they were on the nove, but once they'd
cone to a halt their expressions had grown sullen, and they were stanping
their feet inpatiently. Terrel wondered which of them had been conmi ssi oned by
Myrdal to watch over his progress —and who woul d take over that duty once he
was inside the wizard' s domain.

"W're used to it,' Hosak replied tersely. "And if we stay here nuch | onger
they'Il be using us for target practice. So get going.'

Terrel wanted to ask what he nmeant, but the captain's tone did not invite
further curiosity.

' Thank you for escorting me here,' he said instead.

Hosak nodded but said nothing, and Terrel turned to | ook at the pyranid again.
Its sloping walls were built of |arge slabs of warm honey-col oured stone,

whi ch stood out from both the predom nantly grey rock of the nountai nous
terrain and the pristine whiteness of the new snow The triangul ar surfaces
were quite smooth, except for incised synbols carved into some of the bl ocks.
Terrel was not surr prised to see that the carvings depicted famliar enbl ens.
He had seen nmpbst of them wi th minor variations, at different points on his
travel s. The nost prominent was a |large version of the design on his pendant
and the brand on Vatna's arm- 'the river in the sky'. That was presunably
Tofana's own marker. Terrel wondered if this was a good onen.

As he began to make his way towards the w zard's donmain, Terrel heard sone
nmuttered coments fromthe sol diers.

"If an ice-wormdid have eyes |'d bet they'd be just like his.'

"You really think he's never been inside a pyram d before?

'"He's in for a surprise then,' someone added, and Terrel could sense the
smi | es behind him

He tried to set these remarks aside and trudged on, his boots sinking into the
powdery crystals. The bell that Hosak had pointed out hung from a wooden frane
t hat | ooked disconcertingly like a gallows. By the time Terrel reached it, he
was only three or four paces fromthe | ower edge of the pyramd itself, but he
could still see no sign of a door, let al one any doornen. Reaching up, he
grasped the clapper and pulled it against the bell. H s nervousness nmade him
tentative, and the resulting sound was dull and barely audi bl e. Nothing
happened. Overconpensating, Terrel yanked the cl apper back and forth, setting
up an ear-splitting clangour that he tried in vain to quiet. But still nothing
happened.

As the last reverberations were dying away and he was steeling hinmself to
shatter the peace of the nountainside once again, a novenment caught his eye
and he froze, his stomach tying itself in knots. A panel of stone had slid
back and to the side in total silence. The opening this created was square,
narrower than the width of his shoulders, and situated just above head hei ght.
Thi s was obviously the doorman's wi ndow, not the door itself, but Terre
couldn't see anyone | ooking back at him Al he could see was the entrance to
a small, dark tunnel

Morments | ater he glinpsed novenent within, and heard a faint pattering sound.
First one, then several nore pairs of small bright eyes energed fromthe
gloom all of themfixed on him As Terrel's unease turned to astoni shnment and
then to laughter, a pack of furry rodents gathered in the opening, those at

t he back practically clinmbing over the others in their eagerness to get a
better view of the outside world. To the healer they | ooked suspiciously like



| onghaired rats, but with their noses and ears twitching, their

pi nk staring eyes and gl ossy coats, they seemed nore |ike pets than vermn.
Apart fromthe scrabbling of claws on the stone floor as they conpeted for the
best vantage points, the rodents watched Terrel in conplete silence, until one
of the larger animals, near the bottomof the shifting pile, opened its nouth.
It chattered for a few nonents, displaying some unpl easantly sharp teeth, then
fell silent again. Terrel got the uncanny feeling that it had been speaking to
him but it was only when the performance was repeated —in a sharper tone —
that he stopped grinning and realized what was happeni ng. Even then he was not
sure he believed it. Could these rats really be the wi zard's doornen? There
was only one way to find out.

"Look into the ice-worm s eyes?' Because he was feeling rather foolish, the
password came out as a hesitant question. However, to his amazenent, the
creatures reacted instantly. As sone of themtrotted off back into the tunnel
their spokesman | et out another series of squeaks, and then those that were
left noved to one side of the opening, with several standing up on their hind
| egs and placing their forepaws against the inner wall. Terrel had no idea
what they were doing, but then he heard a distinct click and felt some sort of
mechani smgrind into action. The rats had pressed a | ever and were opening a
door for him Although Terrel had cone across invisible doorways before, that
had been because the sharaken's dreamtradi ng had hidden the truth fromhis
sight. The door that was opening here was solid and real, sliding back and in
as the portal had done, but this time with the slight grating noise of stone
upon stone. However, Terrel knew he could have spent hours inspecting the
sloping wall w thout finding the entrance. \Whoever had built the pyram d had
not only been a master stonemason but al so a master of disguise.

The first thing Terrel noticed when he stepped inside -apart fromthe wel conme
dry warnth of the air —was that the interior walls glowed with their own pale
light. Inside the solid, w ndow ess structure, day and night would nean
not hi ng, and but for the al nbst ghostly |um nescence its inhabitants would
have been |l eft in pernmanent darkness. Burning torches or |anps inside such an
encl osed space woul d soon have nade the atnosphere unbearabl e.

As the outer door closed behind him with an onminously final clunk, Terre

t hrew back his hood and shook the mpisture fromhis coat. He stepped forward
and was i medi ately presented with a choice. Ahead of himwas a blank wall,
but there were stairs to either side. Turning left | ed downwards, into what
was presumably a cellar. If he turned right he would be clinbing diagonally,
traversing one side of the pyram d. Just as he was debating which way to go,
and wonderi ng whether he'd be given any further guidance, one of the rats
popped out of a hole in the right-hand wall and chattered at him It had
energed just above a thin stone shelf that ran along the wall at hip height,
parallel to the stairs, which Terrel realized was a wal kway for the rodents.
Wth an inperious swish of its tail, the small creature began trotting up the
slope. Taking this as his cue, Terrel followed.

The passageway wound up and around the perimeter of the pyranmid in a
triangul ar spiral. Terrel and his conpani on passed several open doorways to
the interior, but although he | ooked into several of them he couldn't see
anything. He wasn't sure whether this was sinply because the |ight was too
dim or whether there was sonething obscuring his view At times it al nost
seened as though there was sonmething wong with his eyes. But he sonehow felt
that he was not nmeant to explore those avenues yet -and this was confirned by

his gui de, who was still pattering
uphil I, pausing every so often to glance back and make sure that Terrel was
fol | ow ng.

Eventual |y, after a nunber of traverses and turns, and what felt |ike hundreds
of steps, they rounded the final corner and saw another doorway —this tine
not shadowed but brightly lit. By then Terrel was breathing quite hard. Far
frombeing stuffy, as m ght have been expected, the air was fresh, though much
warner than it had been outside. There was also a tang to it, which made the
heal er's tongue and lips tingle, but - thankfully - he could detect no trace



of mitra. However, as he made his way into one of the nost peculiar roons he
had ever seen, the air seened al nbst to crackle against his skin, and the
smal | hairs on the backs of his hands and his neck stood on end.

The triangul ar room was huge —the size of a large barn —but because the
wal s I eaned inwards to forma pointed roof within the apex of the pyramd, it
felt claustrophobic. This was enphasized by the extraordi nary anmount of
clutter inside. Terrel only had tine to get a vague inpression of severa
tabl es —which were all covered with forests of bottles, jars and bow s,
nunerous parchments and | unps of rock, as well as a mass of quite

unr ecogni zabl e paraphernalia —before his attention was drawn to the people in
the room They were all —both male and fermale —dressed in a variety of black
tunics, and they all seemed quite young, fromabout ten to twenty years old —
wi th one notabl e exception.

Terrel guessed the worman's age to be around forty, but that was not the only
thing that set her apart. Her black tunic was nore |like a robe, reaching down
to her ankles, and her skin was paler than any Terrel had seen since he'd left
the sunless world of the fog valley in Macul. Her cheeks were ghostly white
and nade a startling contrast with her bright green eyes and rich brown hair.
Even in

i sol ation, her hair was extraordinary. It seened to consist entirely of
corkscrew curls, which sprang out fromher head in all directions as if trying

to escape.

Al the others had stopped what they were doi ng when Terrel entered the room
but she was still striding between the tables, gesticulating wildly with her
thin hands and tal king to nobody in particular —in a piercing, high-pitched

voi ce that coul d have sharpened steel

'"W've got the shapes backwards, nmy little snowfl akes. Backwards! Hah!'
Fingers so pallid that the nails seemed al nost bl ue weaved patterns in the air
to enphasi ze her speech. 'You can't have chains without |inks, so you can't
have a chain reaction w thout a neans of forging those links. Like putting the
sl ed before the dogs, eh? Do you think I don't see what you're doi ng?

This last remark cane out as a screech, and appeared to be addressed to a |line
of buckets which stood at the base of one of the walls.

"What do you take ne for?' she demanded shrilly. 'A frostbitten ol d baggage?
Wth that she turned round and faced the room agai n.

In a rare nmoment of silence, Terrel's furry guide squeaked as if to announce
their presence, and the woman finally noticed what everyone else in the room
was | ooking at. During her alnost hysterical nonol ogue, the visitor had had a
hard tinme stopping hinself fromlaughing. He couldn't imagine what this
madwonan was doing in the wizard' s lair, but when she fixed her enerald gaze
upon himhe forced hinself to keep a straight face. He gave a small bow in
greeting, but before he could speak the wonan transferred her regard to the
rat.

"Not now, Bezylum' she groaned. Although she was speaking nmore quietly now,

her voice still grated in Terrel's ears.

The rodent chattered again.

"Yes, | can see that,' the woman snapped. 'But | don't need a healer at the
noment. Terrel will have to |ook after hinmself for a while.'

Terrel gaped. Not only had it not been necessary for himto introduce hinself,
but unl ess he was very much m staken, the worman had understood what the rat
had said. In that instant he knew who she was. He had i magi ned the wizard as a
grey-bearded old man, rather |ike sone of the seers in his own honeland. It
had never occurred to himthat Tofana m ght be a woman —and certainly not one
as eccentric as this.

"No, I'mnot angry with you,' she said now, waving an expressive hand. Then
she set her teeth together and uttered her own series of squeaks. Bezyl um

i mediately turned tail and di sappeared through another small hole in the
wal | . Terrel was inpressed. The wi zard could speak to rats, and in their own

| anguage.

"Talk to her,' Tofana said, pointing to one of the young wonen. 'I| have work



to do.'

She turned away, |eaving Terrel in no doubt about his dismssal. He glanced at
the girl who had been chosen —apparently at random - to take charge of him
She hadn't noved, and was | ooking rather bernused, so he wal ked over towards
her. As he got closer, his first inpressions were confirnmed. She was perhaps a
coupl e of years younger than hinself and she was beautiful, with straight

bl onde hair, blue eyes and a delicate, heart-shaped face. Terrel smled.
"Hello. I'"'mTerrel. I =

"I know who you are. | am Magi an Tegan.' Her response was slightly haughty, as
i f he ought to have known who she was. Terrel got the inpression that she had
no wish to act as his nursemaid and felt the task to be

beneat h her. This suspicion was confirmed when, having introduced herself, she
turned away and called to one of the younger boys.

' Yar ek, come herel’

The boy arrived quickly, with every appearance of eagerness.

' Take the healer to the guest quarters,' Tegan instructed. 'See that he has
everyt hi ng he needs.'

'Yes, Magian,' Yarek replied, then turned to the visitor with an earnest
expression on his youthful face. 'Come with nme, sir.’

Terrel was about to thank Tegan but she had already turned away and was
engrossed in a nmanuscript that lay on a nearby table.

'"Please don't call nme sir,' the healer said quietly as he foll owed the boy
out. 'My name's Terrel.'

'Yes, s— Terrel.' Yarek gave hima hesitant snile

On their way to the door, they wal ked past sone of the buckets Tofana had
addressed earlier. They were full of water. At the sane tine, Terrel heard

voi ces mnuttering.

' bitten ol d baggage

sl ed before the dogs
now Bezyl um . '

If it hadn't been such a ridiculous idea, Terrel would have sworn that the
nmutterings were com ng fromthe buckets thensel ves.

Chapter Fifteen

Yarek | ed the heal er down the sane stairs he had clinbed earlier and, like the
rat, he glanced back every so often to make sure his charge was stil
foll owi ng. On several occasions Terrel had the feeling that the boy was about
to speak, but each tinme he seened to think better of it, and went on in
silence. For his part, Terrel's mnd was teening with questions, but he wasn't
sure Yarek was the right person to ask. He didn't want to get the boy into
trouble, or offend his peculiar hostess, so he too remained quiet.

Eventual |y they came to the short tunnel where Terrel had entered the pyranmd
but they didn't stop there. Yarek went on down, taking the visitor into
unexplored territory. If it hadn't been for his prior know edge, Terrel would
not have been able to tell that they were now bel ow the surface of the ground.
The quality of light didn't change, and the design of the corridor was the
same as the others, with nore passages | eading to unseen roons in the
interior. The traverses becane |longer, with the sharp corners now further
apart, indicating that the pyram d extended outwards as well as down.

'So the guest quarters are underground?' Terrel ventured, thinking that this
shoul d be a safe enough topic to begin a conversation

"All the living spaces are,' Yarek replied. 'And the storeroons, kitchens and
wash- houses. The pyranmid' s like an

i ceberg.' Seeing the visitor's blank expression, he added, 'Wen you see an

i ceberg floating in the sea, the part above the water is only a small fraction
of the whole thing. There's nuch nore beneath the surface.'

"I see.' Terrel understood the conparison now.

"I woul d have thought you'd have known that,' his guide remarked. 'You nust
have seen sonme from your ship."'

"Yes, but | don't know nuch about this part of the world.'

Yar ek nodded, accepting the explanation easily.



'"Is it true you canme up out of Savik's \Wale?" he asked. Now that the silence
had been broken, he seened eager to talk.

"Yes,' Terrel said, wondering what else this apparently lowy menber of the
wi zard' s househol d al ready knew about him 'But there was no magi c invol ved.
It was just a strange coi ncidence.' Even as he spoke, he wondered if he
bel i eved what he was sayi ng.

'You were supposed to have died,' Yarek conmented.

"According to the I egends. Yes, | know' Terrel didn't want to di scuss that
any nore. 'Does Tofana really talk to the rats?" He hadn't seen any nore of
the creatures, but their wal kways ran alongside all the staircases, and there
were hol es every so often

"They're not rats!' his guide exclained, and Terrel couldn't tell whether he
was of fended or amused. 'They're nustelas. The Wzard can talk to them but
only a few of themare clever enough to be able to tal k back properly. Like
Bezylum They're all completely loyal to her, though.'

" And sone of them can understand human speech,' Terrel said.

"Not really. They respond to her vibrations, the tone of her voice, things
like that. Ch, you nean the passwords?

They can recogni ze patterns of sound even if they don't know what they nean.'
'Remarkable.' Terrel had talked to a ot of aninmals, but only when a human
spirit was inside them and their conversations had been silent, using psinona
rat her than speech. Tofana's achievenment in being able to comunicate with the
nmust el as was extraordinary, but it was obviously only one of her talents.
'Tofana's the nost powerful sorcerer on all Myvatan,' Yarek said, reinforcing
the point. It didn't sound |like a boast, nore a sinple statenent of fact.

"I hadn't realized Tofana was a woman,' Terrel said, then —seeing the boy's
puzzl ed gl ance —he hastened to explain. 'I mean, the arny seens to be in
charge of everything here, and all the officers are men. So | thought— 'Ch
no, all the wi zards are wonen,' Yarek cut in. "Al of then?" Tofana s sex had
been a surprise, but the idea that, in what had seened an entirely

mal e- dom nat ed society, the nost powerful —and secretive —occupation of al
was reserved for wonmen cane as a shock

"I thought everyone knew that,' Yarek said. 'Wnen can't be soldiers, can
they? So this is howthey fight in the war. Wth magic

Sonething in the boy's tone made Terrel hesitate before asking his next
guestion. He couldn't quite pinpoint what it was, but Yarek didn't seemquite
so sure of hinmself any nore.

'"Are you here to train as a neonmancer?' 'I| suppose so.'

"You don't sound very sure.'

"I thought once— Yarek began, then shook his head. 'There are sonme things you
can't change, no matter how hard you try.' This tine his air of

di sillusionment was easy to recognize.

Whi |l e they had been tal king, they had been tunnelling deeper into the
underground warren. Now at | ast Yarek turned into one of the inner doorways
and led Terrel along a |level corridor. The heal er was glad of that - his

m smat ched | eg nuscl es had been conpl ai ni ng about all the steps for some tine
—but he didn't want the conversation to end just yet. Before he could say
anyt hi ng, however, his guide pushed open a door and ushered hi minside.

The roomwas triangular, with the walls |eaning i nwards only very slightly,
and had a flat, lumnous ceiling. The furniture consisted of a narrow bed, a
small table, a stool and a storage chest. Enpty shelves lined part of one
wal | .

"This will be your private roomfor the length of your stay,' Yarek inforned
him 'Wen the door is closed no one will disturb you unless you want themto.
The nearest wash-house is just a little further along the corridor. Meals are
usual ly taken in the refectory, but you can ask the servants to bring food to
you here if you prefer. Is there anything you' d |ike now?

"Perhaps later,' Terrel replied, tossing his pack on to the bed and sl unpi ng
down next to it. 'Wiy don't you sit and talk to ne for a while?

"l ought to be getting back,' the boy said doubtfully. He was clearly tenpted



by the invitation, though, and Terrel sought to reassure him

"You can blane ne if anyone conpl ai ns about you being late. |'ma stranger
here and there are a lot of things you can help ne with. Tegan did say you
were to nake sure | had everything | needed.' He smiled encouragingly, and
after a few nonents the boy grinned back, a new excitement in his pale blue
eyes.

"What do you want to know?' he enquired pulling out the stool and sitting
down.

"Are all the rooms in the pyramd the same shape?' Terrel asked, begi nning

wi th somet hing that coul dn't possibly be forbidden.

"Yes. They all fit in that way. The triangle is the nost stable and strongest
geonetric shape there is,' Yarek explained. 'And a pyranmd is easy to defend
from above as well as fromthe ground. Not that anyone woul d dare attack this
pl ace.'

"That's true,' Terrel remarked, with a wy snmile. 'Even your own sol diers seem
afraid of it.'

"I"'mnot surprised,' Yarek said, and once again the heal er sensed an
undercurrent of disenchantment. 'Wiy do you say that?

"It's just.. .' the boy began, then faltered. 'I think you' d better talk to
one of the magi ans about that.' 'Is it because of the work you do here?' Yarek
nodded, but did not elaborate. 'I already know that Tofana trai ns neonancers,"

Terrel went on, 'so they can use weat her-weapons in the war. Wat's the

di fference between them and the nmagi ans?'

"Nothing to begin with. It's just a matter of how they use the skills they
| earn here. Neomancers use theirs directly for fighting. The others do ..

different things.' 'Like the people who | ook after the healing pools? °'Yes.
Is it true you can heal people w thout using the springs?
' Sonetines, yes.' 'How do you do it?

"I"'mnot really sure. It's just a gift | was born with.' Not
that | knew that for a long tine, Terrel added to hinself.
'But you nmust use the water-lines sonmehow. '

"I"'mnot sure what you nean.' He didn't really want to

tal k about hinself, and sought to return their exchange to
life within the pyramd. 'Water's inportant here, isn't it?
"It's central to everything we do,' Yarek confirned.

"When we |l eft Tofana, | thought | heard voices coming fromsone of the buckets
of water there. Is that possible?

'Ch, yes! The chains are the Wzard's special — He broke off once nore and

| ooked down at his feet. 'l shouldn't really . . . This is . '

"l should wait to talk to Tofana hersel f?

"Yes,' Yarek agreed gratefully.

"WIl you tell ne alittle about yourself, then?' Terrel asked. He was
intrigued by the way the boy veered between eagerness and reticence.

"I'f you like. What do you want to know?'

'Ch, how old you are, how you came to be here. That sort of thing.'
"I"'mfourteen. | canme here when | was ten, because |'d shown enough talent to
earn a sizarship and become an apprentice. | would' ve been training for the
arny by nowif | hadn't.’

"And you'd rather be a nagian than a soldier?

"I'"d rather be— Yarek hesitated again. 'Yes.'

Terrel knew he'd been going to say sonething el se, but decided not to push
hi m

"What did your famly think of your choice? he asked instead.

"My father was already dead,' Yarek replied bluntly. "I think nmy nother was
pl eased. |'m not sure about Takkara. He's ny grandfather,' he added, by way of
expl anati on.

"Was your father killed in the war?

"Yes. He wal ks the Great Plain now'

This last sounded like an oft-repeated refrain, and Terrel couldn't tel

whet her Yarek believed it or merely hoped it was true.



'"Do you miss hin?' he asked quietly, thinking of his own father, a man he had
never nmnet.

"Yes. No. Not really.' The boy | ooked completely flustered now. 'l was too
young to renenber himproperly, but sometimes | think . . . No. It's silly."'
"What is?" Terrel pronpted gently. '|I dream about himsonetinmes. He shouts,
trying to tell me sonething, but | can never hear him He doesn't seem very
happy.' Yarek paused. 'You won't tell anyone about this, will you?

"No, of course not,' the healer prom sed. Although he was surprised that the
apprentice had chosen to unburden hinself to a stranger, on reflection perhaps
it was because he was a stranger that Yarek had reveal ed his secret.

"Can | ask you sonethi ng now?' the boy ventured, obviously wanting to change
the subject. "Al right.'

'Have your eyes al ways been like that?' The question took Terrel by surprise.
He' d been aware of the boy's fascination with their unusual coloration, but
few peopl e expressed their curiosity so directly. 'Yes. They were like this
when | was born.' 'They're beautiful. Like ice,'" Yarek said, then blushed and
stamered. 'l ... | nean .. .'

' Some people find themunnerving,' Terrel said, renenbering the horrified
reactions his unveil ed eyes had sonetimes caused, 'but | can change themif |
like.' He blinked, sunmoning the glanmour, making his conpanion believe that a
lie was the truth. When he next |ooked up, Yarek saw eyes that were the sane
shade as his own, and he gasped in astonishment. At the same tine, warning
signals flashed through Terrel's m nd, and he felt a dark presence stir and

| ook around. He quickly released the spell, allowing his eyes to revert to
their true appearance, but it was too late. H's denpnstration had been a

nm st ake and he knew it. A door had opened and he was powerl ess

to close it again. As Alyssa had rem nded hi mon numerous occasions, all nagic
exacted a price, and using it for such a frivolous end had been stupid.

' That was amazing!' Yarek breathed. 'Can you show ne howto do it? Can you do
it again?

"Not now,' Terrel replied firmy, regretting his inpetuous action even nore.
D)

He was interrupted by a strange, al nost nusical buzzing, which made the air in
the room shiver and seened to vibrate through the floor and walls.

"What was that?

"Just an earthquake,' Yarek replied casually. '"It's all right. You're quite
safe here.’

' Does Myvatan get a | ot of earthquakes?

"l suppose so. W generally know when they're nost |likely to happen, but it's
nmore difficult to be precise now that the noons are behaving oddly."'

Terrel nodded, having heard that explanation el sewhere on his travels. But he
was confused by the fact that he'd received no internal warning of the trenor.
For several years a trenbling deep inside himhad preceded quakes, allow ng
himto predict their arrival —albeit by only a few noments. But on this
occasi on he had been taken quite unawares. The only other tine that had
happened had been in the fog valley in Macul, and for the life of him he
couldn't see any connection between that place and the pyranid

'That wasn't a very big one,' Yarek was saying, 'but even the |largest of them
don't affect us. The pyramid is self-contained and adjusts to cope with any
external forces.'

"That's good to know,' Terrel murrmured, for want of anything better to say.

"l should be going,' Yarek said, standing up. 'Wuld you like some food now?
'Yes, please.’

"I"lIl tell the servants. Or | could bring it nyself if you like," he added
hopeful | y.

' That woul d be good. Thank you.'

"I's there anything el se?" the boy asked, eager again now 'Do you need witing
materials, or sonething to read?

'"I"d like to read, but I"'mnot famliar with your witten | anguage.'

"I could read to you,' Yarek suggested. 'The library has |ots of books on



| egends and so on.'

"I mght take you up on that sone tinme,' Terrel said. 'But for now, do you

thi nk you could bring ne a map of Myvatan? |'d |ike to get ny bearings.'

"l suppose so. There nust be one sonewhere.'

After Yarek had left in search of food and a map, Terrel lay down on the bed
and stared up at the ceiling, lost in thought. At one point he closed his
eyes, and sensed that the roomimedi ately becane darker. Opening his eyes
again made the ceiling grow in brightness once nore. He tried this again a few
nore tinmes, with the sanme results. Wen his eyes were closed for any | ength of
time, the light in the roomresponded, apparently trying to lull himinto
sleep. It was uncanny, feeling all that magic responding to his needs and
knowing that it was only a tiny fraction of the power contained within the

wi zard' s donai n.

Hal f an hour later, when Yarek had still not returned, weariness overcane
Terrel's awe and he closed his eyes with a greater sense of purpose, deciding
that a nap would do himgood. A few nonents later, he fell into a nightmare he

woul d have given anything to escape.

Chapt er Sixteen

The full Red Mbon was alone in the night sky. There weren't even any stars to
set against its dom nance. Fire, love and viol ence, Terrel thought, wondering
whi ch of these portents held true this tine.

In the blink of an eye his vision changed. The sky was now nmade of ice and the
nmoon was a sword, its blade running with blood. Mnents |ater he was | ooking
down, not up, into the terrible chaos of war. As he watched, nmen were engulfed
by flame and cl ouds of sul phurous steam Gouts of boiling nud sent great

swat hes of different col ours splashing out over the snow, and stripped flesh
from bone. Elsewhere, hailstones the size of fists battered |inbs and crushed
skulls, freezing rain turned soldiers to icy statues, and then aval anches
buried themin wintry graves. Ariver of fire, where dragons swam ran across
the battlefield, its two banks sliding sideways but in opposite directions, as
if the land itself was being torn apart. And everywhere nen screamed in agony,
di sfigured by hideous injuries, burns, frostbite and gangrene —but the
fighting went on, driven by a relentless hatred that had crossed the border

i nto nmadness.

The carnage nmade Terrel feel sick to his stomach, his revul sion stemr ng not
just froma healer's sensibilities but also fromsinple human conpassi on. He
had | ost the cool objectivity of his dreamin Saudark, but he was trapped by
his own visions, unable to | ook away.

Just when he thought it couldn't get any worse, he saw the w zard. The

bl ack-robed figure stood on a hilltop, facing away fromhim As a pale finger
pointed, an entire city was destroyed by an icy deluge, the glittering water
ri ppi ng buil dings apart. Another gesture, and a whole mountain was torn to
shreds by an expl osion of flame hurling boulders as big as houses high into
the snoke-filled air. The wizard turned to | ook at himthen, but it was not
Tofana's face that Terrel saw. Yarek stared back at himin triunph, with the
eyes of a dragon. Eyes that matched the healer's own.

The dream changed, lurching fromthe crowded horror of battle to an enpty,
featurel ess plain of bare earth and parched grass. The war had gone and al
that was left was the endl ess desol ation of this fearful place. The sense of

| oneliness and grief was overwhel mi ng, but there was no one to be seen

Terrel struggled to escape and succeeded, only to find hinself sonewhere even
wor se. The room was dark, but he knew the walls were closing in on himand he
felt himself suffocating. There was no way out. The door he had inadvertently
opened earlier only let others in. The om nous presence was cl ose now,
hovering in the shadows. Witing.

The red sword appeared agai n, above him bright against the pitch bl ack

| see you've found a new plaything, a fam liar voice remarked. 1'd be careful
if I were you. It |ooks dangerous.
Vell, you're not ne, Terrel replied.

No, Jax conceded, l|aughing. But | could have been. Have you ever wondered what



woul d have happened if you 'd been born first? Wuld our roles have been
reversed, do you think?

Leave me alone. Terrel still couldn't see his twn.

Now why would | want to do that? This is too rmuch fun.

You think this is fun? the heal er gasped, feeling the last of his breath being
squeezed out of him

I think I"'mgoing to like this place.

Terrel was seized with the desire to see his brother, to confront himface to
face. It was an absurd, irrational inpulse, but he could no nore control it
than he could tell his heart to stop beating.

Where are you? he shout ed.

Are you afrai d? Jax taunted. And you with that great big sword.

It's not m ne.

"'l show you how to use it some day.

Why not now? Terrel denmanded. You're the one who's afraid. Come in here and
show ne!

Not this tine. | —

"CGet in here!' Terrel yelled.

Li ght flooded his senses as he returned to the waking world with a rush.

Bl i nki ng away the nightrmare, he found that he was sitting up on the bed and
that the door to his room stood open. Yarek was waiting there, holding a tray,
aterrified expression on his young face.

"You did say to cone in, didn't you?' the boy asked nervously.

"Yes, yes. I'msorry. | fell asleep.’

'But you were shouting. | thought . . .’

"It's all right. I'mglad you woke nme up.'

Yarek rel axed visibly, then came in and set the tray down on the table.
"I"'msorry | was so long,' he said. "It took me a while to find the map.'
Terrel glanced over and saw the rolled parchnent that |ay beside the food, but
he was distracted by the fanmliar scent filling the room Even though he

woul d have

wel coned a cal ning influence just then, he knew he couldn't afford to have any
of his senses dull ed.

"Is that mtra?

"An infusion, yes.'

"I don't want it. Take it away, please.’

Yar ek | ooked surprised but obeyed, picking up the steaming cup and taking it
out into the corridor. As he went, Terrel thought he detected a faint snmile on
the boy's lips and wondered why his refusal had pronmpted such an intriguing
reaction. Wthout any way of answering that question, he noved to the table,
set the map aside for later and began to eat. In spite of his recent

experi ences he was hungry —and he needed the reassurance of ordinary activity
to distance hinself fromthe nightmare and its possible interpretations.

When Yarek returned, he was obviously nervous once nore.

"I's your neal all right?' he asked tentatively. 'l wasn't sure what you
liked.'

"It's very good.' Terrel had not taken nuch notice of what he'd been eating,
but now that he thought about it, it was excellent fare. The pyram d's
storeroons were clearly well supplied. Yarek | ooked pl eased.

' Mbst people would be glad of mtra,' he remarked with studi ed nonchal ance
"Way don't you like it?

The i ngenuous question seemed natural enough, but Terrel had the feeling there
was nore to it.

"It's too bitter for ne,' he said.

"It would help you sleep better.'

"I'"d rather sleep naturally.'

Yar ek nodded, apparently approving of this sentinent.

'"The soldiers drink a lot of it, don't they? Terrel pronpted.

" Al nost everyone does. The war woul d be much harder to cope with if they
didn't.'



Terrel was about to follow this up when there was a knock on the door. ' Cone
in,' he said.

Yar ek, who had been perched on the end of the bed, stood up as the newconer
ent er ed.

'Do you have everything you need for the nmonment?' Tegan asked Terrel

'Yes, thank you.'

' Then you may go, Yarek.'

The apprentice accepted his dismssal neekly, slipping out into the corridor
and cl osing the door quietly behind him Tegan remai ned standi ng, watching
over the table, her face as expressionless as it had been earlier. Terre

found her presence vaguely nmenacing, like that of a bird of prey.

"Way are you here, Terrel?" Her tone was faintly accusatory.

"I didn't have nuch choice,' he replied. 'Tofana sumoned ne, and the generals
deci ded | should come now.'

"I didn't nmean why are you at the pyramid. | nmeant why did you conme to Myvatan
in the first place?

"I don't nean to be rude,' Terrel said, deciding he'd had enough of answering
this particular question, '"but 1'd rather discuss that with Tofana.'

Tegan accepted the inplied rebuke inpassively.

"Are you going to help us win the war?' she asked.

"I"ve no reason to fight for one side or the other,' he told her. 'l would
rather help end the war.'
' The generals will tell you that the only way to end it is to w n.

"And do you believe that?

"What else can | believe? The gods woul d not have granted ne such talent as |
have unless it was for a purpose.'

'"So you're trying to become a w zard.'

'Less than one in a hundred magi ans go on to beconme wi zards,' she replied.
"I"munder no illusions about ny chances of going that far.'

"So what will you do with your talent?

' The sane as alnost all the other magi ans. Learn how to find, channel, store
and rel ease magi cal powers.'

'For Tofana to use?

"And the neonancers.’

'O course.’

Tegan paused, apparently waiting to see whether the healer wanted to conti nue
their conversation. Wen he said nothing, she broke the silence herself.
"It's late and we have an early start tomorrow, so |I'll |eave you to rest. Has
Yar ek expl ai ned the way things work around here?

'Yes. He's | ooked after ne very well.’

"It seens to me he's done nore than that,' Tegan remarked, |ooking at the nap.
"But for one so young he has renarkable talent, so we forgive hima few

i ndi scretions."'

"Are there secrets on this map |I' mnot supposed to see?' Terrel asked, half
sm ling.

"I don't nmean to be rude,' she replied, mnicking the tone of his earlier
words, 'but can we be sure you're not an eneny spy?

' You must have been talking to Myrdal,' he nuttered.

"Who?' she asked, |ooking puzzl ed.

"He's Ceneral Pingeyri's adjutant,' Terrel told her. 'There's no reason why
you shoul d know him'

"Actually, | think | do. W grew up in neighbouring villages, but | haven't
seen himin a long tinme.' There was an odd inflection in her voice now that
Terrel couldn't identify.

' Since you cane here?

Tegan nodded.

"Wien was that?

'Three years ago. My tal ent devel oped |l ater than nost.'

"And vyet you're a mmgian already, rather than an apprentice.’

'The Wzard is a good teacher,' Tegan said, her serenity restored. 'And she is



generous with her know edge.'

"WIl | meet her again tonorrow?

T can't say.'

"What's the early start for?' he asked, trying another |ine of questioning.
"W're conducting some newtrials.'

' \eat her - weapons?

"Yes.'

"Excellent,' Terrel said, rubbing his hands together in nmock glee. 'Something
interesting for ne to spy on.'

Tegan actually smiled. It didn't last long, but it transformed her beauty from
that of a porcelain doll to that of a real person. Then she became serious
agai n.

"You know,' she said, 'if you are a spy, you'll never leave this pyranid
alive.'

Chapt er Sevent een

The first thing Terrel noticed when he'd nade his way back up to Tofana's room
was that the top of the pyram d was no | onger there. The wi de triangular floor
was as it had been before, the cluttered array of tables and equi prent were
much as he renenbered them but the inward sloping walls that formed the roof
wer e gone.

The entire scene was now open to the air, and Terrel stared in disbelief at

t he sky above —which for once was a cl oudl ess blue - and at the nountains
that surrounded them the dark rock of the steeper slopes contrasting with the
dazzling white of the snow that |ay everywhere el se. Such was his astoni shnent
that it took hima few nonents to realize that, although they were supposedly
exposed to the elenments, there was no wind and the air was as warmas it had
been before. Even on a cal msunny day it ought to have felt much col der

He nade a nore detail ed inspection of his inmediate surroundi ngs then, and saw
what he had not noticed before. On closer inspection, the roof was stil

there, but it was just a ghostly shadow of its former self, a faint outline of
light alnpbst invisible in the brightness of the norning. If he concentrated
hard and squinted, he could trace the angles of the corners leading up to the
apex of the pyram d. El sewhere, he could just make out the spectral shapes of
several markers that had been carved into the outside of

the walls. O herw se the solid blocks of stone had becone invisible.
Instinctively, Terrel knew that the walls remained in place. Tofana woul d
never | eave herself open to attack by having them noved. Logically, therefore,
it must be that sone form of sorcery was being used to enable him- and
presunmably everyone el se —to see past themfor the nonment. For a brief

i nstant he wondered whether it mght be sone extrenme form of the glanour, but
he soon rejected that idea. The techni que Babak had taught himhel ped himto
make people believe they were seeing things that weren't there - or were
different in reality - but he didn't think it could be used to nake peopl e see
t hrough somet hing that was there. There had to be nmore to it than that.

No one el se seened surprised that their place of work was now open to the sky.
Terrel was the only one | ooking at the spectacul ar scenery around then. The
magi ans and apprentices were all busy with various tasks, and Tof ana was
striding among them her shrill voice cutting through the silence like a
kni f e.

'"No, no. That way. That way!' she chided one unfortunate. 'Look at the chart,
my little icicle. Only the Gold Moon is waning. Look at the chart.' A white
finger stabbed at a parchnent covered in spidery script. 'There are rules to

t he dance,' she added, hopping and spinning around as if to denonstrate the
principle, her black coat swirling out and then becom ng tangl ed around her

| egs. She stunbled and half fell before righting herself, shooing away the
assi stants who had noved to hel p her

Shaki ng her head so that her unruly hair bounced and swayed, the w zard noved
on. Coming to the table where Tegan was stationed, Tofana picked up a clear

gl ass phial and held it up to the light, inspecting the contents.

'Excellent. Excellent!' she exclained, glancing back at



the magian. 'We'll nmake a real sorcerer out of you yet, ny pretty one. In
spite of your foolish qualns.'

"I - Tegan began, her usually placid face | ooki ng al ar nmed.

"Don't look so worried,' Tofana said, cutting off her feeble protest. 'You
think I don't know? As long as you do work like this, it doesn't natter what
you think in your nore sentimental private noments.' Wth that she casually
tossed the stoppered phial into the air and turned away, |eaving Tegan to
lunge forward and try to catch it. She did so easily enough, but Terrel had
seen the nonentary terror in her eyes, and wondered what woul d have happened
if the container had fallen to the floor and broken. He found that his heart
was beating fast —and guessed that Tegan's was too. Looking at her now, she
seened cal m enough, but her cheeks had a little nore colour than usual and her
enbarrassnent was plain. Several of her conpanions were glancing at her
curiously.

Tof ana had continued on her way, and now came to a halt in the niddle of the
room directly under the ghostly apex. Raising her arns, she perforned a sort
of jig on the spot, laughing quietly to herself as she stared up at the sky.
"What better day to challenge the gods?" she cried suddenly. 'Do you hear ne,
Jokul sa? WII you bless our efforts? O curse thenf'

The wi zard | ooked down again and spun slowy round on one heel, so that her
eneral d gaze passed over everyone in the room Terrel thought she | ooked
denented, but nore like a clown than a true lunatic. He found it difficult to
reconcil e her fearsome reputation with her eccentric behavi our and appearance.
"Just as long as he's not indifferent, eh?" Tofana declared. 'That would be an
insult.' She caught sight of the healer and smiled. 'Ah, the child of the
whal e is here,

so we have Savi k watching over us too. | think it's tine we began, don't you,
my little snowfl akes?'

The previous night had done little to prepare Terrel for the experiences of
that norning. After Tegan had left him he'd found he had neither the

wi | | power nor the energy to study the map, and had decided to leave it for
another tinme. He'd had no way of telling howlate in the evening it was, but
judgi ng by his own weariness, night nmust have fallen some hours earlier. Even
so, it had been a long tine before he could bring hinself to |lie down and
close his eyes. After the magian's parting words, darkness had not seened a
wel com ng prospect. And since his earlier nightrmare, the idea of going to

sl eep hadn't been too enticing either

The curious thing was that in spite of Tegan's suspicions, and Yarek's part in
his dream Terrel found that he was drawn to themboth. It was as he
considered this anomaly that he renmenbered Al yssa's advice about not trusting
his instincts, and this was enough to make hi m doubt his own feelings. Tegan's
attitude to him had been vaguely antagonistic, and even though Yarek was j ust
a boy, the dream m ght have neant that he was destined to becone a w zard
whose power would add to the msery of the war. It was becom ng clear that no
matter how hard Terrel tried to distance hinself fromthe conflict, it was
going to affect him—and his own nission —whether he liked it or not.

These nusings had kept himawake for a while, but eventually he'd been unable
to put off the inevitable. In the event his slunber had been undi sturbed, and
he' d woken refreshed, wondering what the new day would bring. Light had filled
t he room when he'd opened his eyes, but he'd had no idea of the tinme. CGetting
out of bed,

he had dressed, and then wondered whether to go exploring. Reluctant to

di sturb the deep silence - and not wanting to make anyone thi nk he was
sneaking round like a spy - he'd chosen to study the map instead. Soon after
that he'd been alerted by a sonorous tolling, which apparently marked the

begi nning of the day within the pyram d. Yarek had arrived, bringing the
visitor some breakfast, but the boy had had no tinme to tal k and had scurried
of f again. Shortly after Terrel had finished eating, the apprentice had
returned and ushered himup to the w zard's wor kroom

Showi ng unexpected agility, given her earlier performance, Tofana junped up on



to one of the tables and swng her arnms wildly. It took Terrel a noment to
realize that she was wavi ng everyone el se forward, but at a nudge from Yarek
he went with the others as they crowded close to the northwest-facing wall -
the wall that was now transparent. He found hinself standing next to Tegan and
Yar ek, and wondered if this was by accident or design.

"What ' s happeni ng?' he whi spered.

"There's going to be an imaginary battle fought across that escarpnent over
there,' Tegan replied, pointing to a ridge running down from one of the
nmount ai ns. ' The soldiers' positions are set by were-marks, and their
subsequent nmovenments will be based on observations of what happens in rea
encounters, both for our own nen and the eneny.'’

"But there's really nobody there?" Terrel guessed.

"Only our three trai nee neomancers,' she told him 'They'll take it in turns
to assist our troops, then see if they can work as a teamas well, both in
attack and defence.'’

' Def ence agai nst what ?

'The Wzard will be supplying the eneny magic to counteract our own.'

' That doesn't seemfair.’

"She'll only use the strength eneny neonancers woul d have,' Tegan expl ai ned.
' Together with a fewtricks. The test will be to see if our neomancers can
still win, and destroy the eneny while neutralizing their magic. It's the sort
of thing they have to learn before they can be entrusted with the |ives of
real soldiers.'

"And Tofana will do all that from here?
"Yes.'
"How wi || we know what's goi ng on?

"Just watch,' the magian said shortly, her patience evidently having run out.
Terrel did as he was told, but he didn't see howit was going to do himmnuch
good. As far as he could judge, even the nearest slopes of the battlefield
were well over a mle away, and he had no idea where the were-nmarks - whatever
they were - or the three woul d-be neomancers mni ght be.

Anot her bell rang then, its deep note rolling out over the intervening crags
even as it nade the stone beneath his feet vibrate. Terrel assuned that this
was the signal for the trials to begin, and was wondering what woul d happen
next when his | egs al nost buckled under him The air shivered and distorted as
he found hinmself flying. He swayed backwards, thinking he was about to topple
over the side of the pyramid, but then felt a steadying hand grip his arm As
his reeling senses recovered a little, he watched the escarpment cone towards
himat an alarming rate, growi ng bigger with every nmonent until it seenmed to
fill the whole horizon. Details of the terrain that had been quite

i ndi stingui shable were now plain to see, including the areas designated as
mlitary positions. The were-nmarks were faintly gl owi ng outlines of nmen, sone
yel |l ow, some grey.

When the | andscape finally grew still, Terrel understood that the novenent had
been an illusion. Neither he nor the escarpnent had gone anywhere, but
somet hi ng had happened to make their observation possible. He suspected that
the properties of the invisible wall that separated himfromthe outside world
had been altered once nore. Now, in addition to being transparent, it also
magni fi ed what ever was on the other side. He renenbered the tel escope he'd
found in Mizeni's abandoned observatory at Havennmoon, and guessed that this
was a vastly nore sophisticated and powerful way of bending |ight.

"You coul d have warned ne,' he breathed, but neither of his compani ons took
any notice. The first of the neo-mancers had set to work.

The mist rose froma patch of snowin an irregular spiral, swirling into the
sky and then noving quickly across the ridge. Behind him Terrel heard Tof ana
mutter something, and in an instant the newborn whirlwind flew apart and
evapor ated. However, it was imrediately clear that this had nerely been a

di version. The real threat came from another emerging cloud that had drifted
serenely froma narrow defile nuch higher up the nountainside. The cloud was
thick and grey, its bul ges concealing another source of power. Lightning



flickered and a sudden sheet of rain |ashed down, but neither was ained at the
eneny positions. Instead they were used to set off an aval anche froma | arge
snowfi el d above them As the boom of thunder reached the spectators, the first
cracks appeared in the hard-packed surface, and soon after that the | oosened
snow began to slide in great waves, exploding into powdery billows in places,
flowing like water in others. In spite of Tofana's efforts - which managed to
di vide and divert part of the deluge - some of the eneny |locations were

i nundat ed. Murnurs of approva

rose all around Terrel

After that, battle was joined in earnest. As each neo-nmancer tested his skills
against his mstress, the weather on the side of the nountain becane a chaotic
m xture of mniature tornadoes, sudden cloudbursts, blizzards and squalls.
Drifting snow bl ocked sone routes and nade ot hers treacherous; abrupt shifts
in tenperature added to the pitfalls a real army would have faced; |ightning
cracked and rocks split asunder; and poundi ng gusts of hail pelted the eneny
to protect the nmovenents of their own troops. At the sane tine, Tofana —in
her role as the enemnmy neo-nmancers —did her best to counter such attacks and

| aunched some of her own, testing the defences of her pupils. Shields Iike the
one Terrel had seen at \Whale Ness sprang into life to protect what was
beneath, while other nore subtle nethods were used to divert further fornms of
attack.

Tofana muttered constantly to hersel f, sonetinmes soundi ng annoyed, sonetines
di sappoi nted, but nore often than not sinply reacting to the drama unfol di ng
before themwith satisfaction and even a little excitenment. Finally, however,
when the three prospective neonancers were acting as a team and the nock
battle was at its nost intense, the w zard grunted, then spoke al oud.

'No, Dayak, you idiot! You're not ready for that. Leave it al one!’

Terrel was sufficiently distracted by the harsh words to notice that both
Tegan and Yarek had gl anced round uncertainly. Before he could ask what was
happeni ng, Yarek had turned and slipped away. Terrel would have foll owed him
but his attenti on was caught by a huge sheet of flane that shot out of the
ground, splitting the escarpnent in two. The fire was so intense that he

st epped back, unable to believe he could not feel the heat of it.

"Fool!' Tofana shrieked. 'You go too far. Don't try to help him Don't! It
will only— Her words were lost in the sudden hubbub as the view di sappear ed.
The stone wall was back in place, as solid and inpervious as it had first
appeared - and the roomwas in pandenonium The centre of the commoti on was
further back, near where the wi zard had been standing. Follow ng Tegan, Terre
pushed his way through the gathering crowd and saw Tof ana kneeling over a
prostrate figure. Wen she stood up, her face was contorted by fury, but it
was Yarek's appearance that shocked Terrel to a nuch greater extent. The boy
lay on the floor, gasping for breath. Hi s lips were dry and cracked, his eyes
feverish and staring. Huge angry blisters were rising on his hands and face,
growing larger and nore livid even as they watched.

A few nonents earlier, the boy had been perfectly healthy. Now he | ooked cl ose
to a brutal and particularly painful death. It nade no sense. Terre

renenber ed what had happened to Kal kara, a desert nomad girl, when she had

t hought - wongly - that she'd seen a creature of fire and light called a
darken. But her injuries had been real enough at the tine - and Yarek's were
even nore serious.

"This is what happens when you interfere in the magic of others,' Tofana

grow ed, glaring round at all her magi ans and apprentices. 'Dayak w |l not
thank himfor this, and Yarek hinself has already paid the price for his
stupidity.' She paused, her flashing green eyes conming to rest on the

f or ei gner.

"Well, now' she intoned, a faint snmile replacing her frown. 'This gives us an
opportunity to see our |egendary guest in action. Cone on, Terrel. Let's see
you heal that.'’

Chapt er Ei ght een

The first thing Terrel felt when he cane to was the water |apping gently at



his face. For a nonent he was seized by panic, which overcane the pl easant

| ethargy that pulled himdown, and he tried to sit up. But he could only flai
wildly and ineffectually, as warmliquid splashed over his face and chest. He
spluttered, thinking he was going to drown, unable even to open his eyes.

"Be calmand still. Nothing can harmyou here.' The gentle voice floated out
of the scented darkness, and Terrel found reassurance in its solicitous tone.
He tried to do as he was told, and found it surprisingly easy. Taking a deep
breath, he willed hinself to relax - at |east until he understood what was
going on. Very deliberately, he took stock of his situation. He was |ying on
his back in water that supported himeasily and in perfect confort. There was
clearly no danger of his sinking, |et alone drowning. He was naked, but he
felt warm and safe. What was nore, for the first tine he could ever renenber,

there was no pain in his crooked leg. Nothing at all, not even the small est
twinge. He flexed it now, hardly believing that it could be true, and felt the
joints nove slowy and easily. Then he grew still again, enjoying the

wonder ful sensation of being totally at ease. Sleep beckoned once nore, and he
gave into it contentedly. It

had been a very long time since he had felt so tranquil, so free from any
responsibility.

When he next awoke, it was to a vague feeling of disquiet. He was still very
confortabl e and rel axed, but sonething -perhaps from an unrenenbered dream —
was naggi ng at the back of his mind, telling himthat all was not well. He
tried to ignore it, and to sinply take pleasure in doing nothing, but the
annoyi ng presence would not go away.

Opening his eyes with reluctance, he saw in the faint glow of subdued
rooflight that he was in a small cubicle. He had al ready worked out that he
must be in a healing pool, and assunmed that it was sonewhere in the pyramid —
al t hough for all he knew, he could have been taken back to Saudark. He cl osed
his eyes again, having seen all he needed to see.

"That's right,' the unknown voi ce soothed. 'You ve no need to struggle. Your
treatnment's al nost over.'

Part of Terrel didn't want it to be over. He wanted to stay there for ever,
cocooned in this artificial wonb of confort and safety. But another part of

hi mwas struggling to assert itself, reminding the healer that - for him- his
nmot her' s wonb had been anyt hi ng but safe.

Merori es, as unwel come as they were necessary, began to return in fragnents.
He saw Tof ana danci ng anongst the cluttered tables. The shape of \Wale Ness on
the map. A glass phial sailing through the air. The ghostly outlines of the
vani shed pyram d walls. An aval anche. The vertigi nous sensation as the
escarprment rushed towards him Fire bursting fromthe nountainside. And Yarek
writhing in agony.

He coul d not make sense of all the images, nor put themin sequence, but each
one increased his sense of unease. Once again he fought agai nst hinself,

si mul t aneously

wanting to hide the nmenories away and yet needing to explore them like a
tongue returning to a broken tooth.

He kept seeing Yarek's tortured face, and finally Terrel knew that he could
not deny what had happened. Tofana's challenge had Ieft himw th no choice.
Just as the neo-mancers had had to endure their trials, so he'd had to face
his own. Kneeling beside the stricken apprentice, he had taken the boy's
burning, blistered hand in his own, and had fallen into the hidden realm He
woul d normal Iy have been able to seek out the pain and illness, in order to
repel it, but on this occasion the experience was unlike anything he had
encount ered before. This waki ng dream had origi nated outside his patient.
Terrel had to do nore than heal Yarek; he also had to trace and renedy the
cause of his ailment. And that had been far away, in another dream Terrel had
traced the links back to their source, and set aside their malign influence,
before dealing with the boy's own pain and distress. He had been able to hea
Yarek -but only at great cost to hinself. He'd been engul fed by a black wave
of exhaustion, and the next thing he could renenber was waking up in the



heal i ng pool .

'Easy now.' A face wavered into view. 'W don't exactly know what you did, but
it left you very weak.' Her eyes were kind, matching her voice. 'The pool will
have restored what was necessary, but it might take you sone tinme to adjust,
so take things slowy.' She was gentle but strong, far stronger than he was.
One armwas around his shoul ders, each hand supporting hi munder his arns.

' Ready?'

Terrel nodded. He seened to have | ost the use of his voice.

"All right. Up on your feet.'

He noved, pushing down with his legs until they

encountered stone and driving hinmself fromthe warnth at the sane tine as she
l[ifted him Water ran fromhis body in rivulets, and even though the air was
bal my, he shivered, feeling the | oss of his cocoon

"Don't worry if you feel wobbly at first,' she said, still holding his arns.
"I"'mhere, and even if you fall the water will protect you. How s that?

St andi ng upright seened alien, and Terrel felt slightly Iight-headed, but
otherwi se he was fine. It was even easier than normal to bal ance on his
upturned right foot.

"I"'mall right," he whispered.

"Excellent. We'd better get you dressed, then. The Wzard's waiting to talk to
you.'

Once Terrel was able to put on his own clothes, and his specially crafted
boots, he became prey to mixed enotions. Al though physically he felt fine,
better than he had done for some tinme, several matters were now wei ghi ng
heavily on his mnd. But the servants who attended hi mbarely spoke, and the
magi an who had hel ped himfromthe pool had left before he was able to

formul ate any questions, so he had to school hinself to patience.

Qut side the pool section of the pyramd, the air seened fresher as well as
cooler and less hunmid, and he realized that the air he'd been breathing while
he was healing —and perhaps the water he'd been lying in —had been suffused
with mtra. This made himfeel even nmore uneasy, but as he left the funes
behi nd his head cl eared, and he began to | ook forward to neeting Tofana and
getting sone answers from her

He nmanaged the long clinb easily, but when he reached the w zard' s workroom
he was glad to see that all the walls were firmy in place. On this occasion
Tof ana was the sol e occupant of the top floor of the pyram d. She was bent
over sonething on one of the tables, murmuring to herself, and either did not
hear himcome in or pretended not to. Terrel waited, not wanting to disturb
her, while the servants who had escorted himretreated down the stairs. At one
poi nt he heard | ow voices com ng from another part of the room but he
couldn't tell what the nuttering buckets were saying, and so decided to ignore
them as best he coul d.

Eventual ly the w zard straightened up, with a small groan, then turned and
faced her visitor. Terrel had to stifle a smle; an optical instrunment had
been fi xed over her left eye, which made it appear huge, several tines |arger
than its twin. The nonstrous green orb blinked, then wi dened in surprise. The
wi zard stretched her face, allowing the eyeglass to fall out into her hand,
and gave Terrel a neasuring | ook

' So, you've recovered agai n?'

"Yes.'

"Well, cone here then,' she comuanded inpatiently. 'Or are you going to stand
there all day like a ten-year-old apprentice?

Just at that noment Terrel felt as if he were about ten years old, and he
noved forward like a reluctant pupil neeting his tutor. He had to rem nd

hi nsel f that he was a grown man now, and even if he didn't feel confortable as
the wi zard's guest, he ought to act as though he did.

"Think you can stay awake this tinme? Tofana enquired.

This time? Terrel wondered, enduring her scrutiny with difficulty.

"I hope so.'

'Good. | was enjoying our talk earlier. Have you any nore tricks you'd like to



show ne?'

Terrel's bew | dernent nust have shown, because she decided to explain further
wi t hout any pronpting from him

' You coul d show nost neomancers a thing or two. Even the good ones. Your
handl i ng of that tornado was particularly inpressive.'

"I don't know what . . .' Terrel began, but a truly horrible suspicion was
growing in his mind and he faltered, aware that Tofana was still watching him
very closely. '"How long was | in the healing pool? he asked at |ength.

' Three days the first tinme, two the second.'

It took a few nonents for the significance of her answer to finally sink in.
"And it was the time in between when | controlled the tornado?

"You don't renenber?

"Not really. It's all a bit like a dream' He was inprovising now In fact it
was only his imagination that was filling in the gaps in his nenory. But that
was bad enough. 'What happened, exactly?

'Does this mean you don't have anything el se to show ne?' Tof ana asked,

i gnoring his question.

"I"'ma healer,' he replied ankwardly. 'l coul d—

"I"ve seen that for nyself,' she cut in. '"I"'mnore interested in the talents
you weren't prepared to adnit to when you got here.'’

"I don't know what .. . Sonething nust have happened. |'mnot really a
weat her - mage. '

"Well, you were doing a pretty good inpression of one two days ago,' the

wi zard remarked. 'Not feeling yourself then, eh?" A slow snile spread over her
face.

She knows, Terrel thought. She may not know it was Jax, but she knows it
wasn't nme.

"Interesting,' Tofana said, as if the healer had spoken aloud. 'l thought
there was sonething different about you then. Your lines had changed.'
The irony was not | ost on Terrel. In the past, whenever

Jax had taken over his body, no one had been able to tell the difference

bet ween them and so he'd been blaned for the prince's msdeeds. This tine,
when claimng to be responsible for his actions m ght actually have gai ned him
some respect, the only observer who mattered could tell the twi ns apart.

Terrel didn't know what the |ines she had nmentioned were, but he was wlling
to bet they had nothing to do with his physical appearance.

'Does this often happen to you?' Tofana asked. 'This switch from one
personality to another?

"No,' he replied, deciding there was no point in trying to deny that such a

change had taken place. 'It's very rare.'
"What brings it on?
"I"ve no idea,' Terrel lied. "I think it just happens at random'

Tof ana nodded, al t hough her expression renai ned guarded and he wasn't sure
whet her she believed himor not.

' Does he have a name?

"Jax. '

"I should like to neet Jax again sonetine,' the w zard said, confirmng
Terrel's fears.

"It's not sonething I can control.' He had no wish to reveal his particular
vul nerability to his brother when his nind was affected by sonething |ike

al cohol or mitra. '"WIIl you tell me what | - | nean Jax - did?

"Ch, | haven't had so much fun in years!' Tofana excl ai ned, waving her arms in
the air in one of her expansive gestures. 'It's a shame you missed it.' She

gi ggl ed, suddenly sounding like a nmuch younger woman. 'He cane up here, al

pi nk-faced and bright-eyed fromthe pools, and | ooked around as if he'd never
seen any of this before -which makes sense now. He was particularly fascinated
by the various sanples of water. Fromthat, the obvious next

step was the way such things translate to the outside world, and we ended up
showi ng each other sone tricks, as | said. He went a little too far in the
end, of course, which was why he coll apsed and was taken back to the pools.'



Terrel wanted to ask whether Jax had run out of strength or had sinply becone
bored and deci ded to abandon his usurped body, but there was another possible
interpretation of the wizard's words, and this made him hesitate. Had Jax and
Tof ana become enbroiled in some sort of contest with their tricks? And if so
had his brother 'gone too far' by opposing the wizard in some way? It woul d
have been a battle the prince was bound to | ose. But he woul dn't have mi nded
that; he'd have known he could | eave at any tine, and that he would not be the
one |left behind to face the possi bl e consequences. And naking trouble just for
the sake of it would be the sort of thing Jax enjoyed.

"This is the first time |'ve seen either of you since his relapse,' Tofana
added. 'Are you telling me you renmenber absol utely nothing about what
happened?

"I"'mafraid not." Terrel was glad to know that even Jax had his linits.

VWhat ever the reason for his return to the pools, it had eventually enabl ed
Terrel to reclaimhis own form

' Perhaps we should work at hel ping you call on the talents of this other
self,' the wi zard suggested. 'They could prove a val uable asset.'

Terrel was surprised by the way Tofana had sinply accepted the presence of a
second person within him- and he wondered whet her she had conme across

somet hing sinilar before. For hinself, talking openly about Jax with a

rel ati ve stranger had been an unnerving but strangely |iberating experience.
However, he'd had enough of it now

"I don't think I want to do that,' he said. 'In any case, you m ght not want
to make me too powerful. Sonme people in the Black Quarter still think I'ma
spy.' This was not sonething he'd have chosen to bring up, but he was so

anxi ous to change the subject that he'd junped at the first thing that came to
m nd. He achi eved his purpose, but Tofana's reacti on was not what he had
expect ed.

She | aughed.

"I don't really care if you are,' she said. 'Wat are you going to do? Hea
our armes into oblivion?

"I could send information back to your enenies,' he argued, wondering why he
was advanci ng such theori es.

"If you do,' she replied cheerfully, "it'll just be what we want themto hear
You really think you' d be allowed to betray anything inmportant? You' re sinmply
anot her part of the gane. W just have to decide how to use you.'

"You think the war's a game?

"What else can it be? Boys will be boys. W just make the toys they play with
alittle nore interesting.'’

"But that's— Terrel stopped. He'd been about to say 'insane', but had thought
better of it. 'Have you ever considered all the wonderful things you could
achieve if you put your magic to use for good? For peace?

' Peace!' Tofana exclaimed derisively. 'You mght as well go |ooking for
Akurvellir. No one wants the war to stop. Wiy should they? If they weren't
fighting, they woul dn't know what to do with thensel ves.'

Terrel found he had no way of countering that argunment. Even though it was
insane, it was the truth. Al the soldiers he had met, fromthe general to
patrol men, appeared to be afraid of nothing and actually seermed to revel in

t he carnage. Their bloodthirsty enthusiasm and eager, even cheerful attitude
to the conflict had been denonstrated often during his tine on Myvatan.

"Nor would |, come to that,' Tofana nuttered. 'My work is fascinating. You'l
see that soon enough, even if the neomancer trials didn't convince you.'
Mention of the trials rem nded Terrel of Yarek and his dreadful injuries.

'"I's the boy all right?

'He nade a remarkabl e recovery. None of my magi ans coul d have done as nuch for
him'

' Coul d you?

"Perhaps. But | don't waste ny energies that way. That's what the pools are
for.'

'What happened to hin®



"Ah, so you are interested,' Tofana said, chuckling.

"I"ve never come across such injuries before,' Terrel said. 'At |east none
that were inflicted in such a way.'

' Dayak nade the first mistake,' the wi zard explained. 'He's too clever for his
own good. He'd nake an excellent neomancer if he applied his talent wsely,
but he overreached hinself, tried to nake use of power he couldn't hope to
control . Earthquakes and vol canic activity can be used as weapons, but only
under certain conditions, and under the supervision of very experienced
people. Armes usually just try to take advantage of such things when they
happen naturally."'

'Did Dayak try to create such an upheaval ?

'He nearly succeeded too,' Tofana replied, nodding, 'but he used too much of
hinself, left his defences open. Such power is not bought easily. Dayak's own
i nes becane distorted and broken. He'd probably have died if Yarek hadn't

i ntervened.'

"Yarek was trying to help hinf

'Exactly. | believe he and Dayak consider thenselves friends. The boy is
certainly talented, but this was beyond him In trying to di sentangl e Dayak's
i nes, he disrupted

his own —and suffered the consequences. He's lucky you were there to help
him or he'd still be paying for his error.'

"You think trying to help a friend is an error?

"In this case, yes. And a potentially deadly one. I"mgrateful to him though
H s efforts provided sonme insights that may well help ny own research. Now,
tell me about your healing. How do you do it?

Terrel was wondering how best to answer this question when he was saved from
having to respond by the unexpected arrival of another visitor. The nustel a
energed fromone of the holes in the wall and scanpered across the floor, its
claws skittering on the stone.

'Bezylun?' the wi zard queried. 'Wat are you doi ng here?

The rat-like creature answered with a nervous chattering, then - show ng
unexpected agility - it leapt up on to one of the tables, skidded on the
wooden surface and scattered pieces of paper and stone in all directions.
Coming to rest amd the debris, it stood up on its hind | egs and chattered
again. Its fur appeared to be standing on end, naking it seemtw ce its normnal
si ze.

"Don't be silly, dear,' Tofana said. 'No one can do that. Not even me. And
anyway, why woul d anyone want to?

The ani mal shook itself and clicked its teeth, |ooking about with wild eyes.
Tof ana | ooked puzzl ed.

'"W're busy here,' she pointed out. 'I'msure you'll feel better soon. Now
scram'’

Bezylum did not react well to the reassurance. Although the w zard clearly
expected the mustela to leave, it did nothing of the sort. Instead it suddenly
seened quite demented, leaping to and fro as if trying to evade an invisible
foe, and sending various objects flying over the side of the table.

'Bezyluml' Tofana shrieked, angry now. 'Stop that at once!’

But the rodent paid her no attention. In fact, its manic exertions becanme even
wilder, until it msjudged one particular twisting | eap, slid over the edge of
the table and fell directly into a bucket full of water bel ow Tofana
excl ai med i n annoyance, but Terrel couldn't help |aughing at the |udicrous
spectacle. A nonment later the laughter died in his throat as the nustel a

| aboriously dragged itself over the rimof the container, flopped to the
ground with a squelch and then shook itself vigorously.

'"Perhaps that'll teach you not to be so stupid,' the w zard nuttered.

Terrel didn't think so. But then he knew sonething Tofana did not. The spi ky,
bedraggl ed creature was no | onger Bezylum It was Al yssa.

Chapt er Ni net een

There's something really peculiar about this thing, Al yssa conplained, stil
shaki ng water from her borrowed fur



That's probably because—Terrel began, then saw Tofana gl anci ng back and forth
between the two of them

Who' s she? Alyssa asked. A friend or an eneny?

I"'mnot really sure, he replied truthfully, but she's a w zard and—

A wi zard? Al yssa sounded understandably al ar ned

Yes, and there' s—

Their silent exchange was interrupted by a fierce chattering from Tofana which
was clearly directed at her strangely unbi ddabl e doorman. Alyssa tensed at the
sound, her danp fur beconi ng even nore spiky.

Am | supposed to understand that? she asked.

Yes. She nmust be telling you to do sonething.

What ?

I've no idea, but you ought to do something, even if it's the wong thing. She
was telling you to go away earlier

But |1've only just got here, Al yssa objected. You ve no idea how—

"What's got into you, Bezylun?' Tofana grunbled. 'Get out of here before you
make ne really angry.' She added a further conment in the squeaking | anguage
of the nuste-las, and ended in an unpl easant hiss.

You 'd better go, Terrel said. She might suspect sonething,

and in any case, we can't talk here. 1'll catch up with you as soon as | can
"I don't know why you're so fascinated with Terrel,' the w zard said,
confirmng the healer's fears. 'He's not the one who trained you. O the one
who feeds you.'

CGo, Terrel urged. There'll be another chance to talk later.

W may not get another chance, Alyssa replied. The wi ndow was only open a
crack this tine.

Her cryptic comment dismayed Terrel. He'd waited a very long while to be able
to talk to Alyssa, and the thought of mssing this opportunity was appalling.
But he knew their present situation was hopel ess

You have to go, he told her. 1'lIl follow you

Finally bowing to the inevitable, Al yssa turned tail and scanpered off,
skirting around the edge of the roomuntil she cane to one of the rat-holes.
As she di sappeared inside, Terrel hoped she'd retai ned enough of Bezylums
menori es and know edge to find her way about in the dark maze of tunnels. If
she got lost, she might not be able to | ocate himagain before the w ndow

cl osed and she had to | eave.

"That's not like him' Tofana nmuttered. 'He's usually the nost reliable of
themall .’

"Perhaps he's ill?" Terrel suggested.

"It's lucky the alignnment-potency of that neltwater wasn't too great,' the

wi zard added, gl ancing at the puddl es around the bucket. 'O he wouldn't have
recovered so quickly.'

Her comment raised Terrel's | evel of unease another notch. He could only hope
that, whatever the water m ght have done to Bezylum s body, it would not have
affected Alyssa's invading spirit.

"I should | eave you to get on with your work,' Terrel said as Tofana stooped
to pick up some of the fallen objects and replaced themon the table.

'"Right now you are nmy work,' she replied. 'You were going to tell ne about
your healing.'

"I"'mnot sure there's much | can tell you,' he said quickly. "And I'd like to
go back to my quarters now.'

'Not yet. You have to earn your keep first.'

' But —

"It's not much to ask, is it?" Al though the wi zard had spoken mildly, there
was a stubborn glint in her eyes and Terrel realized he had no choi ce.

Rel uctantly, he launched into a hurried account of his progress as a healer,
but the wizard would not allow himto rush his explanation, and demanded
further details and exanples of the experiences he was describing. Terre
eventually tried to curb his inmpatience, realizing that haste would only make
t he exam nation last |longer. He wondered briefly what Tofana would do if he



simply wal ked out, but he didn't have the nerve to try it.

Towards the end of the discussion, Terrel realized that he too was | earning
somet hi ng new. The 'waking dream that he used when healing was simlar in
concept to the 'lines' that - according to the wizard - |lay inside everyone,
and which were utilized in many of her nmgical processes, including the
heal i ng done in the pools.

'"OF course, the lines aren't just confined to our bodies,' Tofana went on

' They're everywhere, and they can be used for destroying things as well as
mendi ng them bviously, the nore violent a tornado you can bring down upon
your enem es, the nore proof you have that the gods are on your side.’

Terrel. couldn't tell whether the wizard was being sarcastic or serious. He
wanted to know nore about her work - but not now. He was desperate to get away
and talk to Alyssa.

'"OfF course, the gods are supposed to be above such

things,' the wi zard added, with a wy smle, "but if that's the case, then why
did they cause the Lunar Schismin the first place?

"What's that?' Terrel asked, unable to restrain his curiosity.

"It all goes back to the last Great Conclave,' she replied. 'At Akurvellir,

t hree hundred and seventy years ago. During a debate in the Crcle of Truce, a
di spute arose over Bvandir's conet and whether it could materially affect the
orbits of the nmoons. That was easy enough to resolve, of course, but the nore
i mportant aspect of the argument, the one that caused the divide, was whether
Bvandir and all the other gods could arrange such things to suit thenselves,
or whether they were as much the victins of fate as we are.’

"And that caused the schisn®?

'Yes. Black and Red agai nst Wiite and CGol d."'

Terrel blinked, hardly believing the inplications of what he was hearing.
"You nmean that was the start of the war?' he exclained.

Tof ana nodded.

"A point of philosophy?" Terrel was half shouting now 'You' ve been fighting
for hundreds of years over a tiny phil osophical disagreenent?

The wi zard shrugged.

"Such matters of theology were inmportant then,' she said. 'Nowit's just

hi story.'

' Then why don't you stop} Thousands of people have died —your country is
literally being torn apart —and all for nothing!'

"The hatred is sufficient reason now,' she explained. 'It's unquenchable. W
just have to go on until we gain the victory we deserve.'

"That's insane,' Terrel declared, his earlier inhibitions swept aside by sheer
horror.

"Hardly that. The gods thensel ves sanctioned the conflict."'

' How? What did they do?

"Not hing.' Tofana smiled at the heal er's astoni shment.

' Then how . '

'The | eaders of the four wi zardly orders set out a covenant. The dispute woul d
be settled by a sign fromthe gods. But none cane.'

' They did nothing.'

'Exactly. Wich proved our side of the argunment, as far as |'m concerned. O
course, the Wiite and Gold didn't see it that way at the tine.'

"And the fighting began,' Terrel whispered.

'Yes,' Tofana adnitted cheerfully.

"That's the nost— Terrel began, then stopped. He felt a m xture of outrage
and revul sion at what he'd |earnt, and knew that he couldn't stand to be in
the wi zard's presence a nmonment |onger. Heedl ess of her attitude, he swung
round and strode blindly towards the door. Once there he hesitated, glancing
back. Tofana had already returned to her solitary pottering anongst her
docunents and sanples, and appeared to have accepted his abrupt departure
easily enough. Looking at her now, she seened to be nothing nore than an

i nef fectual eccentric, but Terrel knew better. Tofana and her kind were
responsi ble for the continuing madness of all Mvatan



As he turned to | eave, hoping to find Alyssa, Terrel was halted by anot her
quite different voice —but one he knew just as well.

"You can't hide fromyour dreans,' one of the water buckets whispered. 'You
never could.’

It was somet hing Jax had said to himbefore Terrel even knew who he was, and
to hear his brother's nocking

tone com ng froma supposedly inani mate object was doubly unnerving.

"And now you can't hide fromne either,' the bucket added om nously.

Chapter Twenty

The stupid thing even tried to drown itself rather than |l et ne take over,

Al yssa declared. When it realized it couldn't stop ne, it went beserk

Al the nustelas are trained to be conpletely loyal to Tofana, Terrel pointed
out. Taking orders from anyone el se nmust have been horrifying for him

It wasn't rmuch fun fromny point of view |'ve never met such resistance

bef ore.

That's probably Tofana's doing. She can talk to them —not like this, but so

t hey can understand each other. They nust have a very strong |ink

Whi ch m ght make themwi se to what | do, Alyssa concl uded.

Terrel nodded.

Are you all right now?

Yes. I'min control —for the nonent, at least. He . . . what's his nanme?
Bezyl um

He's lying low, but | can't help feeling |I'm bei ng wat ched.

You think he mght remenber? Terrel queried. The only aftereffect shown by the
ot her creatures Alyssa had i nhabited had been a short-lived puzzl enent.

/ hope not. That coul d make things awkward for you

I"mglad you' re here, anyway.

To Terrel's imense relief, the nmustela had popped

out of one of the rat-holes just as he was nearing his own room No one had
seen them go inside, and once the door was closed they had been able to rel ax
in the know edge that their privacy woul d be respected.

| didn't have any choice, Al yssa added, obviously still worrying about the
possi bl e consequences of her host's connection to the wizard. There aren't any
other animals in here.

I'"mjust happy you were able to stay this long, Terrel said. After her earlier
war ni ng, he'd been afraid that she woul d be gone when he finally nmanaged to
get away from Tof ana

Soneti mes, when the wi ndows aren't open w de enough, it's necessary to break a
few, Alyssa replied, sounding grim

You haven't put yourself in danger, have you? he asked, not |iking the tone of
her voice. You know that's the last thing I'd want. | nean—

You 're not the only one who needs these neetings, she said, cutting off his
protest. / have to keep an eye on you, don't I? Wat's the point of |oving
someone unless you try to | ook after thenf?

For a few nmoments, Terrel was unable to respond. He'd known for a very |ong
time that he loved Alyssa, and knew that the feeling was returned, but each
time he was rem nded of this fact he was swept by a wave of |onging to see her
in her own shape. Her presence in spirit, and the famliar sound of her voice,
had been of great confort to himduring their years apart, but he wanted nore.
Even in his dreans he was denied the sight of the real Alyssa.

I'd | ook after you too if | could, he said quietly.

Soneone el se is doing that, she replied. But don't worry, Terrel. | know
what's in your heart.

Moons! Are you two getting all slushy?

El ami s ghostly figure had materialized in a corner of the room sitting
cross-1legged on the floor. Apart from being

transparent and faintly |um nous, he | ooked exactly like the fifteen-year-old
boy he'd been when the warden of Havenmoon had stabbed himto death, and the
expression of nmock disgust on his urchin face was one Terrel renenbered well.
Since that time —over seven years ago —the boy's appearance hadn't changed



at all. Had he lived, he'd have been a full-grown nman by now, just like his
friend. Setting aside that mel ancholy thought, Terrel grinned.

It's good to see you, he said.

At | east you've got sone decent accomodation for once, El am remarked, | ooking
around. Even if it is a bit weird.

All the roons in the pyranmid are this shape, Terrel told him

Are the others with you? Al yssa asked.

They' Il be along soon, Elamreplied, his expression turning sour. Let's just
enjoy our tine together first. I'"msick of having to be serious all the tine.
You 're still not much good at cutting your own hair, | see, he said, |ooking

at the nustel a.

The animal's fur was dry now, but it had set in clunps that gave it an uneven,
unkenmpt | ook. The same had been true of Alyssa's own bl onde hair, which she
used to crop herself, carel ess of her appearance. The nmenory of it now al npost
overwhel med Terrel. He thought back to the last tinme he had seen her —Iying
unconsci ous in a dungeon cell, a pale shape in the darkness as she began her

| ong dream ng. Everything he had been doing since then was worthwhile in part
because he believed he would get back to her eventually. Wthout that hope, he
woul d have given up | ong ago.

Animals don't cut their hair, silly, Alyssa said, her laughter making the
nmustel a chatter softly.

I've al ways wondered about that, Elamwent on, grinning again now. Wy is it
only human hair that keeps on grow ng? And why only on our heads?

It could get a bit enmbarrassing if it happened anywhere el se, Al yssa
comment ed.

And | don't suppose you 'd get too nany people wanting to be barbers, El am
added.

Terrel found that he was blushing - which was nortifying —while | aughing at
the sane tine —which felt wonderful. There hadn't been much laughter in his
life recently. It was good to have the three of themtogether again, even if
they could never go back to the way they'd once been

Almost like old times, isn't it? Elamsaid, echoing the sentinment. Except that
unli ke the rest of us, he's growing up. He peered closely at Terrel's face.
What is that?

Terrel rubbed his chin, knowing that his recent attenpts at shavi ng had been
only partly successful

My Aunt Melia had a better beard than that, Elam declared. She was soneone you

wouldn 't want to nmeet on a dark night, | can tell you
Terrel had never heard his friend joke about his famly before. He had al ways
referred to themin resentful terns. The fact that - like Terrel's parents -

t hey had abandoned himto a nmadhouse had been one of the simlarities that had
drawn the two boys together in the first place.

Do you suppose | have aunts sonewhere? the heal er wonder ed.

When your father has seven wives, you 're bound to have quite a few, El am
comment ed.

I don't know that | want to nmeet any of them —even in daylight, Terrel added.
| have all the famly |I need right here.

A rat and a ghost? El am excl ained. You 're not fussy, are you?

I"'mnot a rat, Alyssa stated haughtily. |I'ma nustel a.

I"msorry, your |adyship, Elamsaid, bowing. At |east you should feel at hone
here. This whole island is mad.

You felt that too? Terrel queried.

It would' ve been hard to miss. It's stronger in sone places than others, nind
you.

This was sonething Terrel hadn't known, but now El am had nentioned it, it
seened to tie in with his own experiences. Just as he was about to ask how the
newconer knew so rmuch about Myvatan, the air shivered and two nmore ghosts
appeared. As they did so, Elams snile turned to a resigned frown, and Terre
renmenbered the disquiet he'd felt at his friend' s earlier comment. He'd been
aware of friction between his spectral allies for some tinme, and the | ast



thi ng he needed now was for that to get worse. The expressions on the faces of
the latest arrivals did little to quell his anxiety.

How | ong do we have? Shahan asked qui ckly, |ooking down at Al yssa.

I'"mnot sure, she replied. Long enough not to have to rush, | think

Good. Wth his great beak of a nose, his straggly beard and grey hair, Shahan
| ooked just like the comon perception of an inperial court seer —which had

i ndeed been his role in life. Hello, Terrel. It's good to see you again.

And you. Do you have news for ne?

W 've alot to tell you, but nuch depends on what you already know, Mizen
replied.

Even though his inmage was | ess sharp than that of the other ghosts —because
he had died peacefully, centuries before them- the old nman was an instantly
recogni zable figure. H's colourful, outlandish clothes were unlike any Terrel
had ever seen on anyone else, and his eyes still shone with heretical zeal. So
it would probably save tinme if you fill us in on what you 've been up to since
you got here.

Terrel could see the logic of this argunent and, in any case, he knew that was
t he way things al ways wor ked

during their infrequent nmeetings. So he set aside his own inpatience and tried
to put his thoughts into sone kind of order. H's voyage on the Skua seened a
long tinme ago now - even though in reality he'd been on Myvatan for |ess than
a nonth - and so nuch had happened since then that it took hima while to

t hi nk back. Presenting his experiences in chronol ogical order was the only
sensi ble way to proceed, so he began with his conversations with Kjolur and

t he subsequent arrangenent for himto go ashore at \Whal e Ness. Mizeni and
Shahan were obviously pleased that the |ocal |egends seened to be linked to
their earlier discoveries, but they were clearly as uncertain as Terrel

hi nsel f about the reasons for Ostan's change of heart.

Have you seen this Kjolur again since then? Shahan asked.

No. And I"'mnot likely to. The Red Quarter's on the opposite side of the

i sland. Look, I'Il show you. Terrel pulled out the map and pointed to where
they were, then to Port Akranes. And this is Wale Ness, he added. You can see
why the whol e peninsula is a forbidden zone. Mst of it's in the Black Quarter
because it's to the west of the dividing line, but because it's such a |long
spit of land, the only way to reach it fromthe main part of the island is to
go into the Gold Quarter and doubl e back

Unl ess you approach fromthe sea, as you did, Mizeni said, nodding.

That's right. | clinbed the cliff directly bel ow Savik's Wale, Terrel told
themw th a touch of pride. He went on to describe the sense of madness he'd
encountered, the crystal city dreamthat had reinforced his sense of
forebodi ng, and his adventures inside the stone whale. Hi s audi ence remai ned
attentive as he told them about the battle, his eventual capture and the
journey to Saudark. Wth the benefit of what he had |l earnt nore recently, he
was al so able to tell them sonething about the background to the war and its
cause.

The war is everything here, he added. No one alive has ever known anyt hing

el se. The hatred is inbred. The wi zards think of it as an el aborate game —
with the soldiers as their willing pieces. Everyone el se just goes along with
it. It's awful

Does anyone here still think you 're a spy? Mizeni asked.

A few of themare still suspicious, Terrel admitted, but there's not much |
can do about that. | keep telling them| don't want to get involved, but no
one seens to be able to accept it.

You're right to do so, Shahan nmuttered. This isn't your war. Go on.

Terrel obediently related his exploits in Saudark, describing the various
peopl e he had met and the things he had seen after he'd been accepted as a
heal er. The healing pools and the hall full of sleepers were singled out for
particul ar nention.

After that | was brought here, he continued. Providing a description of the
pyramid and its inhabitants took quite a while and, naturally enough, sone of



his recent discoveries were the subject of considerable interest.

Magi c seens to be very inportant on Myvatan, Mizeni hazarded.

Yes. It runs through everything here. And it's all connected to water.

Alyssa gave a small chitter and Terrel sensed her disconfort.

No wonder . . . Mizeni began. That woul d nean—

That the elenentals' belief is true, Terrel conpleted for him Water is a

magi cal substance, at |least in the hands of Myvatan's w zards and their
neonancers.

So this island is the worst possible place for one of the Ancients, Shahan
concl uded.

Exactly. There's so much water here, in every one of its forms - snow, ice,
liquid, steam And they nake use of it all

That explains a lot, Elamsaid grinly.

Terrel wasn't sure what to nake of this coment, but his friend did not

el abor at e.

That's not ny only problem Terrel added, and told them about the tine he'd

| ost when Jax had taken over. He's a weather-nage, don't forget. He's in his
el enent here.

You 'd better make sure you don't give himanother chance then, Mizen

advi sed.

Whi ch neans avoiding this mtra stuff, El amput in.

That could be tricky, Terrel said. It's everywhere.

Ever ywher e? Shahan queri ed.

Yes. It's not just in the pools, it's in every building |I've been in - except
this one - and even the soldiers' tents were full of the snmell of it.

| wonder whether that night have anything to do with the general attitude to
the war? Mizeni nused.

This idea made perfect sense to Terrel. The detachment he'd felt while under
the herb's influence had dulled his outrage at the violence, as well as
ultimately | eaving hi munable to defend his own body. In that nmonent he becane
determined to find out nore about nmitra and its effects.

You'll have to watch your step with Tofana, Shahan said. She's probably going
to want Jax to take over again sonetinme, so they can conpare notes.

Terrel hadn't considered that possibility.

You' |l have to be on your guard, Mizeni agreed.

Are you a prisoner here? El am asked. Could she force you to inhale the stuff?
| haven't actually been told I'"ma prisoner, Terrel replied. There's just no
way to leave. It's as if the thought that anyone woul d ever want to is beyond
belief. As far as |

know, there's only one door to the outside, and the rmustelas control that.

So if you ever need to get out, Alyssa could occupy one of them again and help
you to | eave? El am concl uded.

| suppose so, Terrel replied, glancing at the quiet creature. But she m ght
need sone of the others to go along with her and—

If they're all as stubborn as this one, that could be a problem Alyssa

conpl eted for him

So if you're stuck here, Mizeni said, could Tofana nmake you take mtra?

My guess is that inside this pyram d she could do anything she wants. |'11I
just have to try to persuade her not to. She's preoccupied with a |ot of other
things at the nonment. Terrel paused. That's just about it, really, he

concl uded, hoping they'd give himsome news now.

As | see it, Shahan said slowy, apart fromthe indications that brought you
here in the first place, the only real corrob-oration that the fourth
elemental is on the island is the presence of the sl eepers.

There's nmy dreamtoo, Terrel said cautiously. The crystal city is linked to

t he Ancient sonehow - as well as to the sleepers.

You said it was in pieces? Mizeni queried. Yes. He'd been reluctant to talk
about it too much in front of Alyssa, but as desperately as he needed her help
and conpani onship, he did not want to endanger her —and the | east he could do
was warn her. It was all fractures. The original structure was unrecogni zabl e.



He'd known at the time that there was no chance of his being able to heal the
shattered city.

And you think this could nean the Ancient here is either sick or nad? Mizeni
sai d.

Yes. It mght even be infecting the whole island. Terre

| ooked at Al yssa again, hoping she'd be able to reassure himthat her
protection was still intact, but she remained silent, the rodent's hooded eyes
gi vi ng not hi ng away.

Then it seens inperative that you | ocate the el enmental as soon as possible,
Shahan conment ed.

If it's as bad as | think, I"'mnot going to be able to heal it, Terrel warned.
Vell, you "ve got to try.

No one el se woul d even have a chance, Mizeni added. And we'll do all we can to
hel p you.

El am made a derisive snorting noise. Psinoma did not allow for genuine sound,
of course, but the silent Iink could be just as el oquent as the human tongue.
What ? Terrel asked. Wat is it?

Qur friend here has been feeling a little low recently, Shahan said quickly.
This extended stay in your world isn 't easy for any of us, Mizeni expl ai ned.
Ch, come on! El am snapped. That's not the problem You know as well as | do
that we 're not meant to be here.

As if to punctuate this enphatic declaration, someone knocked sharply on
Terrel's door.

Chapter Twenty- One

Everyone froze in place, the same thought running through each m nd. Apart
fromTerrel, only a very few people had ever been able to see the ghosts, and
t hey had usually been young children. But because so many of the pyramd's

i nhabi tants had sone sort of nmgical talent and training, it was possible that
they'd be able to see into the spectral world. It was even possible that

Tof ana herself was outside —and Terrel doubted whether they could hide

anyt hing from her.

"Who is it? he called out, nervousness maki ng hi m brusque.

"I"ve brought your evening neal, sir. Shall | bring it in?

Wth some relief, Terrel recognized the voice as belonging to one of the
servants.

Shall we go? Shahan asked silently.

No. We'll risk it, but you 'd better hide, Alyssa. Quick

The nustel a scanpered across the room and di sappeared under the bed.

"Cone in!' Terrel called

The girl entered with a tray, putting it down on the table in front of Terre
at his signal. She gave no sign of noticing the three ghosts, who remai ned
quite still, watching her closely, and after Terrel thanked her she hurried
out, closing the door behind her.

Definitely better acconmodati ons, Elam said. You 've never had service |like
this before.

Nobody responded to the light-hearted remark and, in truth, El am s habitua
flippancy had seened forced. Terrel ignored the food. He had no stomach for it
NOW.

What did you nmean, you 're not neant to be here?

Just that, Elamreplied dourly, unable to nmeet the heal er's gaze.

W don't have any choi ce, Shahan said.

You think I don't know that? El am expl oded. But just by being here we're going
to make things worse. You know we are.

Make what worse? Terrel asked.

You woul dn't under st and.

Thi s dismissive conment was so unlike Elamthat Terrel was hurt, and shocked
into silence.

If we can keep the disruption to a m ni mum—Muizeni began

How? El am demanded. Just because we 're in this triangular box, it doesn't
nmean they're not aware of our presence.



No, but—

Who are they? Terrel cut in.

This has nothing to do with your task, Shahan said.

You can't fob me off like that! On too nany occasions in the past, Terrel had
di scovered —too late —that his ghostly allies had not told himall they
knew. Their excuses - that they had done it for his own good, or because the

i nformati on had seened irrel evant —had al ready worn very thin.

And anyway, how can you be so sure? El am asked belligerently. Wat if this is
anot her test?

It goes way beyond that, Mizeni answered. And besides, why should Terrel stil
need to prove his worth? Tine and again he' s—

Not here, Elam countered. Not to these gods.

You have to tell nme what you're tal king about! Terrel shouted.

W can't, his friend replied, sounding wetched now rather than angry. It
woul d only make it worse

Then tal k about something that is useful. Oherwise we're just wasting tine.
The ghosts were obviously shaken by Terrel's unaccustomed venom

I'"msorry, Shahan said eventually. You're right. We should not be burdening
you with our problens. The seer glanced at El am who was hunched over, | ooking
down at the floor.

I"'msorry too, the boy said quietly.

Rel uctantly, Terrel accepted that he was not going to | earn any nore. Even so,
he was still feeling both distressed and i ndignant, and he was gl ad when
Mizeni took the lead in bringing up a topic relevant to his own progress.
Assuming they're going to let you out of this place eventually, the heretic
began, and regardless of the elenental's state of health or mind, you 're
going to have to try to track it down. Do you have any idea where it mght be?
No, not really, Terrel replied. The one in Msrah settled in the nost renote
pl ace possible, but that was because it was also the driest place it could
find. The trouble with Myvatan is that there's water everywhere. He pulled the
map out from under the tray and pointed to the mddle section. The centra

part of the island is furthest fromthe sea, but it's covered by an enornous
permanent icefield, so it's not likely to be anywhere there. But there are
rivers, springs and other glaciers spread all over. | just don't know where it
coul d have gone to escape the water.

Do you think that's why it's gone mad? Shahan asked. Because it couldn 't find
a safe resting place?

/ doubt it. If what | saw and felt in the dreamwas accurate, then |I think it
nmust have been caused by sonething worse than that. Even the Ancient in

Tal azori a was nowhere near as bad, and it was surrounded by a noat.

Whi ch doesn 't get us very far, Elam concluded, rejoining the discussion. Have
you heard any runours or gossip that m ght help you?

Not that | can think of.

What about | ocal |egends? Mizeni asked.

Not hi ng that seens rel evant.

After a few nmonents, Shahan pointed out another problem

If the war is going on all the tinme, it's going to nake travelling difficult,

| et alone tracking the creature down.

The war doesn't go on all the time, Elam said. Perhaps Terrel could use the
peri od of hibernation, when everyone else is asleep

Maybe, the heal er responded. But what if | fall asleep too? There's no way of
knowi ng how I'Il react when the time cones.

And it will be horribly cold then too, Shahan added. It m ght be hard for
Terrel to survive on his own.

Anyway, that's nonths away. It would mean ne having to stay here al nost a
year. |1'd rather get on with the search sooner if | can. Terrel paused. Wit a
nmonent. Surely you can find out roughly where the Ancient is! Al you have to
do is to travel round the island with Alyssa and find out where the wi nd cones
from

In the past, each of the elementals had been surrounded by a power that could



not be felt by anyone in Terrel's world, but which had repul sed the ghosts
with the force of a hurricane. The trouble was that with each successive

di scovery, the distance at which they were held had increased. If the sane

t hi ng happened this time, they wouldn't be

able to pinpoint the strange entity's exact position but they could confirm
its presence.

When none of the ghosts answered i medi ately, Terrel was worried.

Wiat's the matter?

W' ve already tried that, Shahan admitted. It didn't work.

You didn 't feel it at all? But that neans the Ancient can't be here!

The ghosts gl anced at each ot her.

It's not as sinple as that, Mizeni said. We did feel sonmething, but... it was
so erratic it was inmpossible to draw any concl usi ons.

It's as though it's there sometines but not at others, Shahan added.

At first we thought it rnust be noving around, the heretic went on, but the
fluctuations are too chaotic for that. Nothing is consistent —the strength of
the force, its direction, even the places it affects. So we can't be any hel p,
I''m afraid.

The only thing we can say for sure is that the elenmental here —assuning that

really is what's producing the wind —is different fromall the others, El am
sai d.

It's lined up differently, Terrel murmured.

What ?

Not hi ng. He didn't want to articulate his fears. It sounds as though this isn
't the first tine you 've been to Myvat an.

W' ve been here several tines, Shahan confirmed. Wienever we could. But it's
al ways been the sane. You'll have to trace the Ancient by some ot her neans,
I''m afraid.

Fi shing for treasure, Terrel whispered

In the nmeantime, Mizeni said, sounding a little nmore positive, there are
aspects of our own researches at home that may be useful

Tell me. In the past, such guidance as Terrel had received fromthe seers had
proved confusing and dangerous at

times, often only becom ng clear in retrospect. Neverthel ess, one way or
another it had usually led himcloser to his eventual goal, and in his current
situation it was certainly better than nothing.

W 're short on specifics as yet, Shahan began, soundi ng uncharacteristically
apol ogetic, but the background's beconming a little clearer at |least. The seers
are still nmonitoring the changes to the Dark Mwon, but it took them | onger
than it should have done to realize that the orbits of the other three are now
bei ng affected too.

Most peopl e know that, Terrel claimed. The sailors who brought nme here were
certainly aware of it.

Yes, well, Kamin and the other court seers aren 't exactly quick on the

upt ake, Muzeni commented, with a return to his normal disdain for Shahan's
former coll eagues.

To be fair, the seer commented, the changes were quite subtle to start wth.
They still are, in fact.

Are the changes because of the Dark Moon, or is sonething affecting each noon
separatel y? Terrel asked.

It alnost certainly stenms fromthe Dark Mbon, Mizeni replied, but no one's
been able to prove that conclusively yet. What it has done is make the

calcul ations for predicting the next confluence fearfully conplicated.

Even we've had trouble with it, Shahan admitted, and with Lathan still a

sl eeper, there's no one in Makhaya who's really up to the task. As it is, the
one thing we can definitely say is that it keeps getting earlier

There are several different possibilities, Mizeni went on, depending on

whet her the changes continue, and at what rate, but the nost likely projection
now puts it between ten and twelve years fromnow That's only thirty-two to
thirty-four years after the last one, rather than the seventy-five it's always



been before.

Terrel and Jax had been born on the night of the |ast

four-nmoon conjunction, which was why their lives had al ways been under
particul ar scrutiny.

That's | ess than hal f the previous cycle, Shahan pointed out.

But it's still a long way of f, El am said.

It's not going to take nme ten years to find the |ast elenmental, Terrel agreed.
Wherever it is.

Perhaps it's not the |ast one, El am suggest ed.

The heal er frowned at this idea. He had assuned that once he'd conpleted his
task on Myvatan, he'd be free to start the long journey back to the Fl oating
Islands. But if there was yet another Ancient, the nature of his bargain would
force himto seek it out before he could go hone.

Even if this is the last one, Alyssa said, it's still going to take you sone
time to get back to Vadanis. That's where the circle closes.
Not that long, | hope! Terrel exclaimed. He wanted to tal k about the prospect

of seeing her again, but he felt awkward about expressing such a sentinment in
the presence of the others —and then he was distracted by the nustela's odd
behavi our. Unnoticed by any of the others, she had craw ed out from under the
bed and was now I ying on her back in a nost unratlike pose, with all four |egs
inthe air. Are you all right?

I"'mfine. Keep tal king.

Are we running out of tinme?

No. | just need to concentrate.

Concentrate on what? Terrel wondered, but he knew he'd get no answer. Turning
back to the others, he found El am grinning, his eyebrows raised.

Practi sing her backstroke? he suggested.

Terrel smiled. Alyssa had always refused to join the boys when they swamin
the | ake at Havennoon. She hadn't even |iked getting spl ashed.

The Tindaya Code still seenms to indicate that this is the | ast one to be
found, Mizeni said, returning the discussion to its original course.

And in any case, we're getting ahead of ourselves, Shahan comrented. Unti
Terrel renews his bargain with the Ancient here, this is all speculation. In
that sense, it doesn 't matter if there are any nore.

It matters to ne, Terrel thought, but didn't say anything.

Have there been any new devel opments with the Code? he asked instead.
Actually, quite a lot, the seer replied. There's been a huge increase in the
scope for new research recently.

Real | y? Way?

You mght find this hard to believe, Shahan answered, but it's because of Jax.
You nean he's actually been hel pful for once?

Not deliberately, |I'msure, Mizeni remarked, but his actions certainly led to
t he new di scovery.

What did he do?

He cane across a reference to a spring at Tindaya, Elam said. He had nade it
his duty to keep an eye on the prince ever since the allies had di scovered
that Terrel's destiny was linked to his brother's.

On top of the nountain? the heal er enquired.

That's what surprised everyone. It nmade no sense to take it literally.
Interpreters had al ways assumed it was just a poetic notion - a fount of

know edge, or sonme such phrase - but Jax insisted on an expedition to find the
source of what he called the 'sacred water'.

And because al nost everyone there still thinks he's the Guardi an, Mizeni put
in, no one was prepared to argue with him The extraordinary thing is, he was
ri ght.

He told themwhere to dig, Elamsaid, taking up the story,

and they discovered an underground chanber, a cellar no one had even known
exi sted. When they finally broke through, the workers were al nost swept away.
The entire roomhad filled up with water. After it enptied out, they found a
smal | spring bubbling up froma hole in the floor - but that wasn't all. The



mal | s and even the ceiling of the chanber were covered with witing and signs.
It's another part of the Code, Shahan said, one that no one's ever seen
before, and it's provided a whole new field for study. For us, as well as for
Kam n 's peopl e.

Jax wasn 't nmuch interested in that, though, El am nodded. He just wanted the
water. He insisted on taking sanples of it back to Makhaya, and building a
system of channels and reservoirs so that in future supplies would al ways be
avai |l abl e when he needed them

Thi s was begi nning to sound unpleasantly famliar to Terrel, and he understood
now t hat there had been another reason for the ghosts finding Myvatan's |ink
bet ween magi ¢ and water so disturbing. The prospect of Jax as a wi zard did not
bear thinking about.

Has he done anything with the sanples yet?

Not as far as | know, Elamreplied. But two days ago he left for Betancuria,

t aki ng sone of the water with him

Terrel was unable to conceal his dismay. Betancuria was the m ning area near
the centre of Vadanis where he had encountered the first of the Ancients. It
had made its lair in the disused workings, and part of his initial bargain
with the creature had been to promse that it could remain in the mnes

undi sturbed. Jax had al ready broken that promi se, and now seened to be intent
on doing so again, but this time he mght be arned with a nagi cal weapon t hat
woul d terrify the elemental. The possibl e consequences of that were too

appal ling to contenpl ate.

| wasn't able to follow himthere, of course, Elam added regretfully.

W just have to hope Kamin doesn 't let himdo anything too stupid. Shahan did
not sound very confident. In the neantime, we're left with the new section of
t he Code.

Does any of it apply to what's happeni ng here? Terrel asked, trying to rid
himsel f of the dread he felt at this latest news of his twn.

W think so, yes, Mizeni replied. For a start, there's nention of a group of
creatures —sonme peopl e say snakes —who eat ice and possibly even live inside
i ce.

| ce-worns? Terrel wondered, renenbering the soldiers' coments about his eyes.
Coul d be. Have you seen then?

No. And | don't think | want to. How do they fit into the prophecy?

Believe it or not, Shahan told him they' re supposed to become bodyguards to
t he Guardi an.

They 're protecting the Ancient?

It seens like it, but it's hardly going to need protecting fromyou, is it?
The Cuardian and the Mentor are allies.

It hasn't always felt like that, Terrel rmnuttered.

The central prem se of the Tindaya Code was that a hero, known as the
Guar di an, who had been born - or perhaps awoken —on the night of one |unar
confluence, would fulfil his destiny at the time of the next four-noon
conjunction, and in doing so prevent an upheaval that woul d destroy nost of
Nydus. The other main figure in the prophecy was the Mentor, described as a
go- between, or translator, who was supposed to teach the Guardian to

di stingui sh between good and evil. The ghosts' |atest thinking was that the
entity was the Guardian, and that Terrel, as the |link between them and
humanity, was the Mentor. Everything they did was based on that assunption
even

t hough - like nost oracles - the Tindaya Code was frus-tratingly anbi guous.
The sane section of inscriptions also describes a 'city drowned beneath the
sea', where a 'sacred flanme burns even in the darkness', Mizeni stated. Have
you heard of anything like that? In one of the |egends?

Terrel shook his head. A vague nenory nagged at the back of his mind, but he
couldn't place it.

Wl |, see what you can find out, Shahan suggested. It could be inportant.

And there's another passage that's interesting, Mizeni went on. Do you
renmenber the inscriptions at Y-Harah?



| never saw them mysel f. Terrel had been blind at the tine. But | remenber
being told about them

Wl l, one of the carvings there referred to a pendulum The same notif is
repeated at Tindaya, but this tine it seens to inply that the pendul umis not
swi ngi ng through the air but through water, possibly the sea, until it becomnes

fixed in place.

By a curse? Terrel asked

| don't remenber anything like that, Mizeni said, glancing at his coll eague
for confirmati on. Why do you ask?

Because one of the | egends here descri bes how Myvatan travell ed back and forth
across the ocean, as a floating, nobile fortress, until it was set in place by
their eneny's curse.

Interesting, Shahan responded. So you think Myvatan nmi ght be the pendul um
W'l|l have to | ook at that section again. It also contains an obscure
reference to the Dark Moon, just as the one at Y-Harah did, so l'msure it's
connected to your task

None of this really hel ps nme, though, Terrel said.

| suppose not, but it nmight be useful later as we |earn nore.

I s there anything el se?

There's a very strange reference to a famly beconming starlight, but we can't
make head nor tail of that.

Could it be anything to do with my star? Terrel glanced at his |l eft hand. That
was where, under special circunstances, the invisible amulet that he carried
wi t hi n himappeared. He had captured it at Tindaya during the first total
ecl i pse Nydus had ever experienced. The Ancients referred to it as his
"spiral', but to human eyes it |ooked just like a miniature star

It's possible, Shahan conceded, though | don't see how.

Are there any eclipses involving the Dark Mon forecast sonme time soon? Terre
asked. In the past, he'd been able to make renpte contact with the el enental s
during those rare and awe-inspiring events.

None here that we can foresee, Mizeni replied at once, as if he'd been
expecting the question. But if the orbits keep changi ng, you never know.

The only other translations ne 've managed so far are sonme |ines about
‘crossing a bridge between the clouds', and a warning to 'beware the fire

wi thin', Shahan added.

And | don't suppose you know what they nean either? Terrel remarked

resi gnedly.

Don't eat too nuch spicy food? El am suggest ed

| don't suppose the people who built the tenple were too concerned about our
di gestion, Terrel replied, grinning nonetheless. It's frustrating, though.
keep getting warnings | don't understand. Wen | saw Alyssa on the Skua, she
told me not to trust my own instincts.

The ghosts all |ooked at the mnustela.

| don't remenmber much about that visit, Alyssa said, rolling over on to her
stomach and then squatting up on her hind I egs.

W were trying to warn you about the perils you were facing, Mizeni told
Terrel. W couldn V cone ourselves, and Alyssa offered to act as nessenger. It
seens she got a little confused.

As it turned out, things went as well as we could have hoped, Shahan added,
but it m ght have been very different. Playing with | egends can be a dangerous
busi ness.

But you wanted Terrel to do it all the sane, didn 't you? Elanis faintly
accusi ng tone was not |ost on the seers.

W had little choice, Shahan argued. He had to cone ashore somewhere, and his
expl oits have given him access to nuch nore than any orthodox arrival would
have done. It I ed himhere.

The fact that the seer had bothered to defend his own actions to the boy was
anot her sign of the change in the rel ationship between the ghosts. Wen Terre
had first come to know them both Shahan and Mizeni had regarded Elamw th an
anused tol erance that was not far short of contenpt. It was very different now



—al nost as though the boy was the one who held the reins of power within the
trio. In the ghosts' world, it was possible that El am had grown up

Chapter Twenty- Two

There's no point worrying about the past, Terrel told them as anxious as ever
to avoid any disputes among his friends. It's what happens next that's
important. Is there anything else | should know?

You' ve noved again as far as the predom nant |unar alignments are concerned,
Mizeni said. You're in the sphere of the Red Mon here.

Fire and viol ence, Terrel thought. That's appropriate for Myvatan. And | ove,
he rem nded hinmself. Don't forget that. Unconsciously he glanced at Al yssa
before returning his attention to the ghosts.

I'"ve lost track of the cycles since |'ve been in here. Wiat is the Red Mon
now?

It'Il be full in six days' tinme, Shahan replied.
And the others?
The Amber was new two days ago, the VWiite will be full tonorrow night and the

Dark Moon was full yesterday.

Everyt hi ng changi ng, Al yssa remarked.

The wi zards here know that their respective powers alter according to the
relative strengths of their nmoons, Terrel said. One way or another, everyone
on Nydus was in thrall to the noons.

Shahan and Miuzeni nodded, apparently having conme to the end of what they
wanted to say.

There's somet hing el se you can tell ne, Terrel said. Apart

fromanything Jax might do with what he's learnt here, is there anything on
Vadanis that's being affected, or is likely to be affected, by what |I'm doing
on Myvatan? Much to his dismay at the time, the earlier threats that he'd had
to deal with had expanded to include his honel and, regardl ess of how far away
he had been. The last thing he needed now was to have to worry about the

safety of the island where Alyssa still slept.

Not as far as we know, Shahan answer ed.

Good.

But ultimately, all of Nydus will be affected, Mizeni pointed out.

He knows that, Elam snapped irritably. And so will—

What ' s she doi ng? Shahan cried in sudden al arm

Terrel swung round to |l ook at the mustela. It was holding one of its forel egs
up to its nouth and was gnawi ng at sonething in the fur. At the seer's cry, it
| ooked up, its beady eyes flaring, and Terrel saw that the rodent's teeth had
been chewi ng on Alyssa's ring.

What are you doi ng? he gasped, his heart pounding at the thought of what m ght
happen if that precious |ink was destroyed.

l...1... Alyssa sounded bew | dered.

Is it all right? Terrel asked, getting down fromhis stool to inspect the

animal's forepaw. To his great relief the ring was still intact, if alittle
frayed. What were you trying to do?
It wasn't me, she nmuttered angrily. This .. . this thing keeps trying

I think we should | eave, Shahan offered. She obviously won't be able to take
the strain for nuch | onger.

No, Alyssa responded. I'mall right now You can go on

Terrel was just as concerned as the seer, and he was about to tell her that
when somet hi ng happened to throw all his thoughts into confusion. Although
Terrel couldn't

feel anything, it had suddenly becone clear that the ghosts were being
affected by a strong, blustery wi nd bl owing across the encl osed room Their
clothes and hair were flapping wildly, and Mizeni was having difficulty
keepi ng hinself upright. Fromthe expressions of panic on their faces, Terre
guessed that they were terribly afraid —and knew that the neeting was
finished now, no matter what Al yssa thought. He had never seen the ghosts in
this state before.

W . . .have, .. to . . . Shahan gasped.



Go! Terrel shouted, making it an order.

The t hree ghosts vanished instantly, and the roomwas still once nore.
Did they get away safely? Terrel asked.
I think so.

You think so?

I couldn 't exactly follow them could I?

Terrel cal med down, recogni zing the sense of her argument.
That was the elemental, wasn 't it?

Yes.
Is it still blow ng?
Yes. It's even stronger now. | won't be able to |l eave for a while yet.

But you 're all right?

X course. As long as I'min the shape of an animal, there's no problem

Even this one?

He is giving ne nore trouble than usual, but I'mstill in control

Can | do anything to help you?

Just keep talking to nme, Alyssa replied. Did you nanage to di scuss everything
you want ed?

| wanted to tell themthat | feel the other three el enmentals

wer e sormehow guiding nme on the journey here. That's a good sign, don't you

t hi nk?

You nean there was a |ink between them and the one here even before you
arrived?

Yes. It might be that they're aware their 'brother' is sick, and they want ne
to help him

Let's hope so. | have the feeling you' re going to need all the help you can
get this tine.

Do you know what's happening with the other el ementals now?

No, but | know Shahan and Miuzeni have a theory that they only came up to the

surface of the planet recently —in their terns, at least. Wen you 're as old
as they are, a few years, even decades, are the nmere blink of an eye.
Terrel considered this. He was quite willing to believe the theory because it

coincided with his own inpressions. It would surely have been inpossible for
the Ancients to remain undetected for so long unless they had been buried deep
within the rock and fire at the heart of Nydus. But quite why they shoul d have
chosen to rise now —and thus unknow ngly di srupt so nuch human activity - was
still a nmystery. As yet, all Terrel knew for certain was that it nust sonmehow
be connected to the changes in the course and size of the Dark Mon

What are they trying to do? he wondered.

I've no idea, Alyssa confessed. But | guess we'll find out at the next

f our - moon confl uence.

Whenever that is, Terrel agreed, nodding. Al their fates seemed to be | eading
up to that one shifting point in the future.

The nmustela began to fidget, and Terrel quickly began to speak again. They had
al ready been talking long into the night, but he wanted to keep her mind alert
in case Bezylumtried to reassert hinself again.

Do you know why they were arguing? Wat's the problemthey wouldn 't tell me
about ?

They won't talk to ne either, she replied, rather resentfully. | can only
thi nk there nust be sonething wong in their world.
Is it because they can't 'nove on', that they 're still stuck here hel ping ne?

No, | don't think so. That is affecting them El amnost of all, but this is
sonmet hing different. Maybe | should ask some of the ghosts here.

There are ghosts on Myvatan?

Too many, Alyssa replied nysteriously. They're everywhere.

I haven't seen them Terrel had no idea what she was talking about.

You haven't been |ooking, she told him The corners are different here.

Al yssa had al ways seen ghosts - even back at Havennoon, where the dead were
often just as insane as the living inmates. She had told Terrel that ghosts
"wal ked differently' and that, for nost people, they were always 'just around



the next corner', but after the adventures of the |ast few years, Terrel had

cone to believe that this was a corner he could now see around. Apparently

that was not always true. Are there any here now? he asked.

O course not. The wind is blowi ng. But when it stops you won't have to | ook

far. Really? | told you about themearlier

You di d?

You'll find out soon enough. Although . . . She broke off, and the nustel a

cocked its head to one side as if |istening to sonething.

Al t hough what ? Terrel pronpted hopefully.

The pal ace buil ders have lots of nanmes, Al yssa renarked obscurely. If | can't

rest, 1'll have to sleep here.

Is that wise? Wn't Bezyl um—

He can share ny dreanms if he wants to, she decided, with a touch of m schief

in her voice. So saying, she junped up on to the bed and curled into a ball.

Al most inmmedi ately her breathing slowed to the rhythms of sleep, and Terre

was | eft al one.

He spent the next hour revising everything he had learnt, and picking at the

food that had been left for him He hadn't expected to have nuch of an

appetite, but when the nustela finally stirred, he was surprised to see that

the plates were all enpty.

The trouble w th breaking wi ndows, Alyssa remarked drowsily, is that you

sometimes get hurt.

Are you hurt? Terrel was used to her abrupt way of starting conversations in

the mddle, and was only concerned with the inplications of her words.

No, but then | haven't tried to close it again yet.

| don't want you taking any unnecessary ri sks.

Too late for that now, she told him The wind s stopped, and | have to go.
Terrel had been expecting this.

Goodbye, he said quietly, trying to hide the sadness he felt at her inpending

departure. You'll cone back soon, won't you?

O course. There are a lot of twi sts and turns ahead of us. She was referring

to the unknown road that Terrel had been followi ng for the |ast seven years,

and to the critical points along the way where she had been able to join him

Good.

Aren 't you going to open the door? she asked patiently.

Why ?

Because if Bezylum comes to in here, he's going to know you 've been up to

something - even if he renenbers nothing of the | ast few hours.

Terrel nodded, feeling stupid. He got up and opened the door, peering both

ways down the dimy-lit corridor

Al clear, he reported.

Al yssa jumped down fromthe bed and rubbed briefly against his ankle on the

way out. Terrel watched her scurry away until she di sappeared into one of the

rat-holes, then he went back inside and lay on the bed, feeling the snall

patch of warmh where she had just been sleeping. For sone reason it nade him

want to cry.

A short while later, he felt a tiny wench inside his heart and knew she was

gone. He was truly al one once nore.

Chapter Twenty-Three

The sound of bells invaded the end of Terrel's form ess dream so that when he

awoke he imagi ned he could still hear the | ast echoes of their tolling.
Opening his eyes so that the ceiling brightened into Iife, he wondered how
| ong he'd been asleep, and whether it was the next day or still the m ddle of

the night. Then he realized that the bells in his dream had al nost certainly
been pronpted by a real one - the one that roused the inhabitants of the
pyramid fromtheir beds. He was in no hurry to confront a new day - he was
still struggling to cone to terns with everything that had happened the day
before - but a knock on the door nade it clear that he was to have no choice
in the matter.

"Come in!''" he called, assuning it would be a servant with his breakfast. But



when the door opened he saw that his visitor had cone enpty-handed. There was
a | ook of serious determination, mxed with a little trepidation, on Yarek's
face as he came forward, naking it obvious that this visit was an onerous duty

rather than a social call. The apprentice showed no sign of his earlier
injury. His skin was snmooth and unmarked.
"I came to thank you,' he blurted out. 'l would ve cone sooner, but | only

just found out you were back fromthe pools.'

"You've no need to thank me,' Terrel replied, sitting up

and smling at the boy's earnest expression. '"Fma healer. It's what | do.'
"But you didn't need to. It was my own fault.' Yarek alnost faltered then, but
forced hinself to go on. 'If you hadn't been there, | could have died.

brought it on nmyself, and | deserved—

'"No one deserves to suffer like that,' Terrel cut in. 'Especially not for
trying to help a friend."'

Yar ek | ooked up, neeting the foreigner's gaze for the first tinme. \Wat he saw
there seemed to calmhima little.

'"Even when it's forbidden?" he queried. 'When | knew it was w ong?%

' For bi dden, nmaybe,' Terrel replied. 'Wong, no. You can't neasure friendship
in that way.'

"I did save Dayak,' the boy stated quietly.

' Then you have no reason to regret what you did."'

"I don't. | never even thought about what | was doing. It just happened. But
you didn't have to help ne. You used up a great deal of your strength.'
"Actually, Tofana didn't give me much choice, but | hope |I'd have acted on

i nstinct anyway, just as you did."'

'Does that mean you're ny friend? Yarek whispered.

"I'd like to be.’

Terrel's words were rewarded with a shy snile fromthe boy, which faded

qui ckly as sonething el se occurred to him

' Even when what | did meant that you were left . . . vulnerable?

Terrel surm sed that the news of Jax's appearance had becone conmon know edge
in the pyramd.

"That's gone and forgotten,' he lied. "I'"'mfully recovered now —and even

Tof ana seemed pl eased by the eventual outcome. In sone ways, at |east.'’

' She was very angry with me and Dayak,' Yarek admitted.

"Still is, in fact. But she did learn something fromit. |I'mnot sure what it
was, but she's been quite excited these |last few days.' He fell silent then
per haps aware that he should not be discussing the wizard' s business so
freely.

'Has Dayak recovered?' Terrel asked.

Yar ek nodded.

'"He had to spend a day or so in the pools after they brought hi mback, but
he's fine now.'

"Then all's well that ends well.’

"I should go. Thank you again.' The apprentice's eyes were downcast, and he

| ooked so neek that the inmage from Terrel's earlier dream- of the boy as an
i nsane sorcerer with the eyes of a dragon —seened | udi crous.

'Do you have to go? I'd like to talk.'

"What about ?' Yarek asked, unable to keep the eagerness fromhis voice.

"What can you tell me about the ice-worns?

If Yarek was surprised by the question, he gave no sign of it, and at Terrel's
suggestion he settled hinself on the stool

"I"ve never seen one nyself, but I"'mtold they can grow up to six paces in

| ength, and the biggest ones are much thicker than a man's body. They're
nostly white, but sometines you can see right through them as if they're made
of living crystals. They live in all the glaciers.’

"I» the glaciers? Terrel queried. That tallied with what the ghosts had told
him but he still didn't see how it could be possible. 'You nmean actually

i nside the ice?

'Yes. They tunnel through it.’



' How do they do that?

'"No one knows for sure. Sone people say they nelt the ice and swimthrough it
before it freezes again behind them QOhers say they eat their way through.'
Nei t her nethod sounded at all plausible, but Terrel knew that these creatures
were unli ke anything he'd come across before, so he was in no position to

di spute the theories.

"Do they live in groups?

"No. They usually travel alone.’

Terrel frowned, sure that Miuzeni had referred to a group of aninals.

'"Do they ever cone to the surface?

"Only rarely. The best way to see themis from above, where the ice is clear
enough. Some prospectors follow themthat way. They believe the wornms will
lead themto mneral deposits.'

'Real | y?'

"There's all sorts of things enbedded in the glaciers,' Yarek explai ned.
Terrel nodded, wondering how creatures who lived in an environment so hostile
to the elemental could possibly act as its bodyguards.

"What made you ask about then?' Yarek enquired.

' The sol di ers who brought ne here told ne about them They said ny eyes

rem nded them of the ice-worns.'

"I can see what they nean,' the boy said, 'but ice-wornms don't have eyes. They
don't have any features - apart froma nouth, of course.' He shuddered
slightly.

" Are they dangerous?'

"Not usually. They keep to thensel ves nost of the tine. But | wouldn't want to
pick a fight with one.’

"Neither would I,' Terrel agreed. 'At the nonent | don't think I'd even like
to neet one. Can | ask you sonething el se?

Yar ek nodded.

'"I's there a drowned city somewhere of f the coast of Myvatan?

"I don't think so.' The boy was obviously puzzl ed.

'There's supposed to be a sacred flane burning there,' Terrel went on

"Ch, you nust mean Akurvellir. That wasn't drowned, it was lost. But it's just
a |l egend. Most people don't think it ever existed in the first place, and even
if it did, it disappeared hundreds of years ago.'

Bel atedly, Terrel realized where he'd heard the name before, and understood
why Tofana's inference had been that 'looking for Akurvellir' was a hopel ess
t ask.

"How did it come to be |lost?

"It apparently happened during a hibernation. The city was there when people
went to sleep, but when they woke up it was gone.'

'"Even for a |l egend, that doesn't make nmuch sense,' Terrel comented.

'"Not many of them do. And as you may have noticed, we have a | ot of |egends
here.' Yarek's timd snile reappeared briefly.

'"So you've no idea where it is?

"I wish |l did. The Grcle of Truce is there - that's where the flane is
supposed to be —and it's said that it needs to be relit before the war can
end."’

"You want the war to end?' Terrel asked, surprised.

"I want us to win,' the apprentice said, |ooking nervous again.

"That's not what you neant, though, is it? The Circle of Truce is a place of
peace, isn't it?

"I'"d better go,' Yarek nunbl ed, standing up. 'The Circle of Truce never
existed. It's just a silly idea.’

'"Do you really believe that?

The boy nodded, but didn't speak

"Way did you really conme here? Terrel asked. 'To the pyramd, | nean.'

Yarek didn't answer, and it seened to the heal er that he was engaged in sone
sort of internal debate.

"I can keep a secret,' Terrel told himsoftly.



"I wasn't like the other boys,' Yarek whispered. 'I didn't want to fight, so

they laughed at me. | had to lie about it to everyone. | thought if I could
use magic, | could . . . But it's all the same. In sone ways it's worse. The
neo- mancers don't even have to look into the eyes of the nmen they kill."'

' Some magi ans do good, though,' Terrel pointed out. 'In the healing pools, for
i nstance.'

"I know. That's what 1'd like to do, if they let ne.’

It cane as a great relief to Terrel to find soneone on Myvatan who found the
endl ess warfare abhorrent. He'd begun to despair of the entire country, but
Yarek had restored his faith a little. And he couldn't help feeling sorry for
the boy. Having his romantic notions about w zardry dashed by experience nust
have been a pai nful process.

"You won't tell anyone what | said, will you? Yarek pl eaded.

"No, of course not,' Terrel prom sed. 'But surely there are others who think
i ke you. You coul d—

"No! The war is everything. If Tofana knew . The boy shrugged hel pl essly,
unable to bring hinself to conplete the sentence, then started violently at a
knock on the door.

"It's all right," Terrel hissed, then raised his voice. "W is it?

' Tegan. May | cone in?

' Open the door for her,' he told Yarek

The boy did as he was instructed, and the magi an gl anced at himin surprise.
"Yarek canme to thank nme for ny healing,' Terrel expl ained.

' That was courteous,' she responded, noddi ng her approval to the apprentice.
"You may go now.'

Yarek ran off instantly.

'"He's a strange one,' she nurnured thoughtfully.

"I don't think anyone here is ordinary,'' Terrel remarked.

' Perhaps not,' Tegan conceded, unsmling. 'The Wzard wants to see you.'

This was clearly a sumons, not a request, and Terrel's heart sank.

'"Do you know why?'

"No. I'll wait outside while you dress.'

After Terrel had made hinself presentable, he cane out to find the nagian

| eani ng agai nst the wall. She set off immediately and he hurried to fall into
step next to her.

"Do you still think I'ma spy?

Tegan gl anced at hi m suspi ci ousl y.

"I"'mnot sure,' she admitted. 'Wat you did with Yarek was remarkabl e, but

| don't know what to think.'

Terrel found her candour endeari ng.

"What do you think in your private nmonents?' he asked.

"What ?' She gl anced at him sharply again.

"I remenbered what Tofana said to you,' he explained. '"It doesn't matter what
you think in your nore sentinental private nmonments".'

' She was just teasing me,' Tegan clainmed, but the touch of colour in her
cheeks told anot her story.

By now they were clinbing the steps that led up to the wizard' s workroom
"There's not nuch roomfor sentinent in war, is there?" Terrel renarked,
probi ng gently.

"No.' Her voice was flat, expressionless.

"I's that what your "foolish qual ms" are about?' he asked, quoting Tof ana
agai n.

"It's none of your business,' she snapped.

They wal ked on in silence for a while.

"I"'msorry,' Terrel said. 'l didn't mean to pry.

'"I"'msorry too,' she replied. '"I"'mjust a bit tense at the nonent. Sone
soldiers arrived during the night, with nmessages from Saudark, and there are
all sorts of runours flying about.'’

"What sort of runours?

"You'd better ask the Wzard that. She's the only one who really knows what's



happeni ng."'
' Perhaps she's planning to find the Grcle of Truce,' Terrel suggested

i nnocently.
This time the | ook she gave hi mwas one of frank astoni shrment.
"That's just a dream' she said, then corrected herself. '"Alegend, | nean. It

doesn't exist.'

'Legends have to start somewhere.'

"If you're a foreigner, how do you know so rmuch about our nyths?

Terrel realized that she was trying to change the subject, and decided to

i gnore the question

"And sonetimes dreans are neant to tell us sonething,' he added quietly, but
Tegan did not rise to the bait. She renmained resolutely silent for the rest of
the way up to the top of the pyram d.

At the entrance to the apex room she stopped abruptly, and Terrel | ooked past
her to see that Tofana was not alone. Standing talking to her on the far side
of the roomwas a nilitary officer. After a nonment he realized who it was, and
al so becane aware that Tegan had recogni zed hi mtoo. However, the nagi an stood
where she was, meking no attenpt to make the others aware of their presence.
'Excel lent, excellent!' Tofana was saying, her unruly hair bobbing in
enphasis. 'That fits my plans perfectly. The tinmngs will have to change, of
course.'

"I"mnot sure the generals will— the envoy began

'"They will when they hear what |'ve got to say,' the w zard stated
confidently. 'Hvannadal will be protected by magical forces as well as
mlitary, but we can find ways round that. This is going to be the greatest,
nost deci sive canpai gn of the war. Wien we all get to Saudark, I'Il explain
why. '

"You're conming to the city in person?' the soldier exclained.

"Actually, I - and quite a few of ny magians - will be coming all the way to
Hvannadal ,' Tofana replied, enjoying his astonishnent. 'This is one operation

| must supervise personally.'

"But it's unheard of,' the envoy spluttered.

"Exactly! You said yourself that this expedition needs the el enment of
surprise. Well, it's going to have it by the bucketful.' The w zard | aughed at
her own witticism then saw the newconers for the first tine. She beckoned
them over in her usual extravagant style.

"You al ready know our foreign healer, | believe,' Tofana said, nodding at
Terrel. 'This is Tegan, one of ny best magi ans. Tegan, this is Adjutant
Myrdal .’

"It's a pleasure to neet you, Magian,' the soldier said as they shook hands in
greeting.

Tegan sinmply nodded, but her face betrayed rather nore. Terrel suspected that
she did not trust her own voice at that noment. Although Tof ana seened quite
oblivious, Terrel could see that Tegan's earlier explanation —that she and
Myrdal had grown up in neighbouring villages —fell short of the whole truth.
Al t hough they | ooked cal m enough, neither of themcould quite hide their inner
turmoil. This neeting m ght have been foreseen, but no anmount of prescience
could have prepared themfor the feelings it evidently aroused.

"I'"l'l have something very exciting to show you | ater, Adjutant,' Tofana said,
still unaware of the undercurrents in the room 'But until then | think our
business is conplete, and I need a word with Terrel here. Tegan, perhaps you
could see that the Adjutant and his nen are given a nmeal in the refectory.
They' ve been travelling all night and nust be in need of sustenance as well as
rest.’

'"OfF course,' Tegan replied. 'Please cone with nme, Adjutant.’

Terrel watched as the soldier foll owed her fromthe room wondering what woul d
happen once they were out of sight of the wizard. He had a feeling they m ght
well end up in each other's arns. Alternatively, they mght cone to blows. He
couldn't be sure whether the spark he had seen between them had been it by



| ove or hate, but either way, there was no doubting its power.

"That's one thing soldiers are always good at,' Tofana remarked. ' Gbeying
orders.' She turned back to |l ook at Terrel, and at the same tinme Bezyl um
energed froma nearby rat-hole and hurried up to his mistress.

Terrel felt as if a | ead wei ght had just been deposited in his stomach.

"Well now, healer,' the wizard said. 'You just keep getting nore and nore
interesting.'

Chapt er Twenty- Four

' Can you show me how you did it?" Tofana asked. At her feet, Bezylumchittered
nervously.

'"Did what?' Terrel replied.

' Come now, don't be coy,' the wi zard chided him 'Usurping the m nd of one of
my little friends is an adm rable achievenent. | didn't think it was possible.
But it was also rather inpolite. The |least you can do is tell ne how the
process works.'

Terrel had no idea how to respond. He desperately wanted to find out how nmuch
Bezyl um had renenbered -and passed on to his mstress - but Tofana hadn't

gi ven hi menough to go on yet. Although she clearly knew that sonethi ng had
happened, Terrel needed to tailor his story to exactly what she knew - and
what she didn't.

'"I"'mafraid | can't,' he said cautiously. 'l don't know how it works.' That
was at |east partly true.

"You just happened to kidnap hin?' the wi zard responded sceptically. 'Wat did
you hope to | earn?

"Nothing,' Terrel replied, before the inplications of her question sank in. If
Tofana was inferring that his notive had been to learn fromthe nustela, it
was unlikely that the creature had been aware of the ghosts' presence, or of
his conversation with them

' Then what was the point of the exercise? Tofana asked.

' There was no point. These things just happen. | can't control them

"I don't believe you.' The w zard paused, then smled. 'It wasn't you, was it?
You were here with me when Bezylumwas first affected.’

Terrel said nothing, unconfortable with the fact that Tofana was edgi ng cl oser
to the truth.

"Was it Jax?' the wi zard asked, excited now 'Is this how you talk to hin®
Once again the healer did not reply, hoping in this case that his silence
woul d be taken for assent. It was as plausible an explanati on as any he was
likely to come up with —unless he told the whole story, and that was

somet hing he wanted to avoid at all costs.

"What did you learn fromhin?'" Tofana asked. 'Did our ideas work?

"What ideas?" Terrel said, instantly worried.

'"So he didn't tell you nuch,' the w zard reasoned. 'A pity.' She glanced down
at the nustela. 'You see, little one. You have nothing to fear from our guest.
And now that |'ve shown you how to protect yourself, you' ve/no need to worry
about his friend either.' She |ooked up at Terrel to nake sure he'd got the
poi nt .

Bezylum chattered briefly in response, and Tof ana | aughed.

"You could say that,' she replied, but chose not to translate the nustela's
remark for Terrel's benefit.

The animal trotted off, apparently satisfied, and Terrel watched it go with a
m xture of relief and foreboding. In all Alyssa's previous visits, not only
had the various creatures she had i nhabited seemed to dism ss the m ssing
parts of their lives alnmost instantly, but they had not been able to tel
anyone about the experience either. This tinme it was different, and if Al yssa
tried again there was no

telling what the consequences m ght be. Terrel found hinself hoping that she
woul d stay away while he was still in the pyranmid. Borrow ng the shapes of
animal s outside the wizard' s lair would be considerably I ess risky.

"You di sappoint nme, Terrel,' Tofana remarked. 'You claimnot to be a foe of



our quarter, yet your actions are nore |like those of a spy than a friend. As
allies, you and I night nmake a fornmidable team but you would not want ne as
an eneny. You'd be rmuch better off being honest with ne fromthe start.’

Tve no wi sh to be your enemny,' Terrel replied. '"But | have no enthusiasm for
this war. |I've nade no secret of that.'

'"The war is going to end soon,' the w zard clained, a visionary gleamin her
eye. 'I'mgoing to see to that.'

Terrel thought that if Tofana got her wi sh, he wasn't going to |like the way

t he war ended, but he saw no point in telling her that.

"You can choose to play a part in our victory,' the w zard offered. ' Your
talents are great, but at present they are limted by your ignorance. | could
teach you how to make the nost of them'

' How woul d you do that?

' Conventional wisdomtells us that in this phase of history the Red Moon is
dom nant, but that doesn't take into account the signals the Black Mon - our
moon - is sending. You know as well as | do that this is a tine of change. The
skies thenselves tell us so. And a tinme of change is also a tinme of
opportunity. Qur tine.'

"I still don't see—~

"Your arrival here is no coincidence. It was a sign. You're an innocent,
Terrel. A natural.’

" An i nnocent spy?

"You're confusing politics and magic,' she muttered

r

i rpatiently. 'Your healing uses principles of magi c even though you don't
understand the theory behind them Just think how nuch nore powerful you could
be if you had that know edge ingrained in your mnd, your fingertips.'

"Wy would | want to be nore powerful ?'

Tof ana waved his question aside as irrel evant.

"You don't even know where it comes from do you?' she said. 'Your mind only
shapes the magic, it doesn't create it. The source of all such power is deep
wi thin Nydus, contained within forces we can't imagine. Alittle of it is

rel eased every tinme the planet's core is breached, and even then it's usel ess
unl ess you can control it. 1've spent nmy life learning to do just that. And
the ol dest secret of wi zardry is also the nost extraordinary. Water, that
common, ordinary substance, is uniquely suited for storing such power.'

Terrel already knew this, but there was no need for himto respond. Tofana was
tal king as nmuch to herself as to him lost in a world of her own.

"It's not only the noons telling us it's a tinme of change. A few years ago, a
vol cano erupted under the central glacier. It thawed an enormous section of
ice, creating vast mud slides and flash floods, as well as the usual ash and
snoke. OF course this event caused the | evel of magical potency to rise
dramatically - sonething we've all taken advantage of - but the nost remarkable
aspect of the eruption was that so nmuch of the neltwater was |ined up
naturally. It was already full of latent sorcery - w thout any of us having to
do a thing!'

"Where was the vol cano?' Terrel asked. 'Anmong the Lonely Peaks,' Tofana
replied, '"but its location is of no consequence now.'

Terrel disagreed. He already knew he was going to have to go and see this

vol cano for hinself.

'The point is,' the wizard went on, 'that that was the beginning of the
change, the first signal. There have been others since, but your arrival has
mar ked the | atest stage.'

"Way do you think that?' Terrel asked, though he wasn't really sure he wanted
to know the answer.

"You've given nme the | ast great secret of w zardry,' Tofana replied. 'And
|ater today |'mgoing to denonstrate it to everyone here.'

This time Terrel was ready for it. As the invisible wall distorted, and
brought the distant mountain into i mredi ate focus, he was able to accept the



transformation without feeling too dizzy. He was back in the w zard's

wor kroom several hours after his last visit, and this tine the place was
crowded. Al the magi ans and apprentices were present, and their nunbers had
been swell ed by additional observers -Mrdal and several other nmenbers of the
mlitary. Everyone was waiting to see what was about to happen outside, but as
yet there seened to be no novenent there, and Tofana reclained their attention
when she clinmbed up on to one of the tables and spoke to the assenbly.

"W have |long used water-lines to create what are commonly known as

weat her - weapons. Lightning clouds, aval anches, freezing rain, acid | akes ..
all these things are conmonpl ace on the battlefield now But there are other
lines, lines that stretch far beyond the boundaries we set. It took a
foreigner to show me how to use them —and even then it canme about by

acci dent .

Terrel listened uneasily, aware of several sidelong glances directed towards
hi m

"Such are the quirks of fate, the jokes that the gods like to play on us. The
seeds of our victory lie within this bucket.' Tofana pointed to the container
that sat on the table beside her. 'As you will soon see for yourselves.'

Wth that she turned away from her audi ence and faced the magnified i mage of
the outer world. A bell rang out, and a man soon appeared in view, scranbling
over the ridge. He was |ooking around anxi ously, perhaps expecting a new
trial.

It was with sone disquiet that Terrel recognized the man as Dayak, Yarek's
friend. He wondered whet her the magi an was bei ng given the chance to redeem
hi nsel f, or whether Tofana's choice had a nore sinister notive. d ancing
across at Yarek, he saw that the apprentice | ooked pale and worri ed.

Tof ana made a small gesture, and a swirl of cloud began to form above the
nmount ai nsi de. Dayak spotted it inmediately, and responded. The cl oud di spersed
before it could take proper shape, but as it did so the neomancer clutched at
his chest, his face contorted in sudden agony. A nmonent |ater he fell to his
knees and then, to the consternation of all the onl ookers except one, bright
flames burst fromhis nouth and eyes. In the next instant, the fire erupted

fromhis rib cage and belly, spilling out of his scorched flesh and searing
away his clothes. By then Dayak was clearly dead, but his body continued to
burn fiercely even after he had collapsed to the ground, until - an incredibly

short time later - all that was left of himwere his hands and feet.
Everything el se, including his bones, had been reduced to a pile of grey ash

t hat even now was bl owi ng away on the w nd.

At first the audi ence was stunned, but then they burst into rapturous appl ause
and cheering. Tofana beanmed as they congratul ated her, basking in triunph, and
some of the soldiers were al nbst dancing with gl ee.

Terrel watched the celebrations in horror. He felt sick, especially when he
renenbered that he had been partly responsible for the repul sive spectacle. He
coul d not

bel i eve that human beings - any human beings - could react with joy at such a
nauseati ng sight, and yet this was what was happening. There were a few

not abl e exceptions. Tegan's snmle was forced and, for a nonent, Terrel saw his
own di sgust reflected in her eyes. Myrdal too appeared nore subdued than his
col | eagues, while Yarek was hiding in a corner, being quietly ill. A few
others seened a little uncertain, but the vast najority were obviously
delighted by the wizard s | atest denpnstration

"You have seen the fate that awaits our enemnies!' Tofana declared, her voice
ri sing above the hubbub and silencing the room

Terrel renenbered the words fromthe new y-di scovered section of the Tindaya
Code. 'Beware the fire within' now had a neaning that was all too clear. And
if Tofana was prepared to do this to one of her own people, the thought of
what she might inflict upon her enem es did not bear thinking about. If Terre
had ever thought of the wizard as a figure of fun, that idea had been

conpl etely eradi cated now.

' Dayak woul d have been usel ess as a neonancer,' Tofana added. 'This way he



goes to the Geat Plain as a hero, his sacrifice pointing the way forward."'

It was a revolting piece of self-justification, but everyone except Terre
seenmed to accept it readily.

"Earlier today, Dayak drank some of this water,' Tofana went on, indicating

t he bucket again. 'Once those lines were set up, the reaction was ready to be
triggered. As soon as he tried to use any form of water-magic, the water

i nside his own body responded. Quite literally, he burned hinmself up from

wi thin.' She paused, |ooking around the room 'This will be our final
vengeance on our foes!' she cried. 'We are ready. W | eave for Saudark
tonmorrow '

PART TWO

THE | CE ROAD

Chapter Twenty-Five

Ten days after he had | eft Saudark, Terrel found hinmself back in the city,
installed once nore in his tower room high above the generals' fortress. The
journey fromthe pyranid had been achieved with the help of several sl eds,
pulled by willing teans of dogs - a novel formof transport that Terrel had
never encountered before. During his time in the enclosed real mof the

wi zard's lair, a lot of snow had fallen in the outside world, which would have
made the trek both arduous and dangerous had it been undertaken on foot. As it
was, with the short spring season now well under way - a prelude to the |ong
light of sumrer - the large party had travelled swiftly and in relative ease.
Forewar ned by a nessenger sent ahead by Myrdal, the citizens of Saudark had
cone out in force to witness the arrival of the w zard and her entourage,
greeting themwith a m xture of enthusiasm awe and a little trepidation

Tof ana had not ventured from her home for several years, and she had never
brought so many people with her before. Everyone knew t hat sonething inportant
was afoot, and because the wi zard had been in conference with the generals
since then, with no public announcenent of what was being discussed, it was
inevitable that runour would fill the void left by the lack of any real news.
One hotly disputed piece of gossip maintained that Tofana intended to
acconpany the arny on its next

canpai gn. Sone people argued that this was why she'd brought so many of her
magi ans and other followers with her, while others refused to believe that she
woul d do any such thing. The idea of a w zard risking her own Iife on the
battl efield was unprecedented. Another popular line of speculation concerned
a wondrous new weapon that Tofana was supposed to have devi sed, one that
woul d finally enable the Black Quarter and their allies to win a decisive
victory in the war. But this was not the first time such stories had been
circul ated, and nost people were inclined to dismss the runour as

wi shful  thinking. However, it was beyond dispute that the di scussions taking
place within the fortress nust be of unusual significance, not |east because
Tof ana and her conpany had not been the last to arrive. Three other w zards —
two Black and one fromthe Red Quarter —had al so cone to Saudark, and they
too had been acconpani ed by a | arger than usual nunber of magi ans and
neomancers. Mlitary envoys fromother parts of the quarter and fromthe
opposite side of the island were also in attendance. Strangest of all, the
city had al so witnessed the arrival and subsequent incarceration of a sizeable
group of prisoners. Eneny soldiers were usually executed on the spot, or |eft
to die on the frozen battl egrounds. Although sone woul d occasionally be held
for interrogation in the field, it was unheard of for themto be transported
all the way to a city like Saudark. Their unexpl ai ned presence added fuel to
the fires of gossip.

"They'll have to tell us what's going on soon, surely,' Latira reasoned.

Terrel could only shrug. In the five days since his return to the city, he had
relied on Latira to keep himup to date with the gossip. The fact that he knew
nore about what had happened at the pyramid —and was thus in a

position to make a nore educated guess about what the w zards and general s
were discussing —did not mean that he had no interest in the |atest runours.
He still was not sure whether he was considered a guest or a prisoner. He'd



been granted a relative anmount of freedomw thin the castle, but knew he was
unlikely to be allowed to go anywhere he pl eased. Wen he did go sonewhere he
was either acconpani ed, or watched over by the numerous sentries on duty. His
uncertain status had nade himwary of revealing what he knew of Tofana's

pl ans, even to Latira, and she had been tactful enough not to press himon the
subj ect.

"I"ve never known a tinme like this," the maid went on. 'Don't you w sh you
could listen to what Tofana and the generals are sayi ng?

"This isn't ny war,' Terrel replied. He did indeed wi sh he could be privy to
some of the discussions, but of even greater concern just now was his own | ack
of progress. Being stuck in Saudark was not getting himany closer to finding
the el enent al

"No, | suppose not,' Latira said quietly. Her expression was w stful now.
"Sonetines | think . ..' She was silent then, and shook her head.

"What ?' Terrel asked, wondering what had pronpted her sudden nel ancholy.

"I used to be married,' she told him after a pause.

Al most at once Terrel could imagine the rest of the story, but the details of
her tale went beyond what he had foreseen

"His nane was Hallen. He | ooked a ot like you - except his |linbs were
straight and his eyes were blue, just like mne. W used to joke that they
mat ched because our souls were intertwined. He was the love of ny life.' She
paused again, evidently gathering enough resolve to continue. 'l

was preghant when they brought me his tag and told ne he'd died a hero. |

wanted to be proud that he'd gone to the Geat Plain, but all | could think
about was that he'd never see his child. In the end it didn't matter, because
a few days later | lost the baby too. |I've always wanted children.' Her voice

had been grow ng qui eter as she spoke, until nowit was little nore than a
whi sper. ' Al ways.'

"I"'msure it's not too late,' Terrel said synpathetically. Latira was ol der
than he was, but only by a few years.

" The magians told nme 1'd probably never be able to conceive again,' she told
hi m bl eakly. 'Besides, I'll never find anyone else |Iike Hallen.

Terrel wanted to reassure her, but as he thought of the way he felt about
Alyssa, and realized what his own reaction would be if the prospect of their
bei ng together was taken away from him he found he had nothing to say. He
couldn't ask Latira to settle for second best when he would not be willing to
do so hinself.

"I know I'mnot the only one it's happened to,' Latira added. 'And | don't
regret a noment of our time together, but sonmetines it's hard not to think
about what's been lost. | know the war is nore inmportant than anything el se,
and our cause is just, but ...°

"Do you really believe that?' he asked.

"Of course,' she said, but there was no conviction in her voice.

"I know I'ma foreigner, and that it's none of ny business,' Terrel went on
"but | don't think this war is just at all. It's insane - and quite
unnecessary.'

"No.' Her pain was obvious now. 'No, you can't say that. You nustn't.'

"It's the truth, Latira. Surely there nust be sonme people here who can see

t hat ?'

She shook her head, but Terrel couldn't tell whether

this was in denial or fromthe desire to avoid even thinking about such

t hi ngs.

' You deserve better,' he said.

"N

"Al'l of Myvatan. But you in particular.’
Wiy ne?

' Because you're kind and decent and hard-working and beautiful —
"Beautiful ?° she exclained, her eyes glittering with unshed tears. 'Now you're
nocki ng ne.’



"I"'mnot,' he stated earnestly. 'You think | can afford to judge people solely
by outward appearances, when | | ook the way | do? You are beautiful, Latira,
because you're a good person. Hallen saw that - and so would a lot of men if
you gave themthe chance.’

Latira | ooked so distraught then that Terrel instinctively took her in his
arms. She cried quietly on to his shoulder for a while as he held her, then
she drew back and tried to smle

"You're a remarkable man, Terrel. | wish there were nore |ike you here.’

"Are you sure there aren't?' he said. 'You don't have to be a healer to

di slike the suffering of others.'

She didn't respond, and sonething el se occurred to him

"I ama healer. Do you want ne to | ook at you, to see if the nmagi ans were
right? | mght even be able to do sonething about it.' He was renenbering
Ysatel, who had finally becone pregnant with her husband's child after Terre
had i nadvertently heal ed her. That she had subsequently becone a sl eeper —and
still was, as far as he knew —was a matter for sorrow, but the fact remained
t hat she had conceived, against all expectations.

Latira's reaction was to pull away slightly.

"I wanted Hallen's child, not yours,' she whispered, then - realizing what she
had said - she bl ushed.

"I didn't nean . ' Terrel began, feeling his own colour rise.

"I know you didn't,' she said hurriedly. 'I'"msorry. Thank you, but . . .' She
fled fromthe roomwi thout finishing the sentence, leaving Terrel in a state
of some confusion

Terrel's restl essness increased over the next few days. He took to wandering
about the fortress, testing the boundaries of his freedom He twice tried to

| eave the castle, but on both occasions he was turned back. By then he had
learnt fromVatna that the sleepers he'd seen on his previous visit had first
started falling into their comas after the eruption of the neltwater vol cano.
This reinforced his opinion that the el emental nust somehow have been

i nvol ved, and increased his frustration at not being able to go and seek it
out. Vatna had also told himthat although only a few sl eepers had been
reported during the early years of the phenonenon, the majority had been
overcome only the previous year. Neither man had any idea why that should have
been. What was nore, beyond the fact that the vol cano was centred sonmewhere
within the area known as the Lonely Peaks, Terrel was unable to discover any
nore about its exact |ocation. Everyone he questioned seemed very vague on the
subj ect, and it soon becane clear that the site was so inaccessible that
travelling there was considered out of the question - and apart fromthe

heal er, no one had any reason for naking such an attenpt. It was a depressing
t hought that the natives of Myvatan, who were presumably hardened to the

i sland's harsh conditions, seemed unwilling to venture into that part of the
interior. If that was the case, Terrel did not

rate his own chances of naking the journey very highly -always assuning that
he was ever allowed to | eave Saudark. He was certainly going to need hel p, but
he had no idea who to ask. The generals were too preoccupied with their own
agenda to even talk to him- and in any case, he wasn't sure how he could
phrase his request.

Wth the continuing high-level talks within the fortress, it had becone

obvi ous that Tofana had vetoed the original timng of the raid on Hvannadal
Even Terrel could work out that if the arny had not noved by now, there was no
chance of them conpleting their mssion by the date Col onel Davi k had
proposed. However, the healer did not know what had caused the delay - and he
could find no one who was able to tell him He was thus left in linbo, half
hopi ng that the operation would begin so that he could volunteer to go with
the soldiers, while also wi shing that further bl oodshed coul d be avoi ded.

News of some distant battles filtered through to him but it was clear that
these were conparatively minor border skirm shes. Opinion seenmed to be that
both the Wiite and the Gold were puzzled by the Black forces' |ack of action,
and were trying various sorties in an attenpt to determ ne what their enemes



pl ans mi ght be. Everyone on both sides knew that sonething big was coming -
but only a very few people had any idea of what it actually was.

Late one afternoon, Terrel stood shivering in one of the larger courtyards. He
was wearing all the clothes he owned, together with sone Latira had found for
him so that he | ooked rather |ike sone kind of overwei ght, bul bous ani mal -
but he was still cold. He had taken to spending as nuch time out of doors as
he coul d stand, because the enticing, bitter scent of nmitra was everywhere
within the fortress and, while he tried to avoid the worst concentrations, he
still feared being overcone by funes whenever he was in an encl osed space.

On this occasion he was wat ching a group of young boys, who were playing with
toy sail boats on a shall ow pond whi ch was al ready encrusted with ice around
its edges. It seenmed an innocent scene, out of keeping with the generally
tense nood of the castle, but the boys —and their tutor —were evidently
taki ng the game very seriously. Wile they occasionally shouted in triunph or
despair, nost of themwere concentrating fiercely.

" Think you could do any better?' Vatna asked, com ng up beside Terrel

"At sailing boats? | doubt it.'

"It's an inportant part of their early training,' the magi an expl ai ned. 'At

| east sone of the boys here will go on to command real boats, ferrying

sol diers around the coast. This is where they first learn the ways of w nd and
wat er —and how they can be mani pul ated by neomancers |ike Atha there.' He
nodded in the direction of the boys' tutor

"So it's not just a ganme,' Terrel said. He was di sappoi nted, but not

surpri sed.

"It is," Vatna replied, '"but it has a serious purpose too.'

Even children are preparing for their part in the war, Terrel thought
dismally.

' However,' Vatna went on, 'that's not why | came to find you. The generals
want to see you.'

" Now?"

"Now, ' the magi an confirned.

As the healer was escorted into the canpaign room he realized that severa
conversations were going on at once. The only voice he could pick out was

Pi ngeyri's.

"Capital, capital!' the general boomed. 'An excellent suggestion, Col onel
Make the | egends work for us, as you say.' H s remarks were addressed to a
thin man - whose uniformsported a red epaulet - who was standing with his
back to the newconers.

A hush fell upon the roomas those present noticed Terrel's arrival.

"Ah, Terrel,' Pingeyri said. 'l think you know nost of the people here, but
there are sone of our allies you won't have net.'

The colonel fromthe Red Quarter turned then. Terrel struggled to match the
other man's cal m gaze, but inwardly he was reeling.

"Terrel, this is Colonel Jarvik. Colonel, this is the healer we've been

t al ki ng about .’

' Good evening, Terrel,' Jarvik said.

"Hello,"' the healer replied, wondering how he was supposed to respond to the
slight smile on the colonel's face. In the end he did and said nothing, stil
trying to collect his wits. He had net Jarvi k before, but on that occasion the
col onel had clainmed to be a merchant named Kj ol ur

Chapter Twenty-Six

Afterwards, Terrel was never quite sure why he did not confront Jarvik about
his inposture. At the tine it was an instinctive reaction. Initially, he was
too astonished to do anything. And then he realized that the col onel nust have
foreseen the possibility of their meeting - his own [ack of surprise indicated
that he knew Terrel had survived his adventure at Wial e Ness —and woul d

t heref ore have been ready to counter any accusation. And what, if anything,
was Terrel to accuse himof? For all the healer knew, it might be comon for
mlitary officers to play other roles in life, and there could be any nunber
of legitimte reasons for his adoption of a different name and identity.



Pi ngeyri and the others m ght well be aware of Jarvik's tradi ng voyages, and
chal | engi ng hi m woul d serve no purpose. In the end Terrel did nothing, but
decided to wait and see what happened.

Apparently unaware of the foreigner's internal quandary, Pingeyri had gone on
to introduce several other soldiers. In his preoccupation, Terrel instantly
forgot all their nanes, but he did note that neither Tofana nor any of the
other wi zards were present. He wasn't sure whether to be relieved or
di sappoi nted about that.

"Tell me, Terrel,' the general said once the prelimninaries were over,
woul d you like to becone one of the greatest heroes of our tine?
'"Me?' The offer rang alarmbells in the healer's head.

' The gods brought you here,' Pingeyri clained. 'That's true, whether you
believe it or not. You have a role to play.'

"In the war?

"What el se?' the general responded, sounding as enthusiastic as ever.

Terrel wanted to reject the idea outright, but he held his tongue, wanting to
know nore before committing hinmself. He was not surprised when Jarvik entered
the conversation

"I"'mtold you're famliar with some of the | egends surroundi ng Savik's Whal e,
he said, with an ironic smle. 'Wat you may not know is that those tales are
connected to another, equally ancient set of prophecies concerning the
Peacenaker .

For a nonent Terrel thought that sounded nore hopeful —but then he di scovered
what the Peacemaker was, and how it was destined to bring peace. As Jarvik
expl ai ned about the | egendary sword, and the way it woul d nake whoever wi el ded
it invincible, Terrel saw that such peace would be won only by wadi ng t hrough
anot her sea of bl ood.

'Legend has it that the blade can only be found on the very rare occasions
when the Red Moon is full and all the other noons are new,' the col onel went
on. 'But there's another possibility, one that is |linked to the whale. The
reason this is not generally known here is because the tale originates in the
Gold Quarter, and the onens within it are usually thought to favour them
However, with careful study, the original texts can be interpreted in severa
ways. '

Where have | heard that before? Terrel thought wearily.

"In essence,' Jarvik went on, 'it seemnms possible that whoever arrives in the
way you did has a particul ar advant age

intrying to locate the sword, in that you'll be able to see it whenever the
Red Moon is full, regardl ess of the phases of the others. You would do this,
and |'mquoting the actual text here, by "reading the far crystals" with "eyes
like slivers of ice". That seems particularly appropriate to you, don't you

t hi nk?'

Terrel now understood sonme of the comments that the Gold soldiers had made at
the tine of his energence fromthe stone whale. To them he had i ndeed been a
figure froml egend.

" A convincing case can be nade that whoever hel ps you find the Peacemaker wil |
be victorious in the war,' Jarvik added. 'And now that you're one of us ...'
The col onel spread his hands in a gesture that said he didn't need to spel

out the inplications.

"I"ma practical man by nature,' Pingeyri declared. 'Normally |I'd be wary of
such fantastical notions, but even | can see the possibilities here. Sonetimes
t he best weapon a soldier has is his mnd —and sonmetines it's his greatest
weakness. '

'"That's absolutely true,' Jarvik said. 'Although Raufar and his men perforned
their duties with adnmirable efficiency when they rescued you, in retrospect
it's a pity that one or two of the Gold soldiers didn't escape from Wal e
Ness. Then they could have been rejoicing at your arrival, believing it to be
an onen of their forthcomng victory - and when we reveal ed the true rel evance
of your conming, the effect upon their noral e woul d have been devastating. As
it is, we'll have to start fromscratch. But the beauty of it is, we'll be

how



using the Gold's own revered sources to nake our case.'

"But none of it is true,' Terrel objected.

"Are you sure?' the col onel asked.

"Even if it isn't, enough of the eneny will believe it to nake it true,’

Pi ngeyri added.

"But the way | arrived was an accident,' Terrel said. He was no | onger sure
that he believed his own claim but he was horrified by the thought of being
the catal yst for another round of viol ence.

"Fromwhat |'ve heard, it was a renmarkabl e set of coincidences for a sinple
accident,' Jarvik renarked.

' The gods don't always nake it easy for us, eh? the general runbled,
provoki ng sniles fromseveral of his fellow officers.

Terrel didn't know what to think now Renenbering Kjolur's role in the events
leading to his arrival at \Wal e Ness gave the colonel's words a doubl e- edged
meani ng —while his notives remni ned as obscure as ever

' How do you know so nuch about the Gold | egends?" he asked.

"Such things predate the war,' Jarvik replied. 'If you know where to | ook, the
ref erences are easy enough to find. Mst w zards keep |libraries of books and
docunents, the contents of which are better kept fromthe public until the

right tine.'
It was a plausible answer, but could just as easily be yet another lie.
"How wi || you plant the story with your enenies?

' There are al ways ways of allowing information to | eak out,' Pingeyri

answered. 'You needn't worry about that.'

"When they find out what's happened, won't the Gold try to take me back?
Terrel asked. This disturbing idea had just occurred to him

"We' || nake sure that doesn't happen,' the general assured him 'You'll be
protected until it's time for you to play your part.'

"And afterwards?

"Afterwards, no one is going to threaten you,' Pingeyri declared confidently.
"\What exactly are you expecting ne to do?'

"Come with us to Hvannadal . And then on to the Lonely Peaks.'

Terrel had been expecting sonething of the sort. The fact that the general was
intent on going to the one place on the island that the heal er needed to reach
m ght represent his only opportunity of heading towards his own goal

"Wy there?

'"The | egends all agree that that is where the Peacemaker lies,' Jarvik
replied. 'Buried deep within the ice.’

"Then how ...'

"W may have little chance of actually retrieving it,' the colonel cut in,
"but just the idea that we might - especially after what will have happened at
the springs - will be nore than enough to strike fear into the hearts of our
enenies.'

"And who knows,' Pingeyri said, 'you mght even succeed. And then there'd be
no stopping us.' The gleamin the general's eyes betrayed the fact that he was
probably inmagining wielding the sword with his own hand.

"There'll be no stopping us either way, General,' Jarvik said. 'W have the
chance to lay all the heresies to rest, to prove to the gods that we are
worthy of clainmng the final victory. W nust not waste such a chance.'

Pi ngeyri nodded, then turned to the healer

'"So, Terrel, are you with us? WIIl you lead us to the Lonely Peaks?

Terrel could see no alternative. This was his chance.

'Yes, Ceneral,' he replied. "I wll.'

To Terrel's frustration, he was not told anything nore about the forthcom ng
operation or, nore inportantly, about when they were due to | eave. As soon as
he'd agreed to the general's request, an attendant had escorted himfromthe
castle's central complex, leaving the soldiers to

continue their planning. However, the prospect of being taken to the Lonely
Peaks, even if the circunstances were |l ess than ideal, had given Terrel a
little hope. But he was still bothered by the many unanswered questions about



the enterprise, especially about the mystery over the dual identity of Kjolur
or Jarvik —or whoever he really was. His true purpose - and the notives
behind it - was now even nore obscure than when Terrel had thought he was j ust
a nmerchant. There were nany | egends connected with Savik's Wale - and the

col onel seermed to be an expert on such things - so had his supposed help had a
specific goal in mind? Did he really think that Terrel would be able to find
the nythical sword? And none of this explained how Kjolur could have foreseen
what woul d take place at Wal e Ness. Had he just been taking the chance that
somet hi ng woul d happen, hoping to take advantage of it later, whatever it was?
It woul d have been a huge ganble - but one that seened to have paid off after
all.

Terrel wanted to be able to talk to Jarvik on his own, but he knew this was
unlikely to happen unless the colonel hinself decided upon a neeting. As
Terrel had al ready discovered during his unsuccessful attenpts to |ocate

Tof ana and ot hers, when soneone did not want to be disturbed, there were
plenty of places within the vast fortress that could be nade inaccessible.

I ndeed, the only person he could be reasonably sure of seeing whenever he
want ed was Latira. Since her enotional confession, they had been a little wary
of each other, their friendship kept at a superficial level. But she was stil
his best informant, and the obvi ous person to ask whenever a new question
occurred to him

On this occasion he found her in her own domain, the kitchen located at fhe
base of his tower. She was preparing food which would provide him- and
several others - with

their evening neal. His offer to help was politely refused, but she didn't
seemto mind his watching as she worked.

' Has sonet hi ng happened?’ she asked. ' You | ook puzzled.'

"I was called to see the generals,' he told her. 'They want ne to go with them
on the canpaign.'

"I thought they probably would. Do you m nd?'

"I don't think I have much choice. | can't stay here for ever.'

Latira nodded, but said nothing.

'Do you know anyt hi ng about a man called Jarvi k?' Terrel asked.

"No,"' she said, then frowned. 'Wo's he?

'"He's a colonel fromthe Red Quarter.'

"There are a ot of them here now. Everyone thinks it's because the generals
want to co-ordinate a big campaign this season, across the whole island. But I
haven't net any of them

Sone tine later, Terrel couldn't shake his inpression that there had been
somet hing slightly odd about her response - the initial denial, then the
guestion as an afterthought, foll owed by vague generalizations. Yet logically
there was very little chance of her know ng anything about a new y-arrived
soldier fromthe far side of the island, and he told hinself that he was

i magi ni ng things.

One of his other unanswered questi ons was about what the w zards had been up
to recently, but the next day, during one of his aimess wal ks around the
castle, Terrel happened upon a scene that told himnore than he really wanted
to know.

Entering a courtyard he had not visited before, he saw a party of servants -
wearing stained clothes and with masks covering the | ower part of their faces
- busy collecting a | arge anount of ash that had been scattered over the paved
yard in separate heaps. The debris was being swept into buckets or sacks and
then transferred to a wooden-sided cart. Wen Terrel peered in to the cart he
felt bile stinging his throat, and he broke out in a cold, queasy sweat. M xed
wi th the pungent grey ash were several human hands and a few boots, wth
stunps of bl ackened flesh protruding fromthem It didn't take nuch

i magi nation to realize what rmust have happened to the enemy prisoners who had
been brought to Saudark.

Tof ana' s experi ment had obvi ously been repeated many tines, and if she was
allowed to get her way, the gruesone results would soon be duplicated all over



Myvat an —and presunably on an even greater scale. This thought kept Terrel
feeling nauseous for several hours.

Mich later in the day, after a nunmber of futile attenpts to find soneone he
m ght be able to talk to about the wizard's vile research, Terrel was
returning to his own | odgi ngs when he was net by a sonewhat fl ustered-I| ooking
Latira.

'There you are!' she gasped, sounding relieved. 'Vatha wants to see you.'

' Good. '

"You're to nmeet himon the ground floor of Well Tower as soon as you can.'
"Al'l right.' Terrel hesitated, trying to remenber which of the nany towers
this was.

'Go across the West Courtyard, past the kennels, then take the corridor that
has the carving of Jokulsa's marker in the lintel stone,' she told him ' That

will lead you to the tower.'
"Why there?' Terrel wondered al oud.
"I don't know. |'mjust passing on the nessage. | got it some time ago, so

you'd better hurry.'

Terrel followed her directions, and entered the tunnel bel ow the sign that

mat ched t he pendant he wore —and the brand on Vatna's arm He surm sed that
the Well Tower —presunmably nanmed for a source of water —was probably
connected to the magian's art, but he hadn't been this way before and didn't
really know what to expect.

The passageway was only dimy lit, and the paving underfoot was rough and
uneven, suggesting that it was little used. At one point, Terrel stunbled and
al nrost fell. Recovering, he couldn't help noticing that it was very quiet
here, with no sign of the bustle that characterized much of the castle. Even
t he dogs, many of whom had been barki ng when he'd passed their conpound
earlier, were silent now Then, sonewhat to his relief, he heard Vatna's voice
from up ahead.

'Conme on, Terrel. You're late. You're going to want to see this.'

The heal er hurried on, stepping into sone shadows that created a patch of
darkness in the corridor. He knew at once that sonething was wong, and tried
to pull back, but his linmbs would not obey him It was |like walking into a

bl anket of cobwebs. The thick grey mass filled his eyes and throat, making him
blind and dunmb. Hi s head swam And then everythi ng went bl ack.

He woke to find hinmself tied to a chair, his arns and | egs strapped tight. As
he blinked, trying to clear the cobwebs fromhis mind, fear stabbed through
him He had no idea who had done this to him or why, but being so hel pl ess
was terrifying.

The only light in the roomcanme froma small high window. Late afternoon
sunlight was falling fromit directly on to his face, half blinding him and
maki ng t he

rest of the chanmber all but invisible - an arrangerment that was obviously

del i berate.

Terrel sensed novenment in the shadows. There were several people in the room
with him but he couldn't see any of them He tried to speak, but his tongue
felt as if it was made of coarse wool, and no sound emerged fromhis |ips.
Before he could try again, a woman's voice drifted out of the darkness.

"Wl come back, Terrel. You do realize that if you ever look likely to actually
find the Peacenaker, we're going to have to kill you.'

Chapter Twenty- Seven

"I"ve no wish to find the sword,' Terrel stated truthfully. 'This war is not
my concern.' His voice was no nore than a croak, but he was rapidly recovering
his wits. Hs captors' threatening statenent neant that they knew what the
general s were planning. So who were they?

' Then what is your reason for being here?

"I"'mjust a traveller.'

"You're also a liar.' The accusation was made with conpl ete confi dence.
"What's the real reason?

"Sonetines you can't avoid your destiny,' Terrel said.



"That's closer to the truth,' his interrogator conceded, 'but it's not exactly
very informative, is it? Does your destiny tell you there's sonething you nust
do on Myvatan?'

"Yes.'

" What ?'

"I don't know yet.'

"Don't lie to us, Terrel. It's pointless.'

I"mnot lying.'

Yes, you are,' she insisted, with a touch of anger. 'You give yourself away
every time. What is it you're here to do?

Terrel didn't answer, wondering if he was truly as transparent as his
adversary cl ai med

'"Are you a spy?' she asked abruptly.

" No.

' Does your task have anything to do with the war?

"No.' His answer provoked an exchange of whispers, though Terrel couldn't hear
what was bei ng sai d.

' Then what does it concern?

"You woul dn't believe nme if | told you,' he answered wearily.

"Try us.'

"You want the truth?

'O course.’

"Al'l right,' Terrel replied, making up his mnd, and finding an al npbst
vindictive pleasure in the thought of sharing what he knew about the island' s
strangest resident. 'l cane here |ooking for a creature that by any nornal

st andards doesn't exist, but which is nonethel ess enornously powerful. And
unless | do find it, the consequences could be disastrous, not just for
Myvatan but for all of Nydus.'

There was a prol onged, expectant silence after he stopped speaking. Terrel
guessed that the others in the roomwere waiting for his interrogator to pass
j udgenent on his claim

"He's telling the truth,' she said eventually, barely able to conceal her
astoni shment. 'Or at the very |least he believes what he's saying. Tell us nore
about this creature.’

Havi ng begun, Terrel saw no point in refusing to elaborate. They could either
decide that he was telling the truth or that he was quite nad. Either way, it
woul d hardly make his current predi cament any worse. He described the

el emental ' s peculiar appearance as best he could, then expl ained sonet hing of
the incredible powers it wi elded. There was a | ot nmore he could have told
them but he stopped there, knowi ng that even his brief introduction had given
his invisible audience a ot to take in.

"So you've nmet its kind before? his questioner asked.

'"Yes. Three times. On each occasion | was able to nake a bargain with the
Anci ent which prevented a serious upheaval .’

"And you need to do this again here?

"Yes.'

' Because of the prophecy?

"Yes.' Terrel couldn't recall mentioning the prophecy during his questioning,
but he'd spoken about it several tinmes since he'd arrived in Myvatan, and his
captors clearly had access to a great deal of information

'Do you know where the creature is?

"The only clue | have is that it may have been responsible for the vol canic
eruption near the centre of the island a few years ago.'

There was another silence as the inplications of his statement sank in.

'So you wish to go to the Lonely Peaks?' his interrogator said, sounding oddly
pl eased.

'"Yes. That's why | agreed to go with the arnmy. It's ny only chance of getting
there. But | have no interest in finding the sword.'

Thi s comrent pronpted anot her whi spered conference between his captors. The
sun was slightly less bright now, and he could just nake out several shadowy



figures, huddl ed together

"Can we trust you, Terrel? their spokeswonan asked as they drew apart.

"You tell me,' he replied. 'You seemto know whether I'mtelling you the truth
or not. The real question is, why should | trust you} You' ve kidnapped ne and
tied me up, and you don't even have the courage to show your faces.'

The woman | aughed uneasily.

"OfF course we could just kill you now and be done with it,' she renarked.
"What purpose woul d that serve?' he shot back. 'I've already told you |I've no
interest in finding the sword, if that's what you're afraid of. Wat do you
want from nme?' He was aware of being under intense scrutiny, but he also
sensed the group's uncertainty. He wondered again who he was dealing with, and
what they hoped to achieve.

"That's not an easy question to answer,' their |eader said eventually. There
was an odd inflection to her words, and a new suspicion grew in the healer's
m nd.

"That's not your real voice, is it? Terrel had used the glamour to enhance
his own voice in the past, but that had sinply been to make it sound | ouder or
nore i nmpressive. He had never thought to use it to disguise his voice or
imtate someone el se.

"It wasn't Vatna who called ne, was it?" he asked. 'Who are you?

There was no response. He had not really expected any, but now sonething el se
occurred to him In the past he had linmted his use of psinoma to | earning new
| anguages. Prying into another person's nind had al ways seened an unforgi vabl e
breach of privacy, but on this occasion he felt it could be justified. He

m ght at least learn the identity of the people who had abducted him and thus
alter the bal ance of power a little.

Initiating the tel epathic contact was easy enough. It was sinply a matter of

i ntent. Reaching out with his own thoughts, he began to delve into the other
consci ousnesses in the room

There was an instant response.

"What are you doing? a different woman cried out in alarm At the same tine
Terrel felt his questing thoughts turned back, blocked by a shield he could
not penetrate.

Knowi ng that his efforts had been discovered, he stopped, feeling guilty.
"What's going on?' the first worman asked.

"Nothing,' the other replied quietly. '"Nothing. I'msorry. Forget it.'

So, Terrel thought, these people have someone who can not only detect psinomng,
but also prevent its use. They have an interesting range of talents between

t hem

"I"'msorry,' he said, then decided to turn the tables on his captors if he
could. 'I've answered all of your questions as best | can. It's tine you
answered sonme of mne.'

"W can't tell you who we are. Not yet, at least.' Hs original interrogator
had taken charge agai n.

'"Then at least tell me what it is you want fromne.'

"Very well.' She seened to have cone to a decision of her own. 'The generals
want to use you as a weapon. That's the only thing they understand. In a way
we want to do the same, but with a very different end in nmind.'

"Waat end?’

'This war has gone on | ong enough. W want peace.'

' Peace?' Terrel queried incredulously. This was not the response he had

expect ed.

' For everyone,' she confirned. 'Regardless of their allegiance.’

Terrel | ooked down at his bound wists and flexed his nuscl es against the
straps.

' For people who are so peaceable,' he remarked, 'you have a funny way of
treating someone who's on your side.’

"Are you on our side?

'"Yes. This war is an abomination. | would gladly work with anyone who
genuinely wants to put a stop to so nuch pointless bl oodshed."



H s words provoked anot her series of whispered exchanges, then his

i nterrogator spoke again.

"You have to renenber that our ains are considered treasonous. We'd all be
executed i f we were discovered. W have to be sure of you.'

"WIl you help us?" the second woman asked. Her voice sounded famliar

"Why should | believe you?' Terrel asked. 'This could all be a trick."'

' The generals woul d not bother with such subterfuge,' the first wonan said.
"If they even suspected you of betrayal, you' d be dead by now As it is, they
m ght find your presence useful. On the other hand, we need you.'

] W]y?l

"Not all |egends are steeped in blood. You can help us wite a different
endi ng. Your presence signals a tinme of change, hopefully for the better. If
you agree to assist us we'll do all we can to nake sure that comes true.'

"I only have your word for that,' Terrel pointed out. 'You seemto know when
I"'mtelling the truth. | don't have that skill."’

' Perhaps you do,"' the second wonman put in.

'What do you nean?'

"Look into nmy mind. That's what you were trying to do earlier, wasn't it? I'l
let you this time. You'll find the truth there.'

'"He's a mind-reader?' her conpani on asked.

'"OF a sort. Though he seens ashaned of it.'

"Are you sure this is wse?

"No. But I"'mwilling to give it atry. He has a point, you know. Wy should he
trust us? This would at |east show that we're being honest with him'

"But won't it tell himwho you are?

'He al ready knows. Don't you, Terrel?

"Yes,' he adm tted. He had suspected it for a while, and the recent exchange
had confirnmed his inpression

"So | have nothing to lose,' she concluded. 'He could

betray me now if he wants to, unless we convince him

ot herw se."
"Or we nake sure of his silence another way.'
"No! | won't have anot her death on my conscience.'

"Even if that death saves thousands of |ives?

'Even then. Besides, as you said yourself, we need him

to have a chance of saving all those lives.' There was a | ong pause.

"All right," the interrogator said at last. 'But be careful.' Terrel felt the
barrier around one of the group dissol ve.

Very gently, he began to search for the truth in Tegan's

m nd.

He was so engrossed in trying to pick his way through the labyrinth of the
magi an' s t houghts that when somnet hi ng thudded agai nst the door of the room and
pushed it open, Terrel was unable to understand what was happeni ng. Hal f-seen
nmoverent, several shouts and a ferocious growing all conbined to disorientate
hi m conpl etely.

Moons, this feels good! Al yssa declared. Wose throat do you want nme to rip
out first?

No one's! Terrel replied hurriedly, seeing for the first tine the |arge dog
that contained her spirit. They're friends. He had seen enough in Tegan's m nd
to be sure of that now

Friends don Vtie you to a chair, she responded. She was standing foursquare
to the group, her hackles bristling as she displayed a fearsonme set of teeth.
Havi ng been taken conpletely by surprise, Terrel's captors were cowering

agai nst the wall of the room However, it would surely not be |long before they
realized the intruder was al one, and that together they should be able to
overcome a dog. As if in response to that thought, Terrel caught the glinpse
of a knife blade being drawn fromits scabbard.

'The dog won't hurt you unless you try to harmher or me,' he told them

| wouldn't be too sure of that, Alyssa said, anger pulsing through her words.
Sit down, Terrel pleaded. This is inportant.



Wth every sign of reluctance, Al yssa |owered herself onto her haunches,

al t hough she still eyed Terrel's captors suspiciously, and a deep grow ing
runbl ed in her throat.

"I's this Jax?' Tegan asked. She was clearly aware of Tofana's mi staken

i mpression concerning the time Bezylum s body had been usurped.

Alyssa snarled angrily at the suggestion

"No, it's not,' Terrel said.

"You have sone interesting allies,' his interrogator conmmrented.

"I do, don't I," the healer agreed, feeling a little nore at ease now. ' But
don't annoy her. She's not always so obedient.'

Very funny, Al yssa grated.

"I think this meeting has served its purpose,' the woman said. 'We shoul d be

goi ng. '

'How do | contact you agai n?' Terrel asked, knowi ng they still had much to

di scuss.

"You don't. We'll be in touch with you. Don't approach Tegan unl ess you have a

good reason for doing so.'

"Fair enough. Are you going to untie ne now?'

' The rest of you should | eave,' Tegan said decisively. 'That way |'Il still be
the only one at risk if we're wong about him 1'll set himfree once you' ve
all got away.'

There was a pause while the others considered her suggestion

'What about the dog?

' She won't be any trouble.’

Don't bet on it, Alyssa nuttered venomously. Are you just going to let them
wal k away?

They 're acting honourably.

Now, maybe. But not earlier. Tying you up wasn 't—

It's all right now, he cut in, sensing the pent-up fury in her waiting to be
unl eashed.

'Go on,' Tegan urged.

There was a shuffle of nmoverment as the others left. After a while, the nagian
stepped forward into the |ight, |ooking understandably nervous under Alyssa's
feral glare. She | oosened the straps and retreated into the shadows. Terre
freed hinmsel f, stretched painfully and rubbed his aching |inbs.

'"I"'msorry it had to be this way,' Tegan said.

"It's all right. | understand."'

"I"l'l go now WIIl you wait here until I've had tine to get clear?

Terrel nodded.

" Thank you. Go carefully, Terrel,' she said in parting. 'You hold ny life in
your hands now.'

Chapter Twenty- Ei ght

The ghosts need to see you, Alyssa said as soon as they were al one.

Terrel was delighted by the news - and relieved.

So they got away all right, he said, renenbering the abrupt end to their |ast
visit.

Yes. Alyssa seened unconcerned. |Is this a safe place? O should we nove?
I"mnot sure where we are. Terrel explained how the dark cobwebs had envel oped
hi m

More magi c?

| can't think what else it could have been

It's interesting that Jax didn't try to take over when you passed out, don't
you t hi nk?

| hadn't even thought of that, Terrel admitted. Maybe he did. | mean, how
woul d | know? The idea horrified him

The people who tied you up woul d' ve noticed, Al yssa pointed out. |I'msure fax
was never here, so don't worry about it. Let's just be thankful for small
mercies. Now, are we staying or going?

Terrel moved the chair over to the barred wi ndow, then clinbed on to it so
that he could | ook outside. They were not in Well Tower itself, but in a



near by annexe built against the outer wall of the fortress. It was a part of
the castle he had not visited before. Stepping down, he went to the door and
peered out into the corridor. It was enpty and utterly quiet.

| didn 't see anyone on ny way in here, Alyssa volunteered. They hadn 't even
set a | ookout.

It seens deserted, Terrel said. Perhaps no one uses this section

Wy not? It seens sound enough.

Maybe it's haunted, he suggested with a grin.

Then it's just what we need. The dog grow ed in what Terrel hoped was its
equi val ent of | aughter

It's as good a place as any, he agreed. \What about you, though? WII| anyone
notice you 're not in the kennel s?

Don't worry about that, she said dismssively. | can take care of nyself.

You |i ke being a dog, don't you

They're stupid, but trained to obedience, so it's easy for me. And having the
strength of this brute suits me at the nonent.

You really would have torn their throats out, wouldn't you?

Oh yes, she replied enthusiastically. If you hadn't been such a spoilsport.
Terrel wasn't sure how serious she was. |In her own body, Al yssa had been the
nost gentle of beings, delicate and otherworldly, but whenever she took on the
formof an aninmal she also inherited sone of their characteristics. Even so,
such eager belligerence made himfeel uneasy. Was it possible that she had
been infected by Myvatan's warli ke obsession? He knew she woul d do anyt hi ng
she could to protect him but her rage and readiness to resort to viol ence had
seened out of proportion to the situation. Terrel had the feeling that it had
been touch and go as to whether she heeded his warning not to attack

Wl | ? Alyssa asked, inpatient now Do | call them here or not?

Go ahead. | need to talk to all of you, especially' about what just happened.
The three ghosts flickered into exi stence before he had finished speaking.
They all |ooked slightly flustered, as if they'd been taken unawares, and

Mizeni even seemed to be out of breath.

Alittle notice would have been appreciated, ny dear, the heretic grunbled.

St op whini ng? Alyssa grow ed. Just get on with it before you 're all bl own
away agai n.

Muzeni | ooked taken aback by her aggressive tone, but he did not respond.
You're in a good nood, Elamremarked Shall | fetch you a bone to chew on?

Not unless it's one of yours, she retorted.

There was never nmuch neat on ny bones, El am said, unabashed. Even |ess now, |
shoul d t hi nk.

Terrel felt a sudden pang when he realized that his friend had been dead a few
nmont hs short of eight years, and that his bones presunmably lay in an unmarked
grave somewhere within the grounds of Havennoon. The fact that Elamcould talk
about such things with his usual flippancy was a good sign, but with Alyssa in
her present nood the ghost was playing with fire.

Let's get on, then, Shahan said quickly, evidently recognizing the situation
There are people here who want the war to end peacefully, Terrel began. |'ve
just net sone of them and—

Never mind that, Mizeni cut in tetchily. Have you been able to establish where
the Ancient is? Alyssa's criticismseened to have nmade the old man grunpy.

Not for certain, Terrel replied, but it seens it mght be in the centra
ice-field.

| thought you sai d—Shahan began

Let himfinish, A yssa snapped.

That area of the glacier is called the Lonely Peaks, Terre

went on, unconfortable with the obvious tensions within the group. The main
reason | think it's there is because a volcano erupted in that region a few
years ago, and that's when the sleepers here first started appearing. Wat's
nore, the neltwater fromthe eruption was very potent magically.

But the el enentals hate both water and its nagic, Mizeni objected, glancing at
Alyssa to see if she was going to tolerate this interruption



| know, Terrel said. Here's what | think happened. Alyssa told me your theory
about the Ancients noving up towards the surface of the planet quite recently
—in their terns, at least. Isn't it possible that in doing so, this one
actual ly caused the volcano to erupt? The problemwas, it didn't know it was
underneath a huge quantity of ice. The fires would have nelted a vast anount,
and the elenmental itself may have been inundated. It could be that in trying
to protect itself, it inadvertently lined up the water, in the way that the
wi zards do here

But it failed, Shahan suggested, and that was enough to make it ill, or drive
it mad.

It sounds pl ausible, Mizeni conceded.

But not very encouragi ng, El am added.

There's one nore thing, Terrel said. You renmenber you told me about sone
creatures who were supposed to act as bodyguards to the Guardi an?

The i ce-worns?

Yes. |I've found out a little nore about them They really do live inside
glaciers —and if they're supposed to protect sonmeone, he 'd have to be near a
glacier too. The only thing is, ice-worns usually travel alone and you said
they were in a group.

That's what the text indicated, but it's a mnor point, Mizeni decided. This
is certainly the best evidence we've come up with so far

So how are you going to get to these Lonely Peaks? El am

asked. | don't suppose they have a Race of Truth here, do they?

There is a way, Terrel replied. It's not ideal, but as far as | can see, it's
my only chance. The army here is going to nount a canpai gn soon to sone
springs at a place called Hvannadal, then push on to the Lonely Peaks. They
want me to go with them

Excel  ent! El am excl ai ned

Why? Shahan asked.

This is where it gets conplicated, Terrel said. He went on to tell them about
various | egends, and about the fact that he was supposed to be the one to find
a nmythical sword. It's called the Peacenaker, which is a bit of a sick joke,
because—He stopped, aware of the strange expressions on the faces of the two
seers.

The Peacenmker ? Shahan queri ed.

Yes. Wy?

That name's nentioned in the new part of the Code, Mizeni explained. W
thought it referred to a person

If it's a sword, it puts a conpletely different conplexi on on severa
passages, Shahan added.

Why did you think it was a person?

Because the text tells of himspeaking to the whole island, Mizeni replied.
Whi ch doesn't nake a lot of sense if it's a sword, El am added hel pfully.

The wordi ng i s anmbi guous, but | never expected this, Shahan adm tted. Wen you
menti oned the people here who wanted an end to the war, we assuned the
Peacenmaker was one of them

No. In fact, the last thing the people | just net want is for ne to find the
sword. They threatened to kill ne if | did.

Not very friendly of them El am comrented.

Tell us about these . . . what do we call then? Mizeni asked. Rebels?

The Hol ma, Alyssa said, making one of her rare contributions. It neans the
underground. That's what they call thensel ves.

Terrel glanced at the dog, wondering how Alyssa coul d know t hat when he
didn't. It had not been one of the things Tegan had allowed himto see in her
m nd. Well? Mizeni demanded irritably.

They want me to help themtoo, but for a different purpose, Terrel began, then
went on to tell his allies all he knew about the underground —which turned
out to be remarkably little.

So you don't know who these peopl e are? Shahan said when he had fini shed.
Apart from Tegan, no.



More to the point, you 've no idea how they plan to achieve their goal of a
just peace, Elam commented, his scepticismplain.
No, | don't, Terrel adnmitted. But they have to be a better bet than the
gener al s!
Did they believe you when you told them about the Ancient? Mizeni asked.
I think so. They seenmed to know when | was telling the truth. The curious
thing was, | got the inpression they were pleased that | wanted to go to the
glacier —and yet it certainly wasn't because of the sword.
And you don't know how they want you to hel p thenf? Shahan queried. No. They
said they 'd be in touch
The real question, Mizeni stated dogmatically, is whether co-operating with
themw ||l give you a better chance of reaching the elenental. You'll be
pl ayi ng a danger ous gane.
You m ght find yourself caught between them and the generals, Shahan agreed.
G ven the choice, 1'd rather go with the underground,
Terrel said. Tegan at |east seens genuine in her desire for peace, and | have
to assume the others are too. But | know what ny priority has to be.
Good, Miuzeni said, dismissing the subject. Do you have any other news for us?
Have any of the clues fromthe Code becone any clearer?
At | east one of themhas, Terrel replied grimy. I"mpretty sure | know what
"beware the fire within' nmeans. He went on to tell them about Tofana's
denonstration, and about his nmore recent discovery of the gruesome remains in
the castle courtyard. As he spoke he was aware of sone surreptitious glances
bet ween t he ghosts. He kept expecting one of themto say sonething, but no one
did. The worst thing is, he concluded, / think I was the one who showed her
how t o make soneone burn up from i nside.
Why shoul d you think that? Shahan asked.
Tofana said that the first great secret of wi zardry was recogni zing the
magi cal potential of water, and it seems the | ast great secret was the way in
which all water —even that inside people —can be |inked up. Apparently,
something | did showed her that.
That's an unfortunate coi nci dence, Mizeni said heavily.
Now are you going to tell me what's going on? Terrel said, dread coiling in
his stomach |ike a mal evol ent snake.
There have been some unexpl ai ned deat hs on Vadani s, Shahan reveal ed. From what
you 've told us, the cause was the sanme as those here.
The snake wriggled, nmaking Terrel nauseous.
Only the extremities were left, the seer went on. Al the rest was reduced to
ash.
Was it Jax?
There's no proof, Mizeni replied, but I don't see how there can be nuch doubt.
Terrel swore in dismay. It was clear now what ideas Tofana and Jax had
di scussed.
There have al ways been | egends about fire-starters, the heretic added. People
who coul d make their enemies' hearts burst into flame inside their chests

but until nowit's been no nore than that.
No one knows who the first victinms were, Elam said, taking up the story, but
they died in Betancuria while Jax was there. And there were sone earth trenors
inthe region at the sane time. As far as we know, Jax didn 't interfere with
the Ancient on his latest visit, but we can't be sure because we're having to
rely on second-hand gossip. In any case, he's been back in Makhaya for severa
days now.
The latest victimwas anythi ng but anonynous, though, Shahan sai d.
Wio was it? Terrel asked.
H s nane was Reni. He was the Enpress' chanberlain. As always, the nention of
hi s estranged not her nade Terrel prey to several different enotions —all of
t hem unpl easant .
It caused quite a sensation in court, Shahan added. Adina was wild with rage
and gri ef.
There were runours that Remi was rather nore than her servant, Elam said.



No one was able to explain the fire, the seer went on. H s body was conpletely
destroyed, yet when they found himin his apartnent, nothing el se was damaged.
Even the furniture next to his body was barely scorched.

Do you think Jax killed himdeliberately? It's possible, Mizeni replied. It
was conmmon know edge that the two of themdidn't always see eye to eye. But
it's also possible it was just a random act, to prove he could do it under
everyone's noses and get away with it.

Terrel thought that both expl anati ons sounded pl ausi bl e. The prince was

vindi ctive, but he was al so vain, and delighted in proving his superiority to
t hose around him

The heal er already knew his twin to be capabl e of nurder

It's |like another plague, he groaned. Against all the odds, his homel and was
being affected by the events in Myvatan

Not really, Shahan said. This is Jax's doing, not the elenental's. It's spread
t here because of his link, nothing else. If we stop him the threat goes away.
Unl ess he teaches others howto do it, Terrel pointed out. Like Tofana 's
doi ng here.

| don't think he'll want to do that, the seer argued. He 'd rather keep the
fun for hinself.

| don't see himbeing nuch good as a teacher, El am concurred.

So how do we stop hinP Terrel asked.

No one had an answer to that.

We'll work on it, Elam pronised eventually.

It wasn't rmuch, but Terrel knew it was all he could expect. The ghosts were
very limted in the ways they could affect his world.

Do you think it's connected to the 'sacred’ water he took fromthe spring at
Ti ndaya?

Probably, Shahan answered.

Coul d you or any of the other sleepers hel p? El am asked Al yssa.

Sone parts of the palace are forbidden to us, she replied, but I'll see.
W're getting off the point again, Mizeni nmuttered. As |ong as Jax doesn 't
interfere with the elenmental, what he does is of limted concern. There are
nore inmportant matters to deal with here.

Terrel | oathed the idea of his malignant brother having access to such | etha
power, but he had to grant that the heretic was right. That was a probl emfor
some time in the future, and he tried to bring his thoughts back to the
present. The nention of Tindaya inevitably rem nded him

of the Code, and of the lines the ghosts had quoted on their earlier visit.
You remenber the inscription about a city beneath the sea? he said. Vel |

it features in local legend too. It's called Akurvellir, and it wasn't
drowned, it's just lost. Careless of them El amrenarked.

Sonet hing called the sacred flane went out at the sane time as the city

di sappeared, Terrel went on, ignhoring the interruption. It was in a place
called the Grcle of Truce, and it needs to be relit for the war to end. But
no one knows where it is, Elamresponded. Brilliant. Unless the underground
think they've found it, Mizeni suggested.

Could it be near the Lonely Peaks too? Shahan said. Under a sea of ice?

If it is, there's no way anyone could find it, Terrel replied. The glacier's
been there for hundreds of years. He renmenbered Tegan saying 'That's just a
dream, and wondered what she had neant.

We'll look at the text again, Mizeni prom sed. And see if we 've m ssed

somet hing. |Is there anything el se?

Just one curiosity, Terrel answered. The nerchant who sailed here with ne is
also a colonel fromthe Red Quarter, under a different nane. He's the one who
suggested | went to look for the Peacenmaker. |1've no idea what he's up to.

It was clear fromthe ghosts' expressions that they were none the w ser

Have you got any news for me? Terrel asked. We've covered nost of it, Shahan
replied, but there is one other thing we found in the new section of the Code.
It seens to indicate that either the Guardian or the Mentor will be hel ped by
a W zard.



| can't see how it could be Tofana, the healer said. It's connected sonehow to
the starlight famly, the seer

added. | don't suppose you've |earnt anything nore about that?

Terrel shook his head.

How clear is the translation? he asked. Could it be 'magian' instead of
'wzard' ?

It's possible, Mizeni conceded. You think it could be Tegan?

Yes. O maybe the other woman in the Hol ma, the one who questioned ne.

Well, it's worth bearing in nmind, Shahan said. It's possible that not all the
wi zards are potential enem es.

They were silent for a while.

Are .. . Are things any easier here? Terrel enquired tentatively. For you, |
nean.

W may have overcome sonme of our difficulties, Shahan replied. Qur
opportunities are still limted, but—

At |east we don't seemto be making things worse now, Elam conpleted for him
Thanks to you, Mizeni said, nodding at his young col | eague.

I do what | can, he decl ared.

But you're still not going to tell ne what it is? Terrel asked.

W can't.

Sone things you have to discover for yourself, Al yssa said.

Terrel glanced at her.

Do you know what it is? he asked suspiciously.

Hedges | ook different fromthe inside, she replied.

What ? Even for her, this reply was unusual ly bizarre.

You need to go soon, Alyssa told the ghosts.

Is the wind conming? Miuzeni's concern was obvi ous.

Yes.

Then we should go while our dignity remains intact, the heretic said. Goodbye,
Terrel.

Good | uck, Elam added, as all three faded into thin air. Do you have to go
too? Terrel asked Alyssa. No. In fact, | won't be able to for a while. I'lI
cone back to your | odgings.

Are you sure? he asked in surprise. Al yssa bared her fangs. Wio's going to
stop me? she asked.

Chapter Twenty-N ne

It was growi ng dark by the time Terrel got back to his own tower, Alyssa
trotting at his side. He'd made a halfhearted attenpt to find Vatna —and had
failed —but in any case, he was reasonably sure that the magi an had not been
i nvol ved with his abduction. During his wanderings, Terrel had received a few
odd | ooks, but no one had challenged his right to be acconpani ed by a hound.
Most people had nerely given the pair a w de berth.

Just as they were about to start the long clinb up the stairs, Latira canme out
of her own quarters. Wen she saw the dog she flinched, her eyes wide with
fear.

"It's all right," Terrel said. 'She won't hurt you.'

Alyssa sat down, and |et her tongue hang out of the side of her nouth, her
head tilted slightly. Latira edged forward again, reassured by the dog's
apparently placid demeanour

"Where did she cone fron®

"I"ve no idea. She's just adopted ne. You don't mind, do you?

"No. No, of course not. The handl ers m ght be puzzled, though. Do they know
she's gone?'

"I"ll explain in the morning if there's a problem' Terrel assured her. 'Wen
Vatna sent for me, did he give you the nessage hinsel f?

"No. It was a soldier. | didn't know him'
Terrel was not surprised
"I thought it was unusual,' Latira added, 'but the magi ans do use Well Tower

sometines. Did you find hin?
'"No. He wasn't there.’



Per haps he was called away on nilitary business.'

"l expect so.'

'Have you been to see the general s today?

" No.

'So there's no news, then? About when you'll be leaving, | nean.'
"Not yet,' Terrel confirmed. 'I'd like to know that nyself.'

Latira nodded.

"I'"d better get back to work,' she said, glancing uncertainly at the dog
agai n.

As the maid returned to her own domain, Terrel and his conpanion set off up
the stairs.

She's a good actress, isn 't she? Alyssa comrented.

What do you mean?

She was one of the people in the room One of the Holma. Are you sure? Did you
see her?

Not very well, Alyssa admtted, but 1'd have known it was her even if it had
been pitch black. This nose works even in the dark, and all you humans have a
di fferent stink.

Terrel was still digesting this news when they reached his room

Wul d you be able to tell me who the others were? he asked as he sank down on
t he bed.

If we neet them again, yes.

That could be very useful

G ad to be of service, she said, though she sounded dispirited.

Are you all right? Terrel asked.

This place puts a strain on ne, she adm tted. Never quite knowi ng when I'l|l be
able to cone or go
Vell, I"'mglad you' re here

Me too. Do you mind if | sleep for a bit?

O course not. He was disappointed, and would have preferred to talk, but he
knew she had to husband her resources whenever she occupied an ani mal.

Terrel watched her as she rested. Every so often the hound's body would tw tch
slightly, and he wondered what images were being conjured up by a brain that
had been possessed by another spirit. Alyssa clainmed never to renenber her own
dreans, even though she could often 'see' other people's, but would that stil
hold true while she was a dog? He kept hoping that she just needed a short nap
and woul d wake up soon, but Al yssa drowsed on, and Terrel eventually began to
specul ate on his | atest discoveries - running through the events of the day
and then re-evaluating sone of his earlier conversations with Latira. Now he
knew she was a nenber of the Holma, it seened clear that she had been feeling
himout, testing himin sone way. Right fromthe first she had probably been
trying to assess whether he'd nake a suitable recruit for her cause. There
were so nmany questions he wanted to ask her, but he recogni sed the need for
caution. He considered her a friend now, and the |last thing he wanted was to
put her in any danger.

Then Terrel wondered about who el se night be involved in the underground
nmoverrent . He had his suspicions, but unless he could arrange for themto neet
Alyssa's | atest host, he had no proof. The one thing he was sure of —despite
Mizeni's attitude —was that he would help themif he possibly could. It felt
ri ght.

It was only when he recalled Al yssa's earlier advice

about not trusting his own instincts that his doubts returned.

The dog woke up briefly when Latira arrived with the evening nmeal. She wol fed
down the food that had been brought for her, and then - to Terrel's

di sappoi ntnment -1ay down again and seened to go straight back to sleep

' She was hungry,' Latira exclained, glancing at the enpty dish. 'Unlike sone
people, | see. |s sonething wong?

Terrel had not touched his own dinner

"No, it's fine.'

"You haven't tasted it yet.'



"You're an excellent cook, Latira,' he said. 'Anong other things.'

"What other things? Her smle seened a little forced.

"I don't know what |'mtal king about. lIgnore ne.' He began to eat.

"Let me know if there's anything else you want,' Latira said, then left the
room

The hound opened one eye.

| see you 're working your charms on ol der wormen now, Alyssa teased him

Don't be ridicul ous! he shot back. There's nothing between ne and—He fell
silent, aware that this time Alyssa really was asl eep

A small part of Terrel remmined aloof fromthe dream watching as if it were
an epi sode from soneone else's life. Qutside his roomhe knew that the Red
Moon was several days past its peak, but here it shone in its full glory. Wen
it shifted into the shape of a sword - as he had known it would - he saw it

t hrough the eyes of a warrior. Wat else could this be but the Peacenaker, a
weapon

forged by the gods? He saw it cut a swathe through a human field, harvesting
lives as though they were no nore than ears of wheat, a crop of bl ood and
pain. But this time, even as they fell, the bodies of the slain burnt away to
ash.

The endl ess bare plain cane next, as it had done before. It was just as bl eak
and joyless, but it was no |longer enpty. The vast space was crowded now, not
with people but with swirls of light. Terrel soon realized that these tw sted
shapes were ghosts, and he knew they were the spirits of dead soldiers. This
was the Great Plain —but it was not a place of ease and plenty where heroes
took their well-earned rest. This was a real mof tornent and hopel ess regret.

Why are you wasting tine here? Go back to the battle. | was enjoying that.
This is not your place, Jax.
Ch, it is now, the prince replied casually. | can do anything | want. And you

can't stop nme. | know I'mplaying with fire, he added, |aughing. That's what
makes it so nuch fun

No good will come of this, Terrel told him

Good? Spare me the lecture, please.

Being a fire-starter will rebound on you in the end.

A fire-starter? Jax nused, trying the word out for size. | like that. It has a

nicering toit.

I"mserious, Jax. This isn't just fire you're playing with. It's evil.

Yes, the prince agreed happily. | know

A sound fromthe outside world intruded then, breaking the hold of the dream
Until next tine! Jax called cheerily.

The noi se was repeated as Terrel opened his eyes, shrugging off the masma of
sl eep as best he could. The

dog al so rai sed her head and | ooked at the door. The knocki ng canme again,

| ouder this tine.

"Come in!' Terrel called, rubbing his eyes. He expected it to be Latira, and
was wondering why she was rousing himso early, but it was not the nmaid who
ent er ed.

"I"'msorry to wake you,' Yarek said, '"but | need to talk to you and there
isn't much tine.'

"Why? What's happeni ng?' the heal er asked, wondering if the |ong-awaited
canpai gn was finally about to get under way.

' Tof ana' s schedul ed some new tests for this norning, and |I'm supposed to take
part.'

Terrel did not have to ask what sort of tests the apprentice was talking
about .

"You don't want to?

"No! It's horrible. You saw what happened to Dayak. How can | do that to
anyone?

'"They can't force you to take part,' Terrel said, synpathizing with the boy's
di stress. Asking anyone to becone a fire-starter was bad enough, but at
Yarek's age it was barbaric.



"But if | don't, she'll send me honme. |I'Il have to becone a soldier, and then
. He faltered, nonmentarily distracted by the presence of the dog. Al yssa
had just risen to her feet and was staring at the newcomer. Wen she didn't do
anything el se, Yarek found his train of thought again. 'I was hoping you could
help nme ... find a way to nake it ... inpossible for ne to do it.'

"How? | don't know enough about the process.'

"But you were the one who showed Tofana how it was possible,' the boy pl eaded.
"You nust have sone idea.'

'"Couldn't you pretend to be ill?

' The magi ans woul d know | was |ying.'

"Perhaps | could say | need you to help me with sonething,' Terrel ventured.
"That's good,' Yarek responded, brightening a little. 'What?

"I don't know yet.'

What about | ong-distance heal i ng? Al yssa suggested silently. The arny woul d
have to be interested in that.

Go on, Terrel said, pretending to think.

If fire-starters can harm people froma | ong way away, why shouldn 't you be
able to heal thenf

Yes! And Yarek's the obvious one to help me because | heal ed hi m before.
Perfect. You 're a genius.

As well as nad, Alyssa agreed nodestly.

'Have you thought of sonething? Yarek asked hopefully.

"I think I have,' Terrel replied.

After the apprentice had dashed off to ask pernmission to join Terrel, the
heal er si ghed.

Do you think distant healing is really possible?

That was an unpl easant dream Alyssa said, ignoring his question

I know, he said, thinking back. | had a simlar one not |ong ago.

Not yours, she corrected. The boy's.

It hadn 't bl own away? Terrel knew that the afterimges of a dream - which
only Alyssa could see - faded after a while, like clouds dispersed by a
breeze.

No. It rnust have been very vivid.

What was it about?

There was a soldier shouting at him- | think it night have been his father -
but his voice didn 't make any sound so Yarek couldn 't hear what he was
saying. It made them both very unhappy.

He's had that dream before, Terrel said. Does it always end with the boy
killing hinself in a huge expl osion? Al yssa asked.

Terrel spent the tinme before Yarek's return thinking about his own dream |If
his vision had not stemred purely fromhis own inagination, and thus bore sone
resenbl ance to the reality of the situation, then the Geat Plain was far from
being the idyllic afterlife inagined by the people of Myvatan. It was a place
of endl ess grief and agony —and in that world there was no mitra to dul

their perceptions. But if this was true, he couldn't tell anyone. The only
consol ation for people like Latira was to believe that their | oved ones were
at peace. The truth would be too cruel. However, it made Terrel nore

determ ned than ever to bring the war to an end.

He al so realized that there had been something mssing fromthe dream and it
took hima while to work out what it was. Wen he did, he wasn't sure what it
meant. In the earlier version, the one he'd had at the pyranmid, the battle had
i nvol ved not only the Peacemaker but also a wizard —a wizard with Yarek's
face. He had not appeared this tine. It was also a curious coincidence that on
bot h occasi ons the boy had been the one to wake himfrom his nightmare.

Bel atedly, he thought to ask Alyssa if Yarek was a nember of the underground.
No, she replied. At |least, he wasn 't there yesterday.

He'd be an ideal recruit, Terrel thought. And the Hol ma nmust need all the help
they can get —especially if it comes from sonmeone with magi cal talent.
Nevert hel ess, he decided not to broach the subject directly, but to wait and
see if it arose naturally.



He' s dangerous, Alyssa added unexpectedly.

Danger ous? Wy?

He has nore power than he can control, she answered sinply, and Terrel could
not persuade her to explain further.

Yarek returned, flushed and breathl ess, obviously overjoyed that their ruse
had worked and that he'd been given permission to mss the trials.

"\Where shall we start?' he asked eagerly.

Terrel was taken aback
"I didn't really mean .
fromthe tests.'

"But it could work, couldn't it?" the boy asked, obviously disappointed.

"I've no idea. And |'mnot sure—

What el se have you got to do today? Alyssa asked, cutting himoff. There's no
harmin trying. It nmight even cone in useful one day.

Terrel gave in.

"I suppose the first thing we should do is find soneone who's sick,' he said
al oud.

"W can ask Latira,' Yarek said. 'She knows nost of what goes on in the
outside world."'

Latira directed themto one of the servants' quarters, where a cook was
suffering froma fever. Once they'd |ocated the dormitory where she |ay, they
stayed outside while Terrel tried to contact the woman's waki ng dream He net
with no success, so they tried a different approach. Yarek went in to see the
patient, holding her hand, and Terrel attenpted to conplete the Iink through
him- again with no success. Finally Terrel went in to visit her hinself. At
the touch of her hot skin he was i medi ately aware of the problem and knew he
could cure her of the infection easily enough. He held hinmself back, however,
and went

outside again to repeat the attenpt now that he had a feel for her dream This
time there was a fleeting contact, but he couldn't achieve anything worthwhile
fromeven that nodest distance. Disappointed, he went back inside and becane a
nor mal heal er again.

It was only when he had finished, and the cook was thanking hi mprofusely,

that Terrel realized - to his dismay —that at sone time during the norning
the dog had left him Al yssa had not said goodbye, and he couldn't believe
that she'd just go without a word. But if she still inhabited the hound, why
had she wandered of f?

Knowi ng that the trials would be over now, Yarek left Terrel to his own
devices that afternoon and the heal er resuned his aim ess existence, wal king
around the castle whose outer regions were beconming nore and nore fam liar. He
felt restless and dissatisfied, and | onged for sonething to happen to point
himtowards the future -while at the same tinme dreadi ng those devel opnents. A
dull, cold rain began to fall, matching his nood and driving himto seek
shelter. Eventually, feeling chilled, tired and hungry and with no sign of
Alyssa —either at the kennels or anywhere else —he returned to his own
tower. Once there, enticed by the snells of cooking, he |looked into Latira's
quarters. She saw hi m and beckoned hi minside.

he began. 'It was just an excuse to keep you away

"Way don't you eat here with me this evening? she said. 'It'Il save ne having
to carry it all the way up to your room And you look as if you could use sone
conpany. '

Terrel accepted the invitation gratefully, wondering whether she would try to
get himto tal k about the underground. He was half inclined to tell her that
he knew of her involvenment, but decided to keep that know edge to hinself for
the tine being. As it turned out, Latira showed

no interest in talking about the war - or peace - and was nore curious about
the healer's day. They chatted am ably about trivial matters and, for the
first time in a long while, Terrel began to relax, enjoying her conpany and
the confortable surroundings. The meal increased his feeling of wellbeing -
Latira was indeed an excellent cook - and even Alyssa's continued absence no
| onger bothered himquite so nuch. After all, he told hinself, she had al ways



been a | aw unto herself, and on Myvatan her novenents were circunscribed by
other factors too. She would return when she coul d.

When they had eaten their fill, Latira produced a jug of hot liquid. The steam
rising fromit was fragrant with spices and honey.

"Wuld you Iike some?

"Waat is it?
'"Melcras. My grandnother used to say that after a cup of this you could craw
t hrough a snowdrift and not feel the cold. | still make it using her recipe.'

"There's no mitrainit, is there?

"No, nothing like that.'

'No al cohol ?'

"No,' she replied, with a touch of inpatience. 'Do you want sonme or not?
'Yes, please.’

Terrel's first cautious sip convinced himof one thing. Melcras was deli cious.
The next increased his admiration for Latira's grandnother. It was only after
he had finished his second cup that he realized he'd nade a terrible m stake.
Terrel woke the next norning in unfaniliar surroundings. He had a dul
headache, a raging thirst and a queasy feeling of uncertainty in the pit of
his stomach. He shifted

slightly in the bed, realizing he was naked beneath the sheets - and then saw
that he was not alone. Latira lay beside him still sleeping peacefully.

As he was struggling to grasp what had happened, a dog appeared in the doorway
of the bedroom

Do you still claimthere's nothing between the two of you? Al yssa asked

bl eakl y.

Chapter Thirty

It wasn't me! Terrel cried, sitting up in bed. It was Jax! But the hound - and
Al yssa - had gone.

Terrel stared at the enpty doorway in an agony of indecision. Surely she
couldn't believe ..

"It wasn't nme!' he called al oud, hoping the dog's keen ears would pick up his
pl ea.

Beside him Latira stirred in her sleep at the noise and Terrel froze, not
wanting her to wake. Al yssa did not conme back

After a certain point Terrel could renmenber nothing of the events of the

previ ous night, but he was in no doubt as to who had taken advantage of his
insensibility —and some of his dismay turned to anger. Jax had al ready cost
himthe full use of his Iinbs and, although his twin had not been directly
responsi ble for the loss of his birthright, his injuries must surely have been
part of the reason for his parents abandoning him The prince had al so made
Terrel's life difficult on several occasions during his travels. But if his
brot her caused himto | ose Alyssa's |love, that would be an act of nalice far
wor se than anyt hing that had gone before. The twins' mutual ennity had never
been in doubt, but until that nmonent Terrel had not actively hated Jax. He
found hinmsel f clenching his fists, the good hand curled into a ball, the
crooked fingers of the right twisting into arigid claw. For all that Terre

| oat hed viol ence, if Jax

had been in front of himat that nonment, he knew he woul d have tried to kil
hi m

And then the heal er renenbered when, a very long tine ago —in another life,
it seemed —he'd had a vision of his own death. Terrel had been on the top of
Mount Ti ndaya, the sacred site at the heart of Vadanis, when a second world
had been superinposed upon his own. In that world he had seen hinself, severa
years older, with another man, who wi el ded a sword. The fatal bl ow was about
to fall when the vision ended but now, at |ast, Terrel knew who the nal evol ent
presence was. |If the chinera had been genuinely prophetic, he would neet his
twin one day —but it would be Jax who would do the killing.

For a few nmoments the cold remenbered dread of that meeting overwhel med him
but then he forced hinself to set such thoughts aside. As he had told hinself
many times before, the future would have to take care of itself. He had to



deal with the present.

You haven't |ost Alyssa yet, he assured hinself, hoping this was true. She'l
under stand once you expl ai n what happened. But what if she never comes back? a
smal ler, traitorous part of his brain added.

What ever had happened in the night, Terrel had not been responsible. But he
had been the one foolish enough to drink too nuch nmelcras. After his
experiences in the past, he should have known better —in spite of Latira's
assurances that the drink would have no intoxicating effect. That was just one
of the nysteries he was faced with now. @ ancing at the wonan in the bed,
Terrel was filled with a nmixture of enotions. He had begun to think of her as
a friend, and although he already knew she was keeping a secret from him

t here had seemed not hing fal se about her kindness and generosity the night
before. On the other hand, the suspicion remained that she had

done this deliberately. But if that was the case, why had she done so0?

During the course of his travels, Terrel had occasionally found that somne
younger woren —those close to his own age, |ike Esera and CGhadira —thought
himattractive, although he still didn't understand why. H's strange eyes and
crooked |inbs were nore often a source of fear or revul sion, but the wonen had
seened to overl ook his odd countenance. After all, that was only his outer
physi cal appearance, and Terrel was w se enough to know that there were other
factors involved in human attraction. He just wasn't sure what they were.
However, no one of Latira's age had ever shown any signs of a romantic
attachment to him Could she really have plied himwith nmelcras with the

i ntention of seducing hin? Mght she have had sone ulterior notive? Had she
even known about Jax? And if so, what had she hoped to achieve by giving the
prince the chance to take over? Perhaps the whole thing had just been an
accident. Part of Terrel wanted to wake Latira and ask her all these
guestions, but part of himalso wanted her to stay asleep so that he could
avoid the one question uppernost in his mnd. What exactly had happened

bet ween t hen?

In theory Terrel knew the ways of men and wonmen, but in practice he was stil
an innocent. The guilt that was consum ng hi mwas based on guesswork. It would
be ironic if he was technically no longer a virgin but couldn't renmenber
anyt hi ng about the experience. It hadn't been him And yet, if —as seened

i kely —somet hi ng had happened, it had been his body. As far as he could
tell, nothing felt different, but he had no way of knowi ng whether this was
significant or not. As a healer, he had never been able to explore his own
waki ng dream so there were no discoveries to be made that way. He knew

the only solution was to find the courage to talk to Latira.

And then he renmenbered an earlier occasi on when Jax had been able to usurp his
consci ousness, and CGhadira's response to his question. 'You don't renmenber?
she had teased him 'That's not very flattering, you know.' Terrel had found
the nomad girl's romantic interest in himboth awkward and perpl exi ng, but at

| east he had been aware of it. Wth Latira he'd had no inkling of any such

i nvol venent —beyond Alyssa's earlier jibe about 'older wonen', which now
haunted his thoughts. Had he really done anything to encourage Latira to
believe that he'd wanted this?

Then an even nore bizarre - and nortifying - thought occurred to him If, as a
result of their encounter, Latira became pregnant, who would be the father -
hi m or Jax? That was something he didn't even want to think about.

' Moons!' he breathed, holding his head in his hands. 'Wat a ness.'

Beside him Latira shifted, then sighed, and he tensed, wondering if she was
waki ng up. A nonent |ater her eyes opened and she | ooked at him For a few
heartbeats her face was a mask of inconprehension, and then sonmething in his
expression nmust have amused her, because she | aughed briefly. Then she becane
still, her gaze unreadable once nore, and Terrel had no idea what she was

t hi nki ng.

Wthout a word, she slipped fromunder the bedcl othes. Terrel |ooked away

qui ckly when he saw that she too was naked, but Latira took no notice. Pulling
on a robe, she wal ked fromthe room



"Latira?" he said awkwardly. 'Please, wait. |—
She did not even pause in her stride and, for the second time that norning,
Terrel was left staring at an enpty doorway. No one wants to talk to nme, he

t hought dismally. He | ooked around and realized that he had no idea where

his clothes were. He couldn't see them anywhere. By this tine he was so
unnerved that he sinply stayed where he was, pulling the bl anket up around him
as the chill of the norning seeped into his flesh. He heard various noi ses

com ng fromthe kitchen, and then there was a period of quiet before Latira
eventual ly returned to the bedroom door. Her face had a pinched | ook now, and
her gaze was cool, neasuring.

'Do you want sone breakfast?' she asked

The mundane nature of her question made Terrel want to | augh, but he
control | ed hinmself and shook his head.

'What happened | ast night?" he asked before she coul d | eave again.

"You tell ne,' she replied shortly.

"I don't remenber,' he admitted, feeling the colour rise in his cheeks.

'"Ch, very funny,' she nmuttered sarcastically. 'You didn't have that nuch

nel cras.'’

Terrel couldn't tell whether Latira was offended or sinply irritated by his

query.
"Way did you let me drink that stuff? he asked. '| asked you if—

"It's only honey and a few herbs,' Latira exclainmed. 'It keeps you warm and
hel ps you relax. | thought you'd enjoy it. Howwas | to know. . .' There was

no m st aki ng her annoyance now.

"What ?' Terrel pronpted.

"Not hi ng,' she snapped. 'Are you going to stay in bed all day?

"I don't know where ny clothes are,' he told her, knowi ng how pathetic he nust
sound.

Latira sighed, her exasperation plain, and di sappeared. \When she returned, she
tossed the healer's clothes on to the bed and withdrew at once.

'l see you've made yourself at home,' Vatna remarked, replacing her at the
entrance to the room The nmagian was grinning. 'If 1'd known, it would have
saved ne a clinmb up the tower.'

Terrel's humiliation was conpl ete

Vat na had been sent to inform Terrel of a nmeeting with Pingeyri. As the magi an
led the healer into the general's staff room Terrel saw at once that it was
an inportant gathering. Not only were all the senior officers present, but

t hey had been joined by Tofana and three other robed figures —who he assuned
were wi zards —and a nunber of their attendants. Captain Raufar and several of
his lieutenants were also there, standing stiffly to attention. And in another
corner of the room Jarvik stood with a group of sol diers whose uniforns
identified themas comng fromthe Red Quarter

"Centlenen ...' Pingeyri began, then corrected hinself. ''Ladies and
gentlemen, this is Terrel, the seeker of legend, who is to lead us to the
Peacenaker .

Terrel's thoughts were still in turmoil fromthe events of the previous night,
and finding himself the centre of intense scrutiny only increased his unease.
'"He's also the one who enabled ne to trace the |lines used by the
fire-starters,' Tofana added, glancing round at her colleagues. 'W nmay need
his help to identify the specific pattern sequences once we get to Hvannadal .’
"I thought such things were within the conpetence of your nagi ans now.' The
woman who spoke wore a scarlet cloak, marking her as a visitor fromthe other
side of the island. She was ol der than Tof ana, but her nist-grey eyes were
shrewd and the tone of her voice was faintly accusing.

"For sinple chains, yes,' Tofana replied, unperturbed. 'But the springs wll
present a far greater challenge. It wll

require a conbined effort. That is why you and I —and our esteened col | eagues
—must acconpany the expedition, Varmahlid.'

The Red wi zard nodded slightly in acknow edgenent, but her expression remai ned
neutral. Terrel wondered briefly whether there was any rivalry between Tof ana



and her counterpart.

"Can he protect hinmself on the battlefield? one of the other w zards asked.
"W woul dn't want such knowl edge to fall into the hands of the eneny,' the
fourth added. Both wonmen wore bl ack, but their deference to Tofana was clear
when she answered their joint query.

"He will be protected,' she stated confidently. 'By magic, and by force of
arnms if necessary.'

'Captain Raufar and his nmen have been assigned to escort him' Pingeyri said,
rejoining the conversation. 'That seens appropriate, as they were the ones who
rescued Terrel fromthe Gold when he first arrived on Myvatan. | have no doubt
that they are up to the task, especially nowthey're to be joined by your own
trainees.'

"Which of the fire-starters will acconpany then?' Varmahlid asked.

"Hraun and Jauron,' Tofana replied, beckoning to a group of men who stood
behi nd the wi zards. Two neo-mancers stepped forward. Terrel thought that they

| ooked perfectly ordinary, and it was hard to imagine themkilling in such a
horrific manner.
"If all goes according to plan,' Tofana added, 'they'll be anmong the first to

put the new process into effect at Hvannadal .’

"What exactly are we going to do there?" Terrel asked, finding his tongue at
last. 'Why are the springs so inmportant?

"In order to destroy his victim a fire-starter must first establish sone sort
of contact with him' Tofana expl ai ned. Her expression was al nost rapturous
now, and she was clearly enjoying the opportunity of displaying her ingenuity
to such an audi ence. 'Water provides the easiest way of forging such a link -
you' ve seen that for yourself- but at |east sone of the patterns have to be
known in advance. A certain anount can be learnt from observation and

experi ence - our neonmancers have made consi derabl e progress even in the short
time we've been in Saudark - but the advantage of a place |ike Hvannadal is
that the lines within the water there are distinctive, extending beyond the
normmal spheres of influence. Once we've been able to study the springs at
first hand, and identified these unique patterns, it will be possible to
create the greatest chain any of us has ever seen. Every man who has ever used
the healing pools there - virtually all the Wite Quarter's soldiers - will be
linked to it, and when we set the fire in notion it will be passed fromone to
the next until every one of themis destroyed.'

The enormity of such a massacre rendered Terrel speechless with horror, but
Tofana's evident delight was mrrored on al nost every other face in the room
Even Varmahlid was smiling now d ancing at her and the other w zards, Terrel
could not imagine any of them hel ping him but the hint fromthe Ti ndaya Code
woul d have to be followed up if possible.

' The great adventure is about to begin,' Pingeyri declared. 'W march north at
first light tonmorrow'

Chapter Thirty-One

The castle was in fernment as the arny prepared to | eave, and Terrel felt like
a piece of driftwood, floating aimessly upon a sea of human endeavour —not
part of the enterprise, but not wholly separate fromit either. Like it or

not, his fate was entangled with that of the sol diers now

He had begun by | ooking for Alyssa in the kennels. The hounds had been in a
state of high excitenent, perhaps sensing that they too would soon be needed.
Their barking had | essened slightly when Terrel was nearby, but his search had
been fruitless. So many of the dogs |ooked the same, and the heal er couldn't
tell if the animal Alyssa had occupi ed was back anobng them He'd questioned
some of the handlers, but they were too busy to pay himnmuch attention, and
their answers were of no help.

Still hoping that Alyssa had not abandoned him Terrel had then begun a
haphazard search of the rest of the fortress, even returning to the enpty
section near Well Tower, but there was no sign of her. Eventually realizing
that if they were to neet again it would be by her choice, Terrel returned —
with some reluctance —to his own quarters. Though he dreaded the prospect, he



knew he nust talk to Latira. He owed her an explanation, and he was hoping
that in return she woul d answer sone of his questions.

When he reached her apartnent at the base of the

tower, he found the outer door standing open. He went in, hoping to find her
in a better nmood than when he'd | ast seen her, but the woman sitting al one at
the kitchen table was not Latira.

"I thought you'd conme back here eventually,' Tegan remarked. 'Shut the door
will you?

Terrel did as he was told, feeling a m xture of nervousness and excitenent.
Now t hat the |ong-awaited campai gn was about to get under way, it nmade sense
for the Holma to contact himagain. He took the chair Tegan indicated.

"I don't think we need to tie you to it this tine,' she comented with a
slight smle.

"I prefer it this way,' he replied. 'I don't—

"WIl you betray us, Terrel?" she cut in abruptly.

"\What possible reason could | have for betraying you?

"Just answer the question. Please, it's inportant. Wuld you ever knowi ngly
betray us?'

" No.

"And do you genui nely want peace for Mvatan?'

"Yes.'

Tegan twi sted round in her seat and addressed the apparently enpty room
Vel | ?

For answer the slatted door to Latira's pantry was pushed open fromthe

i nside. Colonel Jarvik energed fromhis hiding place and nodded to the magi an
"He's telling the truth,' he stated. 'You were right to trust him'

Terrel was not entirely surprised that the soldier who was al so a nmerchant was
pl ayi ng yet another role. It nade perfect sense that the underground woul d
need informants within the mlitary hierarchy, and Jarvik was clearly a nman
used to subterfuge. The fact that he had now chosen to display his own trust
in a foreigner by revealing his secret

al l egi ance was a prom sing sign - and a list of questions was already formng
in Terrel's mnd.

"What's your real nane?' he asked, picking the first one that had occurred to
hi m

"Jarvik is the nane ny parents gave ne, but |'ve had several others in ny
tinme.'

"What woul d you have done if 1'd told the generals about a merchant called

Kj ol ur?

"My twin brother, you nmean?' the colonel answered with a snmle. "He's the

bl ack sheep of the family. No one's quite sure what he'll do next.'

Rem nded of his own twin, Terrel wondered briefly whether Jarvik was telling
the truth, but soon disnissed the idea. The soldier's smile told its own
story.

'Why do you travel ?'

' For the same reason you do.'

Terrel thought about that for a few nonments.

' Because you had no choice?

"That's howit felt to ne," Jarvik confirmed. '|I knew there was sonethi ng out
there, waiting for me.'

" And have you found it?

' Per haps."'

' Somet hing to hel p your cause?

"Actually, before | started travelling | didn't have a cause. Before | set
sail | never questioned the war. | didn't even know there were people here
opposed to it, let alone an organization |like the Hol ma. Leavi ng Myvat an

hel ped me to clear my mind - and in the process | discovered sonme things about
nmysel f, as well as the outside world. My hidden talents cane to the fore, so
to speak.'

'Was one of these talents the ability to tell whether soneone's lying or not?



Terrel asked, wondering at Jarvik's earlier certainty.

"No. | have that ability, but there's nothing strange

about it. It's the result of many hours of study and training. Anyone can do
it if they have the patience to | earn, and eyes that know what to | ook for.'
"You can see the truth in soneone's face?' 'And the lies,' the colonel said.
"It's all there in the mnute changes in their expression, their gestures and
manneri sns. Some are better liars than others but no one can hide such changes
conpletely. Mst are entirely involuntary.

"You're trusting me with your life on the basis of tiny signals in nmy face?
Terrel said, finding it hard to come to ternms with this idea.

'"I"'mvery rarely wong,' Jarvik told him 'Especially when soneone is
confronted with a direct question, as you were just now. But | have to admt,
it wasn't ny judgenent al one. Wen Tegan allowed you to |look into her nmind, it
was not entirely a one-way process.'’

Taken aback, Terrel glanced at the magi an. She kept her eyes |lowered, as if
she was ashanmed of her actions, and when she spoke her voice was quiet.

"I didn't nmean to trick you,' she said. 'l can't initiate such contacts, but |
can sense them and bl ock themif necessary - and once one is nmade | can see a
little ... of your thoughts.'

' She saw nothing to nmake us doubt you are genuine,' Jarvik concluded for her
"The little test today was just for confirmation. W have to be careful, you
under st and. '

Terrel nodded. He had felt nothing during the contact with Tegan, had not been
aware of any probing into his own nmind, and he could not hel p wondering how
much she had di scovered. He was very glad now that he had chosen to tell the

truth during his interrogation. That menory triggered another realization. 'Is
one of your talents the ability to change your voice?" he asked Jarvik, who
smled but said nothing. 'It was you

who m micked Vatna, wasn't it? And you were the woman who questioned nme. Do
you use the gl anour?

"I don't know it by that name, but | can disguise ny voice. It's an ability I
was born with, apparently, but it took the teaching of an old nan to make ne
realize it.'

"An ol d man?

'Yes. He was a pedlar | met on ny very first trip abroad.’

'"Was his nanme Babak?' Terrel asked, renmenbering his own mentor in such
matters.

"No, it was Kaisek. It's a word from an anci ent tongue no one speaks any nore.
It neans—

"Let me guess,' Terrel cut in. 'It means "the king"?
"You are a scholar,' Jarvik exclained in surprise. 'How did you know t hat ?'
"Intuition,' the healer replied. 'l ... Never mind, it's not inportant. Is

changi ng your voice your only talent?
"No. It seens | amalso a prophet. O a sort.'

Wth those words, several things began to fall into place.
"You knew that if | went to the sculpture |I'd be seen by the soldiers there.'
"I knew it was a possibility,' the colonel admtted. 'l can't control what |

see. The visions conme upon nme in flashes. It was frightening at first, but
I've learnt to accept them for what they are —glinpses of things that wll
happen, or night happen.'’

"Gt hersight,' Terrel whispered.

"What ?' Jarvi k | ooked puzzl ed.

'Do you know what pronpts these visions?

"Not really. | think the lunar alignnents play a part, but there's nore to it
than that. They only started once | left the island.’

Terrel was formng his own theory about that, but for the nmonent he wanted to
return to nore personal concerns.

'So you're the one who persuaded Ostan to take ne to Whal e Ness?

"Yes.'

'y 2"



Jarvi k and Tegan exchanged gl ances.

"You expected me to die, didn't you?' Terrel said. 'You sent ne there, know ng
that!' The realization nade hi mdoubt the worth of his new allies.

"I did," the colonel adnmitted. 'It was a mistake, and |'msorry for it
"Thanks a lot,' Terrel nuttered.

"He didn't have all the facts,' Tegan explained, 'and his vision hadn't told
himthe whole story. He saw it as an opportunity for peace and acted
accordingly.'

' Peace? By getting ne killed?

"But you weren't killed," Tegan pointed out. 'You re here now, and we all have
an even greater opportunity because of it.'

Terrel couldn't argue with her logic, though the earlier deception stil

rankl ed.

"And |' m supposed to trust you now, aml|? he said. 'Or are you planning to
get ne killed the next time an opportunity arises?

"You're worth a lot nore to us alive now than you woul d have been dead,' Tegan
tol d himearnestly.

"I don't blane you for being angry,' Jarvik added. '"I'Il try to explain if
you'll let ne, then you can judge for yourself.' Taking Terrel's silence for
assent, he went on. 'As you know, |'ve always been fascinated by | egends,' and

one of the tales that's al ways been associated with Savik's Wale is that an
arrival such as yours would be a harbinger of a tine of change.
Interpretations vary, but I'd always hoped it neant there'd be an end to the
war . '

"And you were prepared to sacrifice me for that?

"Yes,' the soldier replied bluntly. 'The death of an innocent martyr would
have been a very powerful symbol on which to build our case for peace.'’

' Then why did you try to deny your involvenent in ny going ashore there?
Terrel asked, nore curious now than angry.

"I had to distance nyself, in case you were captured rather than killed. |
didn't want Kjolur to becone too well known.'

Terrel digested this argunent, finding that he could accept it with relative
calm

"Atime of change coul d nmean anything,' he said. The phrase was al ready
famliar to himfromother occasions in his travels, and he had found Jarvik's
use of it oddly reassuring. 'Wat made you think it would be your
interpretation that was believed?

It was Tegan who answered.

'"That's where the Hol ma cones in. W' ve been waiting a long tinme for the
chance to send a nessage to all Myvatan - and this was the starting point.'

' One | egend anmong hundreds?' Terrel queried sceptically.

'Yes, but a very powerful one,' she replied. "All four quarters have their own
versions.'

"And we had sonething else to |l end credence to our message,’' Jarvik put in.

' Somet hing nore than just an old story.'

"And what was that?

"This.' The col onel took something fromhis pocket and held it up between his
thunb and forefinger. 'It may not | ook Iike nuch, but it's the last part of a
puzzle |'ve been trying to put together for a long tine.'

The object he was holding was a slimnetal cylinder, no bigger than his little
finger. The surface had the dull sheen

of much wear and tear, but as Terrel peered at it, he could see faint markings
that seermed famliar. He picked out representations of a fish, a whale, a
bird, and a bolt of lightning, and he had no doubt that somewhere he woul d
find the other three synbols the nomads had used for their oracle, and which
he had al so seen el sewhere. He felt a tingle of excitenment, certain that this
must be part of his own quest too.

"What is it?" he asked quietly.

"It's a container,' Jarvik replied. 'The vial is inportant, but only because
it's proof that what's inside is genuine.'



"And what's that?

For answer, the colonel unscrewed the top of the cylinder, then tipped the
contents out onto his palm A translucent red stone slid out. It was faceted
like a crystal, tapering slightly towards one end before conming to a sharp
angul ar point. Wthin its delicate, jewelled depths, sonething small and
bright glowed Iike a trapped snowf | ake.

"This is the last and nost inportant stone in the circle of flane,' Jarvik
said reverently. 'It's said that it was made froma drop of the noon's bl ood
that fell to Nydus fromBvandir's conet and then froze within the ice. Wth
this, you have a chance to rekindle the flame that once burned within the
Crcle of Truce.'

C N

'Yes. You were the one whose arrival signalled the time of change.'

"Can | hold it?" Terrel asked, wondering how so small a stone, no natter how
curious or beautiful, could be so powerful.

'"OF course.' Jarvik handed the crystal over, then watched as Terrel's
expression changed frominterest to astoni shnent. Tegan cried out a noment

| ater and the colonel's nouth fell open in disbelief.

As the fingers of the healer's good hand had cl osed around the stone, the

small inmperfection at its heart had begun to shine nore brightly than before.
In the space of a heartbeat the glare becane so intense that it was hard to
ook at it directly, and the whole roomwas bathed in a brilliant,

rose-col oured |ight.

Chapter Thirty-Two

Terrel was so nesnerized that he hardly felt the internal trenmbling, but in
t he next nonment, when everything in the kitchen began to shake, he recogni zed
it for what it was. In a reflex action that he could not have expl ai ned
rationally, he put the crystal down on the table, where its light faded
instantly, but the vibration went on.

Even though it was clearly a relatively small trenor, the earthquake raised
the usual prinmeval fears in Terrel, and he was very glad when it died away.
Bot h Jarvi k and Tegan seened to have taken the disturbance in their stride,
and Terrel rem nded hinsel f that such things were combn enough on Myvat an.
What had happened with the stone was not. The islanders were both staring at

the crystal. In the still silence, their faces shone with the nenory of its
brief radiance.
"How did you do that?' Jarvik breathed. 'l didn't do anything. It just

happened.' ' But The col onel was staring intently at Terrel now, his
expression betraying utter astoni shment. The heal er coul d understand the ot her
man's amazement. He didn't know what had happened either. He wondered whet her
the invisible star he carried within himhad sonehow reacted with the stone,
but he couldn't see how or why it should have done so. There had been no
eclipse —and he certainly wasn't inside an el emental

"It's a sign!' Tegan decl ared, her eyes bright. Jarvik shook his head, and for
once Terrel thought he glinpsed a little of the truth within the soldier's
eyes. It was a truth that nade what had happened all the nore surprising.

"It was a sign,' Tegan repeated, eager now. 'W're going to find it. The rea
one!' She glanced at Jarvik, and Terrel saw the hope in her face —and knew
that neither he nor the colonel would say anything to crush her newborn faith.
Tegan had just moved one step closer to the fulfilment of a dream

"I think you should put the stone away,' Terrel said. He had presuned al

al ong that Jarvik and Tegan woul d have a pl ausible reason for the three of
themto be neeting like this, but it would be better if their alliance

remai ned known only to their friends —and he was worried that the burst of
[ight mght have attracted sone unwanted attention

Jarvi k picked up the crystal and held it for a nonent before sliding it back
into the metal container and stowing it away in his pocket. His face stil
betrayed his confusion, but he was trying to hide it now.

"It is asign, isn't it?" Tegan asked, sensing the uncertainty around her. 'W
were right about Terrel. This proves it.' She turned to the healer. 'Did you



see anything? Were you able to read the far-crystal s?

Terrel shook his head.

"I don't know what you nean. All | saw was this room

The magi an | ooked di sappoi nted, but then seened to convince herself that al
was not | ost.

"It's not tine yet,' she said. 'And we're not in the right place.' She | ooked
to Jarvik for confirmation

"You're right, of course,' he said, recovering his conposure.

"How did you cone to have the stone?" Terrel asked. '|I canme across it on ny
latest trip abroad,' the colonel replied. 'At the time it seened just like a
chance encounter, but | think there was nore to it than that. Fate —or

per haps the stone itself- was guiding ne.'

'So you had it with you on board the Skua,' Terrel said, remenbering the
casket in the merchant's private cabin. 'Yes. | would have shown it to you
then if I'd known ..." "Why was it in a foreign |land when it was supposed to
have fallen on Myvatan?'

'Long ago, the guardians of the Crcle of Truce saw that war had becone

i nevitable,' Tegan replied. 'They thought the only hope for the future was to
hi de the sacred artefacts so that they would not be tainted by the nmadness of
the conflict. So sone of themtravelled fromthese shores.'

"And neither they nor any of the things they took with them were ever heard of
again,' Jarvik said. "Until now'

"It's strange,' Tegan went on. 'Wen Kjolur sails to the south, it's under the
pretence of |ooking for new weapons for the war. Wiat he's actually brought
back coul d bring peace.'

"And the sooner the better,' the sonetinme nerchant declared. 'You heard what
Tofana's planning to do. It's appalling.'

"W can't let her do this!' the magi an excl ai nred, her own revul sion clear

' The springs at Hvannadal, you nean?' Terrel queried.

' Gods, yes!' Tegan cried. 'Wiat she's done already is bad enough, but that
woul d be catastrophic’

"You'd better tell Terrel what's been happening,' Jarvik said.

The magi an took a deep breath, preparing to relive unpl easant events. \Wen she
began speaki ng she kept her

voi ce neutral, as if she could only bring herself to tal k about such things by
shutting down her enotions.

"As you know, the Wzard has been busy training fire-starters. At first she
was hoping they'd be able to use the water inside any human body to kill from
wi thin. That way, the neomancers would be able to pick their targets at will.
But it didn't work, because the chains weren't always conplete and the Iines
weren't accurate enough. There were sone dreadful accidents, where the whole
process reversed itself and it was the fire-starter and not his intended
victimwho burned. At other tines they killed the wong targets, and sonetines
the experiments spiralled out of control so that everyone close by was in
danger. Even when the fire-starters were unharnmed, sone of them have been
driven half nmad by what's going on. The gods know what woul d happen if we ever
| et such nmen | oose on a real battlefield. They could just as easily end up

sl aughtering their own conrades as the eneny.'

"Which is why Tofana reverted to an earlier plan,' Jarvik put in.

"The worst thing is that this plan mght really work,' Tegan went on. 'If we
do manage to get hold of Hvannadal's secrets, the chain will alnost form
itself. Any magic nearby will start it off and trigger the internal fires. In
effect, the White neomancers will kill thenselves and all their conpanions.
It's a nightmare, the ultimate perversion of w zardry.

"And if it works at Hvannadal ,' the col onel added, 'there's no reason to

suppose it won't work at any of the other enemy water supplies.'

'That's what Tofana intends,' Tegan confirnmed. 'The problemis, the w zards on
the other side aren't stupid. They're bound to find out what she's doing, and
try to use the sane thing against us. Imagine the pools here being turned into
a deathtrap.'



The horror of such an enornous increase in the scale of violence was not [ ost
on any of them

"Tofana clains that if we tine it right, we can wipe out all the eneny w zards
and nmagi ans before they realize what's going on,' Jarvik said. 'O at |east
before they get the chance to retaliate.’

"All of then?' the magian exclaimed in disbelief. 'She can't possibly believe
that. By its very nature, the process will go out of control as soon as it's
initiated. We won't be able to tell where the chains will lead.' Tegan's
forced cal m had deserted her now.

"I"'mnot defending Tofana,' Jarvik told her
reasoning.'

"And the generals believe her?

' They believe her because they want to. If she's right, and they take
Hvannadal , they' |l become the |ast great heroes of the war, the ultinmate
victors. Who's going to argue with the chance of having such a place in

hi story?'

"Even if it comes at the price of thousands dying, in the nost horrible manner
i magi nabl e?

"They're the enemnmy. They deserve to die.' Tegan's disgust at such
justification al nost overwhel ned her. Controlling herself with sone
difficulty, she went on, enunciating her words with unnatural precision. "It
could be even worse than that.' 'What do you nean?' Terrel asked. 'Utinmately,
all the water sources on Myvatan are linked. If the subverted lines spread, we
could all end up burning. Every man, wonan and child on this island would be
destroyed.'

They were silent for a while, each of them contenplating the prospect of
Myvat an being turned into a gigantic funeral pyre.

'So the question beconmes, how do we stop all this from happeni ng?' Jarvik said
eventual | y.

"I's there any way you coul d sabotage Tofana's efforts? Terrel suggested.
"I"ve done what | can to slow her progress down,' Tegan replied, '"but it's not
enough. And if | do anything too obvious, she'll just get rid of me - probably
in the next round of tests.' She shuddered at the thought.

"No,' the colonel decided. 'We nust stick to our original plan.’

"What's that?' Terrel asked.

' The underground has been working towards a single goal for several years now.
The only way we can see any hope of peace returning to Myvatan is if we
rebuild the Circle of Truce —a place where old ennmities can finally be set
aside. If we do that, Tegan and her colleagues could turn all their magica
resources to doing good, rather than finding ways to pronote destruction. If

t hat happened, the benefits woul d soon becone clear to everyone. But to
persuade people to give it a fair chance, we need themto believe it's what
the gods want, what is nmeant to be. That's where the | egends cone in.'

"It's not going to be easy to overturn centuries of hatred.' Terrel had seen
the vile results of other, nuch shorter wars, in other |ands, and knew t he
terrible difficulties the Hol ma faced.

"W know,' Jarvik admtted. 'The war is so entrenched in our way of life that
it's going to need sonething spectacul ar to change the way everyone thinks.'
"And that's where you want to use the Circle of Truce?

'Exactly."'

"But | thought Akurvellir has been | ost for generations.'

"It has,' the colonel conceded 'but we don't really need to find the city. The
flame is all we need. That was - is -

the true heart of the place. Then we can build a new Circle of Truce.'

"But wasn't the flame extinguished?

'That's what nost people think. We're going to prove them wong.'

" How?"

"By finding it in the ice and lighting a new torch,' Tegan replied. 'Bringing
it out into the open again.'

' But —

|"mjust reporting her



' The whole thing may just be a nyth,' Jarvik explained, "but it's a nyth a |ot
of people believe. Wiether we find the real thing or not is al npst
irrelevant.' He glanced at Tegan, but she rermained silent. 'The flame will be
a tangi ble sign that the war is supposed to end, that the ancient schism can
be heal ed. Wiy should it matter where it cones fron? In this case, the end
really will justify the neans.'

It was the kind of dishonesty Terrel could approve of, but he still didn't
understand how it coul d be done.

"Can you really do it?" he asked.

"Wth your help, I"'msure we can,' Jarvik replied. 'The problemis, we have to
do it before Tofana's let |oose at Hvannadal. Anything else is just too
appalling to contenplate.'

'So we have to get Pingeyri to change the order of the canpaign?

'"Precisely. That's where you and the Peacenaker cone in. It gives us the
perfect excuse to go to the Lonely Peaks and "di scover” the flame. W have to
convince the general that it would be worth his while to have the sword before
he goes to the springs. Any ideas?

"Not at the noment,' Terrel said, beginning to consider the problem 'It's
hard to see how one weapon coul d make much of a difference.'

"It doesn't exist, of course,' the colonel said. 'At least | hope it doesn't.'
"And if it did, we certainly wouldn't want anyone to find it!' Tegan added
fervently.

"But its nythical status would nake the man who wields it invincible, because
all his conrades —and his enenmies —would believe that he was. The sword's
attraction for Pingeyri is not in doubt.' Jarvik smled ruefully. 'Wat we
need is an excuse to go looking for it first. Then we'll just happen to find
somet hi ng el se.’

'"Do you know the timng of the canpaign? Terrel asked.

"Not hing's been set in stone yet,' the soldier replied. 'There are just too
many unknown factors in a mlitary operation of this size. The only thing
know for sure is that Tofana wants to be at Hvannadal when the Wite Mon is
at its strongest. That's the opposite of normal tactical logic, but it neans

that the nagic of the springs will be at its nost potent —and so the chain
reaction will be even nore powerful .’

"On the other hand,' Tegan said, 'if you're going to pretend to | ook for the
Peacemaker, you'll need to be on the glacier at the full of the Red Mon.'

'So where does that |eave us?'" Terrel realized he had taken little notice of
the lunar configurations recently. This was unusual, and he wondered at his
own indifference.

'"At present, the White Moon is three days short of new,' the magian told him

"So it will be full nineteen days from now. '

'That's probably too soon,' Jarvik stated. 'W'd never be able to get there in
time, unless the Wite choose not to defend their territory at all. And that's
hardly likely."'

'So we should have until the next full, at least,' Terrel concluded.

'Yes,' Tegan agreed, 'and in the nmeantine, the Red Moon will be full sone

sevent een days before that.'

"Then it fits,' Terrel said. "Froma logistical point of view, it would make
sense to go to the Lonely Peaks first.'

'You can argue that way,' Jarvik conceded, 'but Pingeyri seens set on
Hvannadal . W need to persuade himto change his nind. 1'll do my best, but
he's stubborn when he's got his heart fixed on sone great adventure, so if
there's any other avenue you want to pursue, do whatever you can.'

The col onel was about to say something nmore when he was interrupted by a sharp
double tap at the door. Al three of themfroze. After a short pause, the
knocki ng was repeated, first three tines, then tw ce again. Tegan and Jarvik
rel axed at what was obviously a prearranged signal, and the magian hurried
across to let the newconer in. It was Myrdal, and as soon as he was inside,

t he adjutant and Tegan enbraced. Such was the intensity of their kiss that, as
far as they were concerned, there mght as well have been no one else in the



room Terrel found hinself staring, then grew enbarrassed at his own curiosity
and | ooked away. On the other side of the table, Jarvik smled and gave an
apol ogeti c shrug.

"They're not the only ones who have given up a great deal for the cause,' he
said quietly, "but in the end not even war or nmagic is going to keep those two
apart.'

Terrel nodded, but he couldn't find the words to express what he was feeling.
He coul d i magi ne much of the couple's story now, but his thoughts had flown to
Alyssa —and whether they woul d ever experience such a reunion. Seeing Tegan
and Myrdal together nade his menory of the events of the previous night even
nore bitter.

' Enough, you two,' Jarvik called anmiably. 'You' re enbarrassing our guest.'
After a brief exchange of whispers, the |overs disentangl ed thensel ves and
crossed to the table.

"Are you going to help us?" Mrdal denanded without preanble.

"Yes. I'mgoing to do everything in ny power to help you.' As he spoke, Terre
couldn't help wondering what the reaction would have been if his answer had
been different. He knew too much to remain free - unless they trusted him
"You know all ny secrets now,' Tegan said, enphasizing this point.

"But you're still going to search for this elenmental of yours? the adjutant
queri ed.
"Yes, | have to.'

"You think it's becone an ally of the old dragon of the vol canoes?

"Perhaps it is the old dragon,' Tegan suggested. 'That would explain a lot.'
Terrel was considering this idea when Myrdal spoke again.

' The general wants you,' he told Jarvik. 'One last nmeeting to discuss
strategy.'

"I'"d better go, then,' the colonel decided. 'W're pretty nuch done here for
the tine being. W'll be in touch, Terrel.'

' Good | uck.'

' Thanks. W may need it.'

After Myrdal had snatched anot her kiss from Tegan, the two soldiers left
together. For a few nonents the magi an | ooked bereft, then she turned back to
Terrel, a deternmined smile on her beautiful face.

"Latira will be back soon. She's one of us too.'
Terrel nodded, not wanting to reveal that he already knew this.
"It's good that the two of you have been getting on so well,' Tegan remarked.

'She's nade ne very wel conme,’ Terrel replied anwkwardly.
"I should go,' the magian said. 'Tofana m ght be wondering what |'mup to.'
"Can | ask you sonething first?

"OfF course.'
'"I's Yarek a nenber of the Hol ma?'
'"No. Not yet, at least. | know how he feels about the war, but he's too

unreliable.’
"I think he could help us.'

'"W'll see,' she said. 'Don't tell himanything, will you?

"No. | can keep secrets too.'

"I"msure you can.' Tegan wal ked over to the door, put her hand on the latch
then hesitated. 'You will find the flane, you know The real one. Jarvi k was
just trying to make sure . . . Never mind.'

"Il do whatever | can,' Terrel prom sed.

"Once you're at the Lonely Peaks, you could even ask your elenental to help
us.'

"I"'mnot sure that would work,' he replied, "but if |I get» the chance, I'lI
try.'

'Havi ng a dragon on our side could be useful,' Tegan added, and smil ed.

Chapter Thirty-Three

The three newest recruits to Raufar's troop were staked out naked on the

hal f-frozen ground. To Terrel, who was watching with a m xture of distaste and
norbi d fascination, they |ooked very young, no nore than boys. Their bodies



were pale in the flickering torchlight, and they were shivering as nuch from
fear as fromthe cold. Far above, the Wiite Mon, alnost full, silvered the
scene with its frigid radi ance.

The initiation cerenony was al nost over now. The young sol diers had al ready
been forced to endure various humiliations in silence, and this was their
final test —though neither they nor Terrel knew exactly what it would entail.
The rest of the onl ookers did, however, and their sadistic anusenent was
plain. They had all had to undergo the sanme sort of trial on the eve of their
first trip into an eneny quarter —and havi ng survived the experience, and
been accepted into the warriors' brotherhood, they saw no reason why ot hers
shoul d not have to do the sane.

Terrel could only be glad that he had not been included in the evening's
entertainnment. He was effectively a nenber of their conmpany now and, apart
froma brief incursion into the Gold Quarter on the way back from Wal e Ness,
he had not ventured into eneny territory either. However, no one had suggested
that he join the initiates, either out of respect for his supposed talents or
uncertainty about his standing within the troop, given that he was not a
proper soldier —and a foreigner to boot.

Captai n Raufar had not taken an active role in the proceedings, and had j ust
wat ched i npassively as his |ieutenants went about their business. Terrel had
gathered that the military authorities officially di sapproved of such rituals,
but were prepared to turn a blind eye to themas |ong as they renai ned
private, within the various units of the army. No outsiders would be allowed
inside the troop's section of the canp until the cerenonies were over.

Terrel watched as Pjorsa poured a sticky brown mxture froma bucket, covering
each of the trio in turn. The heal er had no idea what the noxious substance
was, but he did not have to wait |ong before its purpose becane clear. The
circle of spectators parted and Narvat and Stykkis returned, each |eading
several of the dogs that were used to pull the baggage sl eds. The hounds were
straining at their |eashes, eager to start, and as soon as they were rel eased
they leapt forward and began to eat the mixture, licking it fromthe novices
skin with I ong, rough tongues. The snuffling noises they made were horrifying
in themsel ves, and the expressions on the victinms' faces revealed their
terror, especially when the dogs' fangs noved close to the nore tender parts
of their anatomy. Yet still none of the initiates nmade any sound. At first
they could not help squirming, trying to avoid the hounds' attentions, but
eventual ly they realized that their ordeal would be over nmore quickly if they
kept still. And so they lay rigid, eyes screwed shut, breathing in erratic

gul ps, while the onl ookers |aughed and shouted out various hel pful comrents.
Finally, when the |ast specks of food had been |licked clean, the dogs were |ed
away. The three young men were untied and helped to their feet, amd nuch

| aught er, back-sl appi ng and words of congratul ati on. They were al |l owed

to dress, and steam ng cups of melcras were pressed into their trenbling
hands. Al three recovered their spirits quickly, soon joining in with the
good-natured banter and smiling with relief. The gathering dispersed to make
preparations for the evening neal, for the night's rest —and for the next
day, when the serious business woul d begin.

The huge encanpment was situated close to the border with the Wiite Quarter

It had taken nore than half a nedian nonth to get there —rmuch | onger than
Terrel had expected —because an arnmy of such size was a cunbersone entity,
and could only nove at a fraction of the speed a single conpany coul d have
managed. In all that time Terrel had hardly seen anyone outside the' conpany to
whi ch he'd been assigned —and had found this increasingly frustrating. There
had been no further contact fromthe Hol ma, and no one in Raufar's troop had
given any sign that they m ght be a nenber of the secret organization. Terre
understood that as they noved into eneny territory the various units would
split and go their separate ways, and he knew he was running out of time. Nor
had there been any sign of Alyssa or his ghostly allies, and this left him
feeling nore alone than ever. He could not believe that Alyssa would really
have abandoned him —but if she had, she couldn't have picked a worse tine.



Adding to his anxiety was the fact that General Pingeyri had proved

i ntractable about his plan of canpaign, and would soon take his | and-based
forces into the nmountain passes that |ed to Hvannadal. That he would do so on
a day when the Wiite Moon was full was an act of bravado of which the entire
arnmy seemed to approve. The very fact that they were to scorn the chance of
waiting a mere two days until their own Dark Moon would be full was in itself
a challenge, both to their foes and to their own warrior nmentality. Terre
felt sick at the thought of the violence to cone, but there seened to be
not hi ng he could do to prevent it. He just had to go where fate took him and
keep his own goals in mnd. It seened that if he were ever to reach the

gl acier - and the Ancient - he would have to go to Hvannadal first.

H s last night in Saudark had been a confusing tine. After Tegan had left him
he had waited for Latira, but she hadn't returned, and eventually Terrel had
gone out on an errand of his own - reasoning that he would be able to talk to
her later in the evening. He had gone to see Eskif, hoping that the
brigadier's promse of help still held good. It had taken himsone time to
track his quarry down, but after several arguments with harried adjutants, he
had finally been ushered into the roomwhere the senior officer and his son
were poring over several maps.

The two men had snil ed when they saw their visitor, and rmade hi m wel cone, but
as soon as Terrel raised doubts about the wi sdomof the mlitary operation

t he brigadi er had becone as stubborn as the general would subsequently prove
to be. Once the matter of the |lunar configurations had been disnissed as
irrelevant, Terrel had not been able to give any plausible reason for them
going to the Lonely Peaks before Hvannadal, and Eskif had inforned him- with
feigned regret - that even if he wanted to change Pingeyri's mnd, he would
not be able to do so.

Terrel had then tried to point out some of the possible dangers of Tofana's

i ntended course of action. This had met with a nore synpathetic response -
with Eskif admitting that he didn't really like the plan, because it relied on
"too much wi zardry and not enough soldiery' - but in the

end the concl usion had been the sane. Wen Terrel had asked if the brigadier
woul d at least try to get Pingeyri to question the true nature of Tofana's new
magi ¢, Eskif had pointed out that the general was his conmandi ng of ficer, and
Tof ana the nost powerful w zard on Myvatan. Only a fool would try to cone

bet ween those two. It seenmed that everything had been deci ded.

Returning to his own tower, Terrel had again waited for Latira, but she had
been nowhere to be seen and so he had clinbed the stairs to his own room and
finally, late into the night, fallen into a restless sleep. H's nmental turnoil
over what Alyssa had seen —and what she m ght believe had happened —nade it
i mpossible for himto relax, and his dreans were a mixture of fragnentary and
di sturbi ng i nmages.

The next norning there was still no sign of Latira, and Terrel had begun to
worry about her nysterious absence. But then he had been swept up in the
preparations for his own departure, and kitted out with new, warm clothes and
a backpack contai ning the equi pnent he would need - to which he had added his
own few bel ongi ngs. Before he had known it, he had been | eavi ng Saudar k
wonderi ng whet her he woul d ever see Latira again. Having no conmmand of
Myvatan's witten | anguage, he hadn't even been able to | eave her a note, and
he fretted about all his unanswered questi ons.

A few days |l ater, he had discovered - quite by chance -that she was in fact
travelling with the arny. The unprecedented presence of various w zards and
their retinues had neant that unusual neasures had had to be taken for the
provisioning of the army. To that end, various servants were travelling with
the soldiers. It was possible that Myrdal had been in charge of such
arrangenents, and had chosen Latira in order to have another nenber of the
Hol ma on hand, but Terrel had no way of knowi ng this for sure. He had nade
several attenpts to locate her during the march north, but he had not even
caught a glinpse of her.

The journey itself had been an extraordi nary experience, and if he hadn't been



so preoccupied with other matters, Terrel would have wondered at the things he
had seen. Travelling with the main arny - a second force had headed sout hwest
from Saudark to the ports, whence they would conplete the journey to the Wite
Quarter by ship - their route had taken Terrel through a | andscape that he
could only ever have dreanmt about. He'd trudged across vast snowfields, sone
of which would not nelt even at the height of sumrer. He had seen vast
glittering nountains in the distance, and wal ked beneath great cliffs of

bl ue-white ice as the troops skirted the edges of the glaciers. He'd crossed
ravi nes that he had first thought to be rivers, but which he had di scovered
were fissure lines, where the skin of the planet was thin and cracked,
reveal i ng some of the power within. In places steamrose fromthese fissures,
while in others there were bubbling masses of scal ding nmud, and he had even
seen one pl ace where the underground heat had produced small |akes of hot

wat er inside caves nade entirely of ice. Mdst surprising of all were the nmany
smal |l settlenents that clustered around these fissures, taking advantage of
the energy within and defying the dangers of living on such unstable land. In
times of earthquakes it was not unconmon to see flames and snoke rising from

t he crevasses, and the opposite banks often shifted, so that any bridges and
crossing places had to be repaired al nbst constantly.

Terrel had al so seen many strange rock formations, with several enornobus

boul ders bal anced with seem ngly inpossible precision on top of nuch smaller
stones. This had

rem nded himof Savik's Wale, and he wondered whether it had been carved from
one such formation. In other places, outcrops of bare rock were scored with
straight lines, which he had been told always ran precisely north-south, and
were thus a useful aid to navigation in open country. At first he'd assuned
that these were man-nmade, even though it had seemed a huge and, for the nost
part, pointless undertaking to carve so many |ines. However, Raufar had told
hi mthat the nmarks had been made by the gods —to show that even the | and
beneath nen's feet was theirs to do with as they w shed.

El sewhere there were signs of mankind's influence on the terrain, including
some that appeared to be al nost uni magi nably ancient. The junbl ed, eroded
ruins of |ong-dead buildings - it was inpossible to tell whether they had been
fortresses, tenples or nmere dwellings - lay at various points along the route.
Wien Terrel had asked about them he'd been told that no one knew who had
built them or what had happened to the builders. None of the soldiers seened
to care one way or the other, but the healer had seen similar evidence of

vani shed civilizations during his other travels on Nydus, and the inplications
of their existence continued to intrigue him

Sonet hi ng el se preyed on his mnd as they travelled, and that was the sense of
madness and evil that seened to pervade the entire island. As El am had pointed
out, it was stronger in sone places than in others —for no discernible reason
—and in a way, that made it harder to bear. If it had been constant, |ike an
unvaryi ng background noi se, it would have been easier to ignore. As it was,
Terrel would often find hinself feeling better or worse w thout know ng why,
and it seened that even staying in one place was no guarantee of constancy.
The strength of the invisible forces also varied with time - and Terre
couldn't hel p wondering

whet her it was fragnented in the sane way as the 'wind that nade it

i npossible for his spectral allies to remain with himat tinmes. If that was
the case, it would be another indication that the insanity of Myvatan was
linked to - or even caused by - the el emental

Once that thought had becone fixed in his nmind, Terrel had begun to notice
somet hing el se. At the tines when the nmadness was at its | owest ebb, he had
become aware of other presences in the air. Initially, these had been no nore
than hal f-seen flickers at the edge of his vision, but as he'd grown
accustoned to them he had begun to see thema little nore clearly. Even so, it
had taken a long tinme before he was able to convince hinmself that they really
were what they seemed. These ghosts were not like his allies from hone, but
were twi sted, mal formed shapes that were only occasionally recognizable as



human forms. None of their features were ever clear, but their tornent was.
They withed and gesticul ated, often close to some of the soldiers, as if they
were trying to get the living to listen to them If that was the case, they
were failing. It was obvious that Terrel's conpanions could not see them and
even he could hear nothing of what he inagined were the ghosts' shouts and
screans. |If these tortured waiths had a purpose in pursuing the people of the
healer's world, then —like Yarek's father in the boy's dream —they were
nmeeting with a complete |ack of success.

At tinmes they seenmed to be everywhere, clanmouring silently for attention or
just drifting hopel essly by on an invisible breeze, and Terrel had to try to
bl ock them fromhis vision to keep from being driven to distraction. The

phant oms wer e superinposed on the real world but separate fromit, and he
found their presence unnerving. He understood now why Al yssa had said that
there were 'too many' ghosts on Myvatan. The fact that they matched the

i mges fromhis own dream about the Great Plain —and the futility of that
dreadful place - convinced himthat they were the spirits of soldiers, but
there was no way to help these I ost souls, or even to make contact with them
Terrel's new awareness made himlong nore than ever to talk to his own allies
again. He was reasonably certain now that this nust have something to do with
the problemin the ghosts' world —the reason for Elam s insistence that they
ought not to be on Myvatan. But if that was the case, why would their presence
have made the situation worse? And if that was true, how had El am solved their
di | enma?

"You' ve done well,' Raufar said as they ate their evening rations. 'Sonme of ny
men didn't think you'd be able to keep up.'

'Some of themresented having to watch over you, is what the captain neans,'
Pjorsa put in.

"I can be strong when | need to be,' Terrel said.

'So we've seen,' Raufar conceded. 'But the real test starts tonorrow.'
"It's been pretty easy going up to now,' Stykkis observed with a grin.
"And this is the last night the arny will be together,' the captain said.
t here anyone you want to see before we go?

There were a few snmiles and sidel ong gl ances exchanged between the soldiers
then, and Terrel realized that his liaison with Latira nust have become conmon
know edge. There were other people he dearly wanted to see as well, but she
was the only one he could adnmit to.

"You nmean I'mfree to visit whoever | want?' Until then, Raufar and his nen
had taken their bodyguard duties very seriously. Terrel had never been |eft

al one, and had not been allowed to nove outside the comnpany.

"For tonight,' the captain confirmed. 'Just nmake sure you're back by the |ast
bel I .

Terrel got to his feet at once.

"He's in a hurry!' Narvat remarked, provoking some ribald | aughter

' Need someone to hold your hand?' Pjorsa enquired. 'W wouldn't like you to
get lost on such an inportant m ssion.'

Terrel realized that he did indeed need some gui dance. The canmp was huge; he
coul d wander around for hours w thout finding the person he was | ooking for
'Latira's assigned to the wi zards' caravan,' Raufar said, taking pity on him
'Over there, on the other side of that ridge.'

' Thanks.' Terrel set off, trying to ignore the advice that was shouted after
him and began to thread his way between the rows of tents. However, he had
not gone very far before he felt a hand on his arm

"I was just coming to see you,' Jarvik remarked casually. 'We need to talk.'
Chapter Thirty-Four

'"Is it safe to talk here?" Terrel asked, glancing at the various groups of

sol diers they were passing. Sone of the nmen were boisterous while others were
quiet, their faces showi ng no expression

'Everyone reacts differently to the prospect of battle,' Jarvik replied, 'but

| doubt any of themw Il be paying us nuch attention. Some of us find it hard
to keep still, so wal king round the canp is natural.' They had set off again,

I's



though with no particular destination in mnd

"You're not afraid we'll be overheard?
"Not really. We should try not to say anything ... foolish. But if we keep
nmovi ng no one will hear too rmuch anyway. As | said, they have their own

concerns at the nmonent. |If anyone saw us trying to hide away sonewhere, that
woul d | ook odd, but like this we're just part of the crowd.’

Terrel still felt nervous, but he had little choice but to heed the colonel's
advice. They did need to talk, after all.
'"I's the general still determined to stick to his plan?

"Yes. W've tried everything we can to persuade hi m ot herw se, but he won't be
budged. Tofana's eager to get to the' springs and test her theories, and

toget her they've got their minds made up.'

'So what are we going to do?

"W have sone ideas,' Jarvik told him 'but it's probably best if you don't
know the details just yet.'

' But —

"There's still a chance we'll be able to change things,' the col onel said,
cutting off Terrel's objection. "But if we can't, and we have to go to the
gl acier after the springs, then we'll just have to make the best of things.'
"It mght be too late then.'

"Let's hope not. In any case, | don't want you to worry about that. Your job

is to make sure that whenever we do get to the Lonely Peaks, you make the

di scovery we need.'

"Should | try to persuade Raufar to go there instead of Hvannadal ?'

'No. The good captain woul d never disobey a direct order fromthe general. And
besi des, we need your discovery to be witnessed by as many peopl e as possible,
not just one conpany. The nore public the event, the nore weight it wll
carry. There'd be little point in you going off on your own. You see what |
mean?

Terrel nodded.

"W have to put on a show,' he said.

'Exactly."'

"And that's all it will be, isn't it? A show'

'Perhaps,' Jarvik admtted. 'Does that bother you?" When Terrel did not
answer, he went on. 'Wiatever the reality, it's the effect that's inportant.

t hought we agreed on that.'

"W do. It's just

"You can't afford to be half-hearted about this,' the colonel said earnestly.
'None of us can. Too much depends on it. So, are you with us?

"Yes,' Terrel replied, pushing his doubts aside. 'O course.'’

' Good. Then you'd better take this.'

Terrel felt the cold netal of the cylinder being pressed into his hand. He
took it and quickly slipped it into a

pocket, out of sight. He couldn't help glancing around to see whether anyone
had noticed the transfer but, true to Jarvik's prediction, no one was payi ng
them any attention. Even so, it was a while before his racing heart beat
returned to normnal

"You're the one who's going to have to use it,' the colonel said. 'I'll be
there with you if | can, but who knows what'll happen between now and then, so
it's best if you keep it. Just don't open it until the time is right.' This

[ ast instruction was acconpani ed by a grin.

Al t hough he had no intention of doing so, Terrel couldn't help smling at the
t hought of the stir he would cause if he renoved the stone now and filled the
night with its rose-tinted radiance.

"I"ll save it for the show,' he pronised.

' Good decision,' Jarvik coment ed

"I can't guarantee it'll work again, though,' Terrel added. 'After all, it's a
fake, isn't it?

The colonel's stride faltered nomentarily, and he didn't answer straightaway.
"What makes you think that?' he said eventually.



'There are sone lies even | can see on your face.'
Jarvi k considered this statenent for a while, then evidently rmade his decision
and became businessli ke once nore.

'The container is genuine,' he said. "I'mcertain it cane from. . . the right
place. | was drawn to it by forces | don't understand even now, and you can't
imagine the joy | felt when | found it - or ny disappointment when | realized
it was enpty. Try as | might, | couldn't trace the stone. The trail had gone

cold and I was running out of tine.'
'So you found something to replace it.'

"Yes. | bought the stone you have from a market trader
in Barkarillia. It's just a pretty bauble roughly the right size and col our
At least | thought it was, until . . . That's why | was so surprised when you

did what you did.'
' Thank you,' Terrel said.

"Waat for?
"For trusting me with the truth.'
"Promse ne you'll keep this to yourself,' Jarvik pleaded. 'W' re dependent on

faith if we're to succeed - and it can be a fragile thing sonetines.'

Terrel was aware of that, just as he was aware that faith could al so be
incredibly strong at times. Gven the right circunstances, belief could
overpower truth. Even so, he was worried about the way the fal sehoods seened
to be nmultiplying. The stone was fal se; the underground had no genui ne
expectation of finding the real Crcle of Truce; and the flame they were to
rekindle would in fact have little in conmon with the original fire. And they
were going to the Lonely Peaks under the pretence of |ooking for sonething

el se entirely. Qut of such base conponents, Terrel was supposed to construct a
'show that would bring peace to a |l and ravaged by a bitter civil war for
nearly four centuries.

"I won't tell anyone,' he said, thinking of the hope he'd seen in Tegan's
eyes.

Jarvi k | ooked relieved.

'"Do you really not know why we saw what we saw?' he asked

"I"'ve no idea.' This was only a half-truth, but it seemed to satisfy the

col onel .

"Do you think it mght have absorbed power fromthe vial somehow?' Jarvik
asked.

The sane thought had occurred to Terrel, but he had no way of telling if it

m ght be true. And that still wouldn't explain why the stone had reacted to
his touch and no one
el se's. The heal er had wondered about the fact that the burst of crystal light

and the barely acknow edged earthquake had occurred simultaneously. If the

gl ow had been connected to his amulet, then it was possible that both
phenonena were linked to the elenental - and that the tim ng had been anything
but coincidental. But quite what that woul d mean was beyond him

"It's possible,' he said. 'Let's hope so.'

"I should get back to my own unit,' Jarvik said as the first of the three

signal bells rang. 'Is there anything el se?
"Are you aware of the effect mitra has?" Terrel asked.
"Yes. It wasn't a coincidence that ny abilities cane to the fore when | left

Myvatan. After | returned it wasn't hard to work out why.'

"I's there any way to counteract it?

"Some of our friends are working on a solution, but it's everywhere. You've
seen that for yourself.' Jarvik waved a hand at a steam ng caul dron, from
whi ch the unmi stakabl e scent of the herb was drifting into the night. "It
actually does do sone good - hel ping people to breathe nore easily when the
air is thin, conbating the effects of cold - but no one seens to realize the

effect it has on people's nminds. |'msurprised you picked up on it so quickly.
W can't destroy the stuff. There's just too much of it. And breaking the
habit of its use will be a long-termproject. W can't afford the time. For

now we'll just have to avoid it as nuch as possible.’



Terrel wondered if the friends Jarvik had nmenti oned were nmagi ans |i ke Tegan
and whet her their solution would involve magic, but that was sonething he
didn't feel able to discuss in the open. For the nmoment, it was enough to know
that the Hol ma were aware of the probl em

'"One | ast question,' he said. 'Is there a wi zard anong our friends?

Jarvi k shook his head.

"I wish there was,' he said, '"but that's the | ast place we should be I ooking
for help.'

After he and the col onel had parted conpany, Terrel resuned his search for
Latira —but was intercepted once nore. Initially he did not recognize the
captai n who was paci ng up and down, but as he passed by, the soldier |ooked up
and his face betrayed first surprise then an eagerness the healer didn't
under st and.

"Terrel! | didn't expect to see you again here.'

'Hell o, Kopak. Are you well?

The brigadier's son glanced at his fingers.

"Very well, thanks to you, but .. .' He hesitated

Terrel could see that his former patient wanted to talk, but tine was getting
on, and if he wanted to see Latira and still keep his prom se to Raufar, he
had no tine to waste.

"There's sonmething | have to do,' he said. 'I'd like to stay and tal k, but—
'"Please, I've got to tell you something,' Kopak said urgently. "It won't take

long.' And then, as if to contradict himself, he fell silent.

"Well? Terrel pronpted. 'Wat is it?

' Somret hi ng' s changed inside ne,' the captain whispered. 'Ever since you heal ed
me. For the first time inny life |I've been having doubts about the war and
the reasons for it. Nothing nakes sense any nore.' His eyes were haunted now.

"When you cane to ask nmy father for help, | found nyself agreeing wth
everything you said, and since then |I've been trying to persuade himto change
his mind. | haven't been able to, but I'mstill trying. | think in his heart
he knows you're right, but he won't admt it, even to hinself. If only he'd go
to Pingeyri, | think it would have some effect. He's one of the few nen whose
opi nion the

general respects. Do you still think using magic at the springs will lead to
di saster?

The confession had conme out in a rush, as if it had been bottled up for too

I ong, and Terrel was intrigued now.

"I"'msure of it," he replied. 'Thank you for trying to help ne. Do you think
nmy heal i ng was sonehow responsi ble for your own change of heart?

"It nust have been,' Kopak said, his eyes flicking fromside to side as he
tried to check that they weren't being overheard. 'l can't believe | risked ny
life for what turned out to be a useless piece of intelligence. | was |ucky
you were there to save ne.'

"Maybe it wasn't |luck. Maybe it was neant to happen.'’

"And that's not all,' the captain went on. 'Ever since then, |'ve found the
taste and snmell of mitra revolting.'
'Real | y?'

"Yes, it's odd. Do you know why that's happened?

"I"'mnot sure. But you're right to avoid it. And keep working on your father.'
"I will," Kopak promised. 'lIs there anything else | can do ... to help you, |
mean?

"Not that | can think of at the nmonent.'’

Sone of the soldier's fellow officers were approaching now, and it was clear
their conversation would have to end. In any case, Terrel was not prepared to
reveal the existence of the Hol ma, and decided instead to tell one of the
underground that the brigadier's son mght be a suitable recruit.

"I hope we get the chance to talk again,' Kopak said quickly.

'"Me too,' Terrel agreed. 'Good |uck, Captain.'

"And to you,' Kopak replied, then turned to his conrades.

Terrel went on his way, wondering about what he had



learnt. If his efforts really had been responsible for the changes in Kopak's
attitude - and for his aversion to mitra - then there had to be a chance that
he coul d use his healing again to the sane end. He had no idea how or why it
had happened, but the possibilities it raised were interesting. For instance,
what if Pingeyri was to fall ill and Terrel was called upon to heal hin?

He was still speculating on this when he found hinself entering the w zards
section of the canpsite.

"I didn't think | was ever going to see you again,' Latira said.

"I haven't had the chance to contact you,' Terrel replied. 'I thought you were
avoiding me ... after what happened.’

"I was at first,' she adnmitted. In the pale noonlight Terrel could see that
there was no anger or resentnent in her eyes, just a deep and weary sadness.
"WIl you tell ne about that night?

"You really don't renenber?

" No.

"That's hard to believe, you know.'

"It's true, though. In a sense | wasn't even there.'

Latira nodded, apparently accepting his claim

"I know about Jax,' she said. 'l didn't then, but | do now Tegan explained it
tome. It was him wasn't it?

"Yes. I'msorry."'

"I"'msorry too. | shouldn't have given you the nelcras. | didn't think—

'That doesn't matter now,' he cut in. "WII you tell me what happened between
you and Jax?'

"It wasn't all Jax though, was it?" she asked. 'Earlier on, when we were just
enj oyi ng oursel ves, you were confortable with me, weren't you?'

Recogni zi ng he need for reassurance, Terrel smled.

"Too confortable, as it turned out,' he said ruefully. "You're ny friend,

Latira. \Watever happened, that hasn't changed. | hope you can still think of
me in the same way.'
"I can. | nean, | do.' She | ooked enbarrassed now. 'There was a tine when

t hought you ni ght becone nore than that.'

"I love soneone else,' he said gently. 'She's a very long way from here, but

' m going back to her one day.'

'So now you want to know if you've remained faithful to her?

Terrel was about to object, to argue with her assunption, but the question had
an awkward ring of truth to it that he could not deny.

"Yes.'
"WIl you answer me one question first?
"If I can.'

'"Did you know then about ny real allegiance? She |owered her voice as she
spoke, even though there was little chance of their being overheard. They were
sitting together on one of the rocks on the ridge that Raufar had pointed out
earlier, and the nearest tents were some di stance away.

"Yes,' Terrel said. 'Is that inmportant?

"It is to nme," she replied softly. 'Not to anyone el se. W were playing an

el aborate gane with each other, weren't we?

Before Terrel had a chance to answer, the second of the evening's bells rang
out, piercing the night with its clear call.

"Not all of it was a gane,' he said as the reverberations died away.

"You certainly seened willing enough to cone to bed with nme,' Latira said,
"but | suppose that was Jax, not you.'

"Yes. I'msorry. What happened next?

' Not hi ng. "

"Not hi ng? W& didn't sleep together?

"Sleeping was all we did —apart fromtal king, of course.’

A great weight seemed to lift from T Terrel's shoulders. No matter how rmuch he
had told hinmself that what Jax had done with his body was not rel evant, he had
known that it was. He tried to hide his relief, not wanting to hurt Latira's
feelings any nore than he already had, but it was obvious that he was only



partially successful

" Happy now?' she asked. The nel ancholy in her voice nade him feel ashamed of
hi nmsel f.

"No,' he said. 'l nean . . . I'mglad Jax didn't take advantage of you.'

"I wanted himto, you idiot!' she exclaimed. 'Being rejected |ike that doesn't
feel nice, no matter who you're with.'

Terrel didn't know what to say to that. In the end all he could do was

apol ogi ze agai n.

"I"'msorry,' he said. 'I"'mnot very good at this.'

"Ah, well. At least you can tell your girl that you're still as pure as
freshly fallen snow'

"I"'msurprised Jax didn't . . .' he nunbled awkwardly, stung by her dism ssive
sarcasm

"I don't suppose | was up to his standards.'

"That can't be true. You're beautiful =

"Don't insult me by lying, Terrel,' she snapped. 'W've had this argunent

bef ore. Remenber?

"I"'mnot lying. Beauty isn't just what's on the outside. Look at nme. |I'm
hardly the world's npst perfect man, and yet—

"I wanted you,' Latira finished for him 'Point taken. But you weren't there,
renenber? Some of the things you —he —said weren't very nice, and sonme were
downri ght bizarre. | thought at one point you were going ned.'

'Can you remenber what he sai d?

"Do | have to?

"It would hel p ne understand, but if you'd rather not
"Now that |1've told you this much, I nmight as well tell you the rest,' she
said resignedly. 'He was keen enough to start with, but then sonething
changed. |'ve no idea what. He said, "Get away fromne. Leave ne alone." At
that point we'd already got undressed and got into bed, so | was very
confused, as you can imagi ne. | asked what he neant and he said, "Not you.
Hm" Was he talking to you?

Terrel shook his head.

"No," he said. 'I think it was soneone el se.’

' Soreone el se? Gods! How conplicated does it get in there? she responded,
gesturing at the healer's head.

'"It's a long story,' Terrel replied. He was now reasonably sure that it was

El am who had sonehow prevented Jax fromfollowi ng his natural instincts. 'Go
on.'

"By then | didn't know what to think, and he wasn't paying me rmuch attention
We'd drawn apart. He nmuttered something like, "Leave her out of it", then

gl anced at me and nmade a horrible face, as if | was something that had fl oated

up fromthe bottomof a pond when the spring ice nelts. | got quite scared and
asked hi mwhat was going on. He told me it was nothing, but then he said, "I'd
kill you if someone hadn't already beaten ne to it." 1'd have run away then

but he reached out and caught hold of my wist. The last thing he said was, "I
can't do this. I"'mgoing to sleep now." And that's exactly what he did."'
"I"msurprised you stayed,' Terrel conmented.

'So am1,' she said, shaking her head. '| probably shoul d have gone, but once
you were asleep you | ooked so harmess and | felt safe again. | was tired, and
I'd had quite a

ot of nelcras too. It just seened like too much effort to get out of bed. My
bed. The next thing | knew it was norning and, well, you know what happened
then.'

Yes, Terrel thought, but you don't. Once again he saw Al yssa | ooking at him

t hrough the dog's eyes and then wal ki ng away. Latira had been asl eep at that
point, and he w shed he'd had the courage to wake her so that Alyssa could
have heard the truth.

"What are you thinking? Latira asked.

"I"mjust sorry you had to go through all that,' he replied, evading the
guesti on.



"I"ve had better nights,' she adnitted
They were both silent for a few nmonents.

"While we're on the subject of Jax,' she said eventually,, 'l gather he has
some skill as a weather-mage. |s that right?

"Yes.'

'But you don't?

" No.

' Tegan wants to know whether you'd be willing to let us use Jax's power

agai nst Tofana if it becomes necessary.

"Let himin deliberately, you nean?

"Yes.'

"I"'mnot sure about that.' In truth the prospect was horrifying. 'How woul d
you control hinP'

' Tegan thinks she nmight be able to guide him'

"But when he tried to oppose Tofana before, he came off worst,' Terrel pointed
out. 'She sent himback to the healing pools.'

"Yes, but he was on his own then. There'd be others hel pi ng himnext tine.

What do you thi nk?

"I don't like the idea at all,' he stated truthfully, "but | night consider it
as a last resort.'
"Fair enough. 1'Il tell Tegan.'

"WIl you tell her sonmething else? Terrel said, and went on to describe his
encounter w th Kopak. 'He might be a useful contact.'’

'"He mght at that,' Latira said, nodding.

There was anot her pause then, with each of them wondering whether they should
return to their respective tents. But there were still some unanswered
guestions between them

"When you told ne about your past,' Terrel began hesitantly. 'About Hallen and

the baby .. . was all that true, or were you testing ne?
"I lost my husband and our child exactly as |I told you,' she replied bleakly.
"But it's true, I was hoping to find out what you thought, to see if we could

risk trusting you.' She laughed without mirth. '"It's funny, really. If you'd
made | ove to ne, at |least you wouldn't have had to worry about beconing a
father. But then you already knew that.'

In fact Terrel had forgotten that the niscarriage had | eft her barren

"Do you still want a child?" he asked softly.

"You have to find a man first,' she said caustically. 'That's how it works.'
"But if you did," her persisted, 'would you want a chil d?

"What's the point of wi shing for sonething you know you can't have?

' Perhaps you can.'

It took a few nonents for the inplication of his words to sink in.

"You could really do that?" she asked eventually. 'Are you that good a

heal er?

"I"ve done it before,' he replied. 'And nmy healing skills are stronger than
they were then.' In fact, when he had made it possible for Ysatel to conceive
Kerin's child, he

had not even been aware of what he was doing. It had been an instinctive,
unconsci ous act.

"I"'mnot sure,' Latira said.

"It's up to you.'

"What would | have to do?

"Just let me hold your hand for a while,' he said, and left it at that.

After a few nmonents, without another word being spoken, Latira stretched out
her hand. Terrel took it in his ow, and fell into the waking dream As he had
hoped, the problemwas easily solved - a sinple matter of noving various lines
and shadows back into their proper pattern - and after only a short time, he
rel eased her fingers.

" Now what ?' she asked.

"It's done,' he told her, smling at her evident disbelief. 'And for what it's
worth, | believe you will find someone worthy of |oving and being | oved by



you.'

There were tears brimming in Latira's eyes.

"If you'd talked to ne like that in bed,' she said softly, 'things would have
gone rather differently.'

"Can we still be friends, even so?" he asked, smling.

"Yes. Though after tonight | don't suppose we'll ever see each other again.'
"You're not coming with us?" he guessed.

"No. 1'mgoing back to Saudark with the rest of the servants. The arny will

cater for itself fromnow on.'

"So this is goodbye.'

"Yes. Farewell, Terrel. You're already a hero in ny eyes. By the time this is
over, all Myvatan will be Iooking at you the sane way.' Wth that she kissed
himlightly and vani shed into the night.

Terrel watched her go with a lunp in his throat, but content in the know edge
that their reconciliation was com

plete. As he wal ked across the canp, the third bell rang, as if to rem nd him
that it was now tine to | ook ahead, not back

Chapter Thirty-Five

"I can't hold it,' Hraun reported breathl essly.

"Keep trying,' Raufar ordered. 'Were's Jauron?

"I don't know.'

'"He's wandered off again,' Narvat said disgustedly.

Rauf ar swore under his breath. Above themthe sky crackl ed and sparked, dark
swirls of cloud rolling back and forth.

'How | ong before Stykkis gets there? the captain asked, raising his voice
over the increasing tunult.

"Too long," Narvat replied, glancing first at the human battle on the sl ope of
the pass, then at the magical conflict overhead.

"Shield roof!' Raufar yelled, and the nmen around themreacted in unison

| eaving their various positions and gathering round their comuander. 'On the
ground, Terrel. Now'

The healer did not need telling a second tinme. He had seen the troop perform
thi s manoeuvre before, and knew that his role was sinply not to get in the
way. Flinging hinself down, he felt the darkness close in around himas the
sol diers noved to their assigned places - kneeling for the nost part, their
shi el ds hel d above their heads to form an overl apping shell that covered them
all like the carapace of a giant reptile.

Their defences were in place just in time. As Hraun's efforts were finally
overcome by the eneny neomancers, hailstones the size of a man's fi st

pl unmmeted fromthe

storm cl ouds, crashing into the shield roof, which shook and al nost buckl ed
under the assault but did not break. The noi se bel ow was al nost deaf eni ng.
'Let me know when you can do sonething!' Raufar called to Hraun. The neomancer
was |lying on the ground close to Terrel, recovering fromhis earlier efforts.
'Does this count as an energency?' Narvat asked.

"Not yet,' the captain replied.

The significance of the question was not |lost on Terrel. The fire-starters -
like Hraun - had been ordered not to use the new technique in battle unti

t hey reached Hvannadal. The only exception would be in a dire energency —
anything that threatened Terrel's life or his capture. The general was

determ ned not to give the eneny any warni ng of what was conming, and as a
result, the neomancers in Raufar's conpany had only used conventional magic so
far.

'They won't be able to keep this up for long,' the captain added, 'and in any
case, Stykkis may well interrupt themsoon. W'll stick it out for now'

Rauf ar's assunption was proved correct shortly afterwards. The barrage of hai
rel ented, and he was able to give the order to break ranks and resune the
ground attack. However, as had happened several tines before, the eneny forces
chose to withdraw rather than fight a pitched battle - and this left the Black
troop with no way of venting their frustration. Even the sortie |led by Stykkis



had only managed to engage a small nunber of the opposing troops, and
casualties on both sides had been light. Terrel was grateful for that, but he
shared the soldiers' msgivings about the progress of the canpaign

' They seemto know what we're doing before nme do,' Raufar grumbled. 'They're
one step ahead of us the whole tine.'

The captain and his lieutenants, together with Terrel and the two neomancers,
were gathered round the canp-fire that evening.

'Then why aren't they trying to stop us?' Pjorsa asked. "All they do is harry
us for a while, then run away.'

"Perhaps they're just trying to annoy us,' Narvat suggested.

"I'n which case they're succeeding,' Pjorsa grow ed. The war of attrition was
not what the soldiers were used to, and it had been grating on their nerves
for some days now

"But we must focus our anger,' Raufar warned. 'We don't want to do anything
stupid just because the Wiite are behaving |ike cowards.'

"W m ght have been able to have a decent fight if we'd all been doing our
jobs properly,' Stykkis said. He did not |ook at Jauron, but everyone knew who
his remark was ainmed at. "As it was, we didn't have time to get to them and
they were able to take cover.'

"What exactly were you doing at that point, Jauron?' the captain asked.

' Weakeni ng the were-cloud,' the neomancer replied wearily. 'Do you think your
shi el ds woul d have held against it if it had struck at full force?

"You were supposed to be making it possible for us to break through to their
positions,' Stykkis said.

' Those were your orders, neonancer,' Raufar concurred. It was not the first

ti me Jauron had di sobeyed a conmmand, but he al ways seened to have a good
reason for his actions. Neverthel ess, his waywardness had not endeared himto
hi s conr ades.

"I understood that the healer's safety was paranount, Captain,' he replied,

wi th the habitual touch of arrogance that had done nothing to curb the
resentment the soldiers felt towards him

"So it is," Raufar responded, 'but it's not for you to decide how best to do

that. I command this conpany, and the next time | tell you to do sonething,
you do it. Understood?

"Yes, sir.'

'Good. W all have to work together. It's not going to get any easier from
here on. We'll hit the ice road tonorrow '

The captain was referring to the high point of the nmountain pass which had

been chosen as their route into the interior of the Wite Quarter. Apparently
this was not a true glacier but an area of highly conpacted but unstable snow,
which grew in size each winter as another |ayer was added to its depth.

However, in spring sone of these |l ayers were prone to shear off, creating

expl osi ve aval anches and patches of a type of snow —Iike a frozen qui cksand —
call ed skelf. The prospect of entering such a region was unnerving, and the
soldiers were well aware of the challenges they would face there.

"You think we'll conme under attack? Narvat asked.

"W have to be prepared,' Raufar answered, 'so we'll pick our route carefully,
but nmy guess is no. The terrain will be as difficult for the Wiite as it is
for us, and the only way they could set up an effective anbush would be to
canp there overnight. | don't think that's sonething they'd be prepared to
do."'

"What about magic?' Stykkis asked. 'They could have left traps for us.'

"W can take care of that,' Hraun stated confidently. He had clearly been
enbarrassed by the behaviour of his fell ow neomancer, and wanted to
denonstrate that they were still a valuable part of the team' 'There are
always telltale signs left by residual magic

'Good,' Narvat said. 'The ice road is not a place where you want to spend too
much tine.'

"It could be worse,' Pjorsa remarked. 'W coul d've been assigned to the ships



in Hofnar Fjord.'

There were nods of agreenment all around, and even a few grimsmles. Terre
knew t hat operations by sea were not popular with nost sol diers —who were
reluctant to trust thenmselves to the unpredictable nercies of the wind and
tides. He had been treated to several gruesone tales -vast blocks of ice
collapsing into the water from gl aci ers, swanpi ng any boats nearby, or

m ni ature icebergs called ivu that propelled thenselves fromthe sea and fl ew
through the air at random and of dark whirlpools pulling sailors down to an

i cy death.

Such prejudi ces had not been hel ped by rumours that the troops who'd been sent
i nto Hof nar had been driven back or even anni hilated. Since they had entered
the Wiite Quarter, news fromother parts of the canpai gn had been infrequent
and probably unreliable. It came in the formof nmessengers fromunits in

nei ghbouri ng regi ons, whenever their commanders wanted to co-ordinate their
tactics, and as a result any reports fromas far away as the northern coast
were necessarily several tines removed fromtheir original source - and thus
qui te possibly inaccurate.

"W don't know for sure what's happened there,' Raufar pointed out. 'Wat we
do know is that the Red arny will be well inside the quarter by now, so the
White aren't going to be able to concentrate all their efforts on us.' The

i nvasion fromthe east was not directed towards Hvannadal, but was supposed to
create a diversion, allow ng Pingeyri and his forces to converge on the
springs. 'As far as we know,' the captain went on, 'we'll be meeting up with
our other units near the target soon enough. Then the fun will really start.’
'Let's hope so,' Pjorsa nuttered.

'Have you thought that the Wiite mght want us to go

to Hvannadal ?' Stykkis asked. 'That could be the reason they keep using these
hit-and-run tactics.'

'"W're being led into a trap, you nean?

"It would explain a lot.'

"Even if that's true,' Raufar said, 'and | don't believe it is —we have a few
surprises for them don't we? Let's just do our job, and let the generals
worry about stuff l|ike that.'

The di scussi on ended on that decisive note, and the soldiers dispersed to make
their preparations for the night. Terrel nmade his usual rounds, tending to any
of the conpany who had been injured or who were ill. Although many of the nen
had been suspicious of himat first, his attentions were al ways wel cone now,
and Raufar's troop had adopted himas one of their own - which was a singul ar
mar k of honour for a civilian. They were under orders to keep Terrel safe, and
they had all realized that he had an inportant role to play in Pingeyri's
strategy. But it was the fact that he willingly used his talents for their
benefit that had done the nobst to hasten his acceptance. The novelty of having
many of their ailments cured in the field had earnt himthe soldiers

gratitude and respect. And regardl ess of the fact that he hated their

bl oodthirsty attitude to both the eneny and to the war in general, Terrel had
cone to adnire the conpany, both for its discipline and its camaraderie. He'd
al ready been inpressed by several acts of selfless bravery that seened to cone
naturally to the warriors, and he knew that, should the necessity arise, they
would risk life and linb to protect him He was grateful for this know edge,
but it made him feel uneasy when he thought about his true intentions, his
real reasons for being there —which the soldiers would have consi dered
treasonous. Terrel was still hoping that there mght at |east be one nmenber of
the Holma in the conpany, but if there was, he hadn't given the heal er any
sign of his

presence. Ever since the campai gn had begun in earnest, Terrel had - in one
sense, at |east - been on his own.

Crossing the unmarked border had been a strangely anticlimtic event, but now,
after several days in the Wite Quarter, it had becone clear why the frontier
territory had been undefended. The eneny had evidently preferred to wait and
fight at places of their own choosing. O course the novenents of such a |arge



army could not be kept entirely secret, but the worrying thing was that, as
Raufar had pointed out, it did indeed seemthat their foes were able to
anticipate the invaders' every nove. If their own progress was anything to go
by, the canpaign as a whol e woul d be noving rmuch nore slowy than expected. On
the other hand, because of the defenders' tactics, casualties had been fewer
than forecast —much to Terrel's secret relief.

Now, for the first time, it occurred to himto wonder whether the underground
had menmbers inside the White or Gold Quarters. If so, what |engths would his
own contacts be prepared to go to in order to avoid a magi cal catastrophe, and
to gain their own objectives? Wuld they really betray their own side in the
war? And if that were the case, how would it affect what was going to happen
at Hvannadal ? This was anot her aspect of his situation over which Terrel had
no control. Together with the constant uncertainty about what each day m ght
bring, it neant that he spent his tinme living on a knife-edge.

As he curled into his bedding, sheltered beneath the canvas of his tent,
Terrel knew he would have to set all such considerations aside. \Watever else
| ay ahead, the one thing he knew for sure at that noment was that he needed
the sol ace and restorative powers of sleep

The whal e was the size of an entire country. As it swamit piled up waves as
bi g as mountain ranges, the foamat their

crests mmcking snow Water spouted fromits blowhole in a nassive fountain,
reaching towards the stars, but its eyes were fixed straight ahead, its
cavernous jaws opening ..

Terrel tried to scream as he was sucked into that nonstrous darkness, but
choking liquid filled his nouth and throat, flooding his lungs with an acid
chill.

In the silence the night turned red. Bodil ess now, he | ooked around for the
sword, but it was nowhere to be seen. This tinme it remai ned hidden, even in
his dreans. Yet it was still a malevolent presence, waiting to be brought to
the surface.

Abruptly, Terrel found hinmself |ooking down fromthe sky as the great pendul um
swung across the ocean, marking time in the slow heartbeats of the world. Was
it Myvatan or Vadanis? He couldn't tell the difference any | onger. He | ooked
nore cl osely, peering inside the skeleton of stone, and saw an entire city
frozen in ice: palaces and castles, towers and warehouses, walls and streets,
all held captive by the unyielding magic. Al novenent, all warnth

ext i ngui shed. How could a flame, any flame, burn in such a place?

Terrel fell back into the red gloom —and then he was in the ocean again, left
in the churning wake of the great whale, just as he had been | eft behind by
hi s honel and when he'd been exiled from Vadani s.

Chapter Thirty-Six

Terrel woke feeling utterly honesick, but he had no time to indulge in
self-pity. The nights were short now, and the troop was already gearing up for
the next stage of their journey. The healer stirred himself into action, even
t hough his sleep had afforded himlittle rest. Not wanting to dwell on the
dream he pushed his thoughts in the direction of the day ahead, only to find
that this made hi m nervous. Despite what Raufar had said, Terrel thought that
the ice road sounded |ike the perfect place for an anbush

The first sign that anything was wong cane when one of the scouts fl anking
the main party broke the silence. The order for quiet had been inposed because
- as Raufar had explained - under certain conditions, any |oud noise night set
of f an aval anche. The conpany were adept at noving by stealth when necessary,
and were able to comunicate by sign | anguage. But circumnmstances sonetines
dictated a nore i medi ate response. The | ookout's cry brought no novenent of
snow, but although the bitter wind carried his words away, the urgency and
fear in his voice were unni stakabl e.

Terrel knew that Raufar and his lieutenants routinely studi ed and anal yzed
what ever terrain they were passing through, noting possible places of shelter
and def ensive

positions, as well as identifying natural dangers and the nost likely spots



for their eneny to be hiding. However, on the ice road there appeared to be
little or nothing to see. The white plain was virtually featurel ess, stretched
out in a wi de saddl e between two jagged peaks of broken, inpassable stone. Any
irregularities were confined to gentle undul ati ons —where the w nd had

scul pted hunpback drifts - and minor changes in the texture and | uni nescence
of the snow. The snow itself varied froma coarse granular crust that seened
quite dull to a snmooth, shiny surface that was as hard and as brittle as gl ass
—but as yet there had been no sign of the dreaded skelf.

As usual, Narvat had been in command of the scouts. He had been | eading the
main party hinself, and as soon as he heard the warning cry, the |ieutenant
began directing the people around him Raufar deployed nmen as best he could
until they were able to discover the nature of the threat. Pjorsa, who was
Terrel's sel f-appointed protector, pulled the healer down so that they were
kneeling in the lee of one of the drifts. The expression on the soldier's
scarred face was serious as he scanned the plain, but there was also a glint
of anticipation in his eyes.

"Don't worry, healer,' he whispered. 'There's no way they can get to us

wi t hout us seeing themfirst.'

A few nonents later, the enemy cane hurtling over the curved horizon ahead of
them But it was not soldiers Raufar's troops were about to face. It was a
fast-nmovi ng wave of dense and blinding fog.

' Together. Spear length!' the captain yelled, heedl ess of the dangers of

aval anches now. Hi s nore pressing concern was to prevent his entire conmpany
from beconmi ng dispersed in the mst. As a group they could still defend

t hensel ves. Apart, they could be picked off one by one by eneny raiders.

For Terrel, everything after that happened in a disorientating blur. As the
fog envel oped them all but his closest conpani ons becane invisible, and even
those nearby were little nore than shadowy outlines. Raufar's voice drifted
out of the murk

"I thought you said you could deal with this sort of thing.'

"This is different,' Haun replied. 'Sonething's .. .' The rest of the
neomancer's response was | ost as shouts were heard in the distance, followed
by the clash of steel. The fighting had begun

"Stay here,' Pjorsa ordered, then disappeared in the direction of the noise.

A moment | ater Stykkis |oomed up out of the mist, his sword in hand.

"This way,' he hissed. 'Follow ne.'

'"Pjorsa told ne to stay here.’

"You can't,' Stykkis stated flatly. 'W're nmoving. Let's go.'

Until then Terrel had had no trouble with his footing but now, as they set

of f, his boots seened to slide or sink unpredictably with each step. It was as
if the water vapour in the air was al so nmaki ng the snow beneath his feet
slippery. He was part of a silent phalanx of soldiers, each nan keeping the

di stance between him and those to either side to a mininum while still giving
t hensel ves space to use their weapons if necessary. The sounds of conbat were
com ng fromseveral different directions now, but as yet the actual fighting
remai ned invisible. It occurred to Terrel that in the severely reduced
visibility it would be difficult to tell friend fromfoe, and in such confused
conditions it would be easy to panic. But Raufar's men were better disciplined
than that. They noved on steadily and with purpose.

Thunder crashed overhead, its runbling echoes shaking the ground, and then

wi t hout warning, the fog lifted, swept away by a sudden gust of wi nd that
shredded the layers of m st and scattered the remants over the nountainside.
After the grey gloom the daylight was al nost blinding, even though a thick

bl anket of high cloud shrouded the sky.

The sol diers exploded into action, sprinting in different directions in
response to their officers' comrands, or reacting to the obvi ous needs of
their conrades. Terrel found hinself nore or less forgotten, left to fend for
hinself, and in the blur of activity he didn't know which way to turn. In the
end he sinply crouched down, hoping to nake sense of what was goi ng on about
hi m



Al t hough it soon becane clear that this was the nost serious encounter of
their campaign so far, Terrel was at a loss to tell how the Bl ack troops were
faring. He could already see places where the snow had been stained red with
the bl ood of the fallen, but it was inmpossible to know which side was w nning
the fragmentary battle. The very fact that their foes had prepared such an
anbush - both magical and nmilitary - in such a place was an indication of
their serious intent, and they had had the el enent of surprise on their side.
But Raufar's nen were seasoned warriors for the nost part, and Terrel was in
no doubt that they would prove difficult to overcone. Until then he had not
consi dered what he would do if he was captured by the White forces —and even
now, when the possibility was rather nore i nmedi ate, he was no closer to a
decision. In any case, his first priority was sinply to stay alive. Utimtely
it did not matter who won Myvatan's war; it was his own nmission to find the
el emental that was paranmount.

A series of urgent shouts drew his attention to the fact

that four mniature tornadoes - each one whirling snow up into its tw sting,
cone-shaped vortex - were weaving their way down the slope fromthe northwest.
Their progress was erratic, and even though the danger they presented was
obvi ous, Terrel couldn't see how any of the neo-mancers —on either side —
could hope to use such inaccurate weapons effectively. Soldiers of both sides
were running to avoid them wth a few of the nore unfortunate being caught
and flung aside as if they were rag dolls. It soon becane clear that staying
where he was was no | onger an option. Although the whirlw nds were constantly
veering in different directions, the general line of their progress was
towards Terrel. Just as he had reached this conclusion, and was wonderi ng

whi ch way to go, Stykkis reappeared at his side.

'"W've got to get you out of here,' he said, breathing hard. Blood stained the
sl eeves of his uniformas well as his blade.

"Are the tornadoes ours or theirs? Terrel asked.

"Theirs. Cone on.'

They ran, crouching in case they becane targets for any eneny archers, and
reached a hol | ow whose only occupants were dead. The two men had evidently
killed each other with sinmultaneous spear thrusts. Stykkis ignored them
allowing hinself only a few noments to study the | atest devel opnents of the
battle, but Terrel couldn't help staring. The Wite soldier could not have
been nore than nineteen years old, and the expression frozen on his face was
one of surprise rather than pain. H's opposite number was Kavi ka, the man
Terrel had net at the healing pools. He had been restored to health in an

al nrost mracul ous fashion then, but there would be no way back fromthis
injury. His eneny's spear had buried itself in his heart. Hi s end had been
qui ck - he had hardly bled at all - but the frost that

was al ready formng on his eyel ashes and on his beard nade Terrel shiver,

si ckened by the sensel ess waste of young life.

"This is a mess,' Stykkis nuttered. 'l can't tell what's going on. Wat do
Hraun and Jauron think they' re doing?

The four tornadoes had now coal esced into one nuch nmore powerful entity.
Everywhere it went - and its nmovenents were still wholly unpredictable - the
tornado whi pped up a series of mniature blizzards, filling the air with

spi kes of flying ice. Such was the disruption it had caused that the fighting
between the two forces had taken second place to the soldiers' efforts to
avoi d the how i ng nenace.

"Raufar's trying to regroup our men,' Stykkis said. 'W'Ill circle round ..
Let's go.'

Terrel followed the Iieutenant, happy to | eave the macabre tabl eau of the
hol | ow behi nd. They skirted round the area where nost of the fighting had
taken place, clinmbing on to a slightly higher |level of the plateau. In doing
so, they were coming closer to their objective of rejoining the main body of
t he conpany, but they had al so exposed thenselves to view fromthe entire
battlefield. That fact had deadly consequences a nonent |ater when a volley of
arrows whirred through the air around them Terrel threw hinself to the ground



and escaped unscat hed, but one of the bolts caught the |lieutenant in the side,
burying itself deeply in the flesh beneath his rib cage. Terrel crawed to his
ai d.

"You have to go on,' Stykkis gasped through clenched teeth.

"I can't leave you like this. Let nme—

"No. This ... is not ... good.' The soldier's strength was fading fast. 'If
you stay here all you'll do ... is get... yourself killed." As if to enphasize
t he poi nt, another

arrow thudded into the ground nearby, but the healer still hesitated. 'Co,"'

Stykki s whispered, then fell silent, his eyes already fil mng over.

Terrel got to his feet and ran. At the sane tine he becane aware that the
tornado was no | onger scream ng, and that the battle had been rejoined in
earnest. However, he also saw that a group of his conrades were making their
way towards him and was heartened both by that and by the fact that no nore
arrows were com ng his way.

H s feet thudded agai nst hard-packed snow, his |opsided gait propelling him
towards at | east some neasure of safety, but in the next step he overbal anced
and fell headlong, only to |land on snow softer than any pillow He skimed

al ong the surface, white crystals flying up around him blind once nore. Wen
he cane to rest, he tried to get up, but there was sonething wong with his
[inbs. None of them could get any purchase on the snow beneath him He felt

hi nsel f sinking, and fear jolted through his entire body as he realized what
had happened. He had stunbled into a patch of skelf.

Petrified now, he tried to renmenber what the soldiers had told himto do if he
ever found himself in such a predicanent. Keep still. Don't struggle. But that
was easier said than done. Moving will only make you sink faster. He
concentrated sinply on breathing, blowing flakes of snow from his nose and
mout h. The white stuff around himwas |ike nothing he had ever come across
before. It was incredibly fine, alnost powdery, and it was dry —except where
a few grains had nelted against his skin. It supported his prone body, but he
couldn't feel it. It was as if he were weightless, floating on sone sort of
liquid rather than Iying on the ground. Perhaps | can swi mout, he thought,
but as soon as he tried to nmove, the skelf shifted and slid around him naking
hi m t hi nk of quicksand. You couldn't swmin that.

H s only hope was that the soldiers would recognize his peril and cone to the
rescue. The last thing he wanted was for any of themto blunder into the sane
trap and be sucked down too, but perhaps they'd be able to reach himfromthe
edge with a spear, or throwa rope to him He tried to see where they were,
but his eyes were too close to the surface, and he couldn't see nuch. He tried
to call out, to attract their attention and to warn them but he was |ying
face down; the powder nuffled his voice, and the novenent of his chest set the
snow qui vering agai n. There was no response. Al he could hear was the
soughi ng of the wind. Even the sounds of warfare seened to have been sil enced
NOW.

Then, at last, he glinpsed someone wal ki ng towards him He was about to cry
out in warning again when he realized it would not be necessary, and his
relief turned to amazenment. The skelf would present no threat to this visitor
- because he was a ghost.

Elam gl ided effortlessly over the treacherous surface and | ooked down at his
friend with a slight smle on his face.

What are you doi ng down there?

This isn't ordinary snow. It's |like quicksand. | can't nove

El am | aughed.

Real | y? You get yourself into some awkward spots, don't you?

It's not funny, Terrel said, angry now. |Is anyone comng to help ne?

The ghost | ooked around.

Not that | can see.

Where's Al yssa?

Who? El am asked, then grinned. Oh yes, the one you al ways dream about. | don't
think you'll be seeing her any nore.



What do you nean? Terrel was both confused and

al armed now, not only by what El am had said, which didn't nake nuch sense, but
also by the way he'd said it. Hs voice didn't sound right.

They 've stopped fighting, his friend reported, glancing round again. He
sounded al nost di sappoi nted. Perhaps | should start another set of tornadoes.
Anot her set? Terrel wondered, then the truth came crashing into his brain |ike
an aval anche. In spite of appearances, this was not Elam It was Jax.

Chapter Thirty-Seven

The inplications of his twin's presence nmade Terrel's head reel. Jax was

obvi ously now capabl e of travelling independently, and of changing his
appearance - but the healer was too preoccupied with his own situation to
dwell on what that nmeant. He had realized that in spite of his efforts to keep
still he was sinking gradually, so that now he was having to crane his neck
back in order to breathe. He kept hoping the soldiers would come, but there
was no sign of any of them Wat had happened to the men who had been headi ng
towar ds hi n®?

The cold was beginning to seep through his thick clothing, but there was
not hi ng he could do about that. He was about to drown in snow —and he was
effectively alone. There was nothing Jax could do to help him even if he'd
wanted to —which was in itself very unlikely. But he was currently Terrel's
only link with the outside world, and perhaps he coul d somrehow use himto
attract the attention of his human conpani ons.

What are you doi ng here, Jax?

No fooling you is there, brother? the prince responded sarcastically. And

t hought this was such a clever disguise. He was not |ooking at Terrel as he
spoke, his attention focused el sewhere.

Are you watching the sol diers?

Jax didn't answer, but a small shiver ran through his spectral frame and his
borrowed eyes shone with delight.

What next? he asked hinsel f.

An om nous runbling sound reached Terrel's ears, and the skelf around him
trenbled. He felt his hips sink a little deeper, his | egs submerged now. Soon
as the angl es changed, his whole body would begin to slide into a frozen
grave.

W1l you help nme? he asked desperately.

That did get Jax's attention.

Hel p you? he said incredulously. Al this time you 've been trying to keep ne
away, and now, when you can't stop nme, all of a sudden you want my hel p?
That's rich.

Why are you here? Terrel asked. Wiy here exactly?

I've got to keep an eye on you, haven't |? the prince replied. / must give you
some credit, brother. I rvouldn 't have even known about this place if you
hadn 't cone here. You 've no idea how nmuch fun |'ve had.

Terrel could believe it. As a weather-mage, Jax was, in effect, a natura
neomancer. He was, quite literally, in his element - and Tofana's tuition had
evidently made the place even nore attractive. But something he had said had
gi ven the heal er an idea.

| was the one who |led you here, he said, grasping at the flinsiest of straws.
If I die, that link will be lost, won't it?

Jax shrugged, apparently unconcerned, but there had been a flicker of
uncertainty in Elam s eyes.

| don't think so, he said. Tofana—

But you can't be sure, can you? Terrel persisted, cutting himoff. Do you want
the nost exciting part of your day to be your studies at court?

At least | won't have to listen to you noaning any nore, Jax nuttered, but
there was no conviction in his tone.

Terrel was still sinking, albeit very slowy. Only the

upper part of his head was now conpletely clear of the surface. H s nmouth was
al ready bl ocked, and he was having to breathe through his nose.

Last chance, Jax. | haven't got |ong.



What am | supposed to do, anyway? The prince sounded petul ant now.

Terrel was seized by a sudden, terrifying inspiration

Start a tornado, he said. Right here.

For a few noments Jax just stared at him

Do it! Terrel ordered.

After a noment, he sensed the first few wi sps of powdery snow bei ng picked up
by the nascent spiral breeze, and then felt the wind grow rapidly in strength.
After that he had no tinme to speak, or even think, as the world around him
went mad. Even if he'd been able to keep his eyes open, there would have been
nothing to see except a white blur. The noise levels rose to a how that nade
himthink of the karabura —the bl ack sandstornms of the Bi nhenma- Ghar —and
primeval forces robbed himof any control over his own body. He had hoped t hat
he'd sinply be thrown aside, out of the skelf, but in fact he'd been caught up
in the heart of the mael strom surrounded by swirling powder, buffeted and
twisted this way and that. At times he seenmed to be turning cartwheel s, at
others he spun round like a top, and all the while he had no idea which way
was up or down. It was |ike being punched by a hundred fists all at the sane
time, while his linbs were al nost wenched fromtheir sockets by invisible
hands and his clothes were nearly torn fromhis back

At last the tornado abated a little, but to Terrel's dismy he felt hinself
not being tossed clear but falling. It seened that Jax's efforts m ght succeed
only in burying himeven deeper. Then he landed with a jarring thunp that
knocked what little breath he had left out of him and

he realized that he was now |l ying on solid ground. When he was finally able to
open his eyes, he found he was at the bottom of a deep hollow The sky above
was cross-hatched with streaners of white as the tail end of the tornado bl ew
itself out. The whirlwi nd hadn't nmoved himat all, but it had enptied the
skel f out of the depression he had stunbled into, dispersing it to fall as a
harm ess dusting of snow across the whol e expanse of the ice road. Terrel was
gasping for breath, battered and bruised, and it felt as if he had strained
every rmuscle in his body - but he was alive.

He | ooked up to see Jax smling down at himfromEl ams face. He tried to
stand up, but his |egs gave way beneath himand he sat down again with a bunp,
groani ng as pain shot through his whol e body. He decided to stay where he was
for the time being. Now that there appeared to be no i nedi ate danger to his
life, he decided to try to persuade Jax to answer a few questions.

Why did you choose to |l ook like that? he asked.

He's been annoying ne for a long tine now, the prince replied. And | thought
it'd be a good joke.

Terrel recalled the last tine Elam had 'annoyed' his twin, and was grateful to
his friend.

| can choose what | look like in this form Jax nodded, but it's easier if
it's a shape you know.

Where's the real El an? Terrel asked, wondering whether the prince's borrow ng
of the ghost's shape had had any effect on his friend.

How shoul d | know? his brother replied with a touch of irritation

Did Tofana teach you how to do this?

She gave ne a few hints, but | worked nost of it out for nyself

So you can cone here any tinme you want to?

Yes. Does that bother you? Jax's mal evol ent glee was plain to see.

Not at all, Terrel lied. | was hoping you coul d.

Why? his twi n asked suspi ciously.

There' |l be an opportunity soon for you to have sonme fun and help ne at the
sane tine.

Why should | help you? Isn't saving your |ife enough? Jax asked. What nore do
you want ?

Tofana's planning to do sonmething at a place called Hvannadal, and | want to
stop her.

Magi c? the prince queried eagerly.
O course. Wiat el se would a wi zard be doi ng?



Then why should | want to stop her?

Because if she succeeds it will nean the end of the war, the end of everyone
on Myvatan - and quite possibly the end of all nagic here. There won't be any
left for you to use then. He was exaggerating the risks —or at |east he hoped

he was —in a deliberate attenpt to worry Jax. The prince would not care about
t he people of the island, but any threat to his own pl easure m ght spur him
into action. O course, I'll understand if you don't want to oppose her, he
added.

What do you mean?

She beat you last tine, after all.

She did not! Jax stated angrily.

Then why did you end up back in the healing pool s?
| just got tired. That happens after a while.

If you say so, Terrel goaded him Still, as | say, it's no disgrace to be
afraid of her.

I"'mnot afraid, Jax clainmed. I'll show you. Then his expression changed,
becom ng arrogant again. | know what you're doing.

What ? the heal er asked.

Trying to trick me. W 're so alike sonetines.

Terrel wanted to deny that assertion, but he had nore

i mportant things on his nmind. Al he could hope was that his twin would
respond to the chall enge he had thrown down, even though the prince had

di scerned his notives.

It's strange that all the wi zards here are wonen, he remarked, hoping to play
to Jax's msogyny, but his twin was no | onger paying any attention. He had
suddenly been surrounded by the flickering shapes of waiths who had arrived
silently and unannounced. Their intentions were far fromclear. At first
Terrel thought they were attacking the foreign ghost, and indeed Jax was
flailing about, trying to ward off their unwanted attentions, but they seened
to be doing himno harm After a few nonents of this ungainly dance, Terre
began to suspect that the waiths did not regard the newcomer as an eneny, but
sinmply as an object of curiosity, perhaps even of hope. They continued to
cluster round the prince, distracting and annoyi ng hi m

What is this? Jax nuttered. Go away!

Terrel renenbered Elamis coments about the ghosts 'just being there' making
t hi ngs worse on Myvatan, and wondered whether Jax was unwittingly doing the
same thing. The waiths were clearly drawn to him but now they seened to be
becom ng nore and nore agitated.

| have to go, Jax stated abruptly. He sounded weary as well as frustrated now,
and Terrel guessed that his earlier exertions had used up nost of his strength
—and that he, like Alyssa, would need to return to Vadanis to 'rest' before
long. It was reassuring to know that there were limts to his brother's power.
However, thinking of Alyssa pronpted another menory, and there was a question
Terrel needed to ask before Jax left.

What did you nmean about not seeing Alyssa again? he said hurriedly.

Oh, it seens she's got the idea that you betrayed her, the

prince replied, with a malicious grin. Can't imagine why. | think this one's
been trying to tell her the truth, but he can't find her. He was still waving
his arms at the wwaiths, but his i mage was fadi ng now, his voice grow ng
fainter.

As Terrel watched his brother |eave, he al nost wi shed he hadn't asked the
final question. The answer inplied not only that Alyssa was still angry with
him but also that there was nore trouble between his allies. It had al ways
been Alyssa who found the ghosts before - or at least Terrel had assuned it to
be that way round - and the fact that she had chosen not to contact them

rai sed the awful possibility that she did not intend to | ead themto his aid.
And that meant she really m ght have abandoned hi m -which was the worst

puni shrment Terrel coul d inagine.

He was still considering this dreadful prospect as the waiths drifted away
and a new set of visitors took their place. Raufar and Pjorsa came scranbling



down the side of the hollow, while several other soldiers watched fromthe
rim

'CGods, he's alive!' Pjorsa exclained

"Are you hurt?' the captain asked as he cane to a slithering halt beside him
"Abit," Terrel replied. 'Nothing serious.'

Pj orsa shook his head in amazenent.

"You have a charned life, healer,' he said.

Terrel was not sure he agreed. At that nonent it felt nore as if he was

cur sed.

"It was odd,' Raufar said thoughtfully. 'The Wite didn't seemto know what
was goi ng on either. Their neomancers nust have produced the whirlw nds, but
it didn't seemto do them nmuch good."

"It was a ness,' Narvat agreed. 'Both sides lost a lot of nen.'

Terrel was listening to the discussion, but not taking an active part. He
could have told them who had really been responsible for the tornadoes, but to
do so woul d have rai sed nore questions than it answered, and he did not fee
up to that. He was in pain and very weary, having dragged hinmself to the other
side of the ice road along with what remained of the company. They were stil
hi gh enough in the nmountains for there to be snow lying in places, but for the
nost part there was solid earth beneath their feet now - and everyone was

t hankful for this. But the nmood in the canp was sonbre. They had | eft over
twenty men behind, including Stykkis, and quite a few nore were struggling
with injuries. Terrel had used the last of his flagging energies to do what he
could for them until Raufar had ordered himto stop, pointing out that they
still had a long way to go and he did not want Terrel exhausting hinself.
"After the whirlw nd died away,' the captain was saying now, 'the Wite were
about to renew their attack when one of them burst into flanme. After
everything el se that had happened it was just too nuch for them and they ran
of f. Then the aval anches started, which nmeant we couldn't pursue them'

"It also cut us off fromwhere you were,' Pjorsa added. 'O we'd have been
with you a ot sooner. Not that |I'd have been too keen to end up where you
did.'

"I"ve never seen anything like it,' Narvat said, his amazenent still obvious
even sone hours after the event. 'Are you sure you' re not a neomancer?

Terrel shook his head, but said nothing.

"Wl |, whoever or whatever was responsible, it probably saved your life,’
Raufar said. 'I'mnot sure we'd have been able to pull you out of the skelf in
time, especially after the aval anches had made so nmuch of the terrain
treacherous."'

It was clear that, for the soldiers, the whirlw nd that had surrounded Terre
was just one nore inexplicable event in a day that had contai ned several, but
none of them nentioned havi ng seen any ghosts or waiths.

'"Did one of our fire-starters kill the Wite soldiers? Terrel asked quietly.
He had noticed the deep hole in the snow, which had been nelted by the heat of
the deadly fire. Were it had refrozen it was discoloured with ash, but there
was nothing left of the man except for a few scorched fragnments at the bottom
of the pit. He still found it hard to believe that any human being coul d be
reduced to such insignificant remains.

"I presumed they nust have done,' Raufar answered. 'And | tore themoff a
strip for disobeying orders, but they both swear blind it wasn't their doing.'
'Can you believe then?' Pjorsa asked. 'Jauron's not exactly reliable, is he?
"No,' the captain agreed, 'but on this occasion | think he's telling the
truth. It's a nystery.'

Terrel's suspicions were confirmed. Jax had been responsible for this as well.
He wondered whether the victimhad been chosen specifically, or sinply picked
out at random

"Who el se can it have been, though?' Narvat asked. 'Unless the eneny have

wor ked out how to do it too.'

"If they have, they're not very good,' Raufar said. 'It was one of their own
nmen that burned.’



'Maybe it was a mistake,' Pjorsa suggested. 'I've heard runours of things |ike
t hat happening to sone of our neo-mancers in Saudark.'

"Yes, well, we shouldn't pay too nmuch attention to rumpurs,' the captain said.
'"W've got a job to do. If all goes according to plan, we should nmeet up with
the units fromthe Krafla Pass tonorrow, or the day after at the latest. After
that it's an easy run to Hvannadal .'

'Let's hope it's easy,' Pjorsa said.

'"We're through the worst now,' Raufar assured him 'After today we ought to be
able to cope with anything, eh Terrel?

The heal er could only nod absently. His heart was so full of foreboding he
couldn't bring hinmself to speak

Chapter Thirty-Ei ght

Things did not go according to plan. After several unintentional detours, the
troop finally reached the agreed rendezvous point, but there was no one there
to neet them Narvat swore they'd got the right place this time, but there was
no sign of any of the other units.

'Coul d they have got here earlier and gone on?' Pjorsa asked.

Rauf ar shook his head.

' They' d be di sobeying orders if they did,' he said.

"Not if there'd been a signal."’

"W'd have seen it too,' the captain replied. 'Besides, there'd be sonme sign
of a canp here. No one's passed this way recently.’

"You think they've been driven back?' Narvat said.

"All of then?' Raufar nmuttered. 'l doubt it. It's nore likely they' ve been

del ayed like we were.'

Listening to him Terrel wondered if their comander's response was genui ne or
sinmply expedient. The idea that all their nearest allies had been defeated
woul d be bad for norale. No one had mentioned the other possibility —that the
other units had been massacred —but he could tell by the expressions on the
sol diers' faces that the thought had occurred to them

"I"ll send scouts to the entrances of the other passes,' Narvat said. 'See if
we can find out what's going on.'

"Do that. In the nmeantine, we wait and nmake the best of this.' Raufar |ooked
around. 'We should investigate that valley down there.'

"Il go,' Narvat said.

'"Go carefully,' the captain advised. 'If it's as fertile as it |ooks, they're
not likely to have left it undefended."'

The |ieutenant went to organize the various scouting parties, and | eft Raufar
and Pjorsa to oversee the setting up of the canp. They had chosen the spot for
its defensive advantages —the approaches could all be guarded by a relatively
smal | number of sentries —but the position offered little confort. Set on a
smal | triangul ar plateau, and surrounded by boul der-strewn escarpnents, it was
exposed to wind and rain. Even though there were only a few hours of darkness
now, and the snowfields were behind them it still promsed to be a cold

ni ght .

Since their |ast encounter, three days earlier, they had seen no sign of any
eneny forces, but they were alone in unfamliar territory, and the future of

t he canpai gn was uncertain. Even for nmen hardened by many years of war, it was
a nervous tine.

As the sun set, Narvat returned with news that seenmed too good to be true, and
Terrel was not surprised when Raufar treated it with sone suspicion

"There is a village,' the lieutenant reported, 'but it's been abandoned. Not a
single person to be seen. At first | thought they'd retreated to the tower -
it's a good one, solid stone, no windows until the third floor —but that was

enpty too.'

"You're sure?

" Absol utely. The | adder was still in place. W were able to walk right in.
They' d even left some grain and other stores inside.'’

"This doesn't sound right,' Raufar declared. 'It nust be a trap.'

"If it is, I don't know how they're going to spring it. W checked all the



approaches and they're clear. Even if the Wite did reappear, we'd be able to
get away in plenty of tine.'

' Magi c?
"Hraun was with nme, and he says there's nothing unusual .’
' Poi son, then?' the captain suggested, still |ooking for the danger he felt

sure was there.

"Hraun checked the well and some of the other stuff,' Narvat replied. 'He says
it's clean. Mst of the crops haven't even been harvested, so it's difficult
to see how they coul d have been poi soned. There are even sonme goats and pigs

still in their pens. Gve nme a foraging party first thing tonorrow and we can
be feasting by m dday.'

"This is insane,' Raufar grunbled, still not convinced. 'What are they playing
at ?'

'Maybe the White arny's already retreated,' Pjorsa said, 'and the villagers
knew t hey wouldn't be able to defend thenselves, so they left in a hurry.
"Wthout their livestock? O their stores?

'Perhaps they were ordered to | eave,' Narvat suggested.

'That would only make sense if it was a trap,' the captain said. 'But from
what you tell nme, there's no indication of that.'

"And if it isn't, we'd be fools not to take advantage,' Pjorsa comented. 'The
men would feel a lot better for a bit of roast pork in their bellies.'
Raufar could not deny the truth of that. The campai gn had al ready | asted

| onger than anyone had foreseen, and a chance to replenish their dw ndling
suppl i es was unquestionably attractive. Even so, his doubts persisted.

"What do you think, Terrel? he asked, turning to the healer

'Me?' Terrel couldn't hide his surprise at being consulted. 'I've no idea.'
'You don't have any feeling about this? One way or the other?

"No.' He wasn't sure what Raufar was getting at.

"All right,' the captain said, turning back to Narvat. '|I want a close watch
kept on the valley through the night. Tell the |ookouts to report anything
they see. Anything at all. I'Il decide in the norning.'

"I"ll organize it,' the lieutenant replied. 'Are any of the other scouts back
yet ?'

'"No,"' Raufar answered. 'Wich means no one else is close. For the tine being,
we're on our own.'

The next day brought nore definite news. Narvat and his foraging party had a

successful - and uneventful - return to the valley, and the food they brought
back was very wel come. After the short rations of the previous few days, the
m dday neal did indeed seemlike a feast. Wiile he still couldn't fathomthe

reasons behind the villagers' actions, even Raufar was now prepared to enjoy
the benefits of their wthdrawal.

They were still savouring the neal when one of the scouts returned froma
nei ghbouring pass with the news that another conpany would be joining them
soon.

'Did you make contact?' Raufar asked.

"Yes, sir.'

"\Whose troop is it?

' Captain Hosak's.'

The nane sounded fanmiliar to Terrel, and he renenbered that Hosak had
conmanded t he squad that had escorted him from Saudark to Tofana's pyramd
'Casual ties?" Raufar asked. 'About the same as us, as far as | could judge.'
"Did you see any eneny activity while you were out?" 'No, Captain. Not a
thing. And Hosak's nmen hadn't seen any sign of the White for the last three
days either.' 'Good man. CGet sone food and rest. You' ve earnt it.'

"This is the strangest canpaign |'ve ever known,' Hosak concl uded. 'Wat the
White are doing makes no sense.’

The two captains, together with their respective |ieutenants and neonancers,
had spent some tinme discussing their progress. The newconers' story matched
Raufar's in nost respects. Although they too had been harassed and del ayed by
their elusive foes, there had been no serious engagenents. Even though the



eneny seened to be aware of what the Black forces were intent on doing, they
had made no concerted effort to stop them

"Their tactics are strange,' Raufar agreed. 'Have you had news of any other
uni ts?'

"Not for sone time, and what we heard wasn't nuch better than runour.
According to sonme of the troops to the west of us, the |anding at Hof nar
didn't go well, but I've no confirmation of that. And some of the units we're
supposed to neet up with have apparently got thenselves |ost or turned back.'
"I find that hard to believe.'

'"Me too,' Hosak said. 'I'mjust reporting what we were told.' He paused
apparently wei ghing up his next words. 'The only other thing we've heard
sounds even nore dubi ous. There've been sone runours about treason - that
someone has told the Wite exactly what we're planning to do.'

"That's ridiculous!" Raufar exclained. 'No one would contenplate such a thing.
And in any case, it would

make what the eneny have been doing even nore absurd.'

"Agreed. It's probably just a stupid joke that someone took too seriously.'
Terrel wasn't ready to dismiss the idea so readily. He was still wondering
whet her the Hol ma m ght have betrayed Pingeyri's plans for reasons of their
own. If they had, he wished they'd let himin on the secret —and on what such
a nove was supposed to achieve.

'There's another reason why this canpaign is different fromany we've been on
before,' Narvat remarked, when it became clear that the captains had conpleted
their initial discussion.

"What's that?' Hosak asked.

'"W've got wizards with us this tinme.'

"Surely you' re not suggesting that they're responsible for any of our

m sfortunes? Hraun gasped.

"I"mnot suggesting anything,' Narvat replied, remaining calmin the face of
t he neomancer's outrage. 'I'mjust stating a fact.'

'The lieutenant has a point,' Hosak comrented.

"And the White nust know about it by now,' Raufar added. 'Perhaps they're
waiting until they can get their own w zards invol ved.'

' They want us to go to Hvannadal ?'

"Yes, but at a time of their choosing. That woul d explain why they've been
trying to delay us rather than drive us back.'

"If that's the case,' Narvat put in, '"then | can't hel p wonderi ng what they
m ght have waiting for us there.'

"Whatever it is, they'll be no match for Tofana,' Jauron stated with a
confident smile. '"Get us there and we'll finish the job.'" Unlike his fell ow
neomancer, he had not been angered by the captain's theory.

"Are you sure of that?' Pjorsa asked. 'If they do know what we're planning,
then their wizards will have made arrangenents to counter our magic

"Not this magic,' Jauron clained.

"W saw one of them burn, don't forget,' the lieutenant persisted. 'That neans
t hey nmust know sonet hing about it.'

"Not necessarily,' Hraun said. 'That could just have been a random chai n.
Their neomancers were clearly incompetent. They couldn't even control their
own whirlw nds.'

"Are you telling us you can beconme a fire-starter by acci dent

"You woul dn't mind them havi ng some fancy new sort of crossbowif all they
could do was shoot thenselves with it,' Jauron renmarked.

'They could get better,' Pjorsa pointed out. "It took your lot a while to get
the hang of it, so |I've heard.'

Hraun's face darkened at the suggestion, but Jauron merely snil ed.

"Don't worry,' he said. 'When we're done, this is going to be the end of the
war . '

"Just as long as it's not the end of us too,' Pjorsa replied. 'I can face a
warrior's death, but I don't want to get turned into a pile of ash.'

' Then you'd better make sure you stay behind ne.'



' Enough!' Raufar declared, as the two nmen | ocked stares. 'W're soldiers.
We'll follow orders. That's an end of it'

The ensuing silence was finally broken by Terrel

"There is an alternative,' he said tentatively.

"What's that?' Raufar denmanded.

"If you're in doubt, we could go to the Lonely Peaks before headi ng for
Hvannadal .’

Al t hough the sol diers were obviously shocked by this idea, no one spoke, and
Terrel seized his chance

"W're amobng the units furthest to the east, aren't we? So we're closest to
the glacier. If we were to find the Peacenaker before we got to the springs,
no one would be able to stand agai nst us.'

"W could only do it if we don't get the signal to advance,' Raufar said after
a few nonents.

"You're not seriously considering this? Hosak exclainmed. 'It would be

tant amount to desertion!’

"Not if it leads to victory,' Terrel said.

Hosak | ooked at him measuring the foreigner anew.

"You've made quite a reputation for yourself since we last met,' he said. 'But
you' re wong about this.'

' How can you be so sure?

' The Red Moon was full |ast night.'

Terrel had been hoping that no one would point that out.

' Even so— he began, but Hosak cut him off

"And there's no guarantee you or anyone else will ever find the sword.'

Terrel was about to say something nmore, even though he already knew the cause
was | ost, but their discussion was interrupted by the hurried approach of one
of the sentries.

"There's nmovenent in the valley, Captain,' he reported breathl essly.

The soldiers instantly set about readying thenselves for battle, all thoughts
of future plans set aside. However, an hour later, the news cane that the
|atest arrivals were their allies. Two nore conpani es of the Black Quarter
were now cl ose by, and the tension in the canp eased once nore.

Terrel was woken during the night by the sound of another report being nmade
to Raufar.

"Sorry to wake you, Captain, but the sentries have seen a signal flare over to
the west.'

"What col our?' Raufar asked quickly.

"They think it was green, but it was too far away to tell for sure.’

"Then there'll be another. Get nore nen on watch now. We need to be certain.’
Terrel crawl ed out of his tent and | ooked around to see that Raufar had done
the sane. He was wrapping hinself in a cloak while watching the western

hori zon. Not wanting to disturb him Terrel found a vantage point on a nearby
rock and waited.

A short time later, the healer saw a small flanme rise into the sky, trailing a
faint line of sparks. It was rmuch closer than the earlier one had been —as
the various units passed the nessage along the Iine —and when the flare

expl oded, the vivid green col our was unm st akabl e.

"That's our answer,' Raufar told the soldiers around him 'W've got the
go-ahead. W begin the final push for Hvannadal tonorrow.'

Chapter Thirty-N ne

It was the size of a mountain, but it wasn't |like any nountain Terrel had ever
seen. He stared in amazenent, as did everyone around him And |ike everyone
around him he wondered what it meant.

The way it shimrered in the air, the way it was there and not there at the
same time, rem nded himof the done over the doomed pal ace in Tal azoria. But
this was a quite different shape. It was a glittering, three-sided pyranmid —
like the upper level of Tofana's hone when she had nade it transparent in
order to watch the neomancer trials. But this pyranmid was huge; it covered an
entire city and a good part of the plain around it. The walls and towers of



Hvannadal were visible inside, but they |ooked as if they were being seen
through a thin layer of sunlit gauze. It nade the place seemotherworldly, as
though it was an image froma dream

The awed silence of the soldiers with Terrel was an indication that they were
as unnerved and as nystified as he was. No one had ever seen anything |ike
this before, and to have come so close to their objective only to be faced
with such a vast and unknown power had rendered them all speechl ess. d ancing
at his conpanions, Terrel saw that even Raufar was tenporarily at a | oss. The
captain clearly knew that he ought to be doing or saying something - to
reassert his authority, and to renmind his

men of their mlitary discipline - but, like all the others, he was too
surprised to do anything but stare at what |ay ahead of them In the end it
was Pjorsa who broke the silence and the spell that had been cast over them
"Savik's teeth,' he growl ed. 'They nmust be terrified of us if they' ve gone to
the trouble of building that thing.'

Wth those words the nood began to change. To Terrel's amazenent the soldiers
became warriors once nore, their confidence renewed and their fears forgotten
Rauf ar snapped out of his reverie and began to i ssue orders. Before |ong,

j okes and | aughter were bei ng exchanged, and the pyram d was being viewed as
just another challenge in the war that was the all-consuni ng passion of their
l'ives.

It had taken them al nost half a nedian nmonth to conplete the journey to
Hvannadal . They had nmet with little or no resistance fromeneny forces, with
the Wiite defenders apparently nelting away before any serious fighting could
take place, but this had only reinforced their suspicions that they were being
lured into a trap. Because of this, Raufar and the other conmanders had
proceeded cautiously. They had all been aware that they were supposed to

[ aunch the final assault on the springs at the full of the Wite Mon. This
gave themplenty of time, and they did not want to make a nistake at this
stage. They had made contact with other units as they'd gone, taking
satisfaction in the evident suc'cess of the generals' plan, until they'd
arrived at the present positions with two days to spare before the date set
for the attack on the city.

Terrel had been aware of the arnmy massing all around, but as yet he hadn't
seen anyone other than the nen from Raufar and Hosak's conpani es. He had hoped
to be able to talk to some others —especially to Jarvik, Tegan or

Myrdal —but he had no idea where they were, and he coul dn't just wander
around what m ght soon becone a mmssive battlefield. Raufar had sent
nmessengers to General Pingeyri, requesting orders and hoping for news, but

t hat had been before the ghostly pyram d had formed - spreading up and out
fromits apex as though it had been buried beneath the plain and then raised
into the air by sone uni nagi nable force. As yet there had been no response
and, in the absence of any other duties, Raufar had set his men to making
their canmp as secure and confortable as possible. The soldiers had been in the
field for a long tinme now, and although the fighting had not been as fierce as
m ght have been expected, the journeying and constant watchful ness had taken
their toll. They were all glad of a chance to rest for a while.

Eventually, in the long twilight that preceded the few hours of true night, a
deputation arrived from Pingeyri. A colonel Terrel did not recognize called
Rauf ar and Hosak together for a briefing. The other newconer was Vatna, who
evidently had plans of his own.

"It's good to see you again,' he told the healer. 'Are you well?

Terrel nodded. He was about to say nore, but the magian was clearly in a
hurry.

'Good,' he said. 'Cone with ne.' He set off again without waiting for a
response.

"Where are we going?' Terrel asked as he fell into step beside him
"Pingeyri's sumoned a council of war,' Vatna replied. 'He wants you there.'
The general's comand centre was based in the |argest tent Terrel had ever
seen. It was bigger even than Algardi's fam |y hone. This remnmi nder of the



normad el der

who had died while Terrel had been in M srah made hi m wonder briefly how
things were going in that bel eaguered | and, but he was given no time to dwell
on it now.

Pi ngeyri acknow edged their arrival, and waved the newconers to one of the
unoccupi ed rugs that were laid out on the floor. O her menbers of the counci
of war —nost of whomwere famliar to Terrel - were already seated in a
ragged circle. Junior adjutants were noving anong them serving drinks, but
apart fromthat little seened to be happening. The general hinself was engaged
in a quiet conversation with Myrdal —one of the faces Terrel had been glad to
see —who was kneeling behind his master. The expression on Pingeyri's face
was a mixture of concern and displ easure, and the exchange ended with him

di smissing his adjutant with an angry gesture. As Myrdal stood up, he caught
Terrel's eye and nodded al nost inperceptibly. Terrel returned the greeting in
a simlar manner, then | ooked away quickly.

As he sat down, he scanned the other faces in the tent. Tofana sat next to her
fellow wi zard, her normally expressive face now i npassi ve. Varmahlid had her
crimson cl oak wapped around her bony shoul ders, and was staring into space,

i gnoring everyone around her. Several magi ans were hovering behind their

m stresses, but to Terrel's disappointment Tegan was not anong them Fl anki ng
Pi ngeyri were Eskif and Davik, and there were several officers the healer did
not recogni ze. Although two of themwore the insignia of the Red Quarter
Jarvi k was not present.

The general cleared his throat.

"Now that we're all here,' he said, 'we can begin again.'

Agai n? Terrel thought. He found it hard to believe that the discussion had
been del ayed for his benefit.

"I want to know what that thing is,' Pingeyri stated forcefully, as he turned
his gaze on the wi zards. 'What it neans

for us. And | don't want any high-flown theories. | want facts.'

"I"ve already told you— Tof ana began

"Then tell me again,' the general said belligerently. '"But this tine in words
| can understand.'’

The wi zard's enerald eyes shone nmenacingly in the lanplight, but Pingeyri was
clearly in no nood to be intim dated.

"It's a projection of Onundar's pyram d,' Tofana replied tersely. 'A
simulacrum 1t has no substance, but it has power. It's simlar to the shields
your neonancers use in the field.'

"Simlar, but not the same?

'Correct, General,' the w zard, conceded. 'This is different not just in scale
but in scope. The screen here not only offers physical, protection against

i nvasi on or weat her-weapons, but it al so has magi cal potency.’

"Are you telling me magic can't get in either?

'That's a sonewhat crude way of putting it,' she told him 'but in essence
it's the truth.'

"Magic can't get out either,' Varmahlid put in before Pingeyri had the chance
to react to the jibe. "Wile it's there, you need not worry about being
attacked by Onundar or any of the eneny's neonmancers.'

' Then what good does it do then? Why lure us here just to create a stand-of f?
The idea that they were being led into a trap had obviously occurred to
Pingeyri, as well as to his conpany conmmanders, but the general's bew | der ment
made Terrel wonder whether this might be what the underground wanted. Had they
somehow arranged a situation where the conflict at Hvannadal turned into a
stal emat e, hoping that Pingeyri would give up and head for the Lonely Peaks
instead? If that really was the case, it nmust nmean that they had influential
friends anong the people of the Wiite Quarter

"There is sonething ny coll eague hasn't mentioned,' Varmahlid said, |ooking at
t he general and studiously ignoring Tofana's warning glance. 'It's possible
the shield is designed not only to stop magic but actually to repel it, so
that any assault upon it would rebound on the attackers.'



' You have evidence of this?' Pingeyri denanded.

"Yes. In—

"It was an aberration,' Tofana cut in inpatiently. 'My colleague is wong to
draw such an inference froman isolated case.' The friction between the two

wi zards was obvi ous now.

"What happened?' the general asked bluntly.

"While we were investigating the shield, one of our fire-starters spotted a
group of eneny soldiers spying on us fromw thin, and he reacted like a

sol dier, not a magi an. He thought he had isolated the chain that would destroy
them but instead he destroyed hinsel f

' He burned?

"Yes,' Varmahlid confirned. 'As did three nore of our neomancers who were

near by. '

'He nade a mistake,' Tofana admitted. 'The pyramd may well be distorting
chains, but it proves nothing.'

"It's not exactly encouraging, though, is it?" Pingeyri snarled.

"W need to investigate further,' the wi zard nuttered.

"Rather more carefully,' Varmahlid added.

"I's that why the White kept retreating? Eskif asked. 'Do you think they're
expecting us to defeat ourselves by pointless attacks on this thing?

"If they are, they're seriously underestimting our intelligence,' Davik
commented. 'How long did they think it would take us to stop once we realized
the risks?

"Which brings me back to nmy original question,' Pingeyri said. 'Wat good does
this shield do then®

"Their generals aren't stupid,' the brigadier replied. 'They must be planning
somet hing el se, or they'd never have left so much | and undefended."

"What can they do frominside that thing? another officer asked.

"It's not just that,' Pingeyri went on. 'They won't be able to feed thensel ves
for much longer. Al their summer provisions are out here —with us! W can
supply ourselves indefinitely, but they'll starve by the autumm.’

' That raises the question of just how many people really are in Hvannadal,'
Davi k said. 'lI've had reports that some White units haven't retreated, but
slipped between our lines and let us go past.'

'Yes, yes, |'ve heard the sane thing,' the general snapped. 'A few smal
conpani es may well be behind us, but we saw nost of them heading for the city.
They still won't be able to survive a siege of nore than a short nonth.'

'So they nust be planning sonething else,’ Eskif repeated.

"Not necessarily,' Tofana responded. 'If they've found out about our new
magi ¢, this could be a desperate attenpt to avoid a catastrophic defeat, to
buy thenselves a little nore tine.'

"Time for what?' Pingeyri asked.

'"Reinforcenents fromthe Gold Quarter? Vatna suggested.

'No. W have that covered,' Davik replied. 'If they were going to send a force
bi g enough to make any difference, we'd have known about it by now. As it is,
they couldn't get here in tine.'

"Unl ess Hvannadal has al ready been prepared for a long siege,' Eskif put in.

' They may have been stockpiling supplies.’

"You saw their fields,' the general exclained, waving a |arge hand to indicate
the plain around them 'The crops weren't even harvested. They'll have to cone
out and fight eventually. All we have to do is starve them out.'

"Just how long are we prepared to wait?' the brigadi er asked.

"How | ong do you think they'll be able to maintain the pyram d?' Davi k asked,

| ooking at the wizards. 'It rmust be a huge drain on Onundar's resources.'
"Undoubt edly,' Varmahlid agreed, 'but the structure appears stable.
Maintaining it nowit's in place may be relatively easy - and Onundar has a
ready supply of power in the springs.'

"I"'mconfident we'll find a way to break it down eventually,' Tofana added
stiffly.

"And in the neantinme, our enemes inside will be growi ng weaker,' Pingeyri



concluded. 'It |ooks as though we could be here for a while, gentlenen.'

"W do have an alternative course of action.'

The voice had come fromthe shadows behind the general, who frowned at the
interruption. Myrdal stepped forward, his face drawn and pale. Terrel had the
feeling that the adjutant had already raised this alternative and been
rebuffed, but the Hol ma nust be desperate by now, and the young nman was
risking the general's wath in order to try once nore.

"I"ve already told you that's out of the question,' Pingeyri said angrily.
'"Wth respect, General, all I'msuggesting is switching the order of our
plans. W can't do anything here as long as the pyramd is in place, but
there's nothing to stop us searching for the Peacemaker now. '

'Myrdal has a point,' Eskif said quickly, before the general could respond
Pi ngeyri glanced at his colleague in surprise.

"If the arny sits around for too long, waiting for sonmething to happen, norale
will suffer,' the brigadier went on. 'At |east going on to the Lonely Peaks
woul d renew their sense of purpose.’

Terrel was delighted by this turn of events. It seemed that Kopak night have
finally persuaded his father to change his mnd. Nevertheless, it was soon
evident that it was going to take nore than this to convince Pingeyri.

"W have all the purpose we need right here,' he stated firmy. 'W didn't
cone all this way just to give up at the first obstacle.’

' Then perhaps we could send a separate party to the glacier,' Mrda
persisted. ' That way—

"No!' the general roared. 'I've had enough of this, Adjutant. Do | make mnyself
cl ear?

"Yes, sir.'

'Good. We're here now, and we'll stay here. Al of us. Hvannadal is our
primary objective, and | have no intention of setting off on what may prove to
be a wi | d-goose chase. Nor do | intend dividing our forces again. W' ve |earnt

that | esson.' The vehenence wi th which he spoke sil enced any opposition and

gquashed Terrel's hopes. Pingeyri |ooked around at everyone in the tent, his

gaze finally comng to rest on the healer

"What do you think about all this?

Terrel had been wondering why Vatna had brought himto the neeting, and was

t aken aback by the sudden question. He had never understood why Raufar had

sought his opinion —and now the general was doing the sane. The heal er had

the feeling that the consequences of his words night be far-reaching.

"I believe | ought to go to the Lonely Peaks,' he said carefully. 'That's

where ny destiny lies.'

Pingeyri's face darkened at this, but he kept his tenper in check

"I think you have a part to play here too,' he said, watching Terrel closely.

'"Do you have any feelings about the pyramn d?

"It's as nmuch a nmystery to me as it is to you,' the healer replied.

'So you've no— the general began, then broke off abruptly and glared at the

nervous- | ooki ng sol dier who had just entered the tent. '\Wat do you want?

"I"'msorry to interrupt, CGeneral, but | think you ought to cone and see this."'
" Now?'

"Yes, sir.'

Muttering darkly to hinmself, Pingeyri got to his feet and followed the man

out si de. Everyone else did the sane, and Terrel was one of the first to join

the general in the open air. The sun had just set, |eaving the cloud-patched

sky a deep shade of cobalt blue - but there was sonething strange about the

stars that shone faintly in the heavens. It took Terrel a while to realize

what was ami ss, and when he did he could hardly believe it. The stars were the

wrong col our —flecks of gold rather than silver —and sone of them were

beneath the clouds. And there were lines

By then, Terrel —along with nost of the others —had recogni zed the truth. A

second, even nore colossal pyramd was now in place, its outer edges extending

wel | beyond the plain on which the arnmy was canped. Even though it was dwarfed

by the new structure, Onundar's shield was still there. And they were trapped



bet ween the two.

Chapter Forty

During the next two days the atnosphere anong the sol diers grew increasingly
tense. Wiile the wi zards, together with every nagi an and neomancer, were fully
occupied in investigating the pyranmids, there was little anyone el se coul d do.
The officers tried to maintain a sense of purpose by enforcing sentry rotas,
and by despatching nmen to forage —plundering the abandoned fields and farns —
but such tasks offered little distraction. The general preoccupation with what
was happeni ng about them was natural enough, and runours spread rapidly

t hrough t he ranks.

The results of the wi zards' enquiries became conmon know edge al nost as soon
as they confirmed them for thensel ves. There were no official announcenents,
but in so fraught a situation there was no way such things could be kept
secret. In any case, nost people were quite capable of guessing the results.
Everyone assuned that the inner pyram d was Onundar's creation, and it didn't
take much of an intuitive leap to predict that the |larger shield stenmmred from
Reykhol ar, the Gold Quarter's nost powerful w zard. Her whereabouts were
unknown, but the flecks of colour in the massive structure were al nost as good
as a signature.

Details of the exact nature of the pyram ds were harder to come by, and so the
gossi p was often vague and sonetinmes contradi ctory, but sone facts did emerge
clearly.

Both barriers were physically inpassable, which neant that the arny was
effectively inprisoned. Retreat —or a diversion to the Lonely Peaks - was no
| onger an option. It also neant that a mlitary attack on Hvannadal was

i npossi ble, and that the eneny forces within the city were simlarly
restricted. Excavations soon established that the shinmering pl anes extended
bel ow the ground, so it was inpossible to tunnel their way out.

O even greater significance was the fact that the pyram ds al so forned
barriers to magic. After the earlier msfortune of one of their nunber, the
fire-starters had been forbidden to use their deadly skills. Al though severa
ot her neomancers had made cautious efforts to enpl oy nore conventiona

weat her - weapons, their experiments had been unsuccessful. The space behind the
two shields remained unaffected, and on several occasions the destructive
forces had been turned back on their creators. Swirls of snow, whirlw nds and
bolts of lightning had caused havoc, and all such attenmpts had quickly been
halted. As far as anyone could tell, nmagic did i ndeed rebound fromthe
screens, but it did so in an al nbst random manner, striking anywhere within
the area they enclosed. Not only that, but in a few instances the spel

somehow repeated itself wi thout any further pronpting fromthe neomancers, so
that its influence spread far and wi de. What was nore, even when it splintered
in this way, each separate occur-rence —each freezi ng downpour or crash of

t hunder —seened to be just as violent as the original. It soon becane clear
that the rel ease of any substantial quantity of magi cal energy woul d be
potentially disastrous, possibly even to the point of destroying everything
and everyone trapped between the two pyranids.

Terrel took no part in these investigations, and no one came to tell him
anyt hi ng about the results. Like the

sol diers around him he had to rely on gossip and intuition. But there was one
i ndi sputabl e fact that soon becane obvious to everyone. No magi cal skill of
any kind was necessary for this; sinple observation was enough to see that the
white pyram d was growi ng |l arger while the gold one was shrinking. This neant
that, at ground level, the two inpenetrable shields were noving cl oser

toget her. Although the novenment was ponderous, no nmore than a few paces per
hour, the Black arny was slowy being squeezed into a smaller and smaller area
—and if the process continued they woul d eventually be crushed in a gigantic
vice. The trap they had wal ked i nto was bei ng sprung.

Terrel woke to his third day outside Hvannadal. He had slept for only a short
time, and his slunber had been too full of dreams to grant himmnuch rest. As
far as he could tell, there had been nothing significant in his visions, and



t he vague but disquieting i mages soon slipped fromhis mnd as he | ooked up to
the sky, and then towards the city. Both pyram ds were still in position.

Al'l around himnmen were tal king in whispers, and although their mlitary
training was preventing a conpl ete breakdown of discipline, it was obvious
that an air of fear was beginning to dom nate the general mpod. Panic |ay just
bel ow t he surface.

The night that had just passed had seen the full of the Wite Mon, narking
the tinme when Tof ana had pl anned to attack the springs. That was inpossible
now, of course, but there had been sone hopeful specul ation that the eneny
forces mght choose to take advantage of this favourable alignment to | aunch
an attack of their own. To do so, they would have had to |l ower their shield —
but not hi ng had happened, and the sol diers' hopes had been

dashed. Al they could do now was wait, and pray that the gods —or their own
wi zards —would help themto find a way out of the ness they were in.
Natural |y enough, Terrel shared their concerns - his life was at stake, after
all - but he had an additional set of worries. Apart fromthe fact that he was
unabl e to nake any progress in his own quest, he was desperate to know when —
or if —he would see Alyssa again. Even discounting Jax's assertion that she
woul d not be returning, Terrel was convinced that she would be unable to get

t hrough the outer pyram d. And this neant that the ghosts - the advisors he'd
relied upon at crucial nmonments throughout his journeying —would not be com ng
either. Any perils he was about to encounter would have to be faced al one.
Terrel was | ooking around the encampnent, thinking that he ought to get sone
breakfast, even though he had little appetite, when his attention was caught
by a di sturbance sonme di stance away. A group of soldiers had gathered, and the
sound of their voices drifted over the sluggish, early nmorning air. They
seened to be asking a series of questions, the volume rising as they conpeted
to make thensel ves heard. Terrel finally realized that their increasingly

voci ferous demands were being directed towards an outsider, soneone who had
just arrived, but he couldn't see who the newconer was. Myre soldiers were
headi ng towards the spot now, while others were watching the scene with sone

i nterest.

Eventual |y the situation was resol ved when Raufar strode across, shouting with
the voice of authority. His nen fell silent and parted to |l et their comander
t hrough, and then Terrel saw who had caused the commotion. He got to his feet
at once and noved cl oser.

"I don't have any news for you, Captain,' Tegan was sayi ng when Terrel cane
within earshot. 'You will be told

of any devel oprments through the normal chain of conmand. And | don't
appreciate being jostled in this manner.'

"I"msorry, Mgian,' Raufar replied, motioning his men to nove a little

further back. 'It won't happen again.'
' Thank you.' Tegan's expression softened. 'lI wish to speak to Terrel, the
foreign healer. He was assigned to your conpany, | believe. Is he here?

Rauf ar gl anced round and saw Terrel, who had stopped a few paces away.

"He is,' he said, pointing.

Tegan nodded and nade her way towards the healer. Raufar went with her, and
when several other soldiers noved to join them the magi an stopped in her
tracks.

"It will be a private conversation, Captain,' she stated, enploying her
haughti est tone.

"As you wi sh,' Raufar said, and turned away. 'G ve them sone space,' he

or der ed.

The sol di ers obeyed, and Tegan joined Terrel. They sat down next to the
nearest canpfire, far enough fromthe rest of the conpany to be sure of not
bei ng overheard. Even so, Terrel was unconfortably aware that they were the
subj ect of a nunmber of sidelong glances. Tegan did not speak i mediately, and
the expression in her clear blue eyes was bl eak

"Is this as bad as it seenms?' Terrel ventured.

"It's worse,' she whispered, then seemed to nake a determned effort to pul



hersel f together. 'How much do you know about what's been happeni ng?'

'Only the comon gossip.'

Tegan nodded, taking a deep breath. Her hands were shaking slightly.

'For once the rumours are probably right,' she said. "Al the chains and lines
between the two pyramids are getting increasingly twisted and distorted. If
we' re not

careful, the water could even becone too dangerous to drink soon. And we can't
do anything at the noment wi thout naking things worse. Wat little we are
trying is just making it nore and nmore dangerous.' She paused for breath,
trying to cal mherself. 'W' ve made sone progress in slow ng down the novenent
of the shields, but we're a long way from being able to stop them al t oget her
The pressures that build up between themare just too great. The only ot her
slightly nore encouraging news is that we've di scovered sone possible
weaknesses in the structures - at their corners. We may eventually be able to
exploit this, but even if we do manage to break through, Tofana is stil

intent on corrupting the springs. W can't let her do that. It'lIl be the end
of everything.'

'Can't you meke her see the risks she would be running?

"She won't listen. |I've tried and tried, but ' Tegan shrugged.

' Then can you stop her?

"Not on my own, no. But | nmay have hel p."'

"Wao fron®

"I haven't had a chance to talk to her directly, but | know Varmahlid is
worried. She may well have been | ooking into the sane theories | have.'

Terrel imediately wondered whether this m ght be the wi zard who - accordi ng
to the Tindaya Code - was supposed to help him It seemed |ike a distinct

possibility.
'"OF course the whole thing is acadenic unless we get out of here,' Tegan
added. 'l don't suppose you have any ideas about that?

Once again Terrel was surprised by soneone asking for his advice.

"I haven't a clue,' he replied. "A lot of people seemto think I know what |'m
doing, but this is all newto ne.'

"You see the future.'

Terrel was bew | dered by this response.

"That's what everyone thinks, anyway,' she told him 'Ever since you emerged
from Savi k' s Whal e—

"I didn't see any visions then, and | haven't since,' he protested.

"Are you sure?

"I think 1'd have noticed."'

' Perhaps,' Tegan conceded, then | owered her voice. 'Do you still have the

st one?'

"OF course.' Terrel was tenpted to tell her that the crystal was a fake, but
somet hi ng made hi m hol d back. Belief might still be inmportant to the Holma's
cause.

'Let's hope you get a chance to use it,' Tegan said.

Not knowi ng how to respond to that, Terrel remained silent.

"I don't know what to do,' the nmgi an whi spered, the depths of her msery
suddenly apparent. 'Everything is so ...'

"You could talk to Jarvik,' he suggested. 'Do you know where he is?
"Jarvik was killed three days before we got to Hvannadal .’

It took Terrel a few nonents to recover fromthe inmpact of her words. The
underground were effectively | eaderl ess now.

"I"'msorry,' he said, knowing it was an inadequate response.

"That's not all,' Tegan added, her voice alnost cracking. 'l can't find
Myrdal .’
'What do you mean, you can't find hinP Surely— 'I can't get in to see the

general, and his staff are all tight-Iipped. No one seens to know anyt hing.'
She was trying to keep her feelings under control but it was costing her a
great deal. 'Sonething's wong.'

"We don't know that,' Terrel said. 'He could have been sent out on a mssion.'



"\Where to? No one can get out of here, remenber? He's vani shed. After al

this, if we . ' She | ooked down, unable to conplete the sentence

Terrel wanted to reassure Tegan, but he knew that anything he could say about
Myrdal would only provide fal se confort.

'The person | love is on the other side of the world.' He wasn't sure why he'd
said that. The words had sinply formed thensel ves in his head.

Tegan | ooked up, fighting back tears.

"But 1've never doubted that | will see her again one day,' Terrel said, with
as nmuch conviction as he could nuster

"I have to keep believing,' Tegan whi spered after a while.

"It's all we have,' Terrel confirned.

They sat quietly for a while, watching the flames of the fire.

"l should get back,' the magian said eventually. 'Tofana will be wondering
where I am' She got to her feet.

'"Keep trying to change her mind,' Terrel advised as he too stood up

"I''l'l do what | can.'

"There's no love | ost between Tofana and Varnmahlid, is there?" he added. 'That
could be your opportunity to— He broke off as Tegan suddenly gl anced up into
t he sky, the expression on her face changing fromsurprise to horror in an
instant. Following the line of her gaze, Terrel saw that a patch of the gold
pyram d far above them was glowi ng rather nore brightly than the rest of the
shield around it.

"What is it?" he asked.

"Afire-starter,' Tegan breathed. 'Some idiot is trying to ... He could kil

us all.'

A screamsplit the air then, followed by several panic-stricken yells. Looking
for the source of the noise, Terrel saw a bright flane in the distance —and
knew that this was no ordinary canpfire.

Chapter Forty-(One

'Come on,' Tegan said, tugging on Terrel's arm 'W've got to get away from
here.’

"I thought it could rebound anywhere,' he said as they began to run

"It can, but the nost likely place is close to the source.'

"Shouldn't we try to stop then?

"Too late for that.'

Ri ppl es of terror were flow ng through the encanmpnent now, and Tegan and
Terrel were not the only ones running. Mst of the soldiers were trying to get
as far away fromthe fire as possible, but the nagian was cutting across their
pat hs, angling towards the inner pyramd

'\Where are we goi ng?' Terrel gasped.

'The pattern was high up,' Tegan replied. 'That nmeans it's nmost likely to
strike nearer the outer wall. The further in we go, the safer we'll be.'
Eventually they came to a halt, only a few paces fromthe shimering white

pl ane. When Terrel had taken a close |look at it on a previous occasion, he had
been al nost mesnerized by the conplex swirls within the transparent gauze, but
this time he could see that the novenent had becone nore agitated, making the
patterns inpossible to follow

They were both breathless as they turned to | ook back. Al nopst imrediately they
spotted two nore unnaturally

bright fires, and dark wi sps of snoke. There was novenent everywhere, though
much of it seemed to be wi thout purpose. The panic that had been sinmering
beneat h the surface of the canp was out in the open now

' Gods!' Tegan breat hed, |ooking up.

Four new patches of light were bl ossom ng on the outer pyram d. Terrel stared
at themin horror, knowing that the fire-starter's magi ¢ was divi ding and

spr eadi ng.

"It's being amplified with each reflection,' Tegan whispered. '|I knew this
woul d happen eventually.' The dread in her voice chilled Terrel to the core.
"l don't understand.’

"The lines are so distorted now, they're beginning to double back on



t hensel ves. The magic's feeding on itself.'

Terrel was still not sure he understood, but the consequences were beconi ng
nore apparent by the nmoment.

' How do we stop it?

"W can't.’

' There nust be sonething— He was silenced by an enornous crash of thunder
from hi gh above them Looking up, he saw storm cl ouds gat heri ng under the apex
of the outer shield, lightning flickering within the om nous mass. Down on the
ground, nore flames were burning. Squalls of hail and sleet battered nmen and
uprooted tents, whirlw nds shrieked, and the ground seened to shake beneath
their feet.

"It's set themall off,' Tegan explained mserably. "Al the spells we tried
to use earlier are com ng back at us, but stronger than ever. If the
fire-starter's chain doesn't kill us, the other weapons wll.'

"Can't you do anything? Terrel asked, terrified by the resignation in her

Voi ce.

"Anything we do to try to counteract it will only nmake it worse,' she
explained, '"multiplying the effects even faster

As it is, we haven't got long. The two pyranids are acting like mrrors,

refl ecting everything back and forth, over and over again. Sooner or |ater
everyone in here will be caught up in one strand or another. This whole area
will be pulverized.'

Fire burst in the air above them and the ground shook agai n, enphasizing the
magi an' s point.

"It's just a matter of time now.' Tegan's expression was desol ate as she
turned to | ook at Terrel. 'There's nothing we can do. I'msorry it had to end
like this. The only thing I can hope is that the war truly will be over now.
That way, at |east our deaths won't have been in vain.'

The heal er stared at her, then at the appalling scene all around them It

rem nded hi monce again of Tal azoria, where he and Ayl en had been trapped

i nside the done as the palace tore itself apart. But this time there would be
no giant bird to rescue him Even so, he could not afford to give up hope as
Tegan had done. He knew that even if this catastrophe did end the war on
Myvat an, the consequences of his failure to reach the el enental woul d
eventual ly have far greater and more disastrous results for the whol e of
Nydus.

"W can't let this happen,' he muttered.

Tegan shook her head, but could not speak. She was crying now, and Terrel knew
that she was bidding her owmn farewell to the world, and to Myrdal. He was
about to try to shake her out of her norbid acceptance of fate when a sol dier
cane runni ng over to them

"What do you want us to do?' Pjorsa rasped.

At first Terrel thought he was speaking to Tegan, but the |ieutenant was

| ooking directly at him

"I don't know,' he said helplessly, his mind returning to Savi k's Wal e, and
to the monent when the | eader of the Gold troops had asked himthe sane

i mpr obabl e question. 'Do you know who started this?

I

Pjorsa's scarred face distorted into a scow. 'That filthy idiot Jauron,' he
replied. 'Raufar got to himfast enough, but it was already too late.' 'Is he
dead?'

"I"'mnot sure. The captain flattened himall right, but he mght just have
knocked hi m out .’

Terrel turned to Tegan and took her arm 'If we can get to Jauron, would you
be able to read the lines? Reverse whatever he did?" The magi an shook her
head.

'"It's too late. There's nothing we can do now. Look.' Chaos was engul fing the
entire region, growing nore violent with every noment.

"Then we'll have to break the mrrors,' Terrel said. 'So the magic isn't
cont ai ned. "'



"There's no way to do that. We've tried everything.' 'Are you sure? What if we
were able to attack one of the w zards responsible for the pyram ds?

"They're on the other side,' Tegan said wearily. 'There's no way of reaching
them'

' Have you thought of sonething? Pjorsa asked hopefully. 'l can get sonme men—
"This isn't a job for soldiers.' The first inkling of an idea had indeed just
occurred to Terrel, sparked off by the rem nder of his arrival on Myvatan.
"Stay here with Tegan, will you?

Pj orsa nodded, though he and the magi an both | ooked confused. Terrel knew he
had no time to explain now, even if he could. He had not seen into the future
when he'd been at Savik's Whale, but it was possible that he had heard it. He
turned and wal ked towards the barrier, sensing its pul sating power. There was
no way he could pass through it, but someone with a little | ess substance

m ght be able to. And there was one 'ghost' who might be able to

cone to himw thout Alyssa's hel p. The thought of what he was about to do nade
Terrel feel sick, but desperate measures were called for. Mre people were
dyi ng as every nonment passed, and the situation was deteriorating rapidly. Do
it! he told hinself.

Sunmoni ng the gl anour to no purpose was sonething he woul d not have dreant of
doing in any other circunstances, because it left himvul nerable. But that was
preci sely what he wanted now. Turning his eyes blue was sonethi ng he had done
many times before, but this time, just to make sure the invitation was

recei ved, he turned his hair green as well. He heard Tegan gasp and Pj orsa
swear explosively, but he paid themno attention because a spectral figure had
just materialized next to him Although at first glance it | ooked |ike El am
the heal er knew it was Jax. The prince had made some changes to the inmage
giving his nmuscles greater bul k and nmaking hinmself a hand span taller. H's

cl othes were much finer too, and a sword in an ornate scabbard hung from his
bel t.

You cal l ed, master? Jax said, in his habitual nocking tone, then | ooked around
at his new surroundings. Inmediately his eyes lit up and he | aughed. Now this
| ooks |ike fun

Hel 1 o, Jax.

Need ny hel p again, do you? the prince asked, eyeing the mayhem all about

t hem

You coul d say that.

Why shoul d—Jax began, then stopped. What's this? He was staring at the
transparent wall of the pyranm d. Before Terrel could answer, Jax stuck out a
hand and pushed it into the barrier. To the healer's delight it passed through
wi t hout any apparent harm The prince shivered, then | aughed. That ti ckles.
Can you go all the way inside?

Jax stepped through the shield as though there was nothing there, his passage
simply leaving a few ripples in the flecks of white |ight.

Interesting, he nuttered. What city is that?

It's called Hvannadal. There's a w zard there who's nore than a match for you,
so you 'd better not go too close.

Anot her dare? Jax asked, smiling. |'ve learnt a few things since the |ast

time, you know. Tofana won't get the better of ne now

It's not Tofana. Her nane's Onundar.

You want me to stop her too?

Yes.

Why ?

Because if you don't, everyone here will die. Including ne.

Jax thought about that for a few nonents, then grinned. Seen through the
shield, his ghostly face was even pal er than before.

Do you know where she is? he asked. No, don't bother. 1'll just destroy the
whol e city.

No! Terrel cried. There are thousands of people in there.

But it was too late. Having accepted the idea, there was no stopping Jax now.
Even as Terrel watched, the first swirls of dark cloud began to forminside



the white pyram d, and streaks of lightning crashed down on the tallest towers
of Hvannadal . Several snmall whirlw nds sprang up, each growing rapidly as they
nmoved towards the city until they struck with the force of a tornado

Jax! Stop this. You only need—Terrel fell silent, realizing that his twin was
not listening. He could only stare in awe at the forces he had unl eashed.

"You have the gods on your side, healer,' Pjorsa comented, com ng up beside
hi m

"How did you do that?' Tegan excl ai ned.

It was clear that neither of them could see Jax, but

Terrel guessed they nmight have seen the shift in patterns as the prince noved
t hrough the barrier.

"I don't know,' he said, unable to think of a plausible explanation

' You must have opened a portal sonehow,' the magi an reasoned, 'and sone of the
magi ¢ here | eaked through.'

"What happens now?' Pjorsa asked.

Inside the white shield, the stormwas growing in size and intensity with
extraordi nary speed. The viol ence of Jax's assault was so strong that sone
bui | di ngs were al ready col | apsi ng.

"I don't understand how it's happening so fast,' Tegan replied, 'but the
pyramid' s reflecting the magic inside over and over again. Onundar will have
to release it or the whole place will be destroyed.'

'Then we'd best be ready for a fight,' Pjorsa concluded eagerly, and ran off.
Terrel was still watching Jax, who was adding to the tumult and al nost danci ng
with glee. The lightning strikes were comng in clusters now, shattering roofs
and setting parts of the city on fire, even as deluges of rain and ice fl ooded
other sections. It was a scene from darkest nightmare, fromthe end of the
wor | d.

Quilt threatened to overwhel m Terrel, and he could only hope that Onundar
woul d recogni ze the inevitable and dismantle the pyram d before everyone in
the city was killed. Hundreds of people nmust have died already, and the fact
that he was responsible for their deaths weighed heavily on the healer. Even
if he had been able to persuade Jax to stop, the weather-weapons he'd invoked
had taken on a life of their own now, feeding on their own devastating power.
Besi de him Tegan had been rendered speechl ess by the spectacle, but a scream
fromnearby - on their side of the

barrier - made them both realize that their situation, while not as bad as
that of the citizens of Hvannadal, was still grave.

' She has to— Tegan began, then gasped as in the blink of an eye the inner
pyram d vani shed

In the next instant the stormwithin spread out, freed fromits unnatura
constraints. This added another ferocious elenment to the chaotic fernment
beneath the outer shield, but Terrel saw that the gold barrier was shifting
and weakeni ng too.

"It's going!' Tegan excl ained, confirmng the healer's inpression. 'You did
it!" She flung her arns around him even as thunder echoed above them and an
icy wind tore at their clothes.

"It'lIl dissipate now,' she said as they drew apart. "All of it. It may take
some time, but ' She broke off once nmore, no |longer staring at the
tortured sky, but at what was happeni ng on the ground.

Terrel soon saw what was alarmng her. Al that was left of the Black arny was
now on the march towards Hvannadal - at the sanme tine as huge nunbers of
peopl e were pouring fromthe city. The soldiers were back to a world they
under st ood, and the massive pitched battle that Pingeyri had al ways wanted was
about to take place. But as it turned out, this was not the nost pressing of
Tegan's worries. Her magian's senses had warned her of sonething el se.
'Tofana's going to do it!' she gasped, sounding di straught once again. 'After
all this, she's still going to do it. She's insane!’

' The springs? Terrel asked.

Tegan nodded.

' How do we stop her?



Want me to do it? Jax asked, appearing at Terrel's side.

Hs face - Elams face - was flushed with an unholy pleasure.

Can you?

"Can | what?' Tegan asked.

"You heard that?" Terrel said in amazenent.

"\What ?' she nunbl ed, |ooking confused. 'I thought . . .’

There's another wi zard trying to stop her, Jax conment ed.

Var mahl i d?

Stupid old crone's doing it all wong though, the prince added. She doesn't
stand a chance.

"What' s happeni ng?' Tegan cried, putting her hands over her ears. '| keep
hearing things.' Fear sparked in her eyes.

"It's me,' Terrel told her. 'My thoughts. Shut themout, like you did before.'
"But . . .'

' Pl ease, Tegan. This is too conplicated to explain now'

'There's sonmeone else, isn't there?' she said, then nodded and turned away.
Tofana killed her, Jax said, his tone betraying doubt for the first tine.
Tofana's the one | really need you to stop, Terrel said. Can you—But he got
no further, because just at that nmonent his internal trenbling began. The
tremor struck a few heartbeats later, but it was |like no earthquake the heal er
had ever experienced before.

W de cracks split the entire plain, quickly wi dening into deep, jagged
trenches that bel ched cl ouds of steam and snoke. Tegan and Terrel had both
been thrown to the ground by the initial inpact, but now, as the earth shook
and growl ed beneath them they recovered sufficiently to be able to | ook up
and see the first of the walls of flame burst fromthe new y-formed ravines.
The confl agration spread rapidly until the whole area was di vided by sheets of
orange fire.

As Terrel watched, beyond terror now, the old dragon of the vol canoes rose
fromthe flames of the nearest fissure and |ooked directly into the healer's
eyes.

Chapter Forty-Two

The sense of madness in the dragon's eyes was overwhel m ng, and Terrel felt
all the boundaries of reality slipping away fromhimas he stared into the

snoul dering fires of those twin orbs. It took a considerable effort of will to
stop hinmself fromfalling into a dream from which there would be no escape.
Wngs of flame rose and fell, a cavernous nouth opened in a volcanic roar, and

talons of fire gripped and shook the banks of the ravine. But it was the eyes
that told the story. Terrel had seen their like before - and he knew who had
made them The realization triggered a renote contact, real but fleeting, and
he sensed the Ancient's surprise. But the link was | ost before he could even
attenpt to use it —and in any case, there was nothing he could have said. In
the face of such denented fury, his healing skills were usel ess.

The dragon slid back into the crevasse, and was | ost anmong the flanmes and the
| ava that bubbled and flowed in its depths.

"Did you see?" Tegan yelled over the roar of the continuing earthquake. 'Ws
it real?

' Real enough,' he replied, wondering if she'd been shown the sane thing he
had.

He was wat ching the progress of the lines of fire now, as they burned their
way across the |landscape. He wasn't sure what the elenmental was trying to do,
but it was obvious

that its actions were out of control. There was no pattern, no purpose to the
| atest devastation. It was the reaction of a nadman - of a madman with nore
power than sense. The existing fissures were still wi dening, and nore were
opening all the time. Terrel had no doubt that the upheaval was spreading far
beyond the plain. Myvatan was literally tearing itself apart.

"Did he do this?" Tegan asked. 'The other person, the one | can't see?

'"No. This cane fromthe creature | told you about, the one |I'm supposed to
find.' He | ooked around, wondering what had happened to Jax, but his tw n was



nowhere to be seen.

"Way's it doing this?

"I don't know.'

"Perhaps it wanted to help you,' she suggested. 'Perhaps all this was neant to
stop Tofana.'

Terrel was on the point of denying her assertion, but then it occurred to him
that the el enental m ght have taken such drastic action in part because of
Tofana's nagic and its intimte connection to water. However, he couldn't
afford to spend nmuch tine analyzing the notives of a being who was undoubt edly
i nsane. His nore pressing problemwas how to ensure that he and Tegan

survi ved.

The ground was shaking | ess now, and the heal er managed to get to his feet. He
was about to offer his conpanion his hand when he saw one of the soldiers

sl ed dogs racing towards him trailing a broken leash. Its fangs were bared
and its eyes shone red —giving it an al nost denoni acal | ook —but sonet hi ng
stirred deep within Terrel at the sight, and his burdens suddenly all seened
lighter.

Alyssa? he called tentatively, as the hound covered the

| ast few paces in a series of athletic bounds before coming to a slithering
st op.

Shape it, Terrel, she responded. Shape it!

What ? He had no idea what she was tal ki ng about.

Hurry! There's a reason for this. Change the pattern!

What pattern!

The fire, the trenor, all of it, Alyssa urged. You can shape it

| don't know what you nean.

Make it work for you, she snarled, angered by his hesitancy. Separate the

t hi ngs you need fromthose you don't.

You 're the only one who can trace the patterns fromthe el emental, Elam
added. You can shape themtoo.

The ghost had appeared next to the panting dog.

Is it really you? Terrel asked, staring.

Who else would it be? Elamreplied, with a puzzled frown. You haven't got any
time to waste. The Ancient's already done nost of the work for you. You just
have to finish the job.

| don't—Terrel began, then was struck dunmb as Jax reappeared in his anended
versi on of Elam s shape

The two phantons stared at each other. Elamis face registered stark

ast oni shment, while the prince burst out |aughing. Al yssa grow ed deep in her
cani ne throat.

What happened with Tofana? Terrel denmanded qui ckly.

Ch, | don't think you need worry about her any nore, Jax replied casually.
The springs are safe?

I"'mnot sure |I'd go that far, the prince said, glancing at the nearest
flame-filled crevasse, but Tofana's not going to touch them In any case, she
can't even get to the city now

What ' s he doi ng here? El am asked, recovering fromhis shock

Savi ng everybody, Jax replied snugly. It's a tough job but someone has to do
it —and none of you were faring too well, were you?

Terrel! Alyssa screaned in his head. Stop wasting tine. This was the pendul um
You 've got to—

But the rest of her words were lost in an unearthly how ing. Both El am and Jax
—who until that nmonent had been unaffected by any of the storns ragi ng about
them -were suddenly caught in a strong wind, their clothes and hair flapping.
That's not neant to happen, Jax exclai med. What's—

W have to go! El am shouted above the gale. Do what you can

The two spectral figures vanished, blown away by the elemental wind, and the
dog, its fur standing on end, ran away, barking furiously.

Alyssa? Terrel called, stunbling after her. Alyssa! But it was no use, and he
knew it. Alyssa had gone.



"Are you all right?" Tegan asked. 'Was that the dog from Saudark?'

Terrel didn't answer. He was too busy wondering just what it was he was
supposed to do. Alyssa and El am had evidently risked a great deal to pass the
message on to him but what they wanted himto do seened i npossible. Even if
t he earthquake did originate fromthe el enental, how was he supposed to
influence it?

"It's like a wind,' Tegan nurnured. 'Do you feel it?

Terrel glanced at her.

" What ?'

"There's a force here, pushing .
"There is,'" he told her, "but not in this world. Can you feel it?

' Somet hing.' She had clinbed to her feet now, and was | ooking around.
here.' She tapped the side of her head.

"WIl you let me . . .' He hesitated.

" Look inside?

'Yes.' ,

"WII it help?

"It mght.'

Tegan hel d out her hands and Terrel took themin his own, smling in an
attenpt to reassure her. He didn't really know what he was | ooking for, but
the magi an' s waki ng dream was a strange and wonderful realm and he fell into
it easily. The ghost wi nd was a novi ng shadow, an ephemneral presence that
neither he nor Tegan could grasp properly. He had to make do with fleeting

gl ances whenever it slowed down enough to becone visible.

' The Bl ack Moon,' Tegan whi spered, her voice echoing in a distant world.
Terrel saw it then —the Dark Mon that had al ways haunted his dreanms and his
daydreans, his birth and his destiny. It was the ultimte source of the w nd,
the end of all the strands. And he could see themclearly now

Del usions clawed at himwith a dragon's talons. But he could see past them
The pattern was cl ear because there was no pattern. No reason, no order, just
fury and the need to lash out. But even though the dragon was insane, it was
nonet hel ess learning fromthese events. There was cunning within the nadness.
He coul d see now

In the world of nen, Terrel recognized what was needed - the roads and
barriers, the swords and shields, the magic and the chains. He saw how to
treat them how to expel the diseases, cauterize the wounds. He was a heal er
agai n.

He heard a scream and then Tegan's voice, but he coul dn't understand what she
was saying. He had done all he could. Darkness clained him

It was dark when Terrel awoke, but this tine the darkness was outside him—
and it was not conplete. The bl oody

crescent of the Red Mbon floated overhead, encircled by a necklace of stars.
Love or war? he wondered. WAxi ng or waning? He felt too weary to even think
about it.

And then he renenbered. Alyssa had come back to him They may not have had any
time to talk, but she had not abandoned him That sinple fact flowed within
himlike a beacon, illumnating other, |ess wel come nmenori es.

She had risked a lot sinply by being there. In spite of her protestations
about being protected, Terrel knew that sleepers could die. He had seen

Vil heyuna's life end at the shaman's stone in Qomish. Certain kinds of magic
coul d make them vul nerabl e, and there had been so nuch magic all around the
pyram ds. The fact that she had cone to hi manyway was proof of the inportance
of the nessage she had brought, but it nust al so have meant that she thought
hi mworth the danger. That neant she still loved him Didn't it?

He sl ept again, hoping. And dreant about wal ki ng down a corridor of fire.
"He's conming to.'

The voice was familiar, but it didn't belong in his dream Terrel opened his
eyes and saw Yarek | ooki ng down at him

'"Did | hel p?' the boy asked eagerly.

'Hel p?' Terrel rasped.

In



"I was trying to help you get better,' Yarek explained. . 'Like you showed ne.
But I'mnot sure | was doing it right.'

Terrel was too confused to know how to respond, but he was saved from havi ng
to answer by the arrival of Tegan and Vat na.

'How are you feeling? Tegan enquired solicitously. 'Is there anything you
want ?

Terrel sat up. He'd been lying in the open, wapped in blankets. He asked for
and was given a drink, which hurt his parched throat but made him feel as

t hough he were at least partially alive. Looking around for the first time, he
saw t he rough terrain on which they were canped, and the nountains beyond.
"Waere are we?'

'The Grundar Hills,' Vatna replied. 'About six mles north of Hvannadal .'
"North?" Terrel queried, struggling to nake sense of this developrment. It was
the last direction he woul d have expected themto take, |eading them even
further away fromtheir hone quarter

"W didn't have much of a choice about the way we went,' Vatna expl ained. 'The
eart hquake saw to that.'

A corridor of fire, Terrel thought, as he felt other menories stirring into
life.

' How much do you remenber?' Tegan asked

Terrel saw the dragon's eyes again, and decided there were some things he did
not want to remenber - but there were sone gaps he needed filling in.

"Most of it,' he said. 'Wat happened after | collapsed?

"W all got out of there as quickly as we could,' Vatna replied.

' The earthquake ended the battle before it began,' Yarek added, not bothering
to hide his satisfaction at this outcone.

" The curious thing was that the fissures could al nost have been designed to
separate the opposing forces,' Vatna went on. 'Hvannadal is cut off now, and
our army's been split into sections. Mst of themwere able to head back
sout h, though, so they should be able to get hone. Unlike us.'

Did | do that? Terrel wondered, recalling Alyssa's frantic

advice. Was it possible that he'd directed the course of the fissures to
prevent the battle taking place? He couldn't believe it, but nor could he
quite rule it out. He glanced at Tegan, whose insight had guided his efforts,
but she just smled, saying nothing.

"Not that |I'm conplaining, mnd you,' Vatna continued, oblivious to the silent
i nterchange. ' The fact that so many of us got away at all was a nmiracle.'
'There's never been a trenor |like that before,' Yarek put in, clearly eager to
join the conversation. 'No one knows why it happened, but it nust be sone new
sort of vol cano. You can see lava flowing in the bottom of nost of the

ravi nes.'

"And it's extended way beyond the plain,' Vatna added. 'The nountains haven't
been so badly affected, but the upheaval even got as far as the sea.' He
pointed to a nearby hilltop. 'You can see out over Hofnar Fjord fromup there.
There's a new vol canic island growi ng off the coast.'

"As far as we can tell,' Yarek said, 'Hvannadal was the centre of the

eart hquake, but it probably spread over all of Myvatan.'

"For a while it was as if the whole island was trying to tear itself apart,’
Tegan remar ked.

Does she know? Terrel asked hinself. Does she think / stopped Myvatan from
bei ng destroyed?

"As it is, it's just even nore divided than usual,' Vatna said. 'It's settling
down a bit now, but nobst of the fissures are still inpassable - and probably
will be for sone nonths at |east.'

"Did any of you ... see anything in the flames?' Terrel asked tentatively.

H s three conpani ons exchanged gl ances.

"What did you see?' Vatna asked.

" A dragon.’

"So did I!" Yarek burst out. "It had black scales that reflected the flanes
like armour, and its eyes were yellow. But no one believed nme.' He subsided



abruptly then, glancing at Tegan as if wondering whether he'd gone too far
"It's not that we didn't believe you,' she told the apprentice, 'but it was
difficult for any of us to tell what we were seeing in all that confusion.'

"I could have sworn | saw a fl ock of geese at one point,' Vatna said, nodding.
"Whi ch nakes no sense at all.'

' Everyone saw sonething different, it seems,' Tegan concl uded.

Li ke Micki's darkness, Terrel thought. The nonad boy, who was to becone a
shaman, had envel oped two warring tribes in his vision. What they had seen had
reflected their own concerns —and their own futures. An elenental had had a
hand in that encounter too.

"What did you see?" he asked Tegan

"Just flanes,' she replied, but her eyes would not neet his, and he didn't
need Jarvik's special skills to know that she was |ying.

Thi nki ng of the dead col onel rem nded Terrel of the underground, but Vatna's
presence nmeant he couldn't discuss such things with Tegan yet.

"What happened to Tof ana?' he asked instead.

' Somet hi ng very strange,' Vatna replied. 'She and Varmahlid were in dispute
about what they intended to do once the pyram ds coll apsed, and apparently the
argunent got out of hand. The only thing we know for sure is that Varmahlid is
dead."

Terrel frowned at this confirmation of the news Jax had brought. If Varnmahlid
had been the wi zard who was supposed to help him she hadn't done nuch good.
"By then everyone was turning against Tofana,' Vatna went on. 'Even her own
magi ans were shocked by what she'd done, and Eskif finally persuaded Pingeyri
to forbid her to corrupt the springs. But she was determined to go ahead
anyway, on her own if necessary. She would have done so too, | think, if it
hadn't been for the tornado.'

"It was blue, and it gave off sparks!' Yarek excl ai ned.

"Strange as it may seem that's what | saw too,' Vatna admitted. 'No one had
ever seen anything like it before, but everyone assuned it was sone sort of
new weat her-weapon. | mnean, if they could produce those pyramids ..."' He
paused, as if trying to organize his thoughts. 'No one's really sure what
happened after that, but Tofana definitely didn't get the chance to go to
Hvannadal . And soon afterwards the fissures cut the city off fromall of us.'
"lI's she dead?

"Probably," Vatna replied, 'but no one's seen her since then, alive or dead.

Ei t her way, she'll have been conpletely hunmiliated. She was supposed to be the
nmost powerful w zard on Myvatan, and yet she was swal |l owed up by another's
tornado. | don't think we need worry about her any nore.'

This repetition of Jax's words ought to have been reassuring, but Terrel did
not find it so. It was yet another rem nder of the terrible price that had

al ready been paid for their escape. He tried to tell hinself that the eventua
out come had been the best he coul d have hoped for, and that many |ives had
been saved, but it still didn't assuage the guilt he felt about all those who
had di ed.

'How do you know all this? he asked.

"I was in the wizard' s conpany,' Vatna said. 'So were nost of the command
staf f

' Then how di d you get here?

"Captain Raufar is a very resourceful officer. He and his

men pul |l ed nmost of us out of there when the rest had turned and run. He saw

t he way out when no one else could. 1'd be dead nowif it weren't for him And
then we found ourselves with no choice but to retreat up here.'

"Who el se is here?

' Pingeyri, but he's wounded.'

"When you feel up to it, you mght be able to help him' Tegan put in.

"Eskif is here, and his son,' Vatna went on. 'Davik. A few magi ans. Mst of
the rest are nmen from Raufar's conpany. There are about a hundred of us in
all. Not much if the Wiite ever regroup and decide to attack, but | think

we' re safe enough for the tine being.'



"Any fire-starters? Terrel asked.
"Not that | know of. Why?

"Just wondering.'

"You should rest,' Tegan said, |ooking concerned. 'All this talking is wearing
you out again.'

Terrel did indeed feel very weary, but he didn't think he could sl eep now.
"Are there any dogs with us?" he asked.

Vat na and Yarek were obviously puzzled by his question, but Tegan answered at
once.

"Afew Shall | bring themto you?

'"No. Not now.'

Alyssa woul d come to hi mwhen she was ready. He had to believe that.

Terrel had been wong about his ability to go back to sleep. He sank into a
dark void, and |left even his dreans behind.

Chapter Forty-Three

Once word got around that the heal er had recovered consci ousness, he received
several visitors, but the one constant in his world was Yarek. The boy seened
to have adopted the roles of nurse, servant and protector. He tended to
Terrel's needs, brought him food and drink, and nmade sure that he was not

di sturbed when he needed to rest. He also acted as his patient's informant,
telling himabout the |latest news in the canp.

Terrel learnt that Yarek had played no active part in any of the battles
around Hvannadal —either nilitary or magical - and that he had been terrified
t hroughout. His depiction of the fire-born dragon was nothing like the
healer's recollection, while others had apparently seen conpletely different

vi sions. These included flying fish, giant insects, and a ship under full sai

- all of them conposed of flame. Although Terrel had no doubt that the

el emental had been involved in creating these illusions, he was al so certain
that their form had been shaped by the nminds of the people who had seen them
What he coul dn't understand was just what the Ancient was trying to achieve

wi th such displ ays.

Havi ng been concerned with local matters for so long, the contact had forcibly
rem nded Terrel that he had to concentrate on his own goals now Hi s

i npression that the elenental had been learning fromtheir previous encounters
was worrying, because there was no telling what it mght do next. Wth
apparently unlinmted reserves of power at its disposal, alnpbst any know edge
could be turned into a weapon to be used agai nst humanity. In sone ways the
eart hquake had been a crude nethod of attack, but Terrel had unwittingly shown
it how such things could be targeted with nore precision. If the creature ever
felt threatened again, its response nmight well be nmore accurate and deadly.

G ven that Terrel still had the journey to the Lonely Peaks ahead of him this
was not an encouragi ng thought.

Time becane a blur. Terrel did not want to sleep, but he had little choice in
the matter. Days seened to run into one another —in part because the night
had now been reduced to a short period of twilight. The season of |ight would
begi n soon, when the sun would not set at all for two median nonths. For a
foreigner like Terrel this was a disconcerting prospect, but it had the

advant age that the tenperature remained relatively high. The soldiers had only
been able to bring sone of their supplies and equi pnent with them on the
retreat from Hvannadal, and if the weat her had been colder, it would have
meant even greater hardshi ps.

"W're doing all right,' Raufar said on one of his visits. 'The foraging s not
as easy as it was down on the plain, but we won't starve. And if we have to
def end oursel ves we have a good position here. The magi ans ought to be able to
cope with nost eneny magic, even if they're not trai ned neomancers.'

"What happened to then?' Terrel asked.

"Hraun was killed. Jauron's m ssing, but we're pretty sure he's dead too. In
any case, after what happened down there | don't think any of us are too keen
on using magic

at the noment. If we can defend ourselves, that'll be enough for ne.



"It was a nmess, wasn't it?

Rauf ar | aughed.

"That's putting it mldly," he said. "Froma mlitary point of viewit was
very nearly a disaster. If the pyram ds hadn't cone down when they did we'd
have been wi ped out. As it is, the arny's been split up and forced to retreat
in a dozen different directions. My guess is that nost of themw Il be heading
for hone by now —and we'll follow eventually. Then we can get ready for the
next canpaign.'’

Terrel couldn't believe that the captain was thinking about returning to the
war after everything that had happened.

"W mght have to wait until next year,' Raufar added resignedly. 'Mnd you,
the Wiite can't be in nuch better shape. The quake stopped us fromgetting to
Hvannadal , but the stormand the fires did nost of the job for us. My guess is
the springs won't be rmuch use to them now, even though Tof ana got herself
killed.'

"It's just a scratch,' Pingeyri muttered inpatiently, trying to shake off
Terrel's attentions. 'Go and hel p soneone who needs your skills.' The genera
waved at the other nen in the tent.

"I will," the healer replied. 'Just as soon as I'msure it's not infected.'
The jagged gash ran from behind Pingeyri's left ear, down his neck and

shoul der, and into the flesh of his upper arm The encrusted wound | ooked

hi deous, but as far as Terrel could tell, it was healing as well as could be
expected. The general's helnmet, which was topped with nmetal bat w ngs, |ay
besi de the bed. It was severely dented, and Terrel suspected that if it had
not absorbed a good

part of the blow that had injured its owner, Pingeyri would have been anong

t he dead on Hvannadal plain.

"You'll do.’

" Thank you,' the general said gruffly. He was too stubborn to adnmit that the
heal er's ministrati ons had eased his pain, but the relaxation in his face told
its own story. 'Now go and nake yourself useful .’

Terrel did as he was told, nmoving anong the wounded who were | odged together
regardl ess of rank in the best of the salvaged tents. He had taken up such
duties as soon as he was physically capable of doing so, and even now Yar ek
trailed around after him making sure he did not overexert hinself.

That night, Terrel found hinmself alone with Tegan for the first tinme since
they'd fled into the hills. She was in a sonbre nmood and it wasn't hard to

di vine the reason.

'No news of Myrdal ?'

"Actually there is,' she replied, 'but not the sort | wanted.'

"Ch. I'msorry.'

'"He's not dead,' Tegan said, correcting Terrel's natural assunption. 'O at

| east not as far as | know.'

' Then what's happened to hin?

"I finally got Kopak to talk to me. Myrdal was arrested before the battles
even began.'

"Arrested? What for?

" Treason.'

Terrel quickly | ooked around to make sure that they could not be overheard.
'"No one here knows what happened to him' Tegan added, 'but if he's caught
now, the chances are they'll execute himon the spot rather than bother with a
court martial.’

"Do you think he told the Wite what we were planning? Terrel asked quietly.
"I don't know. It's possible. It's also possible he just said sonme stupid
things to the wong people. He couldn't stand the way the war just kept on
getting worse. Having to play a part in it was tearing himapart. Still,
can't worry about that, can I? If we're ever to achi eve peace, we've got to
carry on with whoever is left.' Her brave words were hardly convincing, but
Terrel admred her for remaining resol ute.

"Are there any other nenbers of the Hol ma here?' he asked.



"A few, but no one who can exert much influence. You and | are the best hope."'
"\What about Eskif? | get the feeling he m ght be open to persuasion
especially if Kopak's on our side.'

"I"'mnot sure. They're still soldiers, don't forget, and you know what they're
like. Most of themare |ooking forward to getting back to sonme proper
fighting.' Tegan shook her head in disbelief.

"You still think finding the Circle of Truce will do the trick? Terrel asked.
"It's our only hope.'

'Then we'd better persuade the general to head for the Lonely Peaks.'

' Easier said than done right now. No one's going anywhere for a while yet. But
you're right,' she added. 'It's what we shoul d be working towards. And you
need to go there for your own reasons, don't you?

"It's what | have to work towards,' Terrel agreed

Tegan nodded. They had not discussed everything that had happened on the
plain, and Terrel had the distinct inpression that the magian didn't want to.
Her |life was already conplicated enough, and there were some things she sinmply
preferred not to know

"But you will still help us, won't you?' she queried anxiously.

"If I can, yes.' He wi shed he could just have agreed, but he was too honest
for that —and Tegan accepted his answer in the same spirit.

"None of us can do the inpossible,' she said.

"What will happen now that Tofana's gone?' Terrel asked.
"One of the other wizards will take over her role.' Tegan didn't sound as if
she cared very much about that. 'They'll go on as best they can, just as the

arnmy woul d have gone on if Pingeyri had been killed.'

"You're not |ooking for a pronotion yourself, then?

The magi an gl anced at hi m qui ckly, then |aughed when she saw his deliberately
i nnocent expression

"No,' she replied, with heavy enphasis. 'I'mnot."'

Terrel was pleased to see her snmile. It mght only be a brief light noment in
the midst of such horror, but it was worth a great deal nonethel ess.

"Can | ask you sonething else? he said, hoping to take advantage of the lift
in her nood.

Tegan nodded absently.

"What did you really see in the flanmes?

"Not hing,' she replied i medi ately, then anended her answer when she saw t hat
he did not believe her. 'It's not inportant.’

"Tell me. Please.’

Tegan | ooked at himas if weighing up her options, then sighed.

"It was a sword,' she said. 'As tall as a castle tower, and made out of flames
the col our of blood."

The visitor Terrel had npbst wanted to see cane to himafter they'd been in the
Grundar Hills for several days.

She had taken the formof a nerlin, a small falcon, that skimmed over a nearby
ridge and | anded neatly —with a rapid flickering of wing feathers —on a

poi nted rock. Once the bird was no longer in notion, its hunched stance and

bl unt, curved beak gave it a pugnacious |ook, while its nottled plunmage hel ped
it to blend in with the upland | andscape. But Terrel, who had been dozing
after another healing session and had only seen the | ast part of her approach
was not concerned with outward appearances. Even if he hadn't been able to see
the ring —which was | ooped around one of the nerlin's | egs —he woul d have
known that Alyssa's spirit was contained within the bird s slight frane.

Can you stay this time? he asked quickly.

I'"'mthe wong person to ask, she replied. I'll stay as long as | can

Until the el enental makes it inpossible, Terrel thought, resolving to make the
nost of whatever tine they were granted.

Then we can talk, he said. / need to explain.

Expl ai n what ?

Terrel couldn't tell whether she genuinely didn't know or was sinply trying to
puni sh hi m



About what happened with Latira, he said.

Oh, that, Alyssa said dismissively. Forget it.

Once again Terrel was unable to fathom her attitude.

Don't you want me to tell you what happened?

You 're growi ng up, Terrel. Things are bound to happen

But it wasn't nme! he burst out, alarmed by the resignation in her tone. It was
Jax. And even he didn 't nmake | ove to her

I know.

For a few noments Terrel was too stunned to respond.

You know? he said eventually.

Yes.
Have you al ways known?
No. Elamtold nme sone tine later. I'msorry | m sjudged you.

When he had imagined this conversation, it had never occurred to Terrel that
it would include Al yssa apologizing to him—and now that it had happened he
felt horribly guilty.

I"'msorry | let you down, he said. / should never have let nyself get into
such a ness.
Even as Jax, there's a part of you that's still you, she told him That's why

El am was able to intervene successfully.

Terrel heard her words, but they did not register imediately. Wen they did,
he didn't want to believe them If Alyssa's assertion was correct, it neant
that he was at | east partially responsible for sone of the things his twin had
done —or coul d perhaps have prevented them al together. It was anot her heavy
wei ght for his already overburdened conscience.

It won't happen again, he said quietly.

It doesn 't matter.

Yes, it does! he exclained. It's you |l love, Alyssa. You know that, don't you?
Yes.

I was niserable when | hurt you, when | thought you weren't com ng back

You real ly thought that? she asked, soundi ng genui nely surprised.

Yes.

Then we 're even, aren 't we? Alyssa told himcoolly. Don't we have anyt hi ng
el se to tal k about?

How can you be so cal m about this? Terrel denmanded

She did not answer inmmedi ately. Wen she did, her words brought hima mxture
of pleasure and pain.

I love you, Terrel. Never doubt that. It's just that in our current situation
I"mnot sure |love is enough

Don't say that! he cried. It has to be. W haven't got anything else. And we
wi |l be together again one day, | swear it.

This time it was Alyssa who paused before respondi ng.

| have to keep believing, she said at last, unknow ngly repeating what Tegan
had said a few days earlier

W both do, Terrel said. Don't give up on nme, ny love. None of this would make
any sense if you did.

I"'mnot sure it nmakes nuch sense anyway, she commented, but there was a
lighter note in her voice now, and Terrel's spirits began to rise. It was tine
to nove on.

Are the ghosts coning? he asked.

The nerlin glanced about, apparently testing the air. Then, w thout another
word bei ng spoken, three spectral figures appeared, glowing faintly in the
thin sunlight. They too | ooked around quickly, taking in their new
surroundi ngs, before El am broke the silence.

Jax isn 't here, is he?

No.

That's a relief. | nearly died of shock when | saw ny face on that sliny
little worm Elamgrinned, letting Terrel know that his choice of words had
been deli berate.

What was he doi ng here? Shahan asked.



It was the only way to break through the pyram ds, Terrel replied. W could
all have been killed otherwise. | didn 't have any choice. Are you sure?
Mizeni queri ed.

What el se was | supposed to do? Terrel asked, feeling defensive now

There's always a price to be paid for such aid, the heretic inforned him
I"'maware of that. | just couldn't think of any alternative. And | didn't see
you rushing in to help.

What's done is done, Shahan said placatingly. What's inportant is where we go
from here

You haven't nade nmuch progress towards the Lonely Peaks, Mizeni observed.

You think | don't know that? Terrel declared angrily. | can't just march up
there on ny own.

It's possible you may have to.

Thanks a lot. Is all your advice going to be so useful ?

Cal m down, both of you, Shahan told themforcefully.

In the silence that followed the seer's intervention, the merlin chattered
softly.

Sorry, Terrel said quietly.

| apol ogi ze, Mizeni said. W're all a bit on edge at the nonent. He gl anced
round again, and Terrel wondered what he was | ooking for

Tell us what's been happeni ng since we | ast net, Shahan said.

The healer did his best to describe his recent exploits in as succinct a
manner as possible. He told them about the Holma's plans, confirmng their
specul ation about Akurvellir and the Crcle of Truce in the process, about the
canpaign - including the tinme when Jax's uninvited arrival had saved his life
—and about the various battles at Hvannadal . The ghosts were obviously
relieved that Tofana's plans for the springs had been foiled, and were very
interested in the fact that, with Tegan's help, Terrel had been able to sense
the elemental wi nd and, through that, influence the creature's other actions.
I"mstill not sure | really did change the direction of the fissures, he
concluded, but it felt as if | did.

Maybe Tegan's the wi zard who's supposed to hel p you, Shahan argued.

Ei ther way, | think you shoul d persuade her to stick around, El am conmmented.
That sort of talent could be very useful.
The real question is how soon you'll be able to persuade the people here to go

to the central glacier, Mizeni said, single-nindedly pursuing their main aim
I'"mnot even sure it's possible yet, Terrel replied. The fissures are stil
burning. W may be stuck here for some tine.

Let's hope not, El am said. Everyone seens to have a reason to go. Pingeyri
wants to find the sword, and the Hol ma want to rediscover the Grcle of Truce.
O pretend to, Terrel corrected him Al they need is to make peopl e believe
the flame's been rekindled. But they've suffered a | ot of setbacks, and |I'm
not sure they're ready to go through with it at the nonent.

Show us the stone Jarvi k gave you, Mizeni requested.

Terrel | ooked around to make sure no one was wat ching, then slipped the netal
cylinder fromhis pocket.

The container's genuine, he said as he held it up for themto see. But the
stone's a fake.

You told us that already, Elamsaid. 1'd like to see it anyway.

I'd rather not. If it glows again, someone's bound to notice.

Fai r enough, Shahan said, and Terrel hid the vial away again. El am frowned,
but sai d not hi ng.

What's going on in Vadani s? Terrel asked. Has Jax killed anyone el se there?
Not that me know of, Mizeni replied.

He's probably getting enough excitenent on his trips here, El amremnarked. He
hasn't been back to Betancuria either, which is good.

What about the Code? Have you been able to make sense of any nore of it?

Not really, Shahan admitted.

W 're getting nowhere, Mizeni said, his frustration plain. It's all so vague
and contradictory.



The only newthing is a reference to sonething that 'blinds

the eyes fromwi thin', the seer added. We think it mght refer to mtra.
Apparently there is a way to counteract its effects, but we can't work out
what it is.

Sonet hi ng about mnud, if you can believe that, Mizeni said, shaking his head.
But we can't find anything that seens to be connected with the Ancient here,
or the Lonely Peaks, Shahan concl uded.

Don't forget the pendulum Alyssa put in.

What about it? Miuzeni asked. Those passages nake even | ess sense than the
rest.

It's inportant, that's all, she said, soundi ng defensive.

Why ?

Alyssa did not answer, and the merlin seenmed to hunch even |l ower on its perch
They' re com ng, El am war ned

Wio?

El am noved his head slightly to indicate what he neant, and Terrel turned to

| ook.

Waiths? A group of the tornmented phantonms were drifting up the slope bel ow

t hem

If that's what you want to call them

You can see thenP? Al yssa queried.

Terrel nodded.

We can hide ourselves better now, Elamtold him but they always find us in
the end.

Can they harm you?

No, but we can harmthem

In that nmoment Terrel understood what El am had neant when he'd said that the
ghosts shoul dn't be on Myvatan

W nmake things worse for themjust by being here, his friend added, confirm ng
the healer's intuition

Even though they hadn't 'noved on', Elam and the seers were still whole,
recogni zably human and with the ability to act purposefully —unlike the

wrai ths.

W shoul d go, Shahan said sonbrely, watching the approachi ng conpany.

Goodbye, Terrel, Mizeni said. Get to the Lonely Peaks as soon as you can.

I will.

And don't let Jax make you do anything stupid, Elam added with a grin.

The ghosts vani shed before Terrel had a chance to respond to that. He | ooked
at Alyssa, wondering how she was feeling now

"Il keep believing, she said quietly, answering his unspoken question. And
then, to Terrel's great disappointnment, the nerlin flew away.

To Terrel's imense frustration, it proved inpossible to keep his promse to
Mizeni. By the time it was determ ned that the conpany was fit enough to nove,
Raufar's scouts had discovered that all routes out of the hills were bl ocked
by fissures. These were not burning as fiercely as they had done at first, but
they still presented a formi dable barrier to progress, especially for a |large
group of people. Although they could go a certain distance in severa
directions, they'd soon be forced to turn back, and so it was decided that
they should stay where they were for the nonment. The | and around t hem was
reasonabl e for foraging and hunting, there was no~ danger of their being
attacked, and during the continuous daylight of sunmer the weather was mld
After several discussions, nost of theminstigated by Terrel, the group cane
to the conclusion that —if there was time, and when a route becane passable —
they would head in the direction of the central glacier. But no one other than
the heal er seenmed in any hurry to set off.

A month passed, and during that tinme Terrel saw nothing

of Alyssa and the ghosts. He hoped this was a good sign. If they'd been
desperate, he told hinmself, they would at |east have tried to visit him again.
Even so, his own inpatience was building to an al nbost unbearable | evel, and on
several occasions he considered sinmply heading east on his own. But his nerve



failed himeach time —and comon sense allowed himto justify his decision to
stay. But then news cane that was to change the attitude of his conpanions.

Pi ngeyri had been up and about for a while now, but Terrel still went to check
on himevery other day, and the healer was with hi mwhen the nmessenger

arrived. The soldier was filthy, his uniformtorn and scorched, and he was
clearly close to exhaustion, but he would et no one tend to himuntil he had
made his report.

"I"'mnot sure what to make of this, General, but | thought you shoul d know.
Tofana was seen in Nordura a few days ago. She was headi ng towards the Lonely
Peaks.

"What in the blazes would she be wanting there? Pingeyri responded.

The Peacenaker? Terrel thought. O Akurvellir?

"Well, whatever it is,' the general went on, 'I'Il wager she's up to no good.'
The wi zard's mnutinous behavi our at Hvannadal had soured his opinion of her
"That's not all, sir," the soldier went on. 'There's also a report that a

conpany of the Gold are already on the glacier.’

"Right,' Pingeyri said, his decision made. 'Can you show us the way you cane?
'Yes, Ceneral. It'Il mean going a long way round, and it's difficult in

pl aces, but it should be possible.’

'"Good man. It's time we started getting active again.' Pingeyri began

bell owi ng orders to various officers, then turned to Terrel. 'Wll, healer,"’
he said. 'It seens you're going to get your wish after all. W're going to the
Lonely Peaks.'

PART THREE

THE LONELY PEAKS

Chapter Forty- Four

'Look out!' Even as he yelled Raufar was running, reaching Terrel in two |ong
strides, and the two of themwent down in a heap just as a boul der that would
have crushed the heal er bounded past. The fall knocked the wi nd out of Terre
and he lay there gasping, his heart hamering against his rib cage as he

wat ched the rock tunbling down into the gully bel ow

' That must have been a nistake,' Raufar muttered as he scanned the ridges
above them

Even Terrel could see that they were in a terrible situation. The entire
conpany was trapped on a rough trail halfway up one side of a ravine, and if
their enem es held the high ground then they would be vul nerable. Everyone was
crouchi ng now, neking the nost of whatever cover they could find. Voices
echoed across the canyon as sightings were reported - confirmng that their
foes held the advant age.

"Pjorsa!' Raufar called, beckoning to his lieutenant. 'Get over here.'

The soldier arrived, nmoving rapidly in a crouched position.

' Take some nmen and see if you can get around their flank,' the captain said,
pointing up the valley. "If we have to stay here they'll pick us off one by
one. W need to keep them occupied while we try to nove.'

Pj orsa nodded and scuttled off.

" Thank you,' Terrel whispered, having finally managed to get his breath back
"Don't thank me,' Raufar replied, still |ooking up the steep slope. 'If you
get yourself killed, even by accident, we're all dead.'

'What do you nean?'

"It's you they want,' the captain told him 'Haven't you worked that out yet?
They coul d have overrun us several times if they'd been prepared to sl aughter
anyone in their way. They didn't, because they want you alive. But if you get
killed anyway there's nothing to stop them nassacring the rest of us.'

Terrel wasn't sure he could believe what he was hearing. He'd been aware for
some time that the soldiers were especially protective towards him but he'd
assuned that this was sinply because, as an adopted nenmber of their conpany,
he was one of those |east able to ook after himself in battle.

"Why nme? How do you know this?

"I don't know it,' Raufar answered, 'but it's the only thing that nakes any
sense —and it does nake sense when you think about it.'



"Not to ne it doesn't.’
'Look. Ever since we left the hills, they' ve been doggi ng our footsteps.
That's not surprising, given that we're in eneny territory, but they've mssed
several chances to kill us all - and that's not |ike the Wite.'
"But they did kill some of us,' Terrel objected. To his distress, Lieutenant
Narvat, Col onel Davi k and the magi an Vatna had all been anbng the recent
casual ti es.
"Yes, but only those who were isolated,' Raufar said. 'Wen they could pick
their targets and make sure they weren't killing the wong person.'
'Me?' the healer queried, still finding it hard to accept.
"Yes. And it's not just the Wite we're facing. Every unit we've come across
has had soneone fromthe Gold arny with it. According to their |egends, the
man who cones from Savi k's Whal e is a harbinger of their great victory. In
their eyes, you're a prisoner here and they're trying to rescue you. They're
quite prepared to get rid of the rest of us, or capture us if it's easier, or
split us up and drive us away —just as long as you end up with them It's the
only thing that explains their tactics.'
"But why nme?' Terrel persisted. 'What am | supposed to do for then?

Rauf ar shrugged.
' Perhaps they want you to find the sword - if that's really what you're

pl anning to do up there.'
The doubt inherent in the soldier's words gave Terrel pause for thought. He
didn't see how Raufar could know the truth, but he was an intelligent man, and
in this war everyone's notives were suspect.
"I don't really care,' the captain added. 'The fact that they want you is
enough for nme. \Watever it is, we're going to make dammed sure you don't fal
into their hands.'’
Thi s sounded om nously like a threat, and Terrel wondered what |engths Raufar
woul d be prepared to go to in order to keep his word.
'How do they even know I'm here?' he asked, still trying to find a fault in
the captain's theory. 'You killed all their soldiers at Wiale Ness.'

"I"d like to know the answer to that myself,' Raufar said grimy. 'The Wite
seemto have known far too rmuch about all our plans.'

"You really think they're after ne?

"Yes.'

"If you're right, then you' d better get as many people as

close to ne as possible,' Terrel said. '"If the Wiite won't risk killing ne,
then it'll provide some protection for the rest of you.'

"I"'maware of that, but it's difficult in this terrain.' The conpany was
strung out along the trail, with little roomfor nanoeuvre. 'For the tine

bei ng, we stay here. And keep your head down.'
Their journey fromthe Gundar Hlls had been beset by troubles right fromthe
start. At first Terrel had been tenpted to conpare it to the Race of Truth - a
voyage into the nost inhospitable regional imaginable - and crossing various
fissures had rem nded himof the Valley of the Snokers. But he had soon been
forced to revise his opinion. This trek was no nere race; there was no code of
honour anmpbng these adversaries. This was war, and the perils they faced were
not just the natural dangers of climate and | andscape but al so the nurderous
efforts of other nen.
Al t hough there had been several battles, their |osses had never been serious
and they had al ways been able to nove on. They had faced both Wiite and CGold
forces, and because the eneny had neomancers anong their nunber, Pingeyri and
his men had often been at a consi derabl e di sadvantage. The magi ans anong t hem
i ncl udi ng Tegan, had done their best. In theory they knew how to defend

agai nst weat her-weapons, but in practice they |acked the instincts and
reactions of trained warriors. Terrel had wi tnessed heroics and tragedy,
savagery and sorrow. He hated the violence as nuch as ever, but he'd |l earnt an
even greater respect for Raufar and his conpany. The constant daylight had at

| east allowed the soldiers to keep watch even during the quiet hours, but the
season of light was comng to an end now, and the possibility of night raids



woul d soon become an additional worry.

On top of that, they were noving through unfanmiliar country, with all the
pitfalls that entailed. The land itself was in turnoil, and there were trenors
nearly every day. Mst of themwere mnor, and none seermed to be directed at
the travellers, but they all represented new dangers -especially when the
group was close to any of the fissures that ran across the | andscape at
irregular intervals. In all, the delays had been so bad that after al nost a
nmedi an nonth they had still not reached the edge of the central glacier. Under
any other circunstances, going on with their quest would have been regarded as
madness, but Terrel had no choice in the matter, and for the rest the
situation was normal. The war was nad.

Their journey had been beset by troubles, but now it |ooked as though it m ght
be conming to a premature end. It was clear that on this occasion their enem es
had an al nost overwhel mi ng advantage in both nanpower and position. However,
the Bl ack forces were not about to give up without a fight. Fromtheir own
position, Terrel and Raufar had difficulty foll owi ng what was happeni ng

el sewhere, but occasional glinpses of novenent allowed the captain to make an
educat ed guess.

"Pjorsa's alnost there,' he said with sonme satisfaction, 'and the rear group
are clinbing too.' Hi s expression changed as he squinted into the distance.

' Gods, Pingeyri's |leading them hinself!'

Terrel knew that the general was not the type of nan to issue orders froma
position of safety if he had any choice in the matter, but this | atest exploit
seened particularly fool hardy. The route his party was taking was steep and
difficult, and | ed straight towards the eneny position on the rimof the

gor ge.
"What's he trying to do?

"I"'mnot sure,' Raufar replied, '"but they' |l provide a diversion if nothing
el se.’

"Even if they all get killed?

'"Even then,' the captain confirned. "And it'll give us a better chance to
avenge them Tine for us to nove. Cone on.'

Terrel followed as Raufar ran along the trail, directing the others who were

left in the main group. Their enem es made no nove to attack, but before |ong
sounds of fighting could be heard from above —both ahead, where Pjorsa was,
and fromthe general's sortie. The remainder of the conmpany was urged to nove
faster, in the hope of being able to escape fromthe ravine and negate their
foe's advant age.

As he stumbl ed over the rough terrain, Terrel saw that Raufar and severa

ot her sol diers remai ned between himand the eneny at all tinmes, and he felt
both grateful for and guilty about their vigilance. Wthout know ng where
they'd cone from Terrel then found Tegan beside him and Yarek at their

heel s.

"Do you know what's going on?" the magi an asked breathl essly.

"Not really.' He still couldn't accept that so many people were taking such
terrible risks sinply to protect him 'I'mjust doing what I'mtold."’

They ran on until a shout from behind nmade them hesitate and gl ance round.

' Keep going!' Raufar told them then peeled away, calling orders to his men.
The sounds of fighting came cl oser.

The decisive noment in the battle cane not because of some clever strategy or
any speci al display of courage or tenacity, but fromthe intervention of blind
chance. Unlike any of his conpanions, Terrel knew that the trenmor was com ng
before it struck, but he was unable to do anything

about it, and his warning cry was lost in the uproar of conbat.

The earthquake put a stop to the fighting because it suddenly became difficult
for anyone to keep their feet, let alone swing a sword, but wi thin nonents
everyone was aware of a new danger. Boulders like the one that had nearly hit
Terrel, and a host of smaller stones, began tunbling down the sides of the
gully, crashing and splintering as they went. Mbst people tried to find a
sheltered place and crouched down, hoping to remain safe, but Terrel and his



conpanions were a little way ahead of the main group now, and in a relatively
exposed position hal fway across a snmall |edge. Al three of themwere
terrified, not knowi ng what to do for the best, when Kopak appeared in front
of them waving urgently.

'"There's a cave up ahead!' he yelled. 'Quick!'

The urgency in his voice broke the spell that had paral yzed them and they ran
on, following himup a small scree slope and into a dark opening. Al nost as
soon as they were inside, a great roar of stone deafened them as an aval anche
swept over the ground they had just crossed.

' That was cl ose,' Kopak gasped, his face sheened with sweat.

The other three could only watch in awe as the I andslide runbled past them
They knew that if they'd been only a few nonments |ater, they would have been
crushed to death.

'"Did it hit the others?" Tegan asked, trying to see through the cloud of dust
that was rising into the air.

"I think nost of themare on the far side,' Kopak replied. 'Let's hope so,
anyway. There are sone falls over there, but nothing conpared to this.'

"WIl they be able to reach us?

"There's no telling yet. W'll know once this has cal ned

down.' Although the trenor was over now, rocks were still falling, and the air
was full of debris.

"How di d you know t he cave was here?' Terrel asked.

"I was with Pjorsa when he went forward. W spotted it on the way. | was going
back to report to Raufar when the quake hit.'

Ared glow filtered through the dust that now filled the valley.

"What's that?' Terrel wondered

' The quake's reopened the fissure at the bottomof the ravine,' Yarek guessed.
The boy sounded afraid, and Tegan put an arm round his bony shoul ders. He

| ooked up at her in surprise, but didn't nove away.

"It's a pity you couldn't have given us a bit nore warning,' the magi an said
to Terrel. '"If we'd been in the right position, we could have used this to get
away. '

"You knew it was com ng?' Kopak excl ai nmed.

"Yes, but only a few nonents before. There wasn't time to do anything.'

'So the |l egends were right,' Yarek concluded. 'You are a seer.'

"No, not really.’

"You cane from Savi k's Whale,' the apprentice said, as if this proved a point.
"Are you really going to find the Peacenaker?

"I've no idea,' Terrel said, conscious of the different attitudes to their
mssion within the small group. 'Right nowl'd be glad just to see our way out
of this cave.'

By the time the dust settled, the enornity of what had happened had sl owy
become clear. The aval anche had gouged out a new ravine and cut them off from
the rest of the conpany. Its sides were sheer, and around the edges and at the
bottomit |ooked treacherous, with nmany snaller

rockslides still tumbling down the slopes. Although they could see sone
noverment at the far side, it was too far away in the m sty atnosphere to tel
who it was or what they were doing. No one wanted to risk calling out in case
they gave their position away to the eneny.

"Even if it is our nmen,' Kopak said, 'there's nothing much they can do.'

' They probably think we were killed by the aval anche,' Tegan said quietly.

' There nust be a way round it," Terrel said.

'Yes, at the top,' Kopak agreed, 'but it would take a long tine, and we've no
i dea what's happened to the Wiite troops."'

' Then what are we supposed to do now?'

'Go on?' Tegan suggested tentatively.

"Just the four of us?

' Perhaps sonme of the others will catch up eventually,' she said. 'And we do
have a job to do.'

"I don't see that we have nmuch choice,' Yarek stated. 'Waiting here won't do



us any good, and the trail's the only route out. W have to go on, for a bit
at |east.'

Kopak nodded, approving of the boy's common sense.

"W can review the situation once we're out of this place,' he said, |ooking
down at the smoke and occasional bursts of flame coming fromthe bottom of the
canyon. 'The sooner the better, 1'd say.'

No one argued. They set off, scranmbling down to the trail and continuing al ong
it to the head of the valley. They made good progress for a while, but then —
as they energed froma narrow defile —they found the path bl ocked by a patch
of rubble. dinbing over the heap was a frustrating busi ness, and when they
finally reached the other side and regained solid ground, they took a noment
to catch their breath. It was then that a sharp noi se made themall junp.
"Don't nove!'

The unfam liar voice cracked like a whip, and all four of themfroze. Severa
soldiers with white epaul ets stepped out fromtheir hiding places. Al but one
carried crossbows, which were trained on the quartet. The exception was the
man who had spoken, and who was clearly in charge of the group

"Now this is a surprise," he said as he studied his prisoners. 'W—

Kopak yell ed something unintelligble and his hand went to his sword as he
began to charge. The bl ade was only hal fway out of its scabbard when the bolt
t hudded into his chest, sending himsprawing to the ground. By the tinme the
sound of Tegan's scream faded away he was dead.

" Anyone el se want to be a hero?" their captor asked, then | ooked directly at
Terrel, his expression changing rapidly.

"Is it hinP' one of the other soldiers asked.

'Look at those eyes,' the officer replied. 'What do you think?

Chapter Forty-Five

Tegan noved forward slowy, and the bowran who was covering her tensed.

"What are you doing?' their |eader snapped.

'"I"'mcollecting his tag, Captain. You'll allow ne to do that, surely?

After a noment he nodded and she knelt to retrieve Kopak's chain. Wen she
stood up there were tears in her eyes, but they were given no tinme to nmourn
the brigadier's son. Under the watchful eyes of the soldiers, they were taken
up a path that twisted its way to the top of the incline. There they were mnet
by a nuch | arger group of nen, who regarded the prisoners with a strange

m xture of curiosity and antagonism Al nost inmediately the captain ordered
the entire conpany to nove off, but one of his |ieutenants queried the
decision - pointing out that many of the Black soldiers were still at large in
and around the ravine.

'Forget them' the captain replied. 'They're not inportant. He's what we cane
for.'

" Then do we need the other two?

"A woman and a boy in a war party? | think they mght be of interest too,

don't you? Let's move!'

"\Where are you taking us? Terrel asked. They had been wal ki ng for over an
hour now. All his

earlier questions had been ignored, but this tine the captain turned to | ook
at himand grinned.

"Nordura,' he said. 'There's soneone there who wants to nmeet you.'

" Who?'

"You'll find out soon enough,' the soldier replied, and then returned to his
former obdurate silence.

Terrel renmenbered that Nordura was where Tof ana had been seen, and he wondered
i f perhaps she hadn't made it as far as the glacier after all. But he coul dn't
understand why the Wiite forces would be co-operating with an enenmy w zard. He
gl anced at Tegan and saw that she was frowning, perhaps considering a simlar
puzzl e.

At their canp that night, the three prisoners sat a little way apart fromthe
soldiers as they ate the food they were given. During the march they had been
wat ched cl osely, by neomancers as well as by ordinary guards, and the soldiers



had not relaxed their vigilance once they'd come to a halt. One of the
neomancers —who, unlike the rest of the conpany, wore the colours of the Gold
Quarter —sat staring at the trio with an alnost manic intensity.

"What's he doing? Terrel asked quietly.

"I"ve no idea,' Tegan replied.

Once the neal was over, a soldier cane to collect their bows. He displayed
the now famliar conbination of interest and ennmty when he | ooked at them

but he flinched slightly when he took Terrel's dish, and the heal er saw

anot her enotion flicker briefly across the young man's face before he noved
away. Wy should he be afraid of us? Terrel wondered. What did he think I was
going to do?

He was distracted then as he saw that the sky had

turned a pal e shade of green. At first he thought he was hallucinating, and
wondered if their food had been poi soned, but then he realized that he and his
two conpani ons were now i nprisoned beneath a magical pyramd, a miniature
version of the structures at Hvannadal . Instinctively, he glanced over at the
ol d neomancer and saw that the man's eyes were closed, his head bent forward
in concentration.

' They're not taking any chances, are they?' Tegan comented. She nodded in the
direction of their guards. In spite of the barrier that enclosed their
charges, the soldiers were still watching themclosely, their bows cl ose at
hand.

"It's like a tent,' Yarek remarked, studying the faintly glowi ng shield. 'A
magi cal tent.'

"Well, at least we shouldn't get wet if it rains,' Terrel said.
Tegan sm | ed.
'Coul d you break us out of here?' she asked softly. 'If you needed to?'

"I doubt it," Terrel replied. "And | don't think we'd get far even if | did."'
He indicated the bowren.

'They wouldn't kill you. Not after going to so nuch trouble to capture you.'
She had obviously reached the sanme concl usi on as Raufar

"But they might not have the sane scruples about you two, and |'m not prepared
to risk that.' Then, wanting to change the subject, Terrel asked, 'Who do you
think it is who wants to neet us?

"It could be Onundar,' the magian surnmised. 'Or maybe sonme of their generals.'
'O Tof ana?'

Tegan shook her head.

"No,' she said. 'l know she was supposed to be in Nordura, but that woul dn't
make any sense.'

"Unl ess she's changed al | egi ance.'

"Never.' Tegan sounded absolutely certain. 'It would nake a nockery of her
whole life's work.'

"That sort of hatred doesn't just change sides,' Yarek added.

They bot h | ooked at the boy.

"She wanted all the Wiite to burn,' he explained. 'There's no way she'd work
with them now. '

"He's right,' Tegan said.

"I suppose we'll just have to wait and see,' Terrel concluded. 'Do you know
anyt hi ng about Nordura?'

"Just that it's a city about the same size as Saudark,' the magian replied.
"It's inportant because it's the furthest inland of any major town in the
Wiite Quarter.'

"So it's near the glacier?

"Yes. And it's also quite close to the Red border. Hence its strategic

i nportance. That's all | know about it.'

' They have nmud baths there,' Yarek told them 'For healing.'

Real | y?' Terrel said, his interest piqued.

How do you know that?' Tegan asked.

It was in one of the old books at home. | nmean, at the pyram d. The real one.
Tofana's.' He was becom ng increasingly flustered.



"I didn't know you had access to the wizard' s library,' Tegan remarked.

'"No one mnded,' Yarek said defensively.

' Because no one knew?' the magian queried mldly.

The boy didn't answer.

"What else did you find out?" Terrel asked, remenbering his own voyages of

di scovery in the old library at Havennoon.

" About Nordura? Not nuch.'

"What does this nud do?'

"It's like the pools. Only . . .°

"Only thicker?' Terrel suggested.

Yar ek smil ed.

"l suppose so.'

'"Do the Wiite soldiers use mitra? the heal er asked Tegan, who | ooked
surprised by this sudden change of topic.

'Yes. Everyone in Myvatan does. Wy?

"Just thinking. It's not inportant. \What do you suppose wi |l have happened to
Raufar and the rest?

"W know that some of them survived, at |east,' Tegan said.

"Do you think they'Il cone after us?

' That depends on whether they know we survived. |If they do, it's possible they
m ght follow our trail, but if they think we're dead they'll probably head for
the nearest friendly territory —which would be the Red Quarter —or try to
make it back over the nountains and hone.'

"l suppose us getting caught was a good thing in one way,' Terrel reasoned.
'"They let the others go,' Tegan agreed, nodding. 'Doesn't help us. much

t hough, does it? The gods know when we'll ever get the chance to go to the
Lonel y Peaks now. '

When they reached the city of Nordura three days later, a strange, faintly
sul phurous snell hung in the air. Qutwardly the buildings | ooked very sinmlar
to those in Saudark, and the fortress - which stood on a hill, with a
conmandi ng vi ew over the town and the surroundi ng countryside - could al nost
have been built fromthe sanme plans as its counterpart. Terrel was not
surprised when they were led in through the castle's main gates.

"I guess we'll find out who wants to see us soon now,' he said to Tegan as
they entered the courtyard. Time would prove hi mw ong.

Terrel had been inprisoned before, but never in such |uxurious circunstances.
In all but one respect he and his two friends were treated |ike honoured
guests, with servants to bring themfood and tend to their needs. The three
captives were housed in quarters built round a quadrangle that was open to the
sky, and where a few small fruit trees and some flowers grew. Al they |acked
was any news of the outside world —and the freedomto | eave their | odgings.
Armed guards patrolled both entrances to the encl osed garden, and the doors
and wi ndows of their roons all faced i nwards. However, the main obstacle to
their freedomwas the transparent screen of a pyram d that enclosed the entire
conpl ex except for brief periods when the servants needed to enter or |eave.
As hours turned into days, and still nothing happened, Terrel's frustrations
grew. He spent a lot of tine talking with Tegan and Yarek about what they
ought to do, but they weren't able to come up with any solution to their
problem The only people they saw were their attendants, who were obviously
under strict instructions not to talk to the prisoners about anything other
than their household duties. Terrel persisted in trying to get sone news of
events beyond the gol d-fl ecked pyram d, but he got nowhere —and short of
threatening themw th physical violence, he didn't know what else to try. At
Tegan' s suggestion he tried to initiate contact through psinoma, but the
servants' mnds were shiel ded somrehow, and he soon gave up the attenpt -
feeling shame as well as annoyance at his failure.

A nonth passed and night returned to Myvatan,

al t hough true darkness only lasted a short tinme. And still nothing happened.
No one came to see them and no one would even tell them who they were
supposed to be waiting for. Although they were living confortably, Terre



t hought that if this went on for nuch | onger he would go nad. I|ncreasingly
drastic ideas filled his mnd as he dreant about escapi ng, but he knew t hey
woul dn't work. Even if he summoned Jax again, and succeeded in renoving the
pyram d, the chances of their finding their way out of the castle and the city
were slim The Wiite soldiers nmight hot have wanted to kill him but if he and
hi s companions tried to escape there was no telling what could happen. As
Tegan pointed out, their best chance of |leaving was to do so with their
captors' perm ssion

"You never know,' she said. 'They nmight send you up to the glacier with one of
their own conpanies.'

"To find the sword?

"Why not? Pingeyri thought it was a good idea. Their generals mght too.'

"So we just find the Circle of Truce with theminstead,' Terrel said
hopeful | y.

"You do,' Tegan corrected him 'l don't think Yarek and | would be allowed to
go with you. W're the eneny, don't forget.'

"I"'mnot going wthout you.'

'"W'l |l see. It may never happen, anyway.'

"If they do want ne to do sonething |like that, why are we being kept waiting
here?'

"I"ve no idea,' the magian admtted. 'I'd still like to know who we're waiting
for.'

"I think I could dismantle it,' Yarek said. 'The pyram d?' Terrel exclained.
"Yes.'

'Real | y?' Tegan queried. 'How could you do that? Whoever's producing it is
out si de."’

"It's not a question of who, it's how,' the boy replied. 'l think I can match
the pattern and then unravel it fromwthin. Do you want ne to try?

Terrel and Tegan | ooked at each other, both wondering what Yarek's efforts
woul d achi eve. Even if he were successful, they would still be inside the
fortress, with guards all around them And beyond that |lay a hostile city. Any
freedomthat they m ght gain would probably be shortlived at best, and if
their captors realized that it was Yarek who had destroyed the shield, the boy
m ght suffer as a result.

'"W'd need to know what woul d happen after the pyram d was gone before we try
anything,' Terrel said eventually.

"I agree,' Tegan said. 'We rnust think about what we want to achi eve, nmake a

pl an.'

'So, no, Yarek,' the heal er concluded. 'Don't do anything yet.'

Di sappointrment warred with relief on the apprentice's face. Terrel guessed
that forrmulating a theory and actually putting it into practice were two very
different things. Yarek |ooked frail enough as it was, and the effort involved
i n what he was proposing mght well exhaust himand rmake his own escape

i npossi ble. And Terrel had nmeant it when he'd said that he was not going to

| eave hi s conpani ons behi nd.

"I"mvery inpressed, though,' Tegan added. 'How did you work out what you
needed to do? WIIl you show me?' 'If you like,' Yarek said, |ooking pleased
now. Terrel left themtalking, and wal ked around the courtyard. Looking up, he
saw a bird circling high above the pyranmid and wondered —for the thousandth
ti me —when

he woul d see Alyssa again. She had not appeared at any time during the
journey, and now that he was hi dden behi nd anot her magi cal screen he wasn't
even sure that she'd be able to locate him It was one nore frustrati on anong
many.

Telling himself to put such negative thoughts aside, he tried to think of ways
that Yarek's new di scovery m ght be useful. For instance, if he spotted Al yssa
outside the barrier, could the apprentice open a gap for her to cone through?
It would be worth asking him just in case. And "if—

The healer's nmusings were interrupted then by an internal trenmbling that he
had come to know all too well over the last few nonths. He yelled a warning to



Tegan and Yarek, but they were already out in the open, sitting near the
centre of the garden, so that when the trenor struck they were in no i mediate
danger. The earthquake was a m nor one, shaking the fortress for no nore than
a few nmoments, and Terrel renmained on his feet throughout. However, at the end
of it, an image had been seared into his menory, and it was this that nmade his
| egs give way beneath him

He found hinself sprawled on a paving stone, with his head spinning and his
stomach churning. He tried to fight back the nausea and work out what had
happened. It had been a nessage, he had no doubt of that, and he was al nost
certain it had conme fromthe Ancient. But he couldn't deci de why the el enental
had chosen to contact him or howit had nmanaged to do so. In the end, though
none of that nmattered. What was inmportant was to know whether it had been rea
or not. He tried to tell hinself that it was just an illusion, but he had seen
too many instances where glinpses of the future were possible to discount the
noti on of prophecy out of hand.

"Are you all right? Yarek asked, com ng up beside him 'You |ook very pale.’
'"I"'mfine," Terrel lied. "It was just the trenor.'

The boy nodded, but did not seemto be wholly convinced. Tegan joined them

' That was odd,' she remarked.

"What ?' Terrel asked, |ooking up. He still didn't trust his | egs enough to

st and.

'The trenmor nmade the pyramid flicker. Wiy would it do that?

"I don't know.'

' Maybe whoever built it was caught off guard,' Yarek suggested. 'Their
concentration mght have slipped.'’

They couldn't come up with a better explanation, and Tegan and Yarek soon
forgot the incident. Terrel specul ated privately about whether it night have
been the elenental's influence that had caused the shield to trenble, but once
again he was unable to conme to any concl usions.

That night, Terrel fought against his need for sleep for as | ong as possible.
He knew that as soon as he closed his eyes he would once nore see the imagery
that retained the power to terrify him He had seen hinmself withing in agony
as flames poured out of his body, first fromhis chest and then fromhis mouth
and eyes.

Chapter Forty-Six

Terrel was lying on his back in the garden, gazing up at the unnatural col our
of the sky, when it turned blue again for a few nmonents. He assumed that a
servant was comng in, but a gasp of surprise from Tegan nade hi m | ook round.
The newconer wore an ornate cape that glittered in the filtered sunlight, and
there was an aura of power about her that left Terrel in no doubt as to her
status. He stood up as the wi zard wal ked over to him On the other side of the
guadr angl e, Tegan and Yarek had also got to their feet, but their visitor

i gnored them her liquid brown eyes fixed upon the heal er

"My nanme is Reykhol ar,' she announced

['m Terrel .’

"I know who you are,' she replied. 'But |I'mcurious about what you are.’
"I"'ma healer,' he said, giving the only answer he felt confortable with.

For a healer, an awful |ot of death and destruction seens to follow in your
wake. '

"That's not ny doing. O ny intention.'

"What is your intention?

"l have none.'

"You don't talk to dragons, then?

Terrel didn't know how to respond to that.

"I"ve been told a great deal about you,' the w zard said,

"but little that makes any sense. One of the things |'ve heard is that you
were responsi bl e for what happened at Hvannadal, and that you enlisted the
dragons to help you do it.'

'Dragons are mythical creatures. They're not real.' "Ch, | wouldn't say that,"'
Reykhol ar remarked casual ly. '\Wat did you do at Hvannadal ?



"I tried to stay alive. Like everyone else." '"Is that all?" 'Yes.'
"Well, then, you succeeded. Unlike many others.' Her steady gaze did not
di sgui se the fact that she knew he was lying, and Terrel began to fee
unconfortabl e, wondering if she could read his thoughts.

'So you weren't responsible for breaking the pyram ds?' she asked. 'No.'

"And you didn't cause the earthquake? 'I'ma healer. | can't command t hat
sort of power. Do you think 1'd still be a prisoner here if | did?" Reykhol ar
nodded, acknowl edging the point. 'l think you'll find you' re being treated

rather better than nost prisoners,' she said.

"I"'maware of that,' Terrel responded. 'Everyone here seens to think |I'm sone
character out of a |egend.’

'"The child of the sea,' the wizard said quietly. 'Born of Savik's Wale.'

"Something like that.' 'But you don't think so.' '"I've no interest in your
war . '
' Then why have you been fighting with the Black arny?" 'l haven't. |'ve been

travelling with them They gave me no choice.'

"Way was that ?'

"They had the idea that | nmight be able to help themfind a sword called the
Peacenaker .

" And can you?

"How should I know? |I'd never heard of it before | got here.’

"Way did you cone here? Not nany foreigners risk approachi ng our shores.'
"I"'ma traveller. | go where | like.'

" And where destiny takes you?

'Perhaps. W could all say that, couldn't we?

Reykhol ar snmiled for the first time, the skin around her eyes crinkling into a
hundred tiny lines. It made her seemnore human, a little less intimndating.
Her hair, appropriately enough, was the colour of pale gold, and was cut quite
short. She could not have been much nore than thirty years old, but her eyes
seened considerably ol der, and the mnd behind themwas clearly form dable.
"You took a long tinme to get here,' Terrel remarked, feeling it was time he
asked some questions of his own. 'Wy was that?

"Travelling on Myvatan has been difficult since the Hvannadal earthquake.'
'Even so, we've had to wait over a nonth.'

'Was there somet hing you woul d rather have been doi ng?' she asked innocently.
"I don't like being cooped up.'

"That's understandable,' the w zard conceded, 'but | didn't want to entrust
the job of talking to you to anyone else. And | needed tine to recover ny

strength.'

"You were responsible for the outer pyramid at Hvannadal .' It was a statenent
rather than a question, and Reykhol ar nodded her head in acknow edgenent. 'I
can see how that woul d have exhausted you,' Terrel said. 'Is that why Onundar

hasn't cone to see us?

"My col | eague has been in a coma since the city was attacked.'

Terrel didn't even attenpt to conceal his surprise

"l don't believe if was the stormthat caused her downfall,' the w zard went
on. 'Wat happened to the springs nust have affected her deeply. They were her
pride and joy, after all.’

"What did happen to then?' the heal er asked quickly, hoping that Tofana's
efforts had not been successful

"You don't know?'

Terrel shook his head.

' There was so rmuch magic all around themthat the waters becanme corrupted,"’
Reykhol ar said, and the healer's heart sank. 'The bal ance of such things is
delicate.’

' The pools don't work any nore?

"No. In fact, the waters now harm anyone who i merses thensel ves.'

'How are they harmed?' he asked, fearing the worst.

'They don't burn, if that's what you' re wondering,' she said, surprising him
again. 'They sinply devel op fevers, and their wounds becone infected.' The



wi zard | ooked at himthoughtfully. 'W know about the fire-starters. You can't
keep that sort of thing secret for |ong.'

'"They're nothing to do with ne. They're Tofana's creatures.'

"Really? | was told you were the one who showed her how to use the technique.'
"No! Such things are hateful to ne.'

"Your friends have no such scruples,' Reykhol ar said, glancing over at Tegan
and Yarek, who had kept their distance but were watching the encounter

cl osel y.

"Some of them' Terrel conceded, 'but not these two. They feel as | do.'
Reykhol ar | ooked doubtful, but did not question his claim

'Do you have any news of Tofana?' Terrel asked.

"Way woul d you be concerned with her now?'

' Because she may still be trying to initiate a further stage in her magic, one
that woul d be catastrophic for all Myvatan.'

"Tell me nore.’

Havi ng rai sed the subject, Terrel did not feel he could stop there, so he
expl ai ned as much about Tofana's plans —and their possible repercussions - as
he coul d.

"You think she mi ght begin these chains from another [ocation now that
Hvannadal 's no | onger an option?' the w zard asked.

"It's possible. Do you know where she is?'

'She's nade herself a little nest, an eyrie really."’

" Wher e?

" Anong the Lonely Peaks.'

' Reykhol ar said that Tofana's set herself up inside the glacier,' Terre
reported later. 'In a cave or sonething. And the place is well protected,
apparently."'

"But how can she survive there? Yarek asked.

"No one knows.'

"More to the point, what is she doing there? Tegan said. 'Do you really think
she's still working on the fire-starter chains? | know she can be pretty
singl e-m nded, but this is extreme, even for her.’

'"There are lines in ice," Yarek rem nded her. 'Perhaps she's hoping to use
them'

"Turn the whole glacier into a weapon, you nean?' the magi an excl ai red. ' Gods,
what an appal li ng thought. Wat's Reykhol ar planning to do to stop her?

"She didn't say,' Terrel replied. The Gold w zard had |l eft w thout giving him
any clue as to her intentions, and w thout answering any of his questions
about the prisoners' fate.

"My guess is she's going to consult with the generals here before she decides
what to do next.'

"Do you think their plans will include you?' Tegan asked. 'Or us?

"I expect so. They wouldn't have waited so long for her to see us if they
didn't think we were inportant.’

'"So we may yet get to go to the Lonely Peaks,' Tegan surm sed.

"What are you really planning to do up there?" Yarek asked.

Terrel and Tegan | ooked at himin surprise.

"I"'mnot stupid,' the apprentice added. 'l know you don't really plan to | ook
for the sword. That was just a. story to tell the generals. So what's the rea
reason?

Terrel nodded, tacitly agreeing that the boy deserved the truth, and Tegan
told him about the Holma and their plans. Yarek could hardly contain his
del i ght.

"I'"ll do anything | can to help,' he said eagerly.

"There's something else | have to do there,' Terrel added, then told his own
tale - or part of it at least. By the tinme he had finished, Yarek was
practically bursting with excitenent.

"This is |like something out of an old book,' he exclaimed. "And I'min it!’
'"Real life is a lot nore dangerous than books,' Tegan told him

"I know, but this is amazing. | never thought |I'd get the chance to do



anything inportant in nmy life. Do you really think we could put a stop to the
war for ever?

"I do,' Tegan replied firmy, smling at his eagerness.

"And help Terrel at the sane tine?

"I don't see why not.'

"Do you think I'll get to see the Ancient?' Yarek asked, returning his
attention to the heal er

"I can't tell you that,' Terrel said. 'Before we can do any of this, we have
to get out of here.'

Al t hough they all hoped Reykholar would return with nmore news, she did not
cone that day, or the next. O the next. Terrel fretted, though he tried to
remain outwardly calmfor the benefit of his conpanions.

' Somret hi ng shoul d be happening by now,' he nmuttered. 'They can't still be

tal king.' Knowi ng that the wi zard was there had stripped away the | ast of his
pati ence. 'Wat are they waiting for?

"I wish | knew,' Tegan said.

The two friends | apsed into a pensive silence. They were sitting in the room
where the magi an sl ept.

"You're thinking about Alyssa, aren't you?' Tegan said eventually. Now that
they had grown confortable in each other's conmpany, they could often read the
ot her's nood

"Yes.' Terrel had told her about his | ove, but not about the way she visited
himduring his travels.

"It nust be hard, being so far away.'

' There are harder things,' he said, thinking of Myrdal and the uncertainty
surroundi ng his fate.

Tegan nodded sol emmly.

"Tell me about the two of you,' Terrel said quietly.

The magi an didn't need to be told who he was referring to.

"W've known each other since we were children,' she began. 'W were both

different, and we knew it. | think that's why we becanme friends, to avoid the
ridicule of all the others. I'mnot sure when friendship turned into somnething
nmore. It just happened. One day we were playing ganes, the next we .,..' She
paused, her pale skin darkening a few shades. 'I'Il never forget the first

time he kissed me. It seened to last for ever.' She snmiled at the nenory,

her eyes seeing another tine, another place. Then she cane out of her reverie
and gl anced at Terrel. 'He was due to go into the arny soon after that, and so
we spent every noment we could together. And then ny tal ent was discovered,
and it becane inevitable that we would both be going away. So we made a pact,
to get ourselves into positions where we nmight be able to do sonme good, to

seek out other people who thought |ike us, but nmpst inmportant of all, to
renenber that we would be together again one day.' There were tears in her
eyes now.

"You will be," Terrel said.

How can you be so sure?

"l can see the future, renenber?

"You don't believe that.'

In this case | do. If—

He was interrupted by an excited cry fromthe courtyard. Mnents |ater Yarek
burst into the room

' The pyram d's changed!' he declared. 'There's all sorts of ripples init.'
'"Do you know what's happeni ng?' Tegan asked, wi ping her eyes.

"No, but there's sonething el se too. The guards outside the entrances are
lying on the floor. They |look as if they're asleep.'

"Al'l of then?' Terrel queried. 'In the mddle of the day?

' Come and see for yourself.'

A few nonents later, all three of them were |ooking out through the tunne
that led to the outside world. On the other side of the magical barrier that
bl ocked the far end, two soldiers lay sprawled on the ground. Alittle further
away, one of the servants was also lying on the flagstones.



"What' s goi ng on?' Tegan whi sper ed.

"I don't know,' Terrel said, '"but |I think we ought to find

out, don't you? Yarek, do you still think you can break through the pyrani d?
"Yes,' the apprentice said confidently. 'It's already beconmi ng unstable. It
shoul d be easier now.'

' Then go ahead.'

Yarek closed his eyes and held his body perfectly still. In front of themthe
shi el d shi mered and buckl ed, then sinply vani shed. Tegan cried out in

ast oni shment and Yarek opened his eyes.

"I didit," he nurnured, then swayed on his feet. Hi s compani ons nmoved quickly
to support him but after a few nmoments he shrugged themoff. '"I'mall right,’'
he sai d.

"Well done,' Tegan said. 'That was incredible.'

'Ready to go?' Terrel asked.

"What are we waiting for? Yarek replied, grinning weakly.

They went forward, and Terrel knelt beside one of the fallen guards.
"This isn't natural sleep,' he reported, once he'd had the chance to
i nvestigate the man's inner dreamworld. 'I'mnot sure what it is.'
'Some sort of sickness?' Yarek suggested.

'"Is it like the sleepers in Saudark? Tegan asked.

"It's like that, but not the sane. | can't put ny finger on it, but
Terrel stood up and | ooked around. He couldn't see any novemnent anymhere "
wonder how nmany ot hers have been affected like this.

An hour later they had at least a partial answer to that question. As they
made their way through the fortress, everyone they saw was fast asl eep

Chapter Forty-Seven

'"It's as if the time of hibernation came upon them unexpectedly,' Tegan said,
'so they had no tine to prepare.'

"But there's still alnost three nonths to the tine of darkness,' Yarek

obj ect ed.

Havi ng di scovered that there was no one to stop them Terrel and his

conpani ons had clinbed on to the outer battlenents of the castle, and were now
| ooki ng out over the rest of Nordura. An unnatural stillness envel oped the
scene below, and they could see people lying in several of the streets.
Not hi ng noved, and the only sound was the gentle wuthering of the breeze. The
entire city was asl eep

"What if the whole island's like this? Yarek whispered. 'VWat if we're the
only ones | eft awake?

Whil e they'd been exploring, they had di scussed the reason for their being the
only ones unaffected by the bizarre occurrence. The obvi ous answer was that

t he pyram d, which had until recently inprisoned them had also protected them
somehow —whi ch inplied that whatever had i nduced the mass sl eep had been

magi cal in origin. The question of who was responsible was | ess easy to
answer. The simlarities with the sleepers led Terrel to wonder whether the

el emental had been involved, but he couldn't work out how or why its

i nterference should have taken such a strange form The other | eading

candi dat e was Tofana, of course, but Tegan didn't know of any

magi ¢ conmanded by her forner mstress that could have produced such an
effect. Athird possibility —and one which brought Terrel out into a cold
sweat —was that the Ancient and the w zard were sonehow worki ng together. The
i dea of the creature's alnost linmtless power harnessed to Tofana's mal evol ent
designs was al nost too appalling to contenplate, and yet there was sone

evi dence to suggest that this mght be the case. Miuch earlier, Terrel had
sensed that the elenmental had | earnt fromevents at Hvannadal, and the
‘'message'’ it had sent the healer inplied that it knew about fire-starting. The
i nner dreans of the people of Nordura, and the fact that Tofana was now on the

gl acier —in reasonably close proximty to the creature —also pointed to a
possi bl e col | aboration. But there was no way of telling whether such an
al i ance had been agreed upon willingly by both parties, or whether one was

t aki ng advantage of the other. Either way, Terrel knew he had to put a stop to



it.

"When do you think they'll wake up?' Tegan asked.

"I don't think it'll be any time soon,' Terrel replied. "All those |'ve tested
are deeply unconscious.'

'But whatever caused it is no |onger happening,' the magi an reasoned.
'"Qtherwi se we'd have fallen asleep ourselves as soon as the pyram d was gone.
So presumably it'll wear off eventually.'

Terrel nodded.

'"W'd better take advantage of the time we have, then,' he said. 'Let's gather
what we need and get out of here.’

After such a long period of enforced idleness, it took Terrel a few days to
get used to travelling again. Al though he was able to ease the stiffness in
hi s compani ons' |inbs each night, Yarek's tentative efforts to do the sane for
the healer failed, and so Terrel was forced to bear his aches

and pains on his own. He did this gladly enough —it was sonething he was used
to, after all - because it was the price he had to pay to be moving closer to
his goal .

However, Yarek did succeed in another enterprise which made their progress
rather nore confortable. Wth Tegan's hel p and encouragenent, he devel oped his
own technique for building a protective shield over them creating this

magi cal 'tent' whenever they were in need of shelter fromthe weather, and
thus allowing themto sleep at night in reasonably secure circunstances. Once
it was set up, he could maintain the barrier even when he was asl eep, but the
price he paid was to wake the next nmorning feeling weary and unconfortabl e.
Because of this, they usually tried to find other means of ensuring their
safety, taking advantage of whatever refuge the countryside offered.

For the nost part, they avoided any human settlenents. Once they had got a few
mles away from Nordura, it had become clear that other parts of the island
had not been affected in the same way, and they'd seen the | ocals going about
their normal business. They had even spotted a conpany of the White arnmy on
the march, but had managed to remai n undetected. There was no way of telling
whet her their escape had been di scovered, and therefore whether anyone was

| ooking for them but as fugitives they could take no chances.

Eventual |y they reached the rimof the giant glacier, only to be faced with

t he probl em of how best to go about clinbing on to that forbiddi ng expanse of
bl ue-white ice. The frozen cliffs that they first came to were too high and
too sheer to scale, so they had to nove around the border, |ooking for an

easi er approach. In this way they discovered a 'valley' between two vast
protrusions of ice, which enabled themto walk several mles closer to the
heart of

the glacier while remaining on solid ground. The gently sloping defile
narrowed to a point as it clinbed, but at the far end the buttresses of ice
seened smaller and | ess steep than any they had seen before, offering the hope
of access to the Lonely Peaks.

That ni ght they canped near the foot of the glacier in a small rock cave. They
had not seen anot her human being since the previous day, and in such a renote
spot they decided that it would be safe to light a fire. Now that they were

al nost surrounded by ice, the air was permanently chill, and the warnth from
the flames was wel cone. They ate some of their carefully rationed food, and
then settled down for the night.

'Do you want the shield? Yarek asked.

"No,' Terrel replied. 'W're sheltered enough here. Save your strength for

t onmorrow. '

Tegan nodded her agreenent, then glanced at the healer

"Do you still have the stone?
"OfF course.' Terrel took out the nmetal vial and showed it to her
"Do you think it'll lead us to the Circle of Truce? Yarek asked

"I hope so.' Terrel was nmore concerned with finding both the el enmental and
Tof ana, but he wasn't ruling anything out.
"Not going to be nuch of a show though, is it? Tegan comrented. 'Wth just



the three of us there to see it.'

'That doesn't matter,' Yarek clainmed. 'Once the flame is relit, no one will be
able to deny it.

The magi an sniled at the boy's earnest confidence.

"\What ever happens, it will make a difference,' Terrel agreed, as he w apped
his bl anket around himand tried to find a confortable position on the uneven
fl oor of the cavern.

'There's sonmething odd here,' Tegan said a little while later

"What ?' Terrel asked anxiously.

"Like the wind | felt at Hvannadal .’

So Alyssa and the ghosts won't be coming to help us, Terrel thought. He'd been
hopi ng to see them again at some point during their journey, but if Tegan's
intuition was correct, they would not be able to reach him The el enental wi nd
wasn't going to hurt them though, so his fears subsided.

'That won't bother us,' he assured her. 'Let's get sone rest.'

The last thing Terrel saw before he fell asleep was the slimcrescent of the
Amber Moon, only a few days old, framed in the entrance to the cave.

It was still dark when Terrel woke. Wiile he'd been asleep, the cold of the

gl aci er had seeped into his |linmbs and he sat up, shivering, and rubbed his
arms to warmthem The fire had gone out, and its ashes gave off no heat. Even
t hough he had only slept for a short time, his brain felt dull and foggy, and
it was a few nonents before he was able to make out a faint red light coning
fromoutside the cave. He assuned that this was the first pale glinmrer of

dawn, and wondered about waki ng hi s conpani ons so that they could be ready for
an early start. But Tegan and Yarek were still fast asleep, and he didn't have
the heart to disturb them Terrel was so cold now that going back to sleep

hi nsel f was out of the question. He yawned and stretched painfully, stil
feeling less than fully alert. Qutside the cave's entrance the sky was full of
dark cl ouds, but a w nd-blown gap allowed himto see a few stars, and then
reveal ed the Amber Moon. Terrel blinked, know ng that sonething was w ong, but
even as clouds obscured his

vi ew again, he was certain he had not been m staken. The Anmber Mdon had been
full.

I must still be dreaming, he thought. But if he was dreaming, then it was in
an unconfortable realmthat m mcked the real world with uncanny accuracy. He
decided to wake the others, to see if they were part of the illusion, and he

was on the point of reaching over to shake Tegan's shoul der when he stopped
short. What if he wasn't dream ng? What if the Amber Moon really had been
full? That would nean he'd been asl eep for nine days, which wasn't possible.
Unless ...

Fear trickled into Terrel's heart like icy water. He got to his feet, pulling
t he bl anket around him and tiptoed over to the nouth of the cave. The Anber
Moon chose that noment to reappear, sliding mpjestically into another gap
within the fast-noving streamof cloud. It was indeed full, and it | ooked
real. What was nore, the scene illuninated by its soft |ight had changed

al nost beyond recognition. The valley was now coated with a thick |ayer of
snow that glistened Iike pale gold in the moonlight. In addition, both sides
of the valley were bl anketed by a dense veil of fog, and the red gl ow he had
seen earlier was comng fromthese m st banks.

Terrel's fears froze into icy certainty. There was no way these changes coul d
have occurred during the course of one short night. The nysterious nal ady t hat
had been inflicted upon Nordura had cl ai med themtoo.

"This is crazy,' Tegan nuttered. 'The sun should have risen by now. The night
is lasting way too |ong.'

"And it shouldn't be this cold,' Yarek said.

Terrel's conpani ons had woken of their own accord about an hour after the
healer. At first they had dism ssed his theory that they had been asleep for
ni ne days, but

when they'd been presented with the evidence of their own eyes, their
certainty had crunbled —and now they were being forced to consider an even



nore outrageous possibility.

"What was the Red Moon's aspect when we fell asleep? Tegan asked.

"Just past full,' Yarek replied. 'About three days past, | think.'

"And what is it now?

The boy gl anced up again. They had been watching the heavens for a long tine,
but the clouds granted themonly fleeting glinpses of the sky above.

"It's in the last part of its cycle,' he said. '"It'll be new tonorrow,
probabl y."'

"And the White?

"It'"ll be newin a few days.'

Al three were capable of the calculation that followed, but it was Tegan who
put the inevitable conclusion into words.

' The Amber Moon has been through another two cycles,' she said. 'W haven't
been asl eep for nine days. W' ve been asleep for two nonths.'

Later, when the sun finally rose, they discovered that it was not just the
snowfall that had transformed the valley during their |long slunmber. New
fissures had opened up on either side, with lava flowing silently in their
dept hs. This was what was produci ng the clouds of steam as the ice and snow
around themnelted in the heat.

"It nust have been quite an earthquake to produce this,' Tegan said, | ooking
down into the red gl ow of one of the crevasses. 'How could we have sl ept
through it?

They noved away fromthe edge, and trudged back through the snow towards the
cave. As they did so, the day's cold reasserted itself.

"It's as if we've nmissed autum and gone straight fromsumer to winter,'
Terrel grunbl ed.

"It's always a short season,' Tegan said, 'but it's never gone by that fast
before.'

"W'll have to |ook for a place to sleep soon,' Yarek said.

At first Terrel didn't understand what the boy nmeant, but then he realized
that the tinme of Myvatan's hibernation —the two nonths when the sun never
rose —was only a few days away. It made the tasks that still |ay ahead of

t hem nore urgent than ever.

'"Do you think it was deliberate? Tegan asked.

" What ?'

'"Us sleeping for so long, the fissures, all of this. Do you think someone was
trying to delay us? O have we just been unlucky?

"I've no idea,' Terrel admtted.

"Was it the elenental ?° she went on. 'l renenber feeling sonmething just before
we went to sleep.’

"If it is, the chances are we've just been unlucky. Its power is erratic,' he
replied, thinking of the unpredictable nature of the wind that blew the ghosts
away, and of the trenors at Hvannadal. 'But if Tofana's got something to do
with it, she m ght have been trying to target us specifically.'

"You think it's her doing?

"It could be.’

' Then why | et us wake up agai n now?'

' Maybe she's done all she needs to do. O perhaps she can't control the spel
all the time. | don't know. Anyway, this is all just speculation.’

"If it was all accidental,' Yarek put in, '"the pattern of the fissures is
quite a coincidence.'

"Why?' Terrel asked. 'Wiat do you nean?'

The apprentice pointed to the upper end of the valley, where steamrose from
t he base of the glacier.

"Unless I'mvery nuch mstaken,' he said, 'the two fissures intersect up
there. There's only one way out of here now, and that's to go back the way we
cane.'

Terrel and Tegan stared, but they both knew that the boy was right. They had
been cut off fromthe Lonely Peaks by a noat of fire.

"Unl ess you fancy wadi ng through nolten rock, of course,' Yarek added.



Chapter Forty-Ei ght
"W have to go back,' Terrel said
They had returned to the cave and were packing up their supplies. Although

some of their food had gone nouldy, nost of it still seened edible.
"If we retreat now, we'll never get up there in tinme,' Tegan said. 'The dark
will be here.’

"W haven't got any choice,' Terrel said. 'There's no way to cross the
fissures.' They had clinbed to the top of the valley to see the point where
the two lava flows split apart. The rivers of fire energed from beneath the
glacier in a smooth, continuous stream then divided to run down both sides of
the vall ey.

"I know,' Tegan muttered, her frustration plain. 'I just w sh we knew what
Tofana was doing. If we have to wait till next year to get up there, we could
be too late.'

"Having slept so long now, maybe we won't need to hi bernate,' Yarek suggested.
"I wouldn't like to stake ny life on that,' the magian replied.

"I mght not be affected by the hibernation,' Terrel said. 'Perhaps | could go
on al one."

Tegan frowned, but before she could say anything nore they were interrupted by
a muffled roar from outside

' Eart hquake?' Yarek queried doubtfully.

"I don't think so,' Terrel replied. He hadn't experienced any interna
trenbl i ng.

The runbling continued, and the three friends went outside.

'There,' Yarek said, pointing to the glacier above the steam clouds at the
head of the valley.

'The heat's nelting the outer edges of the cliff,' Terrel decided. '"It's
falling into the fissure.' As they watched, nore huge chunks of ice broke away
and di sappeared into the mst.

"Could it fill the gap?' Yarek asked hopefully.

"No,"' the magi an answered. 'You saw how hot it was down there. The ice will
nelt al nost at once.'

Vast billows of steamwere erupting now, enphasizing her point and obscuring
the view even nore

' Maybe if enough ice fell in, we mght be able to get across,' the boy
persisted. 'Could we use nmagic to increase the size of the aval anche?

"W could try,' Tegan said, 'but | still don't think it would do us nuch good.
The fallen ice would still be much too unstable for us to use.’

Li stening to the crash and roar of the exploding cascade, Terrel was forced to
agree with her.

'Cone on,' he said. 'The sooner we start, the sooner we'll have a chance of
findi ng another way in.'

He set off, his boots sinking into the ankl e-deep snow, only to come to a halt
a few paces later. A large animal was bounding across the valley towards them
It |ooked like a cat, but it was huge, and its powerful |egs propelled it

al ong at breathtaking speed. Its fur was pale creamw th grey markings, |ike
snmudges of ash

'"It's a snow | eopard,’ Yarek breathed, caught between terror and awe.

‘"Don't nove,' Tegan said quickly. '"If we run, it'll chase

us down easily. Qur best chance is to shout as loud as we can. W might be
able to frighten it away.'

"It won't attack us,' Terrel stated calmy, his spirits rising.

' How do you— Tegan began, then stopped.

You 're going the wong way, Alyssa told him They won't be able to keep the
bridge in place for long. She cane to a skidding halt, her |arge paws
scattering snow.

A bridge?
At the head of the valley. Can't you see? But you nust hurry.
"Come on,' Terrel said to the others, who were still staring at the beast in

silent amazenent. 'Yarek was right. W are going to get across.' He began to



run, and after a nonment's hesitation, his conpanions foll owed. The snow

| eopard padded al ongsi de, matching their pace wth ease.

Who are they? Terrel asked as he ran.

What ?

You said they won't be able to keep the bridge in place.

Does it matter? she asked inpatiently. They're risking their lives to help
you. Isn't that enough? Just make sure their efforts aren't in vain.

Terrel stumbled on, the weight of his pack maki ng hi m even nore clunsy than
usual . Ahead of themthey could hear —but not see —nore ice falling. He
plunged into the cloud. To begin with it felt both cold and clamy, but it
rapidly grew warnmer. Half blind now, they slowed their pace until they cane
out above the rimof one of the fissures. Below themthe | ava was stil

flowi ng, red hot, but there were darker patches within the stream now, marking
t he pl aces where sone of the rock had solidified once again. Further up the
crevasse there was an area where ice-boulders were falling continuously,

hi ssing as they crashed into the fire. The lava flow there was darker in

col our and movi ng sl uggi shly.

"This way,' Terrel gasped, follow ng the snow | eopard.

Looki ng across at the glacier wall, he thought he saw novement within the ice,
but assuned this was either nmeltwater or a trick of the Iight. However, the
illusion persisted, beconing nore noticeable as they drew closer to the site
of the aval anche. Sonething was | oosening the ice deliberately, causing huge
bl ocks to break away and tumble down into the fissure. He could pick out
several of them now, each one glittering |ike noving crystal, half hidden
beneath the surface of the glacier - and Terrel suddenly realized that he knew
what they were. The ice-worns had cone to his aid.

"It's working!' Yarek shouted. 'The gap's filling up!'

Terrel peered ahead through the m st and saw that the boy was right. At the
poi nt where the aval anche had been at its heaviest, not all the ice was

nmel ting instantaneously. Some huge bl ocks |lay across the ravine, fornmng a

j agged, shifting causeway across the bl ackened and snoul dering lava. It was
still imnpossible to imagine crossing such dan* gerous terrain, but as he

wat ched, even nore ice |landed on top of the pile, adding another layer to the
frozen pontoon. Moments later there was novenent inside the fallen boul ders as
the ice-worns burrowed into their construction. As they did so, the various
sections of ice seened to shift and coal esce, freezing together into a single,
conti nuous span that |inked the two m st-enshrouded banks.

Now? Terrel asked silently.

Now, Alyssa confirmed

Fol | owi ng the snow | eopard, Terrel set out to cross the bridge between the

cl ouds.

'No goi ng back now then,' Tegan renmarked, |ooking down fromthe top of the

gl aci er.

Far below them the valley was still weathed in fog, but

they coul d see enough to know that the bridge had nelted and fallen into the
fissure again. The ice-wornms were nowhere to be seen, but their efforts had
served their purpose. The gl acier seemed quite stable again, and although the
clinmb had been arduous, it had been relatively straightforward.

The snow | eopard was still with them and although both Tegan and Yar ek
glanced at it warily every so often, they seened to be getting used to the
creature's presence. For once, Terrel found that he didn't need to talk to
Alyssa inmredi ately. He was still thinking about what had happened, and
relating it to the various prophecies in the Tindaya Code. According to that
ancient text, the ice-worms were supposed to act to protect the Guardian —
which inplied that having Terrel and his friends reach the gl acier sonmehow
worked to the Ancient's advantage. This was encouraging, if alittle hard to
fathom And now that they had crossed the bridge between the clouds, Terre
was in no doubt that he was on the right path.

He turned round to | ook out over the seem ngly endl ess expanse of the gl acier
It was a frozen sea that stretched to the horizon, broken only by a few



di stant mountains that jutted up fromthe plain |like isolated ships adrift on
a great ocean. It was his first view of the Lonely Peaks, and he understood
now how t hey had got their nane.

"You have sone strange allies,' Tegan remarked. 'Few people have ever seen a
snow | eopard this close, |let alone been | ed by one.'

"Don't forget the ice-worms,' Yarek added. 'What you nade them do was

i ncredible.’

"It wasn't ny doing,' Terrel said, glancing at Alyssa.

"Well, they don't usually behave like that for their own anusenent,' Tegan
comment ed.

Are you going to spend the whol e day tal king? Al yssa

enquired. O are you going to do sonething useful ?

Thank you for getting us across, Terrel said.

It was their idea, not mne.

The i ce-worns?

The sl eepers here.

Under st andi ng dawned wi th her words. Just as Alyssa had commandeered t he snow
| eopard, so the sleepers of Myvatan had taken over the bodies of the ice
creatures -and conme to the travellers' rescue.

"W have nore allies than you know,' he said aloud. 'Let's go.'

Contrary to Terrel's first inpressions, the surface of the glacier proved to
be anything but flat. It was pitted and uneven, w th noul ds and hol | ows,

ri dges and grooves, and occasi onal deep cracks running down into the ice that
glowed with an eerie blue Iight. Some of these crevasses were | arge enough to
force the travellers to make detours, and their progress was slow and erratic.
When they had been collecting their equipnent in Nordura, Tegan had insisted
on taking sone curious inplenents which could be fitted on to the sol es of
their boots, surrounding themw th jagged teeth, and Terrel had now begun to
appreciate their value. Wthout the extra purchase on the ice, he would have
been slipping and sliding with every step

'Where are we headi ng?' Yarek asked.

"I don't really know,' Terrel replied. 'Just towards the nountains.'

The snow | eopard was still keeping pace al ongside them and Terrel took
confort fromher presence, but in contrast to nost of her visits, neither of
themfelt the need to talk all that nmuch. Alyssa's nood was tense and serious,
and it seened that she had seen little of the ghosts since the last time she
had j oi ned hi mon the unknown road —and as a

result she had brought no news or advice fromEl amor the seers. She al so
appeared to know what had happened to Terrel recently, even before he told her
about his various adventures. But all she seened to care about was the fact
that they were finally on the glacier now, and that the end of their quest was
in sight.

The day proved to be very short, with the sun barely rising above the horizon
and so they were forced to carry on walking long into the deepening tw light.
Finally, when constant flurries of snow began to nmake their progress even nore
hazardous, they called a halt. The snow | eopard | oped off into the gl oom
Alyssa's parting words had reassured Terrel that she would rejoin himas soon

as she could, but he still hated to see her go. He watched the animal until it
was out of sight, then turned and saw t hat Tegan was | ooking at him
"WIIl it come back?' she asked quietly.

"I hope so,' Terrel replied. Alyssa had been with himduring all his previous
encounters with the elenentals, and he certainly wanted —and needed —her to
be there this tine.

Wthout waiting to be asked, Yarek created a pyram d around them and they
settled dowmn to wait out the darkest hours and the stormthat was brew ng. A
blizzard was soon whi ppi ng past their canp, but the magical shield kept the
travellers dry and relatively warm It even provided a little illunmnation in
an ot herw se pitch-black night.

"I hope this eases before norning,' Tegan said, watching the swirling snow.
"O we'll be stuck here.’



'How | ong can you keep the barrier going? Terrel asked.

"As long as we need,' Yarek declared confidently. "All the work is in setting
up the patterns. After that, maintaining it is easy. There's a |l ot of power
here to draw on.'

"In the ice?

"Yes.'

"Do you think you could maintain the pyramid all the way through the | ong
dark?' Tegan asked.

The apprentice | ooked rather |ess sure now.

' Maybe,' he said cautiously.

"It's just that I'mnot sure we'd survive up here if we were forced to

hi bernate wi thout some sort of protection,' the nagian expl ained. 'And we've
no idea howlong this is going to take.'

"Let's deal with that when we have to,' Terrel said. 'R ght now we need to get
some sl eep.'

The stormblew itself out during the latter part of the night, and left the
sky clear. First the stars and then the Anber Mon cast their beguiling

radi ance over the scene, reninding Terrel of a very different desert. The
baki ng sand and dust of M srah had often appeared beautiful in the varied
nmoonl i ght, but, like the ice, they could be deadly too.

The inprovenent in the weather made all three of them eager to push on, and
they set out as soon as the pre-dawn gl ow gave them enough |ight. They had
gone no nore than a mle when Terrel cane to an abrupt halt and stared ahead.
Besi de him both Tegan and Yarek | et out gasps of surprise. A few hundred
paces away, a black pyranmid was growing out of the ice. It rose and expanded
just as the shield had spread out to cover Hvannadal, but this structure was
opaque, its lustrous surfaces reflecting the light of the newy risen sun

' Tof anal!' Yarek whi spered

"It has to be,' Tegan agreed.

For a few nmoments none of them noved, but just stared at the wi zard' s eyrie.
"What should we do?' Tegan asked. 'Try to go around, or face her?

"If she can do that,' Yarek said, 'we can't match her magic’

"And | don't think she's going to let us just slip by,' Terrel said.

He yawned suddenly, then glanced at his conpanions. Yarek's eyes were already
cl osed, and Tegan was swayi ng unsteadily on her feet. Terrel tried to cal

out, to tell Yarek to build their own pyranid, but his tongue woul d hot work,
and then he realized that it was already too |l ate. The boy had slunped to the
ground.

The I ast thought that passed through the heal er's bel eaguered m nd before

sl eep engul fed himwas that they were going to have to face Tof ana now whet her
they liked it or not.

Chapter Forty-N ne

Wien Terrel awoke, he had no idea how he had cone to be where he was or how
much tinme had passed. But as soon as he was able to | ook around he was certain
of two things; he was deep beneath the surface of the glacier, and he was

i nsi de the bl ack pyranm d.

He was alone in a chanmber of ice, its walls sculpted into snooth curves by the
passage of meltwater that had | ong since fl owed away, |eaving behind an
underground | abyrinth of sinuous beauty. It ought to have been dark, but the
wal I's glowed blue with an inner |um nescence. It ought to have been deadly
cold, but although everything around himwas indeed frozen, the air within was
mld enough for Terrel to know that he could survive in such an at nosphere.
Which nade it all the nore surprising that the only sound of running water
cane from sone di stance away. The walls of his cavern were dry.

Al though it seemed that he was in no i nmedi ate physical danger, and there was
nothing to stop himfrom |l eaving the chanber by any one of the three narrow
passageways that led fromit, he was under no illusions about his situation
He, and presumably Tegan and Yarek, were Tofana's prisoners. This was her
lair, and within its boundaries - as at the stone pyram d near Saudark - she
could do anything she liked. However, there was no point in sinply staying



where he was and waiting for her to

decide his fate. In such a predicanent, doing sonething —anything - was
better than remai ni ng passive.

Terrel stood up and listened for any sounds of activity. He heard nothing
except the nmuffled drip and splash of water and so, on impul se, he chose the
tunnel that seemed to |lead towards that. In places the winding corridor was so
narrow that he had to turn sideways in order to slide through, and at one
poi nt he had to duck his head to avoid a cluster of icicles that hung fromthe
ceiling. When he brushed against one of themit rang with a pure nusical note
that seemed to reverberate throughout the maze of ice. The frozen world was a
pl ace of extraordinary conplexity and a strange, hypnotic beauty, and under
any other circunstances Terrel would have been | ost in wonder. But he was too
concerned with finding his conmpanions - and with the inevitable confrontation
with Tofana —to appreciate his surroundi ngs.

Eventually he cane to a nuch |arger cavern, and the end of his search. Tegan
and Yarek were sitting neekly on the floor near the centre of the echoing
chanmber, and Tof ana —resplendent in a black cloak that was rinmed wth
glittering frost —stood over them obviously in conplete control of the
situation. At the far end of the cave a cataract of water fell through a wide
opening in the roof and di sappeared into a hole in the floor that plunged even
deeper into the glacier. Fromwhere he stood, the noise of its passage nade it
i mpossible for Terrel to hear what the wi zard and her former assistants were

t al ki ng about .

Al three of themturned to | ook at the newcomer as he stepped forward. A
smal | neasure of relief showed on Tegan's face, but Yarek's expression

remai ned taut and fearful. Neither of them spoke, and it was left to Tofana to

greet him
'Conme and join us!' she called above the hiss of the
waterfall. 'Now that you're all here we can begin properly.' She sounded

eager, alnost gleeful, and even froma distance Terrel could sense the nadness
in her enerald eyes. As he noved towards her, he felt a mixture of dread and
determi nation. He swore to hinmself that, even if the w zard was invincible
here, he would not go down without a fight. He could only hope that both Tegan
and Yarek woul d show t he sane resol ve

"Sit down,' Tofana comranded when he reached the others.

"Are you all right?" he asked his travelling conpani ons as he obeyed.
"I"'mfine," Tegan replied, with a wel cone touch of defiance in her tone.

Yar ek just nodded.

"I have no intention of harming them' Tofana assured him 'They may be

m sgui ded, but their talents are too valuable to waste. As are yours, Terrel.'
"You really think we woul d use our talents to help you?' he said.

"You won't have any choice,' the wizard replied, with a smle as cold as her
new hone.

Terrel's dread intensified. Tofana m ght be insane, but that did not nmean she
was w thout intelligence. Although her |ogic mght be skewed, her cunning was
undi m n-i shed.

"You've all learnt some new tricks since we last nmet,' she remarked. ' But
you're no match for me. Please renenber that.'

Her captive audi ence remained silent, and Tofana's thoughts seenmed to be
wandering as she gazed up at the arch of ice far above them

"I do miss the nustelas,' she nmurrmured eventually. 'Especially Bezylum'

Tegan and Terrel exchanged a gl ance, wondering if there was any way they could
t ake advantage of the wi zard's evident distraction, but before they could do
anything their captor |ooked down again, businesslike once nore.

"l should have cone here |long ago. You don't need things like this.' She
gestured contenptuously towards the travellers' packs, which lay at her feet.
"Al'l you need is magic, and this place is the source of the greatest power
|'ve ever encountered. And here, at this very spot,' she added, stabbing a
finger towards the floor, 'is the nmost potent concentration of all. From here
| can do anything.'



Terrel recalled Yarek saying that there was a |l ot of power in the ice, and if
a nere apprentice was able to draw upon it, it was hardly surprising that a

wi zard could do so too.

"Soon it will be lined up,'" Tofana went on. 'All the chains, all the patterns.
And all at ny command.’

The whol e gl aci er as a weapon, Terrel thought, renenbering an earlier
conversation. It had been a nightmarish possibility then; it seemed it was a
reality now.

'So what are you going to do?" Tegan asked.

"End the war.'

" How?'
"My plan at Hvannadal was a good one,' Tofana said. 'It just didn't go far

enough. | can command all the chains fromhere. | sinply have to separate out
those that lead to our enemes. Then they'Il burn —all the soldiers, all the

wi zards and magi ans, everyone.'

' Everyone?' Terrel queried in horror

"The entire population of the two quarters,' she confirned enthusiastically.
"That's barbaric!’

Tof ana shrugged.

'"They'd do the sane to us if they had the chance,' she said. '"It's the nature
of war.'

"That's not the point,' Terrel began, but Tegan overrode him

"You'll end up killing your own people too,' she decl ared.

' Nonsense, ny dear.'

"Chains within water can't be divided so neatly,' the magi an persi sted.
"Varmahlid knew that. That's why she opposed you.'

' She was a foolish old womman,' Tof ana stated conpl acently.

"No. She was right. If you do this, every person on Myvatan will burn. It
won't just be the end of the war. It'lIl be the end of everything.'

"You're being tiresone now, child,' the wizard said. '|I don't expect you to
understand. Just watch and learn. It's Terrel who'll be hel ping ne.'

C VB

"I"mjust going to borrowa little of your mnd to guide the chains. | could
do it nyself, but this will be so nuch nore elegant. And pl ease don't think
you can resist,' she added, as the heal er shook his head. 'I can do it after
sending you to sleep if necessary. It's just that you'll mss all the fun that

way. Jax woul dn't want you to do that, now, would he?

Mention of his twin confused Terrel for a nonment, making it inpossible for him
to think clearly.

"WIl he be coming back any time soon?' Tofana asked. 'He'd enjoy this, don't
you think? Wthout waiting for an answer, she reached inside her cape and
took something froma pocket. 'Before we start, there's just one question |I'd
like an answer to. Wat's this?" She held up a snmall netal cylinder

Refl exively Terrel's hand went to his own pocket, but of course the vial was
gone. Beside him Tegan let out a cry of dismy.

'"The container is interesting,' Tofana commented. 'Qite old, | think, with
some residual power. But this ..."' She tipped the crystal out on to her palm
"This is just a worthless trinket. So why were you carrying it with you?'
Terrel chose not to answer.

' Perhaps you can show ne,' she suggested, and tossed the stone to Terrel, who
caught it in his good hand.

I mredi ately the pale speck within the red began to gl ow, becom ng brighter by
the nonent until the entire cavern was stained pink

"Very pretty,' Tofana observed, her disdain obvious. 'Is that supposed to
prove anyt hi ng?'

But then a deep growing, that seemed to cone fromthe ice all around them
made her hesitate. The floor of the cave shook as the trenor passed, and the
glacier rang like a giant bell. Terrel was suddenly aware of another presence
in the chanber, renote but watchful, and from her expression, he guessed that
Tegan felt it too. Whatever else it had done, the crystal's display had



attracted the attention of the el emental

Al t hough Tof ana had seened to regard the interruption as irrelevant, evidently

used to the pyranmid protecting her from earthquakes, she had |ost her train of

t hought. She stared at the ceiling again, muttering unintelligibly to herself,

rem nding Terrel of some of the lunatics who had been incarcerated with him at

Havennmoon. He | ooked round at Tegan, hoping that they could use the w zard's

reverie to their benefit, when he was distracted hinself by yet another

unexpect ed occurrence. Several waiths were drifting into the cavern

apparently drawn to the light that was still stream ng through his fingers. It

was cl ear that

none of the others could see them but one of the ghostly figures seened nore

interested in Yarek than in the crystal

"What' s goi ng on?' Tegan whi spered.

"I'"'mnot sure.'

The i ndependent waith wapped itself around the boy, and as it did so Yarek's

expression changed fromfear to amazenment. He still couldn't see the phantom

presence, but sonething had obviously told himit was there.

"W shoul d begin,' Tofana announced, her voice sounding very loud in the

echoi ng space.

At the same tinme another voice, nuch quieter and sonetines indistinct, was

sounding inside Terrel's head, but he knew at once that it was not speaking to

hi m

You were never a coward. Don't even think ... could not have cone this far
time to believe

Terrel realized belatedly that he was overhearing the waith as it spoke to

Yarek, and a glance at the boy confirmed that he was hearing it too. Tears

were filling his eyes now, and sadness conmbined with joy on his young face.
"What's the matter with hin?' Tofana nuttered, glaring at the apprentice.
"Never mind. He's not inportant.' The wi zard turned back to Terrel. 'Now, are

you going to cooperate, or nust | destroy you too?
"Way should | help you?' the heal er asked, stalling fcr tine.

"Because it'll be nuch easier for you if you do, and the end result will be
the sane in any case.'
can't let her do this ... all be in torment.

The words flitted through Terrel's mind even as the other waiths clustered
silently around him seeming to bask in the rose-col oured |ight.
'Come, Terrel,' Tofana said inpatiently. 'The Wite
Moon is beginning a new cycle. This is a tine of change. Shall we play our
part ?'
"No. | want nothing to do with your vile schenes.'
Tof ana frowned, then shrugged.
"That is regrettable. You had interesting potential, but if that's the way you
choose to go, so be it.'
Arcs of silver-white |light crackled through the air between them Iike
m niature streaks of lightning, and Terrel felt pain searing through his head
and heart. There was not hing he could do, no way to defend hinsel f. Tofana had
been right; he was no match for her. She would use whatever she wanted and
then discard himlike an enpty husk. He was blind to all but the pain now Far
away, he heard Tegan screani ng, and beyond that another voice, calm but
i nsi stent.

you did it before . . . don't be afraid
The wi zard's sorcery was burning Terrel fromthe inside, and he realized that
that woul d be his eventual fate. Once his useful ness was over, he too would

become a victimof the greatest fire-starter of themall. He struggled agai nst
a power too strong to conprehend, knowing that his resistance was nerely a
futile gesture, but unwilling to yield. H s agony grew worse.

Tof ana | aughed.

"It begins!' she cried.

"No!"' Yarek's voice cut through the spell, and Terrel forced hinself to open
his eyes.



' Ch, please,' Tofana exclainmed scornfully. 'Wat do you think you 're going to
do?' She tried to swat the apprentice aside as if he were a troubl esone

i nsect.

But Yarek woul d not be dism ssed so easily. He had stepped between the w zard
and Terrel, disrupting the pattern of white light. It danced around himin
swirls and jagged shards, but instead of sinply trying to divert the

link, Yarek had accepted it, drawing it into hinmself. Terrel felt his own
torment |essen, then fall away.

'You made this mstake before, boy,' Tofana snarled. 'Wuld you destroy
yourself in trying to save anot her?

'To save a friend,' Yarek whispered, 'yes, | would."'

"This is pointless,' the wizard told him "Al you can achieve is a slight
delay - and your own death.'

"So be it," the boy grated, his voice thick with pain.

The silver inferno redoubled in ferocity, and once again Yarek made no effort
to avoid it. Instead he seemed to reach out to Tofana, alnost in supplication
"\What are you doi ng?" Tegan screaned. 'You'll—

The rest of her words were |ost as Yarek yelled, a wordless how of agony and
triunph. The lightning was flaring back and forth between hi mand Tof ana now
in an unbreakable | oop. And it was growing nore powerful with every
repetition, spiralling out of control

For the first tine, uncertainty registered on the wizard's face, and as the
realization of what was happening came to her she was caught between fury and
fear. She increased her efforts, trying to destroy her eneny, but that only
accel erated the process, turning the centre of the cavern into a coruscating
storm of nmgical energy. She tried to pull back, but it was too |late. She was
trapped in her own web now.

"Fool!' she spat. 'You think this will save your friend? It will kill us all
unl ess—

"Be quiet!' Yarek roared, then turned to look at Terrel with the eyes of a
dragon. 'l can start it, but you and Tegan have to maintain it. Can you do
t hat ?'

'"Do what?' Terrel asked, squinting into the bl aze.

"I can do it,' Tegan said. 'You were an excellent teacher, Yarek.'

'Good.' The apprentice turned away.

Amid all the chaos, a small oasis of calmsprang into being as a nminiature
pyram d formed, enclosing Terrel and Tegan. The nagi an took Terrel's hand in
her own, and cl osed her eyes in concentration.

"Hel p me,' she whi spered.

The heal er sank into her waking dream hoping that she'd be able to take

what ever she needed fromhim He had no i dea what was going to happen, but it
was cl ear that they needed the pyramd in order to survive. Qutside its walls,
the magic was spiralling to greater heights of frenzy, still feeding on
itself.

"What about Yarek?' he asked.

Locked in her own battle, Tegan didn't answer. Leaving hinself open to her
Terrel turned his attention to the outer world and saw that both Tof ana and
Yar ek had becone creatures of flame, each shining like a mniature sun. Alyssa
had once told the healer that Yarek had 'nore power than he can control', and
what was happeni ng now was proof of just that. The forner apprentice m ght

wel | have found a way to defeat his one-tinme mistress by using the w zard's
own sorcery against her, but he was going to pay a high price for his victory.
In trying to save Dayak he had made hinself ill. This tinme he would die. And
what was nmore, the boy knew it - and was goi ng ahead anyway. O all the acts
of courage Terrel had ever witnessed, this was the nost selfless, and he could
only watch in awe and admirati on —and angui sh. Now he knew the identity of
the wi zard who had been destined to help him H's own dream had been prophetic
—but in a way no one could have foreseen.

Qutside their shield, the focus of the battle shifted. Entangled in a trap of
her own maki ng, Tofana was still struggling, but to no avail. She had



staggered towards the far end of the cavern, trying to distance herself

physical ly

fromher tornmentor, but he had sinply foll owed her - and so had the nagic.
come with me . .. this is just the beginning .. . a release for both of

us... together

The faint voice drifted fromthe nael strom and even though Terrel could no

| onger see the waith, he knewit was there. And he knew who it was.

"Now ' Yarek cried, and | aunched hinsel f at Tofana. 'Welcone to my dark
dreans!’

Their collision created a new whirlwind of fire and light, but it also took
them both to the edge of the precipice where the waterfall disappeared into
the | ower reaches of the glacier. As Terrel watched, aghast, they toppled over
the rimand vani shed am d the cascade. The brightness of the magic went with
them |eaving the cavern in relative gloom and it took the healer's eyes sone
time to adjust.

"Is it over? he asked, his voice hoarse.

'No,"' Tegan whi spered, her hand still gripping Terrel's. '"It's out of control
When the end comes, you'll know it. Yarek took them down there in the hope of
protecting the rest of the island, but I don't think it's going to work."'
'What do you nean?'

He was answered by the glacier itself, as all around themthe ice cracked and
shattered and then hurled itself into the sky.

Chapter Fifty

It was like a dreamof flying, but this was happening in the waki ng wor | d.
The pyramid was spinning into the sky with the frozen debris fromthe

expl osion, while inside, still clinging to each other, Terrel and Tegan were
tossed fromside to side. Although the experience was disorientating, they
were weightless, moving so slowy that no harmcane to them Terrel had | ong
since given up trying to understand what was going on around him He could no
| onger tell which of the pyramd's four sides were the roof and which the
floor, and he didn't know whether they were going up or down or sideways. Al
he coul d do was watch the chaos beyond the magi cal barrier and hope that Tegan
coul d somehow keep them safe. She still had her eyes shut tight, in her own

sl eep-like trance, but through the link between them Terrel knew that she was
awake —and lost in the demands of the task Yarek had bequeathed her. He |ent
what support he could, but did not interfere in case he disturbed her
concentration.

It was hard to believe the scale of the devastation that the magi c had caused.
Terrel saw irregular bl ocks of ice, sone of themthe size of a small house, go
sailing by, turning lazily in the air as if they weighed no nore than a bird's
feather. Elsewhere, smaller shards noved faster, flashes of blue or white, or
flurries of tiny pellets like hail. Occasionally the scene glittered with a
brief crack of

lightning or a glinpse of sunlight, but for the nbost part it was |ike being at
the centre of a giant storm marooned in its dark and relentless fury. Wthout
the barrier, they would have been torn to shreds in nonments.

"I can't do this any nore,' Tegan gasped. 'The patterns are unravelling.'
"Keep trying,' Terrel urged. 'Take whatever you need fromne.'

"W don't have the strength,' she whispered. 'It's hopel ess.’

The pyram d bucked and swayed, and Terrel saw ripples in the surface where

i npacts fromthe ice were testing the shield.

"Don't give up,' he said, and reinforced the nmessage through the |ink between
their dream worl ds even as he sought ways of bolstering her fading resolve.
"Yarek sacrificed hinself for us. We can't let that have been in vain.'

"It's no good,' Tegan groaned. They had both reached the end of their reserves
now, and even Terrel was forced to recognize that fact. But he fought on
railing against fate, determned to resist to the last. Qutside the pyranid
the ice stormbattered at their sanctuary, its clamur rising to a how of
victory as the shield buckled and began to col | apse.

"I"'msorry," Tegan breat hed.



But in the next nonment they were w apped in a cocoon of silence. The walls of
the pyramid were strong again, and the storm s rage was inpotent once nore.
Terrel was stunned by what had happened, and when he gl anced at Tegan he saw
t hat she was w de-eyed, as shocked as he was by their reprieve. It was only
then that he realized where the new source of power had come from In contrast
to all its earlier actions, the elenental was now hel ping them - feeding a
tiny fraction of its own limtless strength into the shield and protecting
them from harm

"Way's it doing this?" Tegan asked. She too was obviously aware of the
Ancient's intervention

"I've no idea.' Terrel didn't know whether their rescue had been a deliberate
act or sinply an accidental byproduct of the elemental's whim He wasn't even
sure if it had fed its power directly into the pyramd or if he and Tegan had
'shaped' the energy to their own purpose, as they had done at Hvannadal . ' But
I"mnot going to argue. Can you nake sure the patterns don't unravel ?

Tegan nodded.

"It's easy now,' she said. 'Yarek really was an excellent teacher.'

And his sacrifice won't have been in vain, Terrel thought, hearing the catch
in the magi an's voice

"Is this really happeni ng?" Tegan whi spered, staring for the first time at the
tumult outside their refuge.

The heal er knew that she neither needed nor expected an answer to her
guestion. He shared her amazement, and when at |ast a space began to open up
around them —so that they could make some sense of their surroundi ngs —the
sight that greeted them was even nore incredible.

They were floating on the wind, far above even the tallest nmountains. Al

about themthe ice was still flying, spreading out into a fragmentary roof

t hat covered the whol e island before plumeting back towards the | and. The

i npact of the larger boulders would be violent, but nost had broken up now and
would fall as hail. Directly beneath the pyramid the air was clear, and the
two friends could see that a huge area of the glacier had sinply been torn
away and hurl ed aside, leaving only the bare rock that had lain beneath it for
centuries —and it was towards this that they were sl owy descendi ng.

"The lines are still there,' Tegan said.

' What ?'

"In the ice. The chains that Tofana was going to use are still there, even
though it's all in pieces now.'

" Coul d what she started still work? Terrel asked in alarm

'"No. She's gone. No one will burn. But we could use the lines.'

"Waat for?

"Healing. The ice is going to fall over every part of Myvatan. You could use
it to break their reliance on mtra - like you did with Kopak."'

"I can't do that,' Terrel protested. He was al ready weary beyond belief.

' Maybe you can,' the magian told him 'There's nore than enough power here.
Use that.'

Terrel hesitated, recalling Alyssa's advice that |ongdistance healing 'm ght
cone in useful one day' —and also remenbering the reference in the Tindaya
Code to sonething that 'blinds the eyes fromw thin'. Wen the ice nelted,
even if that was not until the followi ng summer, some nmud was bound to be
formed —and sooner or |ater everyone would be affected by the water.

"I don't know how,' he confessed.

'See through me,' Tegan said. 'Like you did before.' Their hands were stil

cl asped together, a nutual anchor in this strange, shifting realm

Terrel closed his eyes and slipped into her waking dream instantly sensing
the Ancient's inmense influence. He followed its trail - and saw the chai ns,
each drop of water linked to the next, each ice crystal joined to an infinite
array of others within the expanding remmants of the glacier. For the first
time he knew what the |links were, what they neant, and he saw how to use them
From that nmoment on, his healer's instincts took over, shaping the patterns
within the ice as he did within his human patients.



I mges filled his head —of nudslides, pools and newly formed streans, of

wat er being drawmn froma well, crops growing - and he felt a sense of rel ease,
of fulfilment. He withdrew, utterly spent. He had done all he coul d.
When he opened his eyes again, the pyramd was still drifting down towards the

area fromwhich the glacier had been cleared. It was several niles across, and
nost of it was sinply bare rock, but there was something at its centre.
"What's that?' he asked, fighting vertigo as he | ooked down.

"The ruins of a city,' Tegan replied, her voice a reverent whisper. '"It's
Akurvel lir.'

The cl oser they came, the nore detail they could nake out. The pyramd's
unnatural flight was gradually taking themto the centre of the ruins. The sky
was dar keni ng now, and they could see a light burning in the heart of the
city.

"It never went out,' Tegan breathed. 'All we had to do was bring it back into
t he open.'

The joy and wonder in her voice left Terrel with nothing to say, and so he

simply watched. The flame was still far bel ow themwhen it suddenly flickered.
For a while it was inpossible to tell what had happened, and they waited
nervously, but then it becane clear that the flane was still burning and that

there was now a second light, rising up towards themlike a streamof tiny
white sparks. As it cane closer, Terrel saw that the radi ance consisted of two

intertwined spirals, like twin gal axies. As they passed by the pyram d and
continued up into the night sky, a voice sounded in Terrel's head.
make use of the far crystals . . . bring the sword to its resting place

And then anot her voice, younger than the first.

My dark dreams were right, Yarek said. For just a little while I was the
greatest wizard in all the four quarters. Farewell, Terrel. Farewell, Tegan
Remenber ne.

And then they were gone, their starlight dwindling into the infinite darkness.
Terrel watched until they were | ost anong all the other constellations -
starting a journey he could not even begin to i magi ne. He wi shed themwell,
and knew he woul d have no troubl e obeying the boy's final request. Reunited
now, Yarek and his father would be in the sky for ever, and whenever he | ooked
up, the healer would see them and remenber.

It was only when he gl anced at Tegan and saw the tears running down her cheeks
that Terrel realized he was crying too. They snmiled briefly at each other
dabbing at their eyes, before another matter denmanded their attention

'Look*' Tegan said hoarsely, staring down at the city below. 'It's the Circle
of Truce.'

At the centre of the ruined city lay an anphitheatre, and at the centre of
that lay a |l arge uneven boulder. It rem nded Terrel of the shaman's stone in
the Geat Circle at Qomish. Did this rock fall fromthe sky too? he wondered.
The flame they had seen earlier was burning at the top of the boul der, and now
that they were only a short distance above it Terrel could see thin veins of
colour in the rock. But here they were red, not green as they had been in

Qomi sh.

Wth the gentlest of bunps, the pyranmid finally came to rest on flat ground
next to the boulder. A nonment later it vanished, |eaving Terrel and Tegan to
struggle to their feet. They were no | onger weightless, and the sinple act of
standi ng up was al nost beyond them After all their exertions —and now t hat
the el emental was gone —they were sorely in need of rest, but for a few
nmonents they just stood and stared at the flane. They understood now why

Tof ana' s caves had been at the centre of the glacier's

potency. They had been directly above the sacred site, a focus for all the
magi ¢ of the centuries. To be standing in such a place was awe-inspiring, even
for Terrel, and he could only imagi ne what Tegan nust be feeling. She was

| ooki ng at her dream rmade real

"Jarvi k always said he wouldn't live to see this,' Tegan said quietly. "It was
one of his prenmonitions, | suppose. But it didn't stop hi mworking towards



it." She continued to gaze at the serene white fire. 'I can hardly believe
it's happened.’

'He knew you wouldn't let himdown,' Terrel said. 'And wherever he is now, he
knows about this.'

"On the Great Plain? the nagian said. '| hope so.'

Terrel could have said nore, but he chose not to. It was obvious that Tegan
could not see the ghost who stood beside them transfixed by the flane. H s
shape was slightly distorted, but he was still recognizable. Jarvik had been
right. He had not lived to see the Circle of Truce. But he was seeing it now
anyway, and the heal er and the ghost exchanged the briefest glance of
under st andi ng. That was all they needed.

'"Come on,' Terrel said. 'W'd better find shelter and get sonme rest.'’

"But we have to— In the act of turning to face him Tegan staggered and

al nost fell.

"It can wait. You won't do anyone any good if you collapse from exhaustion.'
After a noment's hesitation she nodded, her shoul ders saggi ng, and the two
friends hel ped each other fromthe anphitheatre, leaving the Crcle of Truce
to the guardianship of a ghost.

Nei t her of the travellers knew exactly how nuch tinme passed before they were
able to recover their strength, but several short days and | ong nights went by
in a haze of

utter weariness. They woke every so often for just [ong enough to force
thenselves to eat a little food fromtheir packs before succumbing to sleep
again. Eventually, when they were able to | eave the stone-built cellar that
had been their refuge, Tegan studi ed the sky and groaned.

' The sun's going down al ready. That neans there's only a day or two |eft
before the I ong dark. We'll have to hibernate here.' She had been hoping to
spread the news about the re-energence of the Grcle of Truce before the
island's winter sleep, but it was too late for that now

"I may not have to sleep,' Terrel said. 'If |I can stay awake, |'m going back
to the glacier once you're settled.'

"In the dark?' Tegan queried, obviously horrified by this idea. 'On your own?

"I have this,' Terrel said, holding up the red crystal which still gl owed
every time he touched it with his left hand. 'l won't have to worry about
nmeeting any soldiers. And | still need to find the elenental .’

"And the Peacemaker ?'

"No one's going to need that now, are they?

"l suppose not, but didn't the voice say—

"I heard it,"' Terrel cut in. "But this is a place of peace, not war.'

Three days later the sun failed to rise, and Tegan coul d not stay awake any

| onger.

"I"mnever going to see you again, aml?' she said, her eyelids drooping.
'Maybe not,' he replied. 'That's one part of the future | haven't seen.'

' The | egends were right. You brought a time of change.' Her eyes cl osed.

' Goodbye, Tegan. Good luck.' Terrel Kkissed her cheek gently, but she didn't
seemto notice.

' Goodbye, Terrel,' she murnured.

Once he was satisfied that the nagian was fully asleep, and as well protected
as possible, Terrel hefted his pack and set out into the darkness. So far, it
seened that he was not affected by it as the islanders were. In fact he felt
wi de awake, refreshed by his long rest and eager now to resume his quest.

He nade the nost of any noonlight, and used the crystal only when he had to.
Long before he reached the new boundary of the glacier, he was aware that he
was being followed by a shifting nunber of waiths, and he was reasonably
certain that it was the stone's light that drew themto him Al though they did
not interfere with his progress in any way, their presence nmade hi m nervous.
Cinmbing up on to the ice proved | ess hazardous this tine, but once he was on
that frozen plain, his self-inmposed task seened daunting. The Lonely Peaks
were only shadows in the far distance, and even with spikes on his boots the
footing was often treacherous. Wat was nore, he dared not ever risk sleeping



in case he was caught by the need to hibernate. If that happened, he would
surely freeze to death. As it was, as |long as he kept noving, he was
confortabl e enough. The crystal seemed to give off heat as well as |ight,
warm ng himfromthe inside. He suspected that the stone had somehow reki ndl ed
the star he carried within him—and he hoped that this would lead to sone
formof comunication with the elemental, as it had done in the past. He
sonmetines felt as if the Ancient was watching himas he crept ever closer to
its lair, but he was never able to establish a direct |ink.

For all his efforts, the nmountains never seemed to get any closer. By now he
was |ight-headed fromlack of sleep, and his provisions were about to run out.
How cl ose do | have to get? he wondered despairingly as he trudged on

As far as he could judge fromthe passage of the nobons and stars, four days
passed in this manner. And then he began to hear voices. At first he thought

it was a del usion, brought on by the darkness, the gnawi ng cold and his own
exhaustion, but the sound persisted and he was eventually forced to adnit that
it was real. As he cane closer, he recognized it as a man's voice, raised in
song. The words sounded li ke gibberish to Terrel, but that was insignificant
conpared to the fact that soneone el se on Myvatan was still awake. Could it be
anot her foreigner? And if so, what were they doing on the glacier?

Drawn by the need for answers, Terrel headed towards the source of the noise.
When he found him the man was sitting with his back to the healer, rocking to
and fro as he sang the sane phrase over and over again, varying the tune and
his inflection each tine.

"And so the comet sailed away. And so the conet sailed away. And so
The refrain halted as the singer became aware of Terrel's faltering approach
He turned round and | ooked at the healer with the red-ri mmed, hollow eyes of a
madman.

"And so the conet sailed away,' Jauron sang.

Chapter Fifty-One

"Are you fromthe comet?' Jauron asked.

Terrel shook his head, not knowi ng how to respond to such a question —or how
to react to the neomancer's presence.

"What are you doi ng out here?

"I"'mstill awake,' Jauron stated proudly.

"I can see that. Don't you want to sleep?

The neomancer's nout h worked, and he blinked several tines, but instead of
answering he pulled up the left sleeve of his jacket. For once the sky was

clear and the White Moon was just past full, giving enough light for Terrel to
see the puncture marks on Jauron's forearm Several of the wounds were scabbed
over but others were still fresh, with blood oozing out. It didn't take much

i magi nati on to work out how the neomancer had been keeping hinsel f awake.
"I"'mwaiting for the conet,' Jauron said, pulling his sleeve down again and

gl ancing up at the sky. 'Wong one,' he added nysteriously. 'Not ready yet.'
Sonet hi ng had happened to the neomancer. Hi s incoherent ranblings, and the
fact that he showed no sign of recognizing Terrel, made that obvious. The

heal er' s best guess was that the perils of becoming a fire-starter, conbined
with the traumatic events at Hvannadal , had unhi nged his nmind. Lack of sleep
had probably conpl eted

the process. The rather pathetic creature Terrel saw before hi mnow bore
little relation to Jauron's former self. The nman Terrel had known previously
had been confident to the point of arrogance, and dangerously self-centred.
"It's here somewhere,’' the madman said, waving his arns about vaguely.

What is? Terrel wondered, then realized that he knew the answer. But before he
coul d say anything, Jauron gestured towards the | arge pack that |ay beside
hi m

'Do you want sone food? | have plenty.'

It was the first coherent thing he'd said so far, and the offer was tenpting,
but Terrel still hesitated. He didn't want to get involved with a lunatic, and
yet his own supplies were running very |low Jauron waited, then sniled
suddenl y.



"I could make a fire,' he said. 'If we had anything to burn.’

"No,' Terrel said quickly, "but I would like sone food.' He noved cl oser and
sat on the blanket that was already spread out on the ice.

Jauron wat ched as Terrel ate, but did not join him Now that he had stopped
nmovi ng, the healer had begun to feel the bitter cold sink into his body, but
he was reluctant to use the crystal to warm hinsel f because he wasn't sure how
t he neomancer would react to its light. In the end he slipped his hand inside
hi s pocket and held the stone there, hoping that the thick material would
conceal the glow Jauron sighed then, but gave no sign of noticing anything
unusual

Alittle while later, feeling better for both food and warnth, Terrel becane
aware that there were waiths hov-ering all around —keeping their distance so
that they were only on the edges of his vision, but filling the night with a
ner vous wat chful ness. Jauron seened quite rel axed now, and was clearly unaware
of the phantons' presence.

"I have to go. Thank you for the food.' Terrel got to his feet and shoul dered
hi s pack. Jauron got up too, hurriedly stuffed the blanket into his own pack
and | ooked at Terrel expectantly.

"Whi ch way?' he asked.

"Are you sure you want to go with ne?" Al though the heal er had anti ci pated
this devel opnent, it was still unwel conme —conplicating his already

unpredi ctabl e situation

Jauron nodded eagerly.

'The Red Mbon will be here soon,' he said. The sly look in his eyes indicated
t hat he thought he was being clever
"I"'mnot— Terrel began, then changed his nind. '"I'mgoing to the Lonely

Peaks.' He set off wi thout further ado, knowi ng that he could not stop the
neomancer fromfollowi ng him but hoping he'd either lose interest or fal

behi nd. Jauron did neither, matching the steady pace that Terrel set and
seemng quite content.

They wal ked in silence for the nost part. Terrel was in no nood for
conversation, and al though Jauron glanced up at the sky occasionally and made
a few remarks about comets and the noons, he didn't seemto expect any
response. However, Terrel was aware of a grow ng sense of excitenent in the
neomancer, and when a faint red sheen covered the gl acier, he understood why.
The Red Moon had risen, and it was full.

After a while, as the noon rose higher into the sky, Jauron becane agitated.
Eventual |y he could contain hinself no |onger

"Why don't you | ook?' he burst out.

Terrel ignored him

"Why don't you | ook?' he repeated nore |oudly.

"What for?' the heal er asked, feigning ignorance.

' The sword! The Red Mbon is full now ' Jauron gestured at the sky.

"But none of the others are new,' Terrel replied. '"Isn't that what you need to
find the sword?

"Not for you. You cane fromthe Wale. You have a piece of the conet. Use
that .’

So he does recognize nme after all, Terrel thought, realizing that Jauron m ght
not be quite as nmad as he seened.

"The war is over,' he told him 'No one wants the sword.'

'The Wzard does. She told me. If | bring it, I'Il be her favourite.'
" No.
"Yes | will!" Jauron shouted, stanping his foot Iike an angry child.

'Tofana's dead,' Terrel stated bluntly.

The neomancer screaned then, hurling inprecations at the heal er and shaki ng
his fists. Terrel did his best to ignore him and sinply trudged calmy on
across the ice until eventually the tantrum subsided. A mass of thick cloud
was now streaming in fromthe southwest, snothering the noon and turning the
dark day al nost black. Terrel was forced to nove nore slowy, but he refused
to stop altogether. Sone time |ater Jauron spoke again, and this tinme his



voi ce had lost its aggressive tone and becone an ingratiating whine.

'Use the stone. Wiy won't you use the stone?

Terrel had been wondering about doing just that, and realizing that his

unwel cone conpani on al ready knew about the crystal made the decision easier
Practical considerations overrode his instinctive reluctance and he took the
stone from his pocket, bathing the surrounding area in light that mnicked the
recently shrouded noon.

"Comet light,' Jauron said approvingly.

Movi ng ahead nore easily now, Terrel once again noticed that there were

wr ai t hs nearby, matching his

course. He remenbered Elam s reaction to being told of the crystal, and the
fact that he had seenmed to be worried about it. Could it be that the stone
somehow harnmed the waiths? Terrel had only begun to see them after he had
made it glow for the first tine, so it seemed possible that there was sone
connection, but he had no idea what it was.

He was still wondering about this when a gap in the clouds allowed the Red
Moon to illumnate a small patch of ice ahead of them As they noved towards
it, the two 'sources of red light came together. But instead of coal escing,
they seermed to be in conflict, producing a rippling pattern of intersecting
curves which gradually resolved into a series of concentric circles, spreading
out froma point like the ripples froma pebble thrown into water. Terrel was
mesmneri zed by the spectacle - but then he was seized by a sudden dread. Hi s

i medi ate reaction was to put the crystal away, but it was already too |late
for that. Jauron was running ahead, tossing his pack aside as he headed for
the centre of the circles.

By the time Terrel caught up with himthe neomancer was on his knees, claw ng
at the glacier with his bare hands, although the heal er coul d see nothing
within the ice to warrant his efforts. And trying to dig in such a nanner was
the mark of a man who was truly insane.

'What are you doi ng?'

"It's here. It's in here. Down there.

"There's nothing there. And even if there was you're never going to reach it.'
"It's here,' Jauron insisted. 'l have to.'

Terrel shrugged.

"You do what you like. I'mgoing on.'

The expression in the neonancer's eyes changed then, a new and evil cunning
rising to the surface, and in the next

instant Terrel felt his skin crackle, his hair begin to stand on end. He felt
a burning sensation deep inside himas his blood began to sinmrer. Bel atedly,
he cursed hinmself for eating the other man's food. That had provided the |ink
the fire-starter needed. As Terrel instinctively resisted the assault, he saw
Jauron's ability to inflict pain and death on others as a kind of sickness.
And he knew how to deal with sickness. But although he was able to halt the
progress of the destructive reaction inside his own body, to hold it in
abeyance, his adversary showed no sign of relenting, still pressing honme his
attack.

"Stop this, Jauron,' Terrel gasped through the pain.

The neomancer did not reply. Far from stopping, his efforts grew nore feverish
intheir intensity, and Terrel had to fight even harder. Hs heart felt as

t hough it was about to explode, and his skin was radiating heat into the cold
air, drenching himwith sweat as waves of agony washed through him At |ast,
realizing that he couldn't continue like this for nuch |longer, Terrel adnitted
to hinmsel f what he had subconsciously known all along. The only way to stop
Jauron, to heal his sickness, was to turn the magi c back upon its creator —
just as Yarek had done with Tofana. The |ink worked in both directions.

' Last chance, Jauron,' Terrel grated. 'l don't want to hurt you.'

But the nmadnman paid himno attention and so, fighting back his horror, Terrel
turned the fire-starter's fury on hinself. Jauron's face registered nonentary
surprise before he screamed. Fire burst fromhis chest, incinerating his
clothing in an instant, and a nmoment |ater flame? poured fromhis nouth and



eyes. Terrel's own tornment died at the sane time as the neomancer. As Jauron
fell forward, his body continued to burn fromw thin, the intense heat naking
the ice crack and spit. Steamrose

along with foul -snelling snoke, and Terrel turned away in disgust.

Appal | ed at what he had done, even in self-defence, he staggered a few paces
and then sank to the ice, holding his head in his hands. I'ma healer, he told
hinmsel f. Not a nmurderer. The fact that he'd had no choice, that he woul d have
died if Jauron had not, didn't lessen his guilt or his revulsion at the abuse
of his gift.

"I"'ma healer,' he said aloud, talking to the air. "A healer.' And |I'mthe
only person awake on this entire island, he added silently, suddenly
overwhel med by | onel i ness.

There was an eerie stillness all around him as if the glacier was waiting for
something. Still adjusting to the after-effects of the fire, the ice cracked
loudly, the only sound now that the wind had died away. Terrel stood up and
forced hinself to go and | ook at the body of the vanquished fire-starter. Al
that was left was a shallow pit containing a thin pile of wet ashes. As

al ways, it was hard to believe that such pitiful remains had once been a human
bei ng.

Fractures in the ice radiated out fromthe scene of the blaze, and refracted
in one of these Terrel saw a blur of colour that |ooked out of place. As he
peered nore closely, the image slowy resolved itself into a recognizable
shape. Jauron had not been conpletely insane after all. The Peacemaker was
there, still buried deep, but just visible.

Terrel told hinself that the sword was irrelevant, that it was a relic froma
time of war that he hoped was over now, and he was about to turn away and
continue his journey when the internal trenbling warned himthat an earthquake
was on its way. On the glacier there was nowhere to hide, so he just braced

hi nsel f as best he could and waited. He could see it coming towards himlike a
solid wave, the

surface of the ice buckling and throwing small chunks into the air as it
passed. The vibration reached himthrough the soles of his boots well in
advance of the main trenor, and as the runbling grew ever |ouder, he knew he
was in trouble. He was unlikely to escape such violence w thout injury —and
in his situation, even a twi sted ankle could prove fatal. He was j ust

begi nning to pani ¢ when he heard Al yssa's voice again. Shape it! Change the
pattern. You can shape it. But he didn't have Tegan with himto guide his
efforts this tine —and the Dark Mboon was as renote as ever. He tried to
renenmber what he had done at Hvannadal, tried to recapture his understandi ng.
It was there in places, fleeting glinpses of the truth, but there were too
many shadows now. |'m a heal er, he thought, but it was hopel ess.

The eart hquake struck

When Terrel cane to, he was lying on his back with one Ieg tw sted under him
Every part of him seemed to ache, but when he gingerly tested his |inbs,
not hi ng seemed to be broken or sprained. He had survived. He had no idea

whet her his faltering efforts had achi eved anyt hing, or whether he had just
been lucky, but he didn't really care. All that nattered now was that he could
go on.

As he picked hinself up, he saw that his i medi ate surroundi ngs had been
drastically altered by the quake, making his own escape even nore renarkabl e.
Jagged boul ders of ice had been piled up in places, while crevasses had opened
in others. There was no sign of Jauron's remains, and Terrel decided that the
fire had probably* weakened the structure of the glacier, making the

di sruption in that spot nmuch nore severe

He was | ooking around for his pack when his eye was caught by something at the
bott om of one of the newy

opened cracks, and he knew at once what it was. Wat should | do? he thought.
If | leave it here, soneone else mght find it. Now that the Peacemaker was at
| east partially exposed, anyone m ght stumble across it, even w thout the

assi stance of the Red Moon. In due course, the glacier wuld probably close



over it again, but Terrel wasn't sure he could risk that. Jauron had hoped to
use fire to reach it. Ohers mght have different ideas, and the spot was

mar ked now.

After deciding that rather than | eave the sword where it was, he woul d take
it hinself, Terrel clanbered down into the narrow crevasse. It was a tight
squeeze, but he was determ ned, and forced hinmself on until his target was in
reach. | can destroy it in a lava flow, he thought. O hide it at the bottom
of the ocean. But when he finally grasped the hilt of the Peacenaker, all such
i deas vani shed in an instant.

In that noment he felt the towering strength of a thousand nen, and a
righteous fury arose in himthat scoured away all doubt. He was invincible. He
wanted to march out against his enemes, to the glories of battle. He wanted
to feed his ravenous hunger for blood. He wanted to kill.

A smal|l voice of reason urged himto release his grip on the sword, but the
pull of its spell was too powerful. H's fingers tightened in place as he
dragged the rest of the blade fromthe ice, and struggled back up to the
surface of the glacier. He held the sword aloft in triunph, saluting the Red
Moon —and then found hinself at the centre of a swirling tornado that cane
from anot her worl d.

The wraiths had converged upon him flocking around himin a silent,
multi-coloured storm There were hundreds, thousands of them- and they were
no | onger content to keep their distance. Terrel struck out at themwth the
sword, flailing wildly and pointlessly. He could not

harm t hem and the novenent only seemed to agitate them even further. At
length, driven wild by their unwanted attentions, Terrel had enough sense to
realize that it was not himthey were drawmn to. It was the sword. He flung it
to the ground and stepped back. Sure enough, the waiths clustered round the
bl ade, fighting to get close to it.

The heal er was hinself again, only half remenbering the thoughts and desires
that had ruled himwhile he held the sword, but appalled nonethel ess. He knew
now t hat he shoul d never have touched the Peacemaker, never brought it out

i nto the open.

The wraiths were still nobbing the sword, |ike a swarm of bees round a
particularly fragrant flower, but as Terrel watched he noticed sonethi ng
extraordi nary. Each one di pped towards it only once and then floated away,

| eaving the frenzy behind. The contrast between the nervous agitation of those
who were still arriving and the calm al nost |anguid novenent of those who had
had their turn was marked.

Terrel sat down to watch, bew | dered by the performance. He had no idea what
their actions neant, but he couldn't |ook away. He was transfixed, his own
probl ems forgotten, and so failed to see the gyrfalcon until it |anded next to
himon the ice. Startled, he | ooked at the newconer, then saw the ring around
one of its powerful talons and knew that he was no | onger al one.

Al yssa! he excl ained joyfully.

This isn't a game, she said, and sonmething in her voice rmade hi m suddenly
afraid.

| know that. Are you all right?

I will be when we 're finished here, she replied.

But you 're not- at the nonment? he queried anxiously.

This time Alyssa ignored his concern, turning predator's eyes to watch the
wrai ths.

Do you know what's going on? Terrel asked.

It's in the world again, she replied. You have to take it with you.

The sword? No. It's horrible—

It was, she cut in. Not any nore.

Wth a final flurry, the last of the waiths had touched the Peacemaker and
were drifting away into the darkness. A sense of peace descended on the scene.
Go and take it, Alyssa said. W have to get going.

Terrel did as he was told, reluctantly wapping his fingers around the hilt.
He braced himself for the assault, which duly arrived - but it was different



now. This time he saw the entire history of the war, the reality of it, from
the pain of every wound to the grief of every wi dow and orphan. There was no
glory in this picture of battle, no heroes, just the enormty of its evil and
injustice. The imges were so powerful and so nunerous that he was conpletely
overwhel med. For a few noments —which felt to himlike several hours —he was
hel d captive, and when he was released Terrel felt his heart swell wth
sorrow, even as he began to understand what had happened.

Wth no mitra to repress them all the nmenories, all the feelings of an unjust
and pointless war had returned to nock the spirits of the dead sol diers,
turning theminto waiths. The Geat Plain was indeed a place of endl ess
tornment. But now the phantons had found a use for the Peacemaker, infusing it
with all their pain, their guilt and longings. In doing so they had not only
eased their own tortured exi stence, but had changed the sword fromthe

ulti mate weapon of war to an instrument of peace. The irony was that now the
bl ade really did deserve its name and reputation. The man who wi el ded such a
sword woul d never be defeated in any battle, because no man who had touched it
woul d ever go into battle again. Any man who

had seen what Terrel had seen would | ook for another way to settle his
differences with his enemies.

Terrel knew now what he had to do with the sword, but he had another duty to
fulfil first. The gyrfalcon flew up into the air in readiness, and Terre
turned to | ook out over the red glacier before setting off towards the Lonely
Peaks.

Chapter Fifty-Two

Terrel found that tinme seenmed to be travelling even nore slowy than he was.
Al t hough he had not yet been affected by the need to hibernate, he hadn't | ost
his fear of it conpletely, and for that reason he had all owed hinself to doze
for only a fewmnutes at a tine, secure in the know edge that Alyssa would
wake himif necessary. In effect he had been awake for several days now, and
the I ack of sleep was naking himdesperately weak. He was draggi ng hinself
over the glacier by pure willpower, and nentally he felt dazed and al npst
delirious at tines, close to the madness that had clai med Jauron. On top of
that, the constant darkness was grimy depressing. Terrel |onged for sunlight,
to feel its warnth upon his face and to be able to see clearly once again. He
felt trapped in a never-ending night, which seened to close in upon himwth
every step he took.

The only reason he was still able to summon up the strength to go on was
because Alyssa was with him Wthout the continued presence of the gyrfalcon
circling above him he would al nost certainly have gi ven up. \Wenever he
faltered, she would fly down and chivvy himout of his stupor, renew ng his
resolve sinply by being there. Yet evert in their companionship there were
nmonent s of unease. Once again, Alyssa was |ess talkative than usual, and
Terrel worried that she might be ill. She

refused to discuss it, and this left Terrel to speculate - and worry - on his
own. Thinking back, he realized that it had been the sane when she'd been in

t he snow | eopard, which nmeant that if she was ill, she could have been sick
for sone tine. Terrel's healing instincts made hi mwant to tend to her, but
she wouldn't let him and so there was nothing he could do about it.

At the beginning of their journey he had tal ked a good deal, telling her about
everything that had happened to himrecently. She had |istened, apparently
taking it all in, but had not really offered any comments of her -own or
answered any of his questions. She hadn't even seened particularly interested
inthe Grcle of Truce, and when Terrel expressed the opinion that at | east
now t here was a chance of peace on Myvatan, and asked whether she thought it
m ght have been one of the '"tests' that he'd been expected to pass every so

of ten, her response had been evasive and noncommittal. Wen in turn he had
coaxed her to talk to him she'd had little to tell him and what news there
was did nothing to raise his spirits. She had confirmed that the ghosts

woul dn't be able to join them-sonething Terrel had al ready guessed —because
as they drew closer to the elenmental the dangers to his allies became ever



greater. There were gaps between the gusts of alien wi nd, but these were too
erratic to be used safely, and if the ghosts were caught unawares, the
consequences woul d be horrible.

The only other information she gave hi mconcerned further unrest on Vadanis.
The Enperor had apparently fallen ill with a nmysterious fever - sone said he
had never fully recovered froman earlier brush with plague —and Jax was now
ruler in all but name, to the dismay of nobst of the court. The Enpress Adina
was openly at odds with the prince, and loyalties were divided in the counci
of seers.

As al ways, hearing about his estranged fanmly stirred m xed enotions in
Terrel, but on this occasion such distant events seened irrelevant, and he was
able to view them w thout undue anxiety. The Floating Islands were a | ong way
away, and it was the fate of Myvatan that concerned hi m now.

Terrel wanted to stop and rest. Hi s pack had been replenished fromJauron's
supplies, and because the sword was strapped to it too, it was nuch heavier
than before. He "allowed hinmself to set it down on the ice every few hours,
but whenever he cane to a halt, the thought of sleep became desperately
tenmpting, and the unrelenting cold began to stiffen his Iinbs and nake his

t hought s even nore sluggi sh. He knew this was anot her reason why he coul dn't
afford to go to sleep properly. Even if he did not fall into the hibernation
an ordinary night's rest could still prove fatal if his blood began to freeze
as Kopak's had done. Terrel mght sinply fail to wake up —and even if he did,
he woul d not be able to heal his own mal adi es.

He | ooked up, taking confort fromthe sight of Alyssa's wings slicing through
the gloom then turned his gaze ahead once nore. In front of him stil

several long nmiles away, was the |largest of all the Lonely Peaks. It had the
same coni cal shape that Terrel had seen fromthe Skua, but this vol cano was
much bi gger and nmuch ol der than those newborn islands. Fromafar, the top of
the nmountain | ooked flat, but the heal er knew that he was actually seeing the
rimof a huge crater. Even in the subdued noonlight, it was possible to see
snoke rising fromthe peak, and occasionally a dull red gl ow gave testament to
the fires that were raging within its massive walls.

How cl ose do | need to get? Terrel wondered, gazing at the forbidding scene.
If this truly was the home of the

el emental —and both he and Alyssa were certain that it was —conmuni cati ng
with it was going to be incredibly difficult. Al three of his earlier
nmeetings with the creatures had invol ved being taken inside them but he
didn't see how that could be possible here. The volcano would surely kill him
even if the Ancient did not. How was he supposed to make contact? Could he do
so froma distance? He knew that this m ght be possible during an eclipse, but
there was no chance of that happeni ng here. The sun wasn't even going to rise
for the next two nonths.

There were times when Terrel felt some sort of fleeting connection through the
star that he carried inside him He was using the red crystal alnost all the
time now, both for light and warmh, and it seenmed to react with the anul et
sonmetines, adding its radiance to the stone. The other elementals had been
fascinated by his talisman, which he had carried with himall the way from

Ti ndaya. They referred to it as '"the spiral', and it was one of the reasons he
had eventually been able to win their trust. However, the contacts here were
so brief and so uncertain that they were effectively useless. Terrel was about
to ask Alyssa whether she had any ideas, hoping to draw her into conversation
at least, when all action, all thought, became neani ngl ess.

Even by the standards of Myvatan's interm nable night, the darkness that

envel oped t he heal er now was profound. The el emental had conme to him

Terrel had encountered various forms of insanity on many different occasions,
but there had never been anything that even came close to the horror of the
worl d he entered now His previous neetings with the Ancients had all begun in
an at mosphere of suspicion and doubt, even

enm ty, but had then changed over a period of time to gratitude and even to a
type of friendship. Wth this entity there was no chance of any such



concl usi on. The creature was consuned by rage, boiling over with malice and a
vin-di ctiveness that went beyond all reason. Terrel's initial entreaties were
swept aside with swift and brutal contenpt, |eaving himstunned and terrified,
def encel ess against the violent barrage of images that crashed down upon him
He saw the Ancient rising towards the ice-bound surface of the planet,
finding what it thought was a safe haven within the heart of a dormant

vol cano, only for its luck to run out when an eruption nelted the gl acier
above it, inundating the entire area with neltwater, steamand silt nud. As

t he ghosts had surmised, it was this water that had driven the el enmental nad,
distorting its energy patterns to such an extent that Terrel knew he would
never be able to heal them To make matters worse, its futile attenpts to
protect itself had unwittingly provided the wi zards of Myvatan with fresh
sources of the magic that the Ancients abhorred —and their subsequent use of
this power had confirmed and strengthened the elenental's hatred of nankind.
Terrel was shown several atrocities fromthe war, sinultaneously experiencing
both human terror and the entity's revul sion

The heal er had no idea how | ong the bonbardnment went on, but it felt like a
lifetime. And even when it ended he was granted no relief. Al the earlier
encounters had been, in essence, an exchange. The Ancients had tested him
probing himin ways that seemed al nost gentle now But this one had attacked
himwith its owm history, and now, rather than seeking out the healer's truth,
it was sinply taking what it needed, ripping nenories and know edge from
Terrel's mnd. Images flickered briefly,

many of them going by too quickly for himto conprehend. But, with dizzying
speed, he did glinpse water gushing fromthe bl owhol e of a stone whale, the
ghosts, Dayak burning, Latira' s roombathed in pink light, several battles,
Tegan cowering am dst the storm at Hvannadal, the explosion in the ice-caves,
and Jauron's eyes as they burned. And then it was over and he was back in the
nmoonl i ght, standing with shaky |legs on a frozen sea.

| didn 't have the chance to do anything, Terrel said. There was no question
of it even listening to ne.

You 've still got to try again, Alyssa told him

Terrel was sitting on the ice, |eaning against his pack, with the gyrfal con
standing in front of him After his recent experience he'd had no choi ce about
resting - his legs had no | onger been capabl e of supporting him He wasn't
sure he'd ever be able to wal k again. The exhaustion he felt was both physica
and nental, but it was the utter hopel essness of his task that caused himthe
nost angui sh, and Alyssa's insistence that he carry on took himclose to

br eaki ng point.

| can't heal that! he cried. It's inpossible.

Maybe not, she conceded, but there's sonething el se you have to do.

What ?

| think the Ancient |learnt nmore fromthe events at Hvannadal than we realized.
What do you mean?

Yours may not have been the only mind it was interested in. Tofana was there
too, don't forget, and it's nmy guess it went on learning fromher afterwards.
And in return it gave her access to sone of its powers, Terrel reasoned,

noddi ng. But she's dead now. That threat's gone, at |east.

I"mnot so sure. What if the elenental decides to do sonme fire-starting of his
own?

You think it can? he asked in alarm

I"msure it can, she replied, but I'mnot sure it knows exactly how to go
about it yet. Wiich is why it needs you

Me?
It could have killed you just now, Alyssa pointed out. But it didn't. | think
it's still |earning.

From me? But—

Tof ana got the idea fromyou

Yes, but I'ma healer, not a fire-starter

They're the opposite sides of the sanme coin. | think the el enental knows that,



and is going to conbine its own power, Tofana's ideas, and your know edge of
the lines inside human beings to get rid of them

That's terrible! Terrel exclained —and then renenbered the 'nmessage' he'd
been sent while he was inprisoned in Nordura. | saw nyself burning, he

whi spered. / thought it was a threat, or a warning. But perhaps it was a sign
of intent.

Maybe it was a trial run, Al yssa suggested, testing how you reacted, trying to
| earn your secrets before the real attack

| don't know what ny secrets are!

Perhaps that's a good thing.

That's why I'mstill here?

That's why | think it still needs you, Alyssa confirned.

Bel atedly, Terrel realized why the el enental had saved hi mand Tegan by
reinforcing their failing shield as it protected themin the expl osion above
Akurvellir. It wasn't because it thought of themas allies, or from sone
intimation of friendship, but because it knew it wanted to use Terrel —as
Tofana had tried to do —to build the chains that would allow all the people
of Myvatan to burn. Alyssa's theory suddenly nade a | ot nore sense.

So the threat hasn 't gone away? he said, feeling sick now Mvatan m ght
still become a giant funeral pyre.

It's worse than that.

Terrel stared at the bird, wondering what could possibly be worse than the
anni hilation of an entire race.

The chains don't stop at the coast of Myvatan, Alyssa told him

Chapter Fifty-Three

It took a little while for Terrel to absorb the significance of what Al yssa
had sai d.

You can't nean ... he began, then fell silent.

Thi nk about it, she went on. The oceans are made of water. And there are al
sorts of other links if you know where to | ook. Through you, through nme, even
t he ghosts. Everyone who ever canme to Myvatan from another |and, Jax has even
taken fire-starting back to Vadanis. And then there's the elenentals

t hensel ves. They're the greatest links of all. If the Ancient here gets its
way, all of Nydus will be doonmed. So you have to stop it.

But how? The dismay Terrel felt at the realization that his honel and was under
threat once nore nade it difficult for himto think straight. The sheer scale
of the inmpendi ng massacre was al nost i npossible to conprehend, and the fact
that his owm life was one of those under threat hardly registered at all.
There's a chance it nmight listen to you, Alyssa told him You may not be able
to heal it conpletely, but your bargain with the others nust surely count for
sormet hi ng.

Terrel knew she was right. No matter how reluctant he was to adnmit it, he had
to go on - even though the enormty of the task ahead threatened to overwhel m
hi m

Good and evil, Terrel thought as he trudged on towards the vol cano. How do you
explain the difference between

themto a creature who's insane? And how am | even supposed to get close
enough to try.

It occurred to himthen that one possibility mght be to | eave his body

behi nd, as he had done when he'd becone the doubl e- headed nman at Makranash.
But there was no cliff here for himto junp off, and even if there had been,
he was far fromsure that this Ancient would save him Besides, he'd been

gui ded by an oracle then, and he'd had Alyssa and Vil heyuna to advise him He
had none of those things now Alyssa had been silent since they'd resuned
their journey, even though he'd tried to talk to her several tines. For a
nmonent he thought of trying to kill hinmself another way, trusting that Al yssa
had been right - that the el enental still needed him and so would prevent his
death. Although the idea appalled and terrified him how el se was he supposed
to separate his spirit fromhis physical forn?

He was about to put the idea to Alyssa, hoping to coax her into responding,



when a fluttering in the darkness above him made himl ook up. It was

i medi ately obvious that there was sonething wong with the gyrfal con, and the
sight of its uneven, |aboured flight made Terrel's heart |urch

Are you all right? he called

It's beginning, she said, her voice made hoarse by pain. Don't wait. You have
to do it now

Do what ? he asked, teetering on the edge of panic.

Their magic doesn 't vanish just because they 're asleep, she told himas the
bird struggled to remain aloft. W' ve been doing this all wong. You can use
the dark dreans. A last convulsive effort fromthe gyrfal con's broad w ngs
only succeeded in slowing its descent a little. The bird crashed on to the

i ce, skidded, then cane to rest, lying on its side.

"Alyssa!' Terrel screanmed, running towards her

You need to sleep, she nurnmured as he reached her. | can't help you any nore.
Terrel knelt by the crunpled formand stretched out a hand. But before he
could touch her the ring vanished, and the bird, fully revived, rose in alarm
and flew away -shrieking its protest as it went. The healer watched its
powerful flight with a heavy heart, distressed by this proof that it was

Al yssa who had been suffering, not her host.

Truly al one now, he stood up and saw that long tendrils of white |light were
snaki ng out fromthe sides of the mountain. They noved |iked tentacles,
searching in w de sweeps, and he knew that he was their prey. Don't wait. He
al so knew that if they found him he would be hel pless to prevent the
massacre. W've been doing this all wong. But there was nowhere for himto

hi de, nowhere to run. It was just a matter of tinme. You need to sleep

Terrel lay down on the ice and closed his eyes, wondering if he would ever
open t hem agai n.

He knew in the next instant that he was no | onger al one. There were dreans
upon dreans upon dreans here, all separate strands of the same whole. At first
it was overwhel mi ng, and he coul d nake no sense of anything, but he was
gradual ly able to pick out individual threads within the gigantic tapestry,
and to see which would be useful. But that, he knew, was for the future. R ght
now he had work to do.

He noved without effort into the heart of the volcano. Al around him nolten
rock bubbled and spat. The air was full of snoke and poi sonous gases, and the
heat and noise were terrifying. But none of these things touched him They
could do himno harm He had entered the dragon's lair. Now all he had to do
was face that fearsome beast.

The elemental's initial reaction to his presence was one of surprise, followed
qui ckly by pleasure, then confusion. As the shifting darkness swall owed hi m
Terrel felt the Ancient testing this new, disenbodied formof life, searching
for the things it wanted. For his part, the healer sinply waited, know ng that
his own beliefs, his nenories and knowl edge, would be there when needed. He
couldn't hide anything, and there was no point in trying. All he could hope to
do was persuade the elenental that its intentions were wong, based on fal se
prem ses, and that his own convictions were genui ne.

He sensed the frustration around him and knew that even in spirit he was a
heal er first and forenpst. The Ancient was |ooking for a way to use himto
kill, for the opposite side of the coin —and it couldn't find it. Wthout his
physi cal body there was nothing for the fire-starter's chains to latch on to,
no starting point for the lines of death. Frustration grew into anger, and the
demands upon Terrel's strength becanme nore acute. Hi s thoughts were shredded
before he could assimilate them his dreamvision blurred, and a great roaring
thundered in his ears. And yet he held firm knowi ng that this was now a
battle of wills, not strength.

Abruptly, the dreamshifted, and Terrel saw the crystal city so famliar to
himfrom many previ ous nights. As he expected, it was smashed, al npst
unrecogni zabl e, reflecting the madness he knew he coul d never heal. But he

| ooked for a way to do sonething anyway, to make his point, and found an even
greater opportunity. He recognized one of the formations within the broken



structure. It bore the*' inprint of Tofana, of the know edge she had
bequeathed to the Ancient. His first instinct was to smash it, to destroy it
as so much el se had been destroyed, but he held back, unable even now to
deliberately harma patient. | am

a healer. He concentrated, gradually restoring that small part of the city to
the way it had been before, erasing the wizard s influence fromthe

el emental 's nenory. He net no resistance —probably because his actions were
so conpl etely unexpected - but he knew there would be a reaction once his
nmeddl i ng had been di scovered. Wen he'd finished he drew back, hoping that
what he'd done was enough —and found hinself in the mdst of an inferno.

He was back inside the vol cano, where great plunmes of fire were being hurled
into the sky. The Ancient had realized, too late, what Terrel had done, and
because it had been robbed of its ability to destroy its tornmentors, its fury
had turned inwards. It was still irretrievably insane, but it had |lost the
skill of fire-starting —and with Tofana dead, there was no way it could ever
learn it again. Terrel's know edge, such as it was, was useless by itself, and
the elemental knewit. Al it had |eft now was revenge.

Terrel had thought that the barrage he'd endured during his first encounter
had been bad enough, but this tinme it was a hundred times worse. |nmages of
unbel i evabl y gruesome vi ol ence were piled one on top of the other, so that he
could not escape or even try to |l essen their inpact. Sickened and despairing,
his mnd reel ed under the onslaught, as he wondered whether it would ever end.
He knew that he was being shown humanity at its nost depraved, the natura
world at its nost deranged. Everything here was corrupted, everything was
vile. And just at the point when he was thinking that it couldn't possibly get
any worse, the elenmental sought to drag himdown into the pit of madness with
an image from his own personal nightnmare

Al yssa stood before himin her own form- sonething he'd been longing to see
for nore than eight years - but

this was not the girl he remenbered. This Al yssa was shrunken and wri nkl ed,
drai ned of water and life, her sunken eyes |ike snoul dering coals. As Terre
wat ched in horror, she crunpled even further, then burst into flanes,
screamng in agony. Wthin moments, the inmage of his | ove had been reduced to

a nere pile of ash. Although he told hinself that this was just an illusion
it still filled himwith despair, and he couldn't help believing that sone
part of it must be true. He wondered if the elenmental here could use its
lunacy, its evil, to affect the real Al yssa back on Vadanis. Such thoughts

were an invitation to nmadness, but there was no way he could avoid them no
way to forget what he had seen. It was the Ancients who protected Al yssa and
the other sleepers in their seenmingly defenceless state, and if that
protecti on had not only been w thdrawn, but turned to such terrible enmty,
then the prospects for all of themwere bl eak.

Unexpectedly, Terrel found refuge in another dreamwrld. He didn't know who
was responsible, but the islanders were with himagain, allowing himto
recover a little of his strength and conposure. The el emental sensed their
presence too, and hesitated, watchful now.

| ama healer, Terrel said, taking advantage of this brief respite. | can help
you. Even as he spoke, he knew his own certainty of failure nmade the plea
pointless. In spite of its deranged state, the Ancient could tell that he was
lying. But now, instead of renewing its frenzied assault upon his mnd, it
turned back to the physical world. Robbed of its weapon of choice, it was
reverting to another —one that it needed no hel p in understandi ng.

The nountain grow ed and shook

Intol erable forces were building up within and bel ow the vol cano. Terrel knew
that when the eruption finally cane

it would be vast, so violent that it m ght devastate all Myvatan and w pe out
the entire population. Even if it didn't, it was certain to nelt nost, if not
all, of the glacier. The water that produced woul d undoubtedly drive the

el emental even deeper into insanity - and he dreaded to think what m ght
happen then. He would not be there to see it, of course - his own body woul d



be the first to be destroyed —but at that nonent he was not thinking of

hi nsel f. He couldn't bear the thought that now, when for the first time in
centuries the island had a genuine chance for peace, all their efforts m ght
have been in vain. Sonething had to be done to stop the el enental, and because
it was clearly beyond reason, it would have to be done fromthe outside.

Their magi c doesn't vani sh just because they're asleep. You can use the dark
dr eans.

He felt them waiting, uncertain. In a sleep so deep that no dreanms woul d
normally come to the surface, he was an interloper, his spiral light a focus
of attention. They were all aware of him All he had to do was tell them what
was needed, shape their dark dreans to his own purpose.

The wi zards stepped forward first, then the nagi ans and neomancers, al

wor ki ng in unison for once. As the vol cano expl oded, spew ng |ava and deadly
clouds into the air, the pyramd forned. It was flecked with all the col ours
of its creators - black and white, red and gold - so that it shinmered with
the Iight of all the noons. The shield was in place only just in time. Stil
caught in the centre of the nountain's rage, Terrel saw a fountain of fire
streak past himonly to nmeet the inpenetrable barrier above. Infernal forces
rebounded upon thensel ves, destroying the vol cano's massive walls and turning
the entire area into a chaotic blizzard of flying rock, searing flame, and
great surges of lava and snpbke. But it could not escape, confined

by the pyramid —which not only refused to let the fire out but al so prevented
any water from going in.

The dream ended for Terrel as he opened his eyes. He was back in his own body,
on the open gl acier again, but the pyramid was still there. He stared at it in
awe, unable to believe that such prinmeval fury could have been contai ned by
such a seemingly flinmsy structure, or that he had been inside its walls. The
eruption flared and shuddered, pul ses of orange, red, grey and black swirling
across the triangular surfaces, marking the patterns of the incredible

turbul ence within.

Terrel had no idea whether the vol cano was now sinply reacting to the forces
t hat had been rel eased, or whether the Ancient was driving the process on to
even greater extrenmes of violence. But there was no sign of it stopping or
even sl owi ng down. Tinme passed, and Terrel remained hypnotized by the

spect acl e, wondering which side would yield first. He got his answer when
cracks began to appear near the edges of the pyramid, and its sides began to
bul ge slightly towards the centre. It seenmed that Myvatan's magi ¢ was not
equal to the sustained rage of the elenmental. It would surely not be |ong

bef ore the Ancient broke out of its prison and unleashed its fiery venom upon
the worl d.

Terrel was at a | oss, exhausted, knowing that he'd done all he could. The
cracks spread out further, in jagged orange lines. The ice beneath his feet
shook, as if in anticipation, and the healer was certain this was one trenor
he woul d not be able to control. He found hinself clasping the red crystal in
his hand, willing the anulet into life. He didn't understand what he was

doi ng; he had just acted on instinct. But then the air was filled with a vast,
wordl ess runbling that made the noise of the eruption seem feeble by
conparison. It was a sound Terrel had heard before, at

Ti ndaya, when he had been no nore than a boy. But on this occasion, as then
it shook himto the core, |eaving himbreathl ess and deaf ened. And now, as
then, a second, |ess cavernous note was added to the roar, as if in response
to the first. However, this tine a third voice was added to the ear-splitting
chord. And then a fourth.

Terrel had no idea what it meant until he saw the spiral |ight blazing from
his clenched fist. Then he knew that he had called upon the greatest |ink of
all. The other elenmentals had come in answer to his silent plea. And they had

cone not to save him but to protect their sick brother

The pyram d becane stabl e once nore, reinforced by power beyond inagining, and
then the nonstrous noise died away, and the amulet's gl ow faded. Inside the
magi cal shield the eruption also declined rapidly, until it was as dark inside



the pyramid as it was outside.

Terrel knew it was over at last. The eruption had been contained, the

el enental had come to no further harm because no ice had nelted, and even

t hough he had not been able to heal its sickness, Terrel had ensured that it
could not take its revenge on humanity by using Tofana's repul sive nethods.
The heal er had not been able to renew his bargain with Myvatan's Ancient, but
it seemed that it still held good with the others, and that woul d have to be
enough. This stage of his quest was conpl ete.

And then he renenbered the gryfalcon's fall and Alyssa's tormented farewell,
and all his relief turned to doubt and grief. Even w thout the grotesque

vi sion he had been shown, he knew that she was seriously ill. It was possible
that she was dying, or even dead, and if that was the case, there was no point
in his going on. After all these years, Terrel's main reason for surviving,
for fulfilling his quest, seened to have gone. Uterly exhausted, and
depressed beyond belief, he sinply had no resolve left. | can't help you any
nmore. Hi s job was done. The Guardi an would have to do w thout the Mentor's
services fromnow on. It was over

Terrel lay down where he was and did not even feel the deadly cold of the ice
agai nst his cheek. In the next nonment he was alone in a dark and dreanl ess

sl eep.

He woke to see a dozen Anber Moons floating in the sky above him He blinked,
but they remained, each one a perfect glowing circle. Menories filtered back
into his consci ousness and he groaned, wondering if he had died and was in
another world. He felt confortable and warm but if he was a ghost that m ght
not mean very nuch.

He noved a little, encountering nore resistance than he'd expected, and the
Amber Moons shifted and junped, sonme of them breaking apart and then
reform ng. There were even nore of them now. Shaking his head as if to clear
it, Terrel discovered that he was |ying on sonething soft and pliable. Looking
round, he could see nothing except a dark mist, which seemed to swirl in a
pecul i ar manner as he noved. There was obviously sonething wong with his
eyes.

He stretched, trying to get up, only to find that he was surrounded by the
same peculiar substance that he was Iying on. It hemed himin on both sides,
and lay as a ceiling only a little way above him Here and there it caught the
light of the nobons, so that it shone |like transparent crystal

Terrel began to struggle wildly, panic making himimagi ne that he was in sone
ki nd of bizarre grave, that he'd been buried alive —and his novenents
produced a nmost startling and terrifying effect. The ceiling and walls of his
coffin began to nove too, sliding in different directions as though they were
alive.

A moment | ater the healer felt a draught of freezing air on his face, and his
eyesi ght canme back into focus. There was only one Anber Moon in the sky now,
and he was still in his own world. Then the surface he was |ying on began to
nove agai n and he sat up, thoroughly unnerved. What he saw t hen was al nost
beyond bel i ef.

He was surrounded by ice-wornms. Two of them had burrowed beneath him so that
they were providing himwith a living mattress, while others —those who had
now gl i ded away —had covered himlike a bl anket, |eaving only enough space
between them for himto breathe. Wen he'd first woken up, he had been | ooking
at the sky through one of these creatures, and its crystalline form had broken
the Iight of the noon into several different inages. The npbst surprising thing
was that, in spite of their icy appearance, the worns were not cold. Their
outer skins gave off an appreci able amount of heat, and the flesh beneath,
whil e being firmer and nore el astic than human nmuscle, was still very nuch
part of a living creature.

Terrel's first thought was that they had been taken over by sleepers again, in
order to help him but he realized alnpost imediately that this was not the
case. The ice-worns were thensel ves, nothing nore. Quite why they had chosen
to protect himlike this —to save his life - was a nystery.



Cl anmbering off his living bed, Terrel saw that his pack and the sword were
still there. He also saw that the nmountain had been bl asted out of existence.
Only a bl ackened pl ateau remai ned, fromwhich a little smoke was rising. The
pyram d had gone. Perhaps it wasn't over yet.

It seened that, whatever Alyssa's fate, his own road was not being allowed to
cone to an end. He had to go on, to be with her again, whether she was alive
or dead. He

had to know for sure. And in the nmeantine, he had other tasks to conplete.

The ice-worns seened to be in no hurry to |l eave him and he sensed in their
presence an unspoken question, an offer of further assistance should he need
it. He shoul dered his pack, then placed a tentative hand on the nearest
creature. Sensing its eagerness, he threw a |l eg across its broad back, sitting
astride it as if it were a horse

The wornms began to nove even before he told them where he wanted to go.
Epi | ogue

In one of the Iast of her dark dreans, Tegan saw a nan with strange eyes and a
light in his left hand. He cane and | ooked at her, gently kissed her forehead,
and then vani shed. She wanted to speak to him to ask himwho he was and what
he was doing there, but then the dream noved on and she forgot all about him
The flame-bright sword was taller than a dozen nen. It shone |ike a beacon in
t he darkness, waiting to greet a new dawn.

When Tegan woke, the sword was still there. It towered over her, a beacon not
just for her but for all the people of Myvatan. She stared in wonder, seeing
that the burning i mage stemred froma real sword, a blade of solid, burnished
netal which was now enbedded in the sacred rock, next to the rekindled flane.
She knew then that they would have the 'show that Jarvik had wanted, and even
t hough she did not yet know how it would work, she understood that the
Peacemaker would play a central role in the event. Unaware of the multitude of
ghosts who waited all around the Crcle of Truce, and of one of their nunber
in particular, she wished that her friend and former conrade could have been
there to see the drama unfold.

The generals came first, together with all their senior officers. Pingeyri was
one of those Tegan recogni zed, but there were others too, fromall quarters of
the island, watching each other warily. The beacon had vani shed by then, its
pur pose achi eved, and the real sword was lit only by the new y-returned
sunlight and by the flame that had al ways burned at the heart of the Circle of
Truce. Al the soldiers sawit, but none dared approach —until finally Eskif
strode forward and clinbed up on to the rock. In one hand he held a tag that
had been given to himby Tegan, the magi an who was al ready been called the
Priestess of Akurvellir, and with the other he grasped the hilt of the
Peacemaker. Conflicting enmptions ran across his face, but he seened noved
rather than surprised by the experience. The sword did not budge, and the

bri gadi er stepped away with tears in his eyes. As he did so, there was
nmoverent in the great unseen gathering of waiths that had clustered around

t he anphitheatre. One of their nunber changed shape a little, and then faded
away beyond any sight.

One by one, all the soldiers approached the sword. Each one tried to pull it
fromthe stone, but it was i movable, as if the blade had fused with the rock
itself, and each one of themreturned, defeated - and a different man. As they
did so, nore and nore of the waiths regained their human form They were
still ghosts, but they were whole again, and free to nmove on fromthe world.
The Geat Plain was no |onger their prison

This process went on for several days, and the sun rose higher and shone
brighter with each passing day. Just as the Tindaya Code had predicted, the
Peacemaker was speaking to the whole island. And when the procession finally
cane to an end, everyone knew that Myvatan's seemnmingly endl ess war truly was
over.

The sword was not the only thing that affected the atnosphere of change. Al
over the island, nost mitra plants had died during the winter, and those that
had survived were soon dug up and destroyed, now that everyone had devel oped



an inexplicable aversion to the herb

It had al so been di scovered that the healing pools no | onger worked, and so
the magi ans were using their talents to find other nethods of healing people.
Sone of the wi zards had begun to devi se ways of making people's lives better
rather than inventing new neans of destruction. And, for the first time in
three hundred and seventy years, a Great Concl ave was convened.

Myrdal came last, after all the fuss was over and the peace confirnmed. He cane
to Akurvellir, guided not by any beacon but by love. H's reunion with Tegan
was perhaps the nost joyous nmonent among many inside the Crcle of Truce, and
everyone who witnessed their enbrace understood that destiny had brought these
two together - and that now nothing would keep them apart.

One of these onl ookers was unseen by anyone else there. He was the last of the
ghosts, and he had been waiting just for this monment. Jarvik smiled then, and
turned away to begin his own journey.

The npst notabl e absentee fromthe Circle of Truce during all these events was
t he one who had done nost to bring them about. By the time Tegan and Myrda
were | ocked in each other's arns, and Jarvik was on his way to another world,
Terrel had enbarked upon a voyage of his own. Hi s ship was al ready sone days
out of Port Akranes, on its way south. He had not waited to see the results of
his efforts for one very good reason. He was goi hg hone.



